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THE  LIFE  OF 


THE  life,  writings,  and  character  of  SWIFT,  have  fuccefiively  employed  the  refearches,  exercifed  the 
ftridures,  and  exhaufted  the  praifes  of  Mrs.  Pilkington,  the  Earl  of  Orrery,  Deane  Swift,  Efq.  Dr. 
Delany,  Dr.  Hawkefworth,  Dr.  Johnfon,  and  George-Monk  Berkeley,  Efq.  Their,  feveral  publi 
cations,  which  place  his  character  in  very  different,  and  often  oppofite  points  of  light,  have  occafioned 
great  diverfity  in  the  judgments  formed  of  them  by  the  world,  according  to  the  different  degrees  of 
prejudice  or  candour  in  their  feveral  readers.  On  an  attentive  perufal,  it  will  be  found,  that  the 
narrations  of  Lord  Orrery,  Dr.  Hawkefworth,  Dr.  Johnfon,  and  Mr.  Sheridan,  entitle  them  to  the 
exclufive  appellation;of  his-  biographers.  Dr..  Delany,  Mr.  Swift,  Mr.  Berkeley,  and  Mrs.  Pilking 
ton,  come  under  a  different  defcription.  The  three  former  muft  be  confidered  as  his  apologiftsj 
and  the  latter  as  a  retailer  of  entertaining  anecdotes.  Thefe  are  the  feveral  fpurces  from  which  the 
facts  ftated  in  the  prefent  account  are  chiefly  derived.  Some  particulars  of  his  early  life  are  taken 
from  the  Anecdotes  of  the  Family  of  Swift,  a  fragment,  written  by  himfelf,  whieh.  now  exifts  in  his 
own  hand-writing,  in  the  Univerfity  Library  of  Dublin, 

Jonathan  Swift  was,  according  to  the  account  written  by  himfelf,  the  fon  of  Mr.  Jonathan  Swift, 
an  attorney,  and  was  born  in  Hoay's-Court,  in  the  parifh  of  St.  Werburgh,  Dublin,  on  the  3Otb. 
of  November,  1667.  He  was  defcended  from  a  younger  branch  of  an  ancient  family  of  that  nams 
in  Yorkshire.  His  grandfather,  the  Rev.  Thomas  Swift,  was  Vicar  of  Goodrich  in  Herefordfhire, 
and  married  Elizabeth  Dryden,  aunt  of  the  great  poet,  by  whom  he  had  ten  fons  and  three  or  foui? 
daughters.  He  died  in  1658 ;  and,  of  his  ions,  fix  furvived  him,  Godwin,  Thomas,  Drydea,  Wil 
liam,  Jonathan>  and  Adam, 

Thomas  was  bred  at  Oxford,  and  took  orders :  he  married  the  eldeft  daughter-  of.  Davenant,  and 
left  an  only  fon,  Thomas,  who  died  rector  of  Puttenham  in  Surrey,  May  1752,  in  the  87th  yeac 
of  his  age.  Godwin  ftudied  the  law,  in  the  Inner-Temple,  and  was  called  to  the  bar  before  the 
Refloration.  He  had  four  wives,  one  of  whom  was  a  relation  to  the  old  Marchionefs  of  Ormond ; 
and,  upon  that  account,  the  old  Duke  of  Ormond  made  him  hi}.  Attorney-General,  in  the  palatinate 
of  Tipperary.  He  left  feveral  children,  who  obtained  eflates.  William,  Dryden,  Jonathan,  and 
Adam,  were  attorneys,  who  all  lived  and  died  in  Ireland}  but  none  of  them  left  male  iflue  except 
Jonathan,  the  father  of  Swift. 

Jonathan,  at  the  age  of  twenty-three,  married  Abigail  Erick,  defcended  from  an  ancient  family 
of  that  name  in  Leicefterfhire,  but  with  little  or  no  fortune.  He  died  young,  in  about  two  years 
after  his  marriage,  feven  weeks  before  the  birth  of  his  only  fon  ;  and,  as  he  was  but  juft  beginning 
the  world,  left  his  widow  and  an  infant  daughter  to  the  care  of  his  brother  Godwin. 

When  Swift  was  a  year  old,  his  nurTe,  who  was  a  native  of  Whitehaven,  finding  k  neceffary  to 
vifit  a  fick  relation,  and  being  extremely  fpnd  of  the  infant*  ftole  him  on  fhipboard,  unknown  to 
his  mother  and  uncle,  and  carried  him  with  her  to  Whitehaven,  where  he  continued  for  almoil 
three  years ;  for,  when  the  matter  was  difcovered,  his  mother  fent  orders  not  to  hazard  a  fecond 
voyage  till  he  fhould  be  better  able  to  bear  it.  The  nurfe  was  fo  careful  of  him,  that,  before  he  re 
turned,  he  had  learned  to  fpell,  and,  before  he  was  five  years  old,  he  could,  r.ead  any  chapter  io 
the  Bible. 

His  mother,  abc*ut  two  years  after  his  father's  death,  quitted  the  family  of  his  uncle  Godwin,  and 
Retired  to  Leicefter,  where  fhe  was  chiefly  fupported  by  prefents  and  contributions  from  her  relations. 
The  infancy  of  Swift  paffed  without  any  marks  of  diHinclion.  At  the  age  of  fix  he  was  fent  to 
the  School  of  Kilkenny,  «md,  at  fourteen,  admitted  into  the  Univerfity  of  Dublin.  The  expence  of 
his  education  was  defrayed  by  his  uncle  Godwin,  who,  having  a  numerous  offspring,  by  four  wives 
was  under  the  neceffity  of  reducing  his  allowance  as  low  as  poflible. 

His  other  relations  feemed  at  that  time  to  think  that  their  afilltanoe  was  not  neceft%ry,  fo  that  he 
was  obliged  to  make  the  beft  fhift  he  could  with  the  fmall  pittance  afforded  by  his  uncle;  who  \vas 
fuppofed  by  him,  as  well  as  by  the  reft  of  the  world,  to  be  in  circumftances  that  might  have  afforded 
at  much  more  liberal  allowance,  without  prejudice  to  his  own. family. 

This  fuppofition  made  fo  deepen  impreffipn  on  him,  that  he  never  afterwards  could  thiak  vti-h 
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•patience  of  his  tmok  Godwin,  nor  could  heartily  forgive  the  negle&  fawn  him  during  that  thne  fcf 

his  other  relations. 

During  his  rcfidence  at  College,  he  lived  with  great  regularity  and  due  obfervance  of  the  ftatutcs", 
but  he  was  fo  difcouraged  and  funk  in  his  fpirits,  by  the  ill  treatment  of  his  relations,  that  he  could 
not  bear  to  give  the  necefiary  application  to  the  more  dry  parts  of  the  academic  iludies,  for  which 
he  had  indeed  naturally  no  great  rcliih  ;  and  pafled  his  time  chiefly  in  reading  books  of  hiltory  and 
poetry,  which  were  better  fuited  to  his  tafte,  and  more  calculated  to  relieve  the  troubles  of  his  mind. 
In  confequence  of  this,  when  the  time  came  for  his  taking  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Arts,  he  was 
Hopped,  as  he  hhnfelf  exprefies  it,  "  for  dulncfs  and  infufficiency,"  and  at  laft  hardly  admitted,  in  a 
manner  little  to  his  credit,  as  it  was  inferted  in  the  College  regifler  that  he  obtained  it  fpetiali  gra 
tia,  by  ipecial  favour ;  where  it  flill  remains  upon  record. 

He  remained  in  the  College  near  three  years  after  this  difgrace,  not  through  choice,  but  neceflity, 
little  known  or  regarded.  By  fcholars  he  was  efteemed  a  blockhead ;  and,  as  the  lownefs  of  his 
circumftances  would  not  permit  him  to  keep  company  of  an  equal  rank,  upon  an  equal  footing,  he 
{corned  to  alibciate  with  thofe  of  a  lower  clafs,  or  to  be  obliged  to  thofe  of  a  higher. 

Shame,  however,  had  its  proper  effect  in  producing  reformation ;  for  he  refolved,from  that  time, 
to  ftudy  eight  hours  a-day,  and  he  continued  his  induftry  for  fevcu  years,  with  what  improvement 
is  generally  known. 

At  this  time  the  force  of  his  genius  broke  out,  in  the  firft  rude  draught  of  the  Tale  of  a  Tub,  writ 
ten  by  him  at  the  age  of  nineteen,  though  communicated  to  nobody  but  his  chamber-fellow  Mr. 
Waryng,  the  brother  of  the  lady  who  received  his  juvenile  addrelTes,  and  with  whom  he  coiref- 
ponded  with  all  the  romantic  ardour  attending  a  firft  paflion,  under  the  whimfieal  name  of  /Tar'ma, 

Soon  after,  his  uncle  Godwin  was  feized  with  a  lethargy,  and  the  broken  ftate  of  his  affairs  waa 
made  public.  He  nqw  loft  even  the  poor  fupport  that  he  had  before ;  but  his  uncle  William  fup- 
plied  the  place  of  Godwin  to  him,  though  not  in  a  more  liberal  way,  which  could  not  be  expected 
from  his  circumfhinces,  yet  with  fo  much  better  a  grace  as  engaged  his  gratitude  afterwards. 

His  coufin  Willoughby  Swift,  eldeft  fon  of  his  uncle  Godwin,  hearing  of  his  father's  unhappy 
circumftances,  and  reflecting  that  Swift's  deftitute  fituation  demanded  immediate  relief,  fent  him  a 
prefent  of  a  larger  fum  than  ever  he^had  been  mafter  of  before. 

This  was  the  firft  time  that  his  difpofition  was  tried  with  regard  to  the  management  of  money  ; 
and  he  faid,  that  the  reflection  of  his  conftant  fufferings  through  the  want  of  it,  made  him  nurfe  it 
fo  well,  that  he  was  never  afterwards  without  fome  in  his  purfe. 

In  1688, -when  he  was  about  one-and-twenty,  he  went  to  confult  his  mother,  who  liveel  at  Lei- 
cefter,  about  the  future  courfe  of  his  life  ;  and,  by  her  direction,  folicited  the  advice  and  patronage 
of  Siir  William  Temple,  who  had  married  one  of  her  relations,  and  whofe  father,  Sir  John  Temple9 
Mafter  of  the  Rolls  in  Ireland,  had  lived  in  great  familiarity  cf  friendfhip  with  his  uncle  Godwin, 
by  whom  he  had  been  till  that  time  maintained. 

Sir  William  Temple,  who  then  refided  at  Shene,  received  him  cheerfully  into  his  houfe,  and 
treated  him  with  that  hofpitable  kindnefs  to  which  family  connections  and  his  unfortunate  fituation 
gave  him  a  double  claim.  On  a  nearer  acquaintance,  his  kindnefs  to  him  was  increafed  from  motives 
of  perfonal  regard,  and  he  took  upon  him  the  dire&ion  and  fuperintendence  of  his  ftudic^,  in  which 
Jie  found  his  progrefs  was  far  from  being  fo  great  as  might  have  been  exp^fled  from  his  courfe  of 
education  and  time  of  life. 

During  his  refidcnce  at  Shene,  he  became  known  to  King  William,  who  fometimes  vifited  Sir 
William  Temple  when  he  was  difabled  by  the  gout ;  and,  being  attended  by  Swift  in  the  garden,, 
Ihowed  him  how  to  cut  afparagus  in  the  Dutch  way.  King  William  expreiFed  his  kindnefs  to  Swift 
by  offering  to  make  him  a  Captain  of  Horfe ;  but  Swift  appears  to  huve  fixed  his  mind  very  early 
on  an  ecclefiaftical  life ;  and,  it  is  therefore  probable,  that,  upon  declining  this  offer,  he  obtained  a 
promife  of  preferment  in  the  church,  for,  in  a  letter  to  his  uncle  William,  dated  1692,  he  fays,  "  I 
«im  not  to  take  orders  till  the  King  gives  me  a  Prebend." 

When  Sir  William  Temple  removed  to  Moor-Park,  after  the  fettlement  of  the  government,  he 
took  Swift  with  him,  and  detained  him  two  years,  as  his  friend  and  domeftic  companion. 

Being  much  opprefled  by  an  illnefs  which  he  contracted  in  Ireland  by  a  furfeit  of  Fruit, 
that  brought  on  a  coldnefs  of  ftomach  and  giddtnefs,  with  deafnefs,  he  was  advifed  to  try  hia 
native  air,  and  went  to  Ireland ;  but,  finding  himfelf  growing  worfc  there}  he  fooo  returned,  tft. 
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M«K>r*Park,  where  lie  continued  his  fludies,  upon  the  abatement  of  his  illnefs,  which,  with  irregular 
intermiffions,  purfued  him  through  life,  and  at  lail  fent  him  to  the  grave  deprived  of  reafon, 

He  thought  exercife  of  great  neceffity,  and  ufed  to  run  up  and  down  a  hill,  about  half  a  mile  from 
the  houfe,  every  two  hours,  and  the  diftance  backwards  and  forwards,  in  about  fix  minutes. 

He  now  ftbod  high  in  Sir  William  Temple's  efteem,  though  he  had  written  nothing  that  could 
give  him  a  very  high  idea  of  his  genius,  except  the  Tali  of  a  Tub,  which  he  reviled  and  correfted 
about  this  time,  and  probably  fhowed  to  his  patron. 

He  tried  his  ftrength  only  in  Pindaric  Odes  to  the  King,  to  Sir  William  Temple,  and  to  the  "  Athe 
nian  Society,"  in  which,  though  there  appeared  feme  vigour  of  mind,  and  efforts  of  an  uncom 
mon  genius,  yet  it  was  apparent  that  it  was  vigour  improperly  exerted,  and  the  efforts  of  a  genius 
rnifapplied.  The  fentiments  were  flrained  and  crowded,  and  the  numbers  irregular  and  harfh. 

When  Sir  William  Temple  was  confulted  by  the  Earl  of  Portland  about  the  expedience  of  com 
plying  with  a  bill  then  depending  for  making  parliaments  triennial,  he  lent  Swift  to  Kenfmgton 
with  the  whole  account  in  writing,  to  convince  the  King  and  the  Earl  that  the  propofal  involved 
nothing  dangerous  to  royal  power.  But  the  predetermination  of  the  king  made  his  arguments,  and 
his  art  of  difplaying  them,  totally  ineffectual ;  and  the  meafure  was  reje&ed. 

The  confequence  of  this  wrong  ftep  in  his  Majefty,  he  obferves,  was  very  unhappy  ;  for  although 
it  be  held  a  part  of  the  King's  prerogative  to  refufe  paflmg  a  bill,  yet  the  learned  in  the  law  think 
ptherwife,  from  that  expreffion  ufed  at  the  coronation,  wherein  the  Prince  obligeth  himfelf  to  con- 
fent  to  all  laws,  quas  vulgus  elcgerit. 

In  this  fituation  Swift  continued,  ftill  applying  clofe  to  his  fludies,  till  1692,  when  he  went 
to  Oxford  to  take  his  degree  of  Mafter  of  Arts.  In  the  teftimonial  which  he  produced  from  the 
Univerfity*of  Dublin,  the  words  of  difgrace  were  omitted,  probably  by  the  influence  of  his  uncle 
William.  He  was  admitted  ad  tundem,  June  14.  and  took  his  Matter's  degree  July  jth  1694;  with 
fuch  reception  and  regard  as  fully  contented  him. 

From  Oxford  he  returned  to  Moor-Park,  where  he  remained  two  years  longer,  in  expectation  of 
getting  fome  preferment  through  Sir  William  Temple's  intereft  with  the  King,  which  he  had  pro- 
mifed  to  exert  in  his  favour ;  and,  in  this  time,  he  affifted  him  in  the  revifal  and  correction  of 
his  writings,  and  added  the  divr.ejpons  to  the  Tale  of  a  Tub. 

At  length,  quite  wearied  out  with  fruitlefs  expectation,  he  determined  to  leave  Sir  William  Temple, 
and  to  take  his  chance  in  the  world.  When  this  refolution  was  made  known  to  Sir  William,  he  re 
ceived  it  with  ardent  marks  of  difpleafure  ;  but,  that  he  might  feem  to  fulfil  his  promife,  he  offered 
him  an  employment  then  vacant,  in  the  office  of  the  rolls  in  Ireland,  of  about  100  1.  a-year.  Swift, 
with  great  readinefs  and  fpirit,  replied,  "  that  fmce  he  had  now  an  opportunity  of  living  without 
being  driven  into  the  church  for  a  maintenance,  he  was  relblved  to  go  to  Ireland  to  take  holy  or 
ders;"  and  fo  he  went  away  in  difcontent. 

While  he  lived  at  Moor- Park,  he  ufed  to  pay  his  mother  at  Leicefter  an  yearly  vifit.  He  travel- 
Jed  on  foot,  unlefs  the  violence  of  the  weather  drove  him  into  a  waggon ;  he  dined  at  obicure  ale- 
houfes,  among  pedlars  and  oftlers;  and  at  night,  he  would  go  to  a  penny  lodging,  where  he  pro 
cured  clean  fheets  for  fixpence.  This  practice  fome  have  afcribed  to  avarice,  and  others,  perhaps 
with  more  probability,  to  his  defire  of  furveying  human  life  through  all  its  varieties. 

He  went  over  to  Ireland,  and  was  ordained  in  September  1694.  He  had  at  firfl  no  higher  views 
in  the  church  than  the  Chaplainfhip  to  the  Factory  at  Lifbon ;  but  being  recommended  to  Lord 
Capel,  then  Lord  Deputy  of  Ireland,  he  obtained  the  prebend  of  Kilroot,  in  the  diocefe  of  Connor,  of 
about  zoo  1.  a-year. 

Soon  after,  upon  receiving  a  letter  from  Sir  William  Temple,  with  an  invitation  to  Moor-Park, 
he  refigned  his  living  to  a  poor  curate  who  had  only  40 1.  a-year,  for  the  maintenance  of  a  very 
numerous  family  of  children,  and  returned  to  England. 

The  circumftances  attending  this  act  of  benevolence  are  well  defcribed  by  Air.  Sheridan  ;  and  the 
following  reflection  on  the  "  exquifite  pleafure"  which  it  afforded  the  heart  of  Swift,  is  fingularly 
happy,  both  for  the  thought  and  the  expreffion :  "  Nor  is  this  to  be  wondered  at,  fmce  it  was  the 
firil  opportunity  he  ever  had  of  letting  loofe  that  fpirit  of  generofity  and  benevolence,  whofe  great- 
nefs  and  vigour,  when  pent  up  in  hi»  own  breaft  by  poverty  and  dependence,  fovtd  only  as  an  e.vij 
fpirit  t;o  torment  him," 

aiij 
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The  editor  of  the  late  edition  of  the  "  Tatler,"  has  afcrihed  his  leaving  Kilroot  to  no  lefs  a  crime 
than  an  attempt  to  commit  a  rape.  This  ridiculous  charge  is  refuted  hy  Mr.  Berkeley,  with  a  mix 
ture  of  contempt  and  indignation  which  it  well  deferves.  It  has  alfo  been  contradicted  in  the 
"  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  hy  the  perfon  on  whofe  authority  it  was  refted  ;  and  is  too  palpably  afr- 
furd  to  be  credited,  even  by  thofe  who  may  meet  with  the  accufation  without  feeing  the  defence. 

He  arrived  at  Moor-Park,  in  1695,  with  fourfcore  pounds  in  his  pocket,  after  fomewhat  morfc 
than  a  year's  ab fence.  The  infirmities  of  Sir  William  Temple  made  him  more  neceffary  than  ever; 
and  having,  perhaps,  equally  repented  their  feparation,  they  lived  on  together  with  mutual  fatisfac- 
tion.  In  the  fcrur  years  that  paffed  between  his  return  and  Sir  William  Temple's  death,  he  was 
fully  and  ufefully  employed.  He  took  upon  himfelf  the  office  of  Preceptor  to  his  niece,  teaching 
her  Eriglim,  and  directing  -her  in  a  proper  courfe  of  reading.  At  the  fame  time,  Mifs  Johnfon, 
daughter  of  his  lleward,  afterwards  fo  well  known  by  the  name  of  Stella,  partook  of  the  benefit  of 
the  fame  inflruction.  She  was  at  that  time  about  fourteen  years  of  age,  beautiful  in  her  perfon,  and 
poflefled  of  fuch  fine  talents  as  made  Swift  take  great  delight  in  cultivating  and  improving  her 
mind.  At  this  time  too  he  wrote  the  Battle  of  the  Booh,  in  honour  of  his  great  and  learned  friend. 

In  1699,  Sir  William  Temple  died,  and  left  a  legacy,  with  his  manufcripts,  to  Swift ;  for  whom 
he  had  obtained  from  King  William  a  promife  of  the  firft  prebend  that  fhould  be  vacant  at  Wefl- 
minfler  or  Canterbury. 

Upon  the  death  of  his  patron,  he  removed  to  London,  and  foon  after  dedicated  to  the  King  the 
pofthumous  works  with  which  he  was  intrufted ;  but  neither  the  dedication,  nor  a  memorial  which 
he  thought  proper  to  prefent,  revived  in  King  William  the  remembrance  of  his  promife.  He  at 
tended  the  court  awhile,  but  foon  found  his  felicitations  hopelefs.  He  exonerated  the  King  fo  far 
as  to  fay  often  that  he  believed  the  memorial  was  never  received. 

He  therefore  readily  accepted  of  an  offer  made  to  him  by  the  Earl  of  Berkeley  to  accompany  him 
into  Ireland  as  his  Chaplain  and  Private  Secretary  ;  but  after  having  done  the  bufinefs  of  fecretary 
till  their  arrival  at  Dublin,  he  then  found  that  one  Bufh  had  perfuaded  his  Lordihip  that  a  Clergy 
man  was  not  a  proper  fecretary,  and  had  obtained  the  office  for  himfelf. 

He  revenged  himfelf  by  a  fevere  copy  of  verfes  againft  the  governor  and  his  new  made  fecretary, 
ivhich  were  everywhere  handed  about,  to  their  no  fmall  mortification. 

Lord  Berkeley  had  foon  after  the  difpofal  of  the  Deanery  of  Derry,  and  Swift  expected  to  obtain 
it;  but  by  the  fecretary's  being  fecured  by  a  bribe  of  ioool.  it  was  beftowed  on  another;  and 
Swift  was  difmiffed  with  the  Rectory  of  Agher,  and  the  Vicarages  of  Laracor  and  Rathbeggan,  in 
the  diocefe  of  Meath,  which,  together,  did  not  equal  half  the  value  of  the  deanery. 

He  continued  Hill  in  his  office  of  Chaplain  to  Lord  Berkeley,  from  the  refpect  which  he  had  for 
his  Lady,  whofe  virtues  he  has  celebrated  in  the  introduction  to  the  Project  for  the  Advancement  of 
Religion. 

About  this  time,  his  true  humorous  vein  in  poetry  began  to  difplay  itfelf  in  feveral  little  pieces, 
\vritten  for  the  entertainment  of  Lord  Berkeley's  family  ^particularly  that  incomparable  piece  of  low 
humour,  called  The  humble  Petition  of  Mrs.  Frances  Harris ',  l&c. 

"When  Lord  Berkeley  quitted  the  government  of  Ireland,  Swift  went  to  refide  on  his  living  at 
Laracor,  where  he  read  prayers  on  Wednefdays  and  Fridays,  and  performed  all  the  offices  of  his 
profeffion  with  great  decency  and  exactnefs. 

Soon  after  his  fettlement  at  Laracor,  he  invited  to  Ireland  his  lovely  pupil  Mifs  Johnfon,  to  whom 
Sir  William  Temple,  in  confideration  of  her  father's  faithful  fervices,  had  left  1000 1.  With  her 
came  a  lady  of  the  name  of  Dingley,  who  was  related  to  the  Temple  family,  and  whofe  whole  for 
tune  was  an  annuity  of  27  1.  With  thefe  ladies  he  pafled  his  hours  of  relaxation,  and  to  them  he 
opened  his  bofom ;  but  they  never  refided  in  the  fame  houfe.  They  lived  at  the  parfonage  when 
he  was  away,  and  when  he  returned,  removed  to  a  lodging,  or  to  the  houfe  of  Dr.  Raymond,  a 
neighbouring  clergyman,  at  Trim. 

Mifs  Johnfon  was  then  eighteen,  and,  by  his  own  account,  had  the  moft  and  finefl  accomplishments 
of  any  perfon  he  had  ever  known  of  either  fex.  Yet  he  ftudioufiy  avoided  the  appearance  of  any 
tender  attachment  to  her,  and  never  faw  or  converfed  with  her  but  in  the  prefence  of  fome  third 
perfon. 

Whatever  inclination  he  might  formerly  have  had  to  matrimony,  it  was  now  much  changed.    A 
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Jew  years  abfence,  and  fome  newly  difcovered  faults,  made  him  wifh  to  put  an  end  to  a  correfpon- 
dence  in  the  flyle  of  courtlhip,  which  had  been  carried  on  for  fome  time  with  Mifs  Waryng;  The  cir- 
icumftances  of  that  affair  are  laid  open  in  an  unlover-like  and  dictatorial  epiftle  to  Mifs  Waryng,  dated 
May  4.  1700,  the  defign  of  which  feems  evidently  to  have  been  to  break  off  the  match,  but  in  fuch 
away  as  that  the  refufal  might  come  from  the  lady.  The  fubfequent  fortunes  of  Mifs  Waryng  are  not 
known ;  but  it  is  probable  Swift's  connection  with  her  might  occafion  the  myfterious  conduct  he  ob- 
ferved  towards  Mifs  Johnfon. 

Ambition,  not  love,  was  his  predominant  paffion.  Urged  by  this  reftlefs  fpirit,  he  every  year  paid 
a  vifit  to  England,  in  hopes  of  finding  fome  favourable  opportunity  of  diftinguifhing  himfelf,  and 
.jmfhing  his  fortune  in  the  world. 

His  firft  political  tract:,  intituled  A  Difcourfe  of  the  ConteJIs  and  Diffentions  In  Athens  and  Rome,  was  pub- 
jlifhed  in  1701,  at  the  time  when  the  nation  was  in  a  ferment  on  account  "of  the  impeachment  of 
the  Earls  of  Portland  and  Orford,  Lord  Somers  and  Lord  Halifax,  by  the  Houfe  of  Commons.  He 
concealed  his  name-;  nor  was  he,  though  he  fided  with  the  Whigs,  at  that  time  connected  with  any 
<)f  the  leaders  of  that  party.  His  motives  were  wholly  of  a  public  nature,  and  fuch  as  became  his 
truly  difinterefted  and  patriotic  fpirit.  This  was  the  only  piece  he  ever  explicitly  avowed  as  his 
own  production.  With  refpect  to  all  his  other  publications,  to  which  he  did  not  affix  his  name,  he 
left  the  world  to  make  its  own  conjectures  with  regard  to  the  author.  He  maintained  a  kind  of 
dignified  referve,  and  feemed  always  to  court  that  equivocal  ihade  which  "  half  fhowed,"  and  "  half 
veiled"  his  intentions  and  purfuits. 

The  fame  year,  he  took  the  degree  of  Doctor  in  Divinity. 

In  1704,  he  publifhed,  The  Tale  of  a  Tub,  which  he  had  kept  by  him  eight  years.  Mr.  Sheridaa 
confiders  it  as  a  work  truly  friendly  to  the  intereils  of  religion,  by  weakening  of  the  powers  of  po 
pery  and  fanaticifm ;  but,  it  is  certain,  that  mofl  of  the  ferious  part  of  the  clergy  and  the  laity,  even 
among  the  high-church-men,  blulhed  for  the  author,  and  thought  religion  the  laft  thing  he  troubled 
liimfelf  about.  It  has  been  afcribed  by  Mr.  Cookfey,  in  his  "  Life  of  Lord  Somers,"  to  that  no 
bleman  ;  but  he  himfelf  did  not  deny  that  he  was  the  author,  when  Archbifnop  Sharp  and  the  Du- 
chefs  of  Somerfet,  by  Ihowing  it  to  the  Queen,  debarred  him  from  a  bifhopric. 

After  the  publication  of  this  work,  his  acquaintance  was  much  fought  after  by  all  perfons  of  tafle 
and  genius.  There  was,  particularly,  a  very  clofe  conneclicn  between  him  and  Addifon,  which  ended 
in  a  fincere  and  lafting  friendfhip  ;  and  he  lived  in  the  greatefl  intimacy  with  Congreve,  Arbuthnot, 
Prior,  Pope,  Gay,  Parnell,  Garth,  Berkeley,  and  others  of  inferior  Hote. 

In  1708,  he  publilhed  The  Sentiments  of  a  Church-of-England  Man,  the  ridicule  of  aftrology,  under 
the  name  of  Bickerfiaff,  the  Argument  againjl  abolijh'mg  Cbrtfianityy  and  the  defence  of  the  SacramsntaZ 

Tejl. 

In  thefe  publications  Swift  does  not  rife  fuperior  to  the  prejudices  which  agitated  the  contending 
parties  of  thofe  days.  His  principles  of  toleration  may  be  clearly  perceived  to  have  been  inimical  ten 
a  general  liberty  of  confcience.  He  fpeaks  the  language  of  thofe  days,  when  bigotry,  under  the  fpe- 
cious  names  of  zeal  and  orthodoxy,  fhook  the  very  pillars  of  the  Reformation  ;  and,  while  it  pre 
tended  to  fecure  the  church  from  danger •,  was  undermining  the  beft  intereils  of  truth,  religion,  and 
liberty. 

The  attention  paid  to  the  paper  published  under  the  name  of  Blckerjlaff,  induced  Steele,  when  he, 
projected  the  "  Tatler,"  to  affume  an  appellation  which  had  already  gained  pofTeilion  of  the  rea 
der's  notice. 

IB  1 709,  he  publilhed  a  Projeflfor  the  advancement  of  Religion,  addrelfed  to  Lady  Berkeley,  bywhofe 
kindnefs  it  is  not  unlikely  that  he  was  advanced  to  his  benefices,  but  chiefly  calculated  for  the 
Queen's  perufal,  being  covertly  aimed  at  the  deftruction  of  the  Whigs  or  Low-church-^arty. 

After  the  publication  of  this  piece,  Swift  went  to  Ireland,  where  he  paffed  much  of  his  time  with 
Addifon,  then  Secretary  to  the  Earl  of  Wharton,  Lord  Lieutenant  of  that  kingdom. 

Upon  the  change  of  affairs  at  court  the  following  year,  when  the  Tory  miniftry  was  appointed, 
Swift  was  employed  by  the  bilhops  of  Ireland  to  iblicit  the  Queen  for  a  remilfion  of  the  firft-fruits 
and  twentieth-parts  to  the  Irifti  clergy. 

He  arrived  in  London,  with  his  credentials,  in  September  1710,  and  waited  gupon  Harley,  t» 
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•whom  he  was  mentioned  as  a  man  neglected  and  oppreffcd  by  the  laft  miniftry,  becaufe  he  had  re- 

fufed  to  co-operate  with  fome  of  their  fchemes. 

Harley  was  glad  of  an  auxiliary  fo  well  qualified  for  his  fervice,  and  readily  admitted  him  to  fa 
miliarity  and  his  entire  confidence. 

He  was  admitted  to  thofe  meetings  in  which  the  firft  hints  and  original  plan  of  action  are  fup- 
pofed  to  have  been  formed ;  and  was  one  of  the  fixteen  minifters,  or  agents  of  the  miniftry,  who  met 
•weekly  at  each  other's  houfes,  and  were  united  by  the  name  of  "  Brother." 

He  continued,  however,  to  converfe  indifcriminately  with  all  the  wits,  and  was  yet  a  friend  to 
Stcele,  and  contributed  to  the  "  Tatkr,"  which  began  in  April,  1709. 

At  this  time,  and  during  his  connection  with  the  Tory  miniftry,  he  kept  a  regular  journal  of"  al) 
the  moft  remarkable  events,  as  well  as  little  anecdotes,  which  he  tranfmitted  every  fortnight  to 
Stella,  the  name  by  which  he  called  Mifs  Johnfon,  for  private  perufal,  and  that  of  Mrs.  Dingley-. 
This  journal  was  luckily  preferved,  and  fome  time  fmce  given  to  the  World. 

He  was  now  immerging  into  political  controverfy.  The  writers  on  both  fides  had  before  this 
taken  the  field.  On  the  Whig  fide  were  Addifonj  Burtiet,  Steele,  Congreve,  Rowe,  and  many  other* 
of  lefs  note.  On  the  Tory  fide,  the  chief  writers  were  Bolingbroke,  Atterbury,  Prior,  Freind  and 
.King.  They  had  publifhed  twelve  numbers  of  a  weekly  paper,  called  The  Examiner,  when  Swift 
declared  himfelf.  The  whole  conduct  of  the  paper  was,  from  that  time,  put  into  his  hands.  He 
entered  the  field  alone ;  he  fcorned  afiiftance ;  and  defpifcd  numbers.  His  firft  paper  was  publifhed 
November  a.  1710,  No.  13.  of  The  Examiner',  and  he  continued  them  without  interruption  till 
June  7.  1711,  when  he  dropped  itj  clofing  it  with  No.  44,  and  then  leaving  it  to  be  carried  on  by 
.Mrs.  Mariley,  afid  other  hands. 

In  1711,  he  publifhe'd  a  Letter  to  the  Ofiober  Club,  "  a  fet  of  above  a  hundred  parliament-men  of 
the  country,  who  drank  October  beer  at  home,  and  met  every  evening  at  a  tavern  near  the  parlia- 
inent  to  confult  on  affairs,  and  drive  things  to  extremes  againft  the  Whigs ;  to  call  the  old  miniftry 
to  account,  and  get  off  five  or  fix  heads."  Swift  feems  to  have  concurred  m  opinion  with  the 
•violent  members  of  his  own  party ;  but  it  was  not  in  his  power  to  quicken  the  tardinefs  of  Harley, 
\vhom  he  ftiniulated  as  much  as  he  could,  but  with  little  effect.  His  Letter,  however,  put  an  end  to 
the  cabals  of  the  Gaoler  Club. 

The  next  year,  he  publifhed  a  propoTal  fbr  correcting,  improving,  and  afcertaining  the  fingliffi 
Tongue,  in  a  letter  to  Harley ;  "  written,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  without  much  knowledge  of  the 
general  nature  of  language,  and  without  any  accurate  inquiry  into  the  hiftory  of  other  tongues. 
The  certainty  and  ftability  which,  contrary  to  all  experience,  he  thinks  attainable,  he  propofes  to 
iecure  by  inftituting  an  academy,  the  decrees  of  which  every  man  would  have  been  willing,  and 
many  would  have  been  proud  to  difobey ;  and  which,  being  renewed  by  fucceffive  elections,  would 
in  a  fhort  time  have  differed  from  itfelf." 

The  fame  year,  he  publifhed  his  celebrated  political  tract,  called  Tie  ConduR  of  the  Allies.  The 
jpurpofe  was  to  perfuade  the  nation  to  a  peace  ;  and  never  had  any  publication  more  fuccefs.  It  is 
iaid  that  eleven  thoufand  were  fold  in  lefs  than  a  month.  To  its  propagation  certainly  no  agency 
of  power  or  influence  was  wanting.  It  furniflied  arguments  for  conversation,  fpeeches  for  debate, 
and  materials  for  parliamentary  refolutions. 

It  was  followed  by  his  Barrier  Treaty ,  which  carries  on  the  defign  of  the  ConduSi  of  tie  Allies •,  and 
llis  Remarks  on  tie  Bijhop  ofSarum's  IntroduSlJm  to  the  third  Volume  of  his  Hijlory  of  the  Reformation ',  in 
'which  he  treats  Burnet  like  a  political  antagonift,  whom  he  is  glad  of  an  opportunity  to  infult. 

The  miniftry  were  not  unmindful  of  his  merits,  and  had  recommended  him  to  the  Queen  to  fill 
a  vacant  bifhopric  ;  but  the  recommendation  wis  oppofed  by  Archbifhop  Sharp,  who  ufed  this  re 
markable  expreflion,  "  that  her  Majefty  fhould  be  fure  that  the  man  whom  (he  was  going  to  make 
a  bifhop  was  a  Chriftian."  The  Duchefs  of  Somerfet  alfo  Ihowed  the  Queen  that  excefiive  bitter 
copy  of  verfes  which  Swift  had  written  againft  her,  called  Tie  Windfor  Prophecy.  As  a  mark  of  her 
difpleafure,  the  Queen  puffed  Swift  by,  artd  beftowed  the  bifhopric  on  another. 

As  foon  as  it  was  known  that  he  was  hi  difgrace  with  the  Queen,  his  court  friends  either  deferted 
.him  or  looked  coldly  on  him.  Speeches  were  made  againft  him  in  both  Houfes  of  Parliament.  The 
Scottifh  Peers  went  in  a  body  to  the  Queen  to  complain  of  the  author  of  a  pamphlet,  called  the 
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Public  Spirit  of  ike  Wings,  written  in  anfwer  to  Steele's  "  Crifis,"  in  which  were  many  paffages  in 
jurious  to  the  honour  of  their  nation. 

His  friend  Harley,  however,  and  the  reft  of  the  miniftry,  exerted  their  influence  fo  ftrongly  ifl 
his  behalf,  that  he  foon  appeared  again  at  court,  in  higher  favour  than  ever. 

In  April  1713,  he  was  appointed  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's  in  Dublin,  the  beft  preferment  the  miniftry 
would  venture  to  give  him.  "  That  miniftry,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  was,  in  a  great  degree,  fup- 
ported  by  the  clergy,  who  were  not  yet  reconciled  to  the  author  of  the  Tale  of  a  Tub,  and  would 
not,  without  much  difcontent  and  indignation,  have  borne  to  fee  him  inftalled  in  an  Englifti  ca 
thedral." 

In  June  following,  he  went  to  take  poffeffion  of  his  deanery ;  but  was  not  fufFered  to  ftay  in  Ire 
land  more  than  a  fortnight  before  he  was  recalled  to1  England,  that  he  might  reconcile  Harley  and 
Bolingbroke,  who  began  to  look  on  one  another  with  malevolence,  which  every  day  increafed. 

Upon  his  arrival,  he  contrived  an  interview  at  Lord  Mafham's,  from  which  they  both  departed 
difcontented ;  he  procured  a  fecond,  which  only  convinced  him  that  the  breach  was  irreconcilable. 
He  told  them  his  opinion,  that  all  was  loft,  and  that  he  was  determined  to  have  ho  further  concerrj 
with  public  affairs. 

By  the  diffenfion  of  his  great  friends,  his  importance  was  now  at  an  end ;  and  feeing  his  fervkes  at 
laft  ufelefs,  he  returned  in  June  1714,  to  a  friend's  houfe  at  Letcomb  in  Berkfliire,  where  he  wrote 
that  fpirited  pamphlet,  called  Free  Thoughts  on  tie  prefent  State  of  Affairs ;  but  the  death  of  the  Queen, 
foon  after  it  went  to  prefs,  put  a  flop  to  the  publication. 

This  event  broke  down  at  once  the  whole  fyflem  of  Tory  politics,  put  an  end  to  all  Swift's  noble 
defigns  for  the  public  good,  and  cut  off  all  his  own  future  profpect^ 

There  is  an^admirable  picture  given  of  him  upon  this  occafion,  by  a  few  ftrokes  of  the  mafterly 
pen  of  Arbuthnot :  "  I  have  feen  a  letter,"  he  writes  Pope,  "  from  Dean  Swift ;  he  keeps  up  his 
noble  fpirit ;  and  though,  like  a  man  knocked  down,  you  may  behold  him  ftiil  with  a  Hern  counte 
nance,  and  aiming  a  blow  at  his  adverfaries." 

The  brighteft  and  moft  important  part  of  his  life  pafTed  during  the  four  laft  years  of  Queen  Anne, 
when  his  faculties  were  in  full  vigour,  and  occafions  for  difplaying  them  arofe  adequate  to  rheif 
greatnefs. 

It  is  recorded  to  his  honour,  and  to  animate  others  by  his  example,  that,  during  his  connection 
with  thofe  who  were  in  the  higheft  rank,  and  who  in  every  rank  would  have  been  great,  he  would 
never  fuffer  himfelf  to  be  treated  but  as  an  equal,  and  repulfed  every  attempt  to  hold  him  in  de 
pendence,  or  keep  him  at  diftance,  with  the  utmoft  refentment  and  indignation. 

It  happened  upon  fome  occafion  that  Harley  fent  him  a  bank  bill  of  50 1.  by  his  private  fecretary, 
Mr.  Lewis,  which  he  inftantly  returned  with  a  letter  of  expoftulation  arid  complaint ;  but  he  ac 
cepted  afterwards  a  draught  of  1000 1.  upon  the  Exchequer,  which  was  intercepted  by  the  Queen'* 
death. 

When  he  was  defired  by  Harley  to  introduce  Parnell  to  his  acquaintance,  he  refufed,  vpon  this 
principle,  that  a  man  of  genius  was  a  character  fuperior  to  a  lord  in  a  high  ftition.  He  therefore 
obliged  him  to  walk  with  his  treafurer's  ftaff  from  room  to  room,  inquiring  which  was  Parnell,  in 
•rder  to  introduce  himfelf,  and  beg  the  honour  of  his  acquaintance. 

As  to  his  political  principles,  if  his  own  account  of  them  is  to  be  believed,  he  was  always  againft 
a  popifh  fucceflbr  to  the  crown,  whatever  title  he  might  have  by  proximity  of  blood ;  nor  did  he  re 
gard  the  right  line  upon  any  other  account  than  as  it  was  eftablifhed  by  law,  and  had  much  weight 
in  the  opinions  of  the  people.  He  was  of  opinion,  that  when  the  grievances  fufFered  under  a  prefent 
government  became  greater  than  thofe  which  might  probably  be  expe6ted  from  changing  it  by 
riolence,  a  revolution  was  juftifiable  ;  and  this  he  believed  to  have  been  the  cafe  in  that  which  was 
brought  about  by  the  Prince  of  Orange.  He  had  a  mortal  antipathy  to  ftanding  armies  in  times 
of  peace  ;  and  was  of  opinion,  that  our  liberty  could  never  be  fecured  upon  a  firm  foundation,  tUI 
the  ancient  law  fhould  be  revived,  by  which  our  parliaments  were  made  annual.  He  abominated 
the  political  fcheme  of  fetting  up  a  monied  imereft  in  oppofition  to  the  landed,  and  was  an  enemy 
to  a  temporary  fufpenfion  of  the  Habeas  Corpus  acl.  In  thefe  opinions,  and  in  his  general  fcheme  of 
politics,  Harley  was  known  to  concur ;  but  Bolingbroke  fought  to  gratify  his  ambition  by  fecretly 
promoting  the  reftoration  of  the  exiled  family. 
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The  period  of  his  political  importance  is  diftinguiflied  by  the  commencement  of  his  pafiion  for 
Mifs  Efther  Vanhomrigh,  celebrated  by  the  name  of  Vanejfa,  whofe  hiftory  is  too  well  known  to 
be  minutely  repeated. 

The  date  of  it  may  be  traced  to  March  1712,  when  a  remarkable  change  took  place  in  his  manner 
•f  writing  to  Mifs  Johnfon. 

Mifs  Vanhomrigh  was  a  young  woman  fond  of  literature,  whom  he  took  pleafure  in  directing  and 
inftructing ;  till,  from  being  proud  of  his  praife,  fhe  grew  fond  of  his  perfon,  and  ventured  to  make 
him  a  propofal  of  marriage' 

He  now,  for  the  firft  time,  felt  what  the  paffion  of  love  was,  with  all  its  attendant  fymptoms, 
xvhich  he  had  before  only  known  from  defcription,  and  which  he  was  now  enabled  to  defcribe  him- 
felf  in  the  ftrongeft  colours.  In  this  fituation,  foon  after  his  return  from  his  inftallation,  in  1713, 
he  wrote  that  beautiful  poem,  called  Cadenus  and  VaneJJ'a,  in  which  he  is  characterifed,  under  the 
pame  of  Cadenus  by  the  tranfpofition  of  the  letters  in  the  word  Decanus,  the  Dean.  His  firft  defign 
feems  to  have  been  to  break  off  the  connection  in  the  politeft  manner  poflible.  To  foften  the  harfli- 
nefs  of  a  refufal  of  her  hand,  the  greateft  of  mortifications  to  a  woman,  young,  beautiful,  and  pof- 
feffed  of  a  good  fortune ;  he  painted  all  her  perfections,  both  of  body  and  mind,  in  fuch  glowing 
colours,  as  muft  at  leaft  have  highly  gratified  her  vanity,  and  fhown  that  he  was  far  from  being 
infenfible  to  her  charms,  though  prudence  forbade  his  yielding  to  his  inclinations.  If  it  be  faid  that 
he  fhould  have  checked  a  paflion  which  he  never  meant  to  gratify,  recourfe  muft  be  had  to  that 
extenuation  which  he  fo  much  defpifed,  "  men  are  but  men."  Perhaps,  however,  he  did  not  know 
his  own  mind ;  and,  as  he  reprefents  himfelf,  was  undetermined. 

'  A  poem  written  in  fuch  exquifite  tafte,  of  which  ihe  was  the  fubject,  and  where  fhe  faw  herfelf 
dreft  out  in  the  mqft  flattering  colours,  was  not  likely  to  adminifter  to  her  cure  ;  on  the  contrary, 
it  only  ferved  to  add  frefh  fuel  to  the  flame. 

Meantime,  the  unfortunate  Stella  languifhed  in  abfence  and  neglect.  The  journal  was  not  re 
newed  ;  while  a  continual  intercourfe  was  kept  up  between  Vanejfa  and  him.  She  was  the  firft 
perfon  he  wrote  to  on  his  retirement  to  Letcoumb,  before  the  Queen's  death,  and  the  laft  in  his  de 
parture  from  that  place  to  Ireland ;  whether  fhe  foon  followed. 

He  arrived  in  a  much  more  gloomy  ftate  of  mind  than  before.  In  the  triumph  of-  the  Whigs, 
he  met  with  every  mortification  that  a  fpirit  like  his  could  pofllbly  be  expofed  to.  The  people  of 
Ireland  were  irritated  againft  him  beyond  meafure,  and  every  indignity  was  offered  him  as  he 
walked  the  ftreets  of  Dublin.  Nor  was  he  only  infulted  by  the  rabble  ;  but  perfons  of  diitinguifhed 
*ank  forgot  the  decorum  of  common  civility,  to  give  him  a  perfonal  affront.  While  his  pride  was 
hurt  by  fuch  indignities,  his  more  tender  feelings  were  often  wounded  by  bafe  ingratitude. 

In  fuch  a  fituation,  he  found  it  in  vain  to  ftruggle  againfl  the  tide  that  oppofed  him.  He  filently 
yielded,  and  retired  from  the  world  to  difcharge,  his  duties  as  a  clergyman,  and  attend  to  the  arc 
ff  his  deanery. 

He  filled  his  hours  with  fome  hiftorical  attempts  relating  to  the  Clangs  of  tie  Mini/try,  and  the 
Qonduft  of  the  Minijl<y.  He  likewifc  fiflilhed  a  Hifory  of  the  Four  loft  Tears  of  Queen  Anns,  which  he 
began  in  her  lifetime,  and  laboured  with  great  attention,  but  never  publifhed.  It  was  afterwards 
publifhed  by  J>.  Lucas ;  but  failed  to  fatisfy  the  curiofity  which  it  excited. 

He  vY?;s  now  to  contrive  how  he  might  be  beft  accommodated  in  a  country  where  he  confidered 
fci*"*/ielf  in  a  ftate  of  exile.  He  opened  his  houfe  by  a  public  table  two  days  a-week,  and  found  his 
entertainments  gradually  frequented  by  vifitants  of  learning  among  the  men,  and  of  elegance  among 
the  women.  Mifs  Johnfon  had  left  the  country,  and  lived  in  lodgings  not  far  from  the  deanery. 
On  his  public  days  fhe  regulated  the  table  ;  but  appeared  at  it  as  a  mere  gueft,  like  other  ladies. 

On  other  days,  he  often  dined  at  a  ftated  price,  with  Mr.  Worral,  a  clergyman  of  his  cathedral, 
•whofe  houfe  was  recommended  by  the  peculiar  neatnefs  and  pleafantry  of  his  wife.  To  this  frugal 
mode  of  living,  he  was  firft  difpofed  by  care  to  pay  fome  debts  which  he  had  contracted ;  and  he 
continued  it  for  the  purpofe  of  accumulating  money. 

In  1716,  he  was  privately  married  to  Mifs  Johnfon,  by  Dr.  Afhe,  bifhop  of  Clogher,  to  whom 
he  had  been  a  pupil  in  the  College,  and  who  was  the  common  friend  to  both,  in  fettling  the  condi 
tions  of  this  extraordinary  union.  The  marriage  made  no  change  in  their  mode  of  life ;  they  lived 
in  feparate  houfes  as  before ;  nor  did  ihs  ever  ledge  hi  the  deanery  but  when  Swift  was  feized  with 
U  fit  of  giddineis. 
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fix  years  after  his  return  to  Ireland,  he  kept  his  refolution  of  not  meddling  at  all 
with  public  affairs.  In  1740,  when  the  ferment  feemed  to  have  fubfided,  he  publilhed  his  firfl  po 
litical  pamphlet  relative  to  Ireland,  intituled,  A  Propofalfor  the  uni-verfal  Ufe  oflrijb  Manufactures.  The 
•effect  of  this  trad:  is  well  known.  It  roufed  the  indignation  of  the  miniftry  :  a  profecution  againft 
the  printer  was  commenced,  though  it  came  to  nothing  in  the  end.  Swift  again  withdrew  into  re 
tirement  ;  and  "  there,"  as  Mr.  Sheridan  exprefies  it,  by  repeating  his  former  allufion,  «  his  pa 
triotic  fpirit,  thus  confined,  proved  only  as  an  evil  one  to  torment  him." 

His  patriotifm  burfl  forth  with  a  vehemence  ftill  more  powerful^and  effective,  in  1734,  to  obflrucT: 
the  currency  of  Woofs  halfpence,  in  the  affumed  character  of  a  Drafier. 

His  zeal  was  recompenfed  with  fuccefs ;  and  he  was,  in  conference  of  it,  acclaimed  the  great 
patriot  of  Ireland. 

After  his  marriage  to  Mifs  Johnfon,  he  continued  his  fecret  intercourfe  and  correfpondence  with 
Mifs  Vanhomrigh ;  and  even  indulged  her  hopes,  by  the  moft  explicit  confefiion  of  his  paflion  for  her. 
After  fuch  a  confeffion,  fhe  concluded,  that  fome  reports  which  had  reached  her  of  his  being  mar 
ried  to  Mifs  Johnfon  was  the  real  obftaele  to  their  union.  To  put  an  end  to  all  further  fufpence, 
Ihe  fent  a  fhort  note  to  Mifs  Johnfon,  requefting  to  know  whether  fhe  was  married  to  Swift  or  not. 
Mifs  Johnfon  anfwered  her  in  the  affirmative,  and  then  enclofed  the  note  fhe  had  received  from  her 
to  Swift,  and  immediately  went  into  the  country,  without  feeing  him. 

Her  abrupt  departure  (bowed  him  what  paffed  in  her  mind.  In  the  firft  tranfports  of  his  paflion, 
he  immediately  rode  to  Celbridge,  Mifs  Vanhomrigh's  country  feat.  He  entered  the  apartment 
where  the  unhappy  lady  was,  and  flung  a  paper  on  the  table,  mute,  but  with  a  countenance  that 
fpoke  the  higheft  refentment,  and  immediately  returned  to  his  horfe.  She  found  it  contained  nothing 
but  her  »ote  to  Mifs  Johnfon.  Defpair  at  once  feized  her,  as  if  fhe  had  feen  her  death  warrant ; 
and  fuch  indeed  it  proved  to  be.  The  violent  agitation  of  her  mind  threw  her  into  a  fever,  which, 
ki  a  fhort  time,  put  a  period  to  her  exiflence.  Before  her  death,  which  happened  in  1723,  fhe 
had  cancelled  a  will  made  in  favour  of  Swift,  and  bequeatKed  her  whole  fortune  to  her  relation 
Serjeant  Marfhall,  and  the  famous  Dr.  Berkeley,  with  a  ftrong  injunction,  that,  immediately 
after  her  deceafe,  they  fhould  publifh  all  the  letters  which  paffed  between  Swift  and  her,  together 
with  the  poem  of  Cad?nus  and  faneffa.  The  poem  was  publifhed,  but  the  letters,  at  the  defire  of 
Dr.  Sheridan,  were  fupprefled. 

Swift  made  a  tour  to  the  fouth  of  Ireland  for  about  two  months  at  this  time,  to  diffipate  his 
thoughts,  and  give  place  to  obloquy ;  during  which  Mifs  Johnfon  remained  in  the  country ;  nor  did 
Ihe  quit  it  for  fome  months  after  his  return.  However,  upon  her  return  to  Dublin,  a  reconciliation, 
f^on  took  place.  He  welcomed  her  to  town  with  a  beautiful  poem,  called  Stella  at  Wood-Park^  which 
concludes  with  a  high  compliment  to  Stella : 

For  though  my  raillery  were  true, 
A  cottage  is  Wood-Park  with  you. 

Early  in  I7z6,  he  revifited  England,  after  an  abfence  of  twelve  years ;  and  collected  three  volumes 
•f  Mifeellanies,  in  conjunction  with  Pope,  who  prefixed  the  preface,  and  had  the  whole  profit,  which 
was  very  confiderable.  , 

The  fame  year,  he  publifhed  Gulliw's  Travels,  a  production  that  was  received  with  fuch  avidity, 
that  the  price  of  the  firft  edition  was  raifed  before  the  fecond  could  be  made.  It  was  read  by  the 
high  and  the  low,  the  learned  and  illiterate.  Criticifm  was  for  a  while  loft  in  wonder ;  no  rules 
of  judgment  were  applied  to  a  book  written  in  open  defiance  of  truth  and  regularity.  But  when 
diftinctions  came  to  be  made,  the  part  which  gave  leafl  pleafure  was  that  which  defcribes  the  Ffy* 
ing  I/land,  and  that  which  gave  moft  difguft  muft  be  the  hiftory  of  the  Houybnmns.  The  charge  of 
mjfanthropy  is  founded  on  his  fuppofed  fatire  on  human  nature,  in  the  picture  he  has  drawn  of  the 
Taboos.  The  ground  of  this  cenfure  is  examined  very  minutely  by  Mr.  Sheridan,  and  his  defence  is 
conducted  with  great  judgment  and  ingenuity.  This  part  of  his  writings  reflects  neither  honour 
nor  reproach  on  his  moral  character. 

While  Swift  was  paffing  his  time  with  his  friends  Pope  and  Bolingbroke,  and  the  old  fraternity, 
he  received  accounts  that  Mifs  Johnfon  was  dangeroufly  ill.  This  call  of  calamity  haftened  him 
t»  Ireland,  where  he  had  the  fatisfaction  to  find  her  reftored  to  an  imperfect  and  tottering  health. 
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Next  year,  he  returned  to  England;  and,  when  the  news  of  the  King's  death  arrived,  He  attended 
at  court,  and  kiffed  the  hands  of  the  new  King  and  Queen  three  days  after  their  acceffion. 

By  the  Queen,  when  fhe  was  Princefs,  he  had  been  treated  with  fome  diftinction,  and  wa*  well 
received  by  her  on  her  exaltation ;  but  whether  fhe  gave  hopes  which  fhe  never  took  care  to  fatisfy, 
or  he  formed  expectations  which  fhe  never  meant,  the  event  was,  that  he  always  afterwards  thought 
on  her  with  refentment,  and  particularly  charged  her  with  breaking  her  promife  of  fome  medals 
•which  fhe  engaged  to  fend  him. 

He  had  likewife  gained  the  kindnefs  of  Mrs.  Howard,  the  Queen's  favourite,  with  whom  he  kept 
tip  a  correfpondence ;  and  was  favourably  noticed,  at  that  time,  by  Walpole;  to  whom,  it  is  faid, 
he  offered  the  fervice  of  his  pen,  which  was  rejected.  The  ftory  originated  with  Chefterfield,  or 
rather  it  can  be  traced  no  farther,  and  feems  without  fufficient  foundation. 

His  laft  fhort  vifit  to  his  friends  revived  the  defire  which  he  had  of  fettling  in  England ;  and  this, 
lie  hoped,  might  be  accomplifhed,  by  an  exchange  of  his  preferments  for  fomething  like  an  equiva 
lent  in  England  ;  but  he  foon  found  that  all  expectations  of  an  exchange  were  at  an  end. 

It  was  generally  fuppofcd,  on  the  acceffion  of  the  late  King,  that  the  Tories  would  be  no  longer 
jprofcribed  as  formerly ;  more  flattering  profpects  were  opened  to  him  than  any  he  could  have  in 
view  during  the  late  reign.  "  We  have  now  done  with  repining,"  he  writes  his  friend  Dr.  Sheri 
dan,  "  if  we  be  ufed  well  and  not  baited  as  formerly  ;  we  all  agree  in  it;  and  if  things  do  not  mend, 
it  is  not  our  faults ;  we  have  made  our  offers ;  if  otherwife,  we  are  as  we  were." 

But  he  was  foon  obliged  to  alter  his  meafures ;  for,  being  feized  with  a  fit  of  giddinefs,  and  at  the 
feme  time,  receiving  alarming  accounts  from  Ireland,  that  Mifs  Johnfon  had  relapfed,  with  little 
Hopes  of  her  recovery,  he  took  leave  of  the  Queen,  in  a  polite  letter  to  Mrs.  Howard,  and  fet  out 
for  that  kingdom  on  the  firfl  abatement  of  his  illnefs. 

On  his  arrival  in  Dublin,  he  found  Mifs  Johnfon  in  the  laft  ftage  of  a  decay.  He  had  the  mifery 
of  attending  her  in  that  ftate,  and  of  daily  feeing  the  gradual  advances  of  death  during  four  or  five- 
months.  As  fhe  found  her  diffolution  approach,  a  few  days  before  it  happened,  in  the  prefence  of 
Dr.  Sheridan,  fhe  adjured  Swift  by  their  friendfhip,  to  let  her  have  the  fatisfaction  of  dying  at  leafl,, 
though  fhe  had  not  lived  his  acknowledged  wife.  He  made  no  reply,  but,  turning  on  his  heel, 
walked  filently  oiit  of  the  room,  nor  ever  faw  her  afterwards  during  the  few  days  fhe  lived.  Hi«- 
feehaviour  threw  Mifs  Johnfon  intp  unfpeakable  agonies,  and,  for  a  time,  fhe  funk  under  the  weight 
cf  fo  cruel  a  difappointment.  But  foon  after,  roufed  by  indignation,  fhe  inveighed  againft  his 
cruelty  in  the  bitterefl  terms ;  and,  fending  for  a  lawyer,  made  her  will,  bequeathing  her  fortune, 
in  her  own  name,  to  charitable  ufes.  This  fcene  feems  to  bear  more  hard  on  his  humanity  than 
any  other  part  of  his  conduct  in  life.  She  died,  January  28.  1728,  in  the  44th  year  of  her  age. 

How  much  he  wifhed  her  life  his  papers  fhow ;  nor  can  it  be  doubted  that  he  dreaded  the  death 
•f  her  whom  he  loved  moft,  aggravated  by  the  confcioufnefs  that  himfelf  had  haflened  it. 

Swift's  unjuftifiable  treatment  of  Mifs  Johnfon  and  Mifs  Vanhomrigh  have  been  attributed, 
by  Dr.  Delany  and  Mr.  Berkeley,  "  to  that  love  of  fingularity  which,  in  a  greater  or  lefs  degree,  is 
infeparable  from  genius."  This  may  be  reafonably  doubted.  His  connection  with  Mifs  Waryng 
vras  probably  the  immediate  caufe  of  his  myfterious  conduct  towards  Mifs  Johnfon  ;  and  Mifs  Van 
homrigh,  for  a  time,  had  power  to  captivate  him,  and  make'Mifs  Johnfon  experience  that  mortifi 
cation  which  fhe  herfelf  had  occafioned  to  Mifs  Waryng.  His  conduct  towards  Mifs  Johnfon  and 
Mifs  Vanhomrigh  is  examined  very  minutely  by  Mr.  Sheridan ;  and  though  not  pofi  lively  y?//?/^/, 
yet  fo  anxious  is  he  to  place  it  in  the  moil  favourable  point  of  view,  that  he  appears  more  like  a 
vindicator  than  an  apologift.  But  the  partialities  of  friendfhip  cannot  overcome  the  power  of  truth ; 
and  it  would  be  more  for  the  credit  of  Swift,  if  that  part  of  his  conduct  which  refpected  Mifs  Van 
homrigh,  not  as  aggravated  by  his  enemies,  but  as  related  by  Mr.  Sheridan  himfelf,  were  configned 
to  oblivion.  It  will  not  admit  of  a  defence  :  it  fcarcely  merits  an  apology. 

After  the  death  of  Mifs  Johnfon,  his  benevolence  was  contracted,  and  hisf<*verity  exafperated;  he 
drove  his  acquaintance  from  his  table,  and  wondered  why  he  was  deferted.  In  this  forlorn  flate, 
his  fpirit  was  too  great  to  give  way  to  defpondence,  and,  deprived  as  he  was  of  all  his  domeftic  com 
forts,  he  turned  his  views  wholly  to  the  good  and  happinefs  of  others.  He  wrote,  from  time  to 
time-,  fuch  directions,  admonitions,  or  cenfures,  as  the  exigency  of  affairs,  in  his  opinion,  made  pro 
per;  and  nothing  fell  from  his  pen  in  vain.  By  the  acknowledged  fuperiority  of  his  talents,  his  in- 
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flexible  integrity,  and  his  unwearied  endeavours  in  ferving  the  public,  he  obtained  fuch  an  afcendcn- 
cy  over  his  countrymen,  as  perhaps  no  private  citizen  obtained  in  any  age  or  country.  He  wa» 
known  over  the  whole  kingdom  by  the  title  of  the  Dean,  given  to  him  by  way  of  pre-eminence, 
as  it  were  by  common  confent ;  and  when  tie  Dean  was  mentioned,  it  always  carried  with  it  the 
idea  of  the  firft  and  greateft  man  in  the  kingdom. 

In  a  variety  of  publications,  he  laid  open  the  chief  fources  of  the  miferies  of  the  poor  infatuated; 
ieople  of  Ireland;  at  the  fame  time,  pointing  out  the  means  by  which  they  might  be  alleviated. 
vVhile  he  pleaded  their  caufe  with  pthers,  he  conftantly  difpofed  of  the  third  part  of  his  own  reve 
nue  in  charities  to  the  poor,  and  liberalities  to  the  diftrefled.  Soon  after  he  was  out  of  debt,  he 
Jent  out  the  firft  500 1.  which  he  could  call  his  own,  in  fmall  fums  of  j  1.  and  10 1,  to  diligent  and 
neceflitous  tradefmen,  to  be  repaid  weekly,  at  2  s.  or  4  s.  without  intereft.  This  charity  was  at 
tended  with  the  greateft  benefit  to  numbers  of  the  loweft  clafs  of  tra.deimen. 

During  this  period,  his  faculties  do  not  feem  to  have  been  at  all  impaired  by  the  near  approaches 
of  old  age.  One  of  his  laft  pieces,  Verfes  on  the  Death  of  Dr.  Sivifi,  is  perhaps  one  of  the  beft  of  his  com- 
pofitions  in  that  way  :  nor  are  two  of  his  other  productions,  written  about  the  fame  time,  intituled 
An  Epijlk  to  a  Lady,  and  A  Rbapfody  on  Poetry,  inferior  to  any  of  his  former  pieces. 

The  two  laft  were  written  chiefly  with  a  view  to  gratify  his  refentment  againft  Walpole,  to 
•whom  he  attributed  the  ill  offices  done  him  by  the  Queen,  who  promifed  him  fome  medals,  which 
flie  never  fent,  and  affected  to  believe  him  to  be  the  author  of  three  forged  letters,  written  in  a  very- 
unbecoming  ftyle,  to  recommend  a  fubfcription  to  Mrs.  Barber's  poems.  Walpole  was  exafperated 
to  the  higheft  degree,  and  threatened  a  profecution ;  but  dropped  the  defign. 

His  fevere  reflection  on  Counfellor  Bettefworth,  in  a  fhort  poem  on  the  Wordt,  Brother  ProteJIants. 
and  Fellow  Cbrijlians,  in  1733,  is  generally  known.  The  provocation  given  by  Swift  was  certainly 
very  great,  but  not  fo  great  as  the  lawyer's  indifcretion  in  his  manner  of  refenting  it. 

After  all,  Bettefworth's  great  fault,  and  what  rendered  him  particularly  obnoxious  to  Swift,  was, 
his  being  a  zealous  Whig,  and  an  a<Stive  man  among  the  leaders  of  that  party,  at  a  time  when  part/ 
animofities  ran  high  in  Ireland,  and  indeed  in  both  kingdoms. 

He  wrote,  from  time  to  time,  various  trifles  in  verfe  or  profe,  and  pafled  much  of  his  time  with 
3)r.  Sheridan,  who  greatly  contributed  to  his  amufement,  by  little  fprightly  pieces  of  the  inferior 
kind  of  poetry  which  he  was  always  writing ;  and  yet  more  to  his  employment,  by  hints  and  ma 
terials  which  he  was  every  moment  throwing  out. 

As  his  years  increafed,  his  fits  of  giddinefs  and  deafnefs  grew  more  frequent,  and  his  deafnefs  made 
converfation  difficult;  they  grew  likewife  more  fevere,  till,  in  1736,  as  he  was  writing  a  poem, 
called  The  Legion  Club,  he  was  feized  with  a  fit  fo  painful,  and  fo  long  continued,  that  he  never  after 
thought  it  proper  to  attempt  any  work  of  thought  or  labour. 

He,  however,  permitted  one  book  to  be  publiftied,  which  had  been  the  production  of  former 
years,  Polite  Converfation,  which  apf  eared  in  1738.  The  Dire&ions  for  Servants  was  printed  foon  after 
his  death.  Thefe  two  performances  fhow  a  mind  inceflUntly  attentive  ;  and,  when  it  was  not  em 
ployed  upon  great  things,  bufy  with  minute  occurrences. 

His  mental  powers  at  length  declined,  and  his  irafcible  paffions,  which  at  all  times  he  had  foimd 
•difficult  to  be  kept  within  due  bounds,  now  raged  without  controul,  and  made  him  a  torment  tq 
himfelf,  and  to  all  who  were  about  him. 

Confcious  of  his  fituation,  he  was  little  defirous  of  feeing  any  of  his  old  friends  and  companions, 
and  they  were  as  little  folicitous  to  vifit  him  in  that  deplorable  ftate.  He  could  now  no  longer  amufo 
himfelf  with  writing,  and  a  refolution  he  had  formed  of  never  wearing  fpeclacles,  to  which  he  ob- 
flinately  adhered,  prevented  him  from  reading.  Without  employment,  without  amufement  of  any 
kind,  his  ideas  wore  gradually  away,  and  left  his  mind  vacant  to  the  vexations  of  the  hour. 

In  1741,  he  became  more  violent,  and  it  was  found  neceffary  that  legal 'guardians  fhould  be  ap 
pointed  of  his  perfon  and  fortune.  He  now  loft  diftindtion.  His  madnefs  was  compounded  of  rage 
and  fatuity.  The  laft  face  he  knew  was  that  of  Mrs.  Whiteway,  a  relation,  that  lived  with  him  fince 
the  death  of  Mifs  Johnfon  ;  and  her  he  ceafed  to  know  in  a  little  time.  His  meat  was  brought  him 
cut  into  mouthful  s ;  but  he  would  never  touch  it  while  the  fervant  (laid ;  and  at  laft,  after  it  had 
flood  perhaps  an  hour,  W9uld  cat  it  "walking  ;  fgr  hs  contipwfd  his  gjd  Uabit,  and  was  on  his  feet 
$en  hours  a-day. 
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In  1742,  he  had  an  Inflammation  in  his  left  eye,  which  fwelled  it  to  the  fize  of  an  egg,  with  boitt 
in  other  parts ;  he  was  kept  long  waking  with  the  pain,  and  was  not  eafily  reftrained  by  five  at~ 
tendants  from  tearing  out  his  eye. 

The  tumour  at  laft  fubfided,  and  a  fliort  interval  of  reafon  enfuing,  in  which  he  knew  his  phyfi- 
cian  and  family,  gave  hopes  of  his  recovery ;  but  he  funk  into  lethargic  ftupidity,  motionlefs,  heed-* 
iefs,  and  fpeechlefs ;  the  effect,  as  it  was  fufpected,  of  water  in  the  brain. 

He  afterwards  fpoke  now  and  then  to  Mrs.  Ridgeway  the  houfe-keeper,  or  gave  fome  intimation 
of  a  meaning,  but  at  laft  funk  into  a  perfect  filence,  which  continued  till  the  I9th  of  October,  1745, 
when  he  expired  without  a  ftniggle,  in  the  78th  year  of  his  age. 

He  was  buried  in  the  great  aifle  of  St.  Patrick's  Cathedral,  under  a  {lone  of  black  marble,  oa 
which  was  engraved  the  following  epitaph,  written  by  himfelf ; 

Hie  depofitum  eft  corpus 

JONATHAN  SWIFT,  s.  T.  p, 

Hujus  Ecclefias  Cathedralis 

Decani : 

Ubi  faeva  indignatio 
Ulterius  cor  conlacerare  nequit, 

«  Abi,  viator, 

l  Et  imitare,  fi  poteris 

Strenuum  pro  virili  libertatis  vindicem* 

Obiit  Anno  (1745) 

Menfis  (Octobris)  die  (19) 

-ffitatis  Anno  (78). 

By  his  will,  which  is  dated  May  3.  1740,  juft  before  he  ceafed  to  be  a  reafonable  being,  he  lefi 
about  1200  1.  in  fpecific  legacies,  and  the  reft  of  his  fortune,  which  amounted  to  about  11,000!.  ta 
erect  and  endow  an  hofpital  for  idiots  and  lunatics.  His  filler,  Mrs.  Fenton,  had  difobliged  him  by 
an  imprudent  marriage. 

His  works  have  been  printed  often,  and  in  various  forms ;  firft  by  Pope,  in  1726,  in  fome  vo 
lumes  of  Mifcellanies ;  next  by  George  Faulkener,  1765  :  afterwards  by  Dr.  Hawkefworth,  in 
8  vols.  4to.  1775.;  three  additional  volumes  4to.  by  Deane  Swift,  Efq. ;  and  three  more  by  Mr. 
Nichols.  Thefe  have  been  reprinted  in  25  vols.  large  8vo,  and  in  27  vols.  fmall  8vo.  with  the  life 
of  Swift  by  Mr.  Sheridan,  in  1784.  A  volume  of  Mifceilamous  Pieces ,  in  ProfcandVerfe^  not  inferted 
in  Mr.  Sheridan's  edition,  was  printed  in  1789,  and  may  be  confidered  either  as  an  i8th  volume  of 
Mr.  Sheridan's  edition,  or  as  a  26th  of  that  of  Dr.  Hawkefworth  and  Mr.  Nichols. 

On  the  character  and  writings  of  Swift,  it  is  the  Iefs  neceffary  for  the  prefent  writer  to  efclargCj 
as  they  have  been  fo  accurately  illuftrated  by  Lord  Orrery,  Dr.  Johnfon,  and  Mr.  Sheridan. 

"  His  capacity  and  ftrength  of  mind,"  fays  Lord  Orrery,  "  were  undoubtedly  equal  to  any  tafk 
whatever.  His  pride,  his  fpirit,  or  his  ambition,  call  it  by  what  name  you  pleafe,  was  boundlefs ; 
but  his  views  were  checked  in  his  younger  years,  and  the  anxiety  of  that  difappointment  had  a  vi- 
iible  effect  upon  all  his  actions.  He  was  four  and  fevere,  but  not  abfolutely  illnatured.  He  was 
fociable  only  to  particular  friends,  and  to  them  only  at  particular  hours.  He  knew  politenefs  mose 
than  he  practifed  it.  He  was  a  mixture  of  avarice  and  generofity ;  the  former  was  frequently  pre 
valent,  the  latter  feldom  appeared  unlefs  excited  by  compaflion.  He  was  open  to  adulation,  and 
could  not,  or  would  not  diftinguifh  between  flattery  and  juft  applaufe.  His  abilities  rendered  him 
fuperior  to  envy.  He  was  undifguifed,  and  perfectly  fincere.  I  am  induced  to  think  that  he  entered 
into  orders  more  from  fome  private  and  fixed  refolution  than  abfolute  choice.  Be  that  as  it  may,  he 
performed  the  duties  of  the  church  with  great  punctuality,  and  a  decent  degree  of  devotion.  He 
read  prayers  rather  in  a  ftrong  nervous  voice  than  in  a  graceful  manner ;  and  although  he  has  been 
often  accufed  of  irreligion,  nothing  of  that  kind  appeared  in  his  converfation  and  behaviour.  His 
caft  of  mind  induced  him  to  think  and  fpeak  more  of  politics  than  religion.  His  perpetual  views 
•were  directed  towards  power,  and  his  chief  aim  was  to  be  removed  into  England ;  but  when  he 
found  himfelf  entirely  difappointed,  he  turned  his  thoughts  to  oppofition,  and  became  the  patron  of 
Ireland. 

"  From  the  gifts  of  nature,  he  had  great  powers,  and  from  the  imperfection  of  humanity,  he  had 
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many  Failings.  I  always  confidered  him  as  an  abjlraft  ami  brief  chronicle  of  the  times  t  no  man  being* 
better  acquainted  with  human  nature,  both  in  the  higheft  and  loweft  fcenes.  His  friends  and  cor- 
refpondents  were  the  greateft  and  moft  eminent  men  of  the  age  ;  and  the  fages  of  antiquity  were 
often  the  companions  of  his  clofet ;  and  although  he  avoided  an  oftentation  of  learning,  and  gene 
rally  chofe  to  draw  his  materials  from  his  own  ftore,  yet  his  knowledge  of  the  ancient  authors  evi 
dently  appears  from  the  ftrength  of  his  fentiments,  and  the  claffic  correctnefs  of  his  ftyle. 

"  His  attendance  upon  the  public  fervice  of  the  church  was  regular  and  uninterrupted ;  and,  in 
deed,  regularity  was  peculiar  to  him  in  all  his  actions,  even  in  the  greateft  trifles.  His  hours  of 
walking  and  reading  never  varied  :  his  motions  were  guided  by  his  watch,  which  was  fo  conftantly 
held  in  his  hand,  or  placed  before  him  upon  his  table,  that  he  feldom  deviated  many  minutes  in  the 
daily  revolution  of  his  exercifes  and  employments. 

"  The  Dean  kept  company  with  many  of  the  fair  fex,  but  they  were  rather  his  amufement  thart. 
his  admiration ;  he  trifled  away  many  hours  in  their  converfation,  he  filled  many  pages  in  their 
praife,  and,  by  the  powers  of  his  head,  he  gained  the  character  of  a  lover,  without  the  leaft  affift- 
ance  from  his  heart.  To  this  particular  kind  of  pride,  fupported  by  the  heat  of  his  genius,  and 
joined  by  the  exceffive  coldnefs  of  his  nature,  Vaneffa  owed  the  ruki  of  her  reputation ;  and  from  the 
fame  canfe,  Stella  remained  an  unacknowledged  wife.  If  you  review  his  feveral  poems  to  Stella, 
you  will  find  them  fuller  of  affection  than  defire,  and  more  exprefiive  of  friendship  than  love. 

"  Upon  a  general  view  of  his  poetry,  we  mall  find  him,  as  in  his  other  performances,  an  uncom 
mon,  furprifing,  heteroclite  genius,  luxurious  in  his  fancy,  lively  in  his  ideas,  humorous  in  his  de- 
fcription,  and  bitter,  exceedingly  bitter,  in  his  fatire.  The  reftleflhefs  of  his  imagination,  and  the 
difappointment  of  his  ambition,  have  both  contributed  to  hinder  him  from  undertaking  any  poetical 
work  of  length  or  importance.  His  wit  was  fufficient  to  every  labour ;  no  flight  could  have 
wearied  the  ftrength  of  his  powers;  perhaps  if  the  extenfive  views  of  his  nature  had  been  fully  fa- 
tisfied,  his  airy  motions  had  been  more  regular  and  lefs  fudden  ;  but  he  now  appears  like  an  eagle 
that  is  fome times  chained,  and  at  that  particular  time,  for  want  of  nobler  and  more  proper  food, 
diverts  his  confinement,  and  appeafes  his  hunger,  by  deftroying  the  gnats,  butterflies,  and  other 
wretched  infects  that  unluckily  happen  to  buz  or  flutter  within  her  reach. 

"  The  fubjects  of  his  poems  are  often  naufeous,  and  the  performances  beautifully  difagreeable.  Tlie 
Ladies  Dreffing-room  has  been  univerfally  condemned,  as  deficient  in  point  of  delicacy,  even  to  the 
higheft  degree.  The  two  poems,  entitled  The  Life  and  genuine  Cbarafter  of  Dr.  Sivift,  and  Verfes  on  the 
Death  of  Dr.  Swift,  &c.  are  poems  of  great  wit  and  humour.  In  the  laft,  he  has  fummoned  the 
whole  powers  of  fatire  and  poetry ;  it  is  a  parting  blow,  the  legacy  of  anger  and  difappointment. 
One  ofhis  ftricteft  rules  in  poetry  was  to  avoid  triplets.  He  had  the  niceft  ear,  and  is  remarkably 
chafte  and  delicate  in  his  rhymes :  a  bad  rhyme  appeared  to  him  one  of  the  capital  fins  in  poetry." 

Mr.  Sheridan  produces  fome  ftriking  inftances  of  Swift's  tendernefs  of  heart,  his  great  humanity, 
and  his  univerfal  benevolence,  and  clofes  his  account  of  him  with  laying  open  one  leading  part  of 
his  character,  "  which,"  fays  he,  "  may  ferve  as  a  clue  to  the  whole." 

"  He  was  perhaps  the  moft  difinterefted  man  that  ever  lived.  No  felfifli  motive  ever  influenced 
any  part  of  his  conduct.  He  loved  virtue  for  its  own  fake,  and  was  content  it  fhould  be  its  own 
reward.  The  means  to  arrive  at  rank,  fortune,  and  fame,  the  three  great  objects  of  purfuit  in  other 
men,  though  thrown  in  his  way,  he  utterly  defpifed,  fatisfied  with  having  deferved  them.  The  fame 
principle  operated  equally  on  the  author  as  on  the  man,  as  he  never  put  his  name  to  his  works,  nor 
had  any  folicitude  about  them  after  they  had  once  made  their  appearance  in  the  world.  The 
laft  act  of  his  life  fhowed  how  far  he  made  this  a  rule  of  conduct,  in  his  choice  of  the  charity  to 
which  he  bequeathed  his  fortune,  leaving  it  for  the  fupport  of  idiots  and  lunatics,  beings  that  could 
never  know  their  benefactor. 

"  Upon  the  whole,  when  we  confider  his  character  as  a  man  perfectly  free  from  vice,  with  few 
frailties,  and  fuch  exalted  virtues,  and  as  an  author  poffefied  of  fuch  uncommon  talents,  fuch  an  un- 
exhauftible  fund  of  wit,  joined  to  fo  clear  and  folid  an  underftanding  ;  when  we  behold  thefe  two 
characters  united  in  one  and  the  fame  perfon,  perhaps  it  will  not  be  thought  too  bold  an  afler- 
tion  to  fay,  that  his  parallel  is  not  to  be  found  either  in  the  hiftory  of  ancient  or  modern  times." 

At  the  ejid  of  hi*  ?  Introduction,"  thefe  bla?ing  encomiums  are  collected  into  one  ftrong  point ; 
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«  It  is  of  moment  to  the  general  caufe  of  religion  and  morality,  that  the  greatefl  genius  of  the  ag« 

was  a  man  of  the  trueft  piety  and  moft  exalted  virtue." 

The  character  of  Swift  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  is  lefs  favourable ;  and  though  it  may  be  allowed 
to  be,  in  fome  inftances,  uncandid  and  unjuft,  it  will  by  no  means  warrant  the  fevere  and  rancorous 
recrimination  of  Mr.  Sheridan. 

«*  When  Swift  is  confideredas  an  author,  it  is  juft  to  eftimate  his  powers  by  their  effects.  In  the 
reign  of  Queen  Anne,  he  turned  the  ftream  of  popularity  againft  the  Whigs,  and  muft  be  confeffed 
to  have  dictated  for  a  time  the  political  opinions  of  the  Englifh  nation.  In  the  fucceeding  reign,  he 
delivered  Ireland  from  plunder  and  oppreffion ;  and  fhowed  that  wit,  confederated  with  truth,  had 
fuch  force  as  authority  was  unable  to  refift.  He  faid  truly  of  himfelf,  that  Ireland  "  was  his 
debtor."  It  was  from  the  time  when  he  firft  began  to  patronize  the  Irifh,  that  they  may  date  their 
riches  and  profperity.  He  taught  them  firft  to  know  their  own  intereft,  their  weight,  and  their 
ilrength,  and  gave  them  fpirit  to  affert  that  equality  with  their  fellow-fubjects  to  which  they  have 
ever  fince  been  making  vigorous  advances,  and  to  claim  thofe  rights  which  they  have  at  laft  efta- 
lifiied.  Nor  can  they  be  charged  with  ingratitude  to  their  benefactor ;  for  they  reverenced  him  as 
a  guardian,  and  obeyed  him  as  a  dictator. 

* '  In  his  works,  he  has  given  very  different  fpecimens,  both  of  fentiments  and  exprefiion.  His  Tale 
cfa  'Tub  has  little  refemblance  to  his  other  pieces.  It  exhibits  a  vehemence  and  rapidity  of  mind,  a 
copioufnefs  of  images,  and  vivacity  of  diction,  fuch  as  he  afterwards  never  poffeffed,  or  never  exerted. 
it  is  of  a  mode  fo  diftinct  and  peculiar,  that  it  muft  be  confidered  by  itfelf :  What  is  true  of  that,  is 
Slot  true  of  any  thing  elfe  which  he  has  written. 

"  In  his  other  works,  is  found  an  equable  tenour  of  eafy  language,  which  rather  trickles  than  flows. 
His  delight  was  in  Simplicity.  That  he  has  in  his  works  no  metaphor,  as  has  been  faid,  is  not  true ; 
but  his  few  metaphors  feem  to  be  received  rather  by  neceflity  than  choice.  He  ftudied  purity ;  and 
though  perhaps  all  his  ftriylures  are  not  exact,  yet  it  is  not  often  that  folecifms  can  be  found ;  and 
whoever  depends  on  his  authority  may  generally  conclude  himfelf  fafe.  His  fentences  arc  never  too 
much  dilated  or  contracted ;  and  it  will  not  be  eafy  to  find  any  embarraffment  in  the  complication 
{>f  his  claufes,  any  iaconfequence  in  his  connections,  or  abruptnefs  in  his  tranfitions. 

His  ftyle  was  well  fuited  to  his  thoughts,  which  are  never  fubtilized  by  nice  difquifitions,  decorated 
by  fparkling  conceits,  elevated  by  ambitious  fentences,  or  variegated,  by  far-fought  learning.  He 
pays  no  court  to  the  pafiions ;  he  excites  neither  furprife  nor  admiration  ;  he  always  underftands 
himfelf,  and  his  readers  always  underftand  him.  The  perufer  of  Swift  wants  little  previous  know 
ledge  ;  it  will  be  fufficient  that  he  is  acquainted  with  common  words  and  common  things ;  he  is 
neither  required  to  mount  elevations,  nor  to  explore  profundities ;  his  paffage  is  always  on  a  level, 
along  folid  ground,  without  afperities,  without  obftruction. 

"  This  eafy  and  fafe  conveyance  of  meaning  it  was  Swift's  defire  to  attain,  and  for  having  ob 
tained  it  he  deferves  praife,  though  perhaps  not  the  higheft  praife.  For  purpofes  merely  didactic, 
when  fomething  is  to  be  told  that  was  not  known  before,  it  is  the  beft  mode,  but  againft  that  in 
attention  by  which  known  truths  are  fuffered  to  lie  neglected,  it  makes  no  provifion :  it  inftructs, 
but  does  not  perfuade. 

"  By  his  political  education,  he  was  affociated  with  the  Whigs ;  but  he  deferted  them  when  they 
deferted  their  principles,  yet  without  running  into  the  contrary  extreme ;  he  continued  throughout 
his  life  to  retain  the  difpofition  which  he  afligns  to  the  Cburcb-of-Englarid  Many  of  thinking  commonly 
with  the  Whigs  of  the  ftate,  and  with  the  Tories  of  the  church. 

"  He  was  a  churchman  rationally  zealous;  he  defired  the  profperity,  and  maintained  the  honour  of 
the  clergy ;  of  the  diflenters  he  did  not  wifh  to  infringe  the  toleration,  but  he  t>ppofed  their  en 
croachments. 

"  To  his  duty  as  Dean  he  was  very  attentive.  He  managed  the  revenues  of  his  church  with  exact 
economy  ;  and  it  is  faid  by  Delany,  that  more  money  was,  under  his  direction,  laid  out  in  repairs 
than  had  ever  been  in  the  fame  time  fince  its  firft  erection.  Of  his  choir  he  was  eminently  careful  j 
and,  though  he  neither  loved  nor  underftood  mufic,  took  care  that  all  the  fingers  were  well  qualified, 
admitting  none  without  the  teftimony  of  fkilful  judges. 

«'  to  his  church  -he  raftered  the  pra#i«  of  weekly  commvuiion,and  <Uftrib.uted  the  facrameaul  ele* 
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ments  in  the  moft  folemn  and  devout  manner  with  his  own  hand.  He  came  to  church  every  morn 
ing,  preached  commonly  in  his  turn,  and  attended  the  evening  anthem,  that  it  might  not  be  negli 
gently  performed. 

"  He  entered  upon  the  clerical  flate  with  hope  to  excel  in  preaching ;  but  complained,  that,  from 
the  time  of  his  political  controverfies,  "  he  could  only  preach  pamphlets."  This  cenfure  of  himfelf, 
if  judgment  maybe  made  from  thofe  fermons  which  have  been  printed,  was  unreafonably  fevere. 

"  The  fufpicions  of  his  irreligion  proceeded  in  a  great  meafure  from  his  dread  of  hypqcrify  ;  inftead 
of  wifhiHg  to  feem  better,  he  delighted  in  feeming  worfe  than  he  was.  He  went  in  London  to  early 
prayers,  left  he  fhould  be  feen  at  church ;  he  read  prayers  to  his  fervants  every  morning,  with  fuch 
dexterous  fecrecy,  that  Dr.  Delany  was  fix  months  in  his  houfe  before  he  knew  it.  He  was  not  only 
careful  to  hide  the  good  which  he  did,  but  willingly  incurred  the  fufpicion  of  evil  which  he  did  not. 
He  forgot  what  himfelf  had  formerly  afferted,  that  hypocrify  is  lefs  mifchievous  than  open  impiety. 
Dr.  Delany,  with  all  his  zeal  for  his  honour,  has  juftly  condemned  this  part  of  his  character. 

"  The  perfon  of  Swift  had  not  many  recommendations.  He  had  a  kind  of  muddy  complexion, 
which,  though  he  wafhed  himfelf  with  oriental  fcrupuiofity,  did  not  look  clear.  He  had  a  counte 
nance  four  and  fevere,  which  he  feldom  foftened  by  any  appearance  of  gaiety.  He  ftubbornly  re 
fitted  any  tendency  to  laughter. 

"  To  his  domeftics  he  was  naturally  rough;  and  a  man  of  a  rigorous  temper,  with  that  vigilance 
of  minute  attention  which  his  works  difcover,  muft  have  been  a  mufter  that  few  could  bear.  That  he 
was  difpofed  to  do  his  fervants  good,  on  important occafions,  is  no  great  mitigation:  benefaction  can 
be  but  rare,  and  tyrannic  peevifhnefs  is  perpetual.  He  did  not  fpare  the  fervants  of  others.  Once, 
when  he  dined  alone  with  the  Earl  of  Orrery,  he  faid,  of  one  that  waited  in  the  room,  "  That  man 
has,  fince  we  fat  to  the  table,  committed  fifteen  faults."  What  the  faults  were,  Lord  Orrery,  from, 
whom  I  heard  the  ftory,  had  not  been  attentive  enough  to  difcover.  My  number  may  perhaps  not 
be  exact. 

"  In  his  economy,  he  practifed  a  peculiar  and  offer.fi.ve  parfimpny,  without  difguife  or  apology. 
The  practice  of  faving  being  once  neceffary,  became  habitual,  and  grew  firft  ridiculous,  and  at  laft 
deteflable.  But  his  avarice,  though  it  might  exclude  pleafure,  was  never  fuffered  to  encroach  upon 
his  virtue.  He  was  frugal  by  inclination,  but  liberal  by  principle;  and  if  the  purpofe  to  which  he 
deftiried  his  little  accumulations  be  remembered,  with  his  diftribution  of  occafional  charity,  it  will 
perhaps  appear  that  he  only  liked  one  mode  of  expence  better  than  another,  and  faved  merely  that 
he  might  have  fomething  to  give.  He  did  not  grow  rich  by  injuring  his  fucceffors,  but  left  both 
Laracor  and  the  Deanery  more  valuable  than  he  found  them.— With  all  this  talk  of  his  covetoufncfs 
and  generofity,  it  fhould  be  remembered  that  he  was  never  rich.  The  revenue  of  his  deanery  was 
not  much  more  than  700 1.  a-year. 

"  His  beneficence  was  not  graced  with  tendernefs  or  civility ;  he  relieved  without  pity,  and  affift- 
cd  without  kindnefs ;  fo  that  thofe  who  were  fed  by  him  could  hardly  love  him. 

"  He  made  a  rule  to  himfelf  to  give  but  one  piece  at  a  time,  and  therefore  always  flored  his 
pocket  with  coins  of  different  value. 

"  Whatever  he  did,  he  feemed  willing  to  do  in  a  manner  peculiar  to  himfelf,  Without  fufficiently 
confidering  that  fingularity,  as  it  implies  a  contempt  of  the  general  practice,  is  a  kind  of  defiance 
which  juftly  provokes  the  hoftility  of  ridicule  ;  he  therefore  who  indulges  peculiar  habits  is  worfc 
than  others,  if  he  be  not  better. 

"  In  the  intercourfe  of  familiar  life,  he  indulged  his  difpofition  fo  petulence  and  farcafm,  artd 
thought  himfelf  injured  if  the  licentioufnefs  of  his  raillery,  the  freedom  of  his  cenfures,  or  the  pe 
tulance  of  his  frolics,  was  refented  or  repreffed.  He  predominated  over  his  companions  with  very 
high  afcendency,  and  probably  would  bear  none  over  whom  he  could  not  predominate.  To  give 
him  advice  was,  in  the  flyle  of  his  friend  Delany,  "  to  venture  to  fpeak  to  him."  This  cuilomary 
fuperiority  foon  grew  too  delicate  for  truth  ;  and  Swift,  with  all  his  penetration,  allowed  himfelf  to 
be  delighted  with  low  flattery. 

"  On  all  common  occafions,  he  habitually  affects  a  ftyle  of  arrogance,  and  dictates  rather  than 
perfuades,     This  authoritative  and  magifterial  language  he  expected  to  be  received  as  his  peculiar 
mode  of  jocularity  :  but  he  apparently  flattered  his  own  arrogance  by  an  affumed  imperioufnefi,  in 
which  he  was  irqnical  only  to  be  rsfentful,  and  to  the  fubmiffive  fufficiently  fcrious. 
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"  He' told  {lories  with  great  felicity,  and  delighted  in  doing  what  he  knew  himfelf  to  do  well  j 
Le  was  therefore  captivated  by  the  refpectful  filence  of  a  fteady  liftener,  and  told  the  fame  tales  too 
«ften. 

**  He  did  not,  however,  claim  the  right  of  talking  alone;  for  it  was  his  rule,  when  he  had  fpoken 
a  minute,  to  give  room  by  a  paufe  for  any  other  fpeaker.  Of  time,  on  all  occafions,  he  was  an  exadc 
computer,  and  knew  the  minutes  required  to  every  common  operation. 

"  It  may  be  juftly  fuppofed,  that  there  was  in  his  converfation,  what  appears  fo  frequently  in  his 
letters,  an  affectation  of  familiarity  with  the  great,  an  ambition  of  momentary  equality  fought  ani 
enjoyed  by  the  neglect  of  thofe  ceremonies  which  cuftom  has  eftablifhed  as  the  barriers  between  one 
order  of  fociety  and  another.  This  tranfgreffion  of  regularity  was,  by  himfelf  and  his  admirers, 
termed  greatnefs  of  foul.  But  a  great  mind  difdains  to  hold  any  thing  by  courtefy,  and  therefore 
never  ufurps  what  a  lawful  claimant  may  lake  away.  He  then  encroaches  on  another's  dignity, 
puts  himfelf  in  his  power ;  he  is  either  repelled  with  helplefs  indignity,  or  endured  by  clemency  and 
condefcenfion. 

•"*  Of  Swift's  general  habits  of  thinking,  if  his  letters  can  be  fuppofed  to  afford  any  evidence,  he 
was  not  a  man  to  be  either  loved  or  envied.  He  feems  to  have  wafted  life  in  difcontent,  by  the 
lage  of  neglected  pride,  and  the  languifnment  of  unfatisfied  defirc.  He  is  querulous  and  faftidious, 
arrogant  and  malignant ;  he  fcarcely  fpeaks  of  himfelf  but  with  indignant  lamentations,  or  of  others 
but  with  infolent  fuperiority  when  he  is  gay,  and  with  angry  contempt  when  he  iaf  gloomy.  From 
the  letters  that  pafs  between  him  and  Pope,  it  might  be  inferred  that  they,  with  Arbuthnot  and  Gay,' 
lad  engroffed  all  the  underftanding  and  virtue  of  mankind;  that  their  merits  filled  the  world;  or 
that  there  was  no  hopes  of  more.  They  fhow  the  age  involved  in  darknefs,  and  fhade  the  picture 
•with  fullen  emulation.  >  ,  . 

"  When  the  Queen's  death  drove  him  into  Ireland,  he  might  be  allowed  to  regret  for  a  time  the 
interception  of  his  views,  the  extinction  of  his  hopes,  and  his  ejection  from  gay  fcenes,  important 
employment,  andfplcndid  friendfhips;  but  when  time  had  enabled  reafon  to  prevail  over  vexation,' 
the  complaints,'  which  at  firft  were  natural,  became  ridiculous  becaufe  they  were  ufelefs.  But  que- 
fuloufnefs  was  now  grown  habitual,  and  he  cried  out  when  he^  probably  had  ceafed  to  feel.  His 
reiterated  wailings  perfnaded  Bolingbroke  that  he  was  really  willing  to  quit  his  deanery  for  an  Eng- 
lifh  parifh  ;  and  Eolingbroke  procured  an'exchange,  which  was  rejected  ;  and'  Swift  ftill  retained 
the  pleafure  of  c'omplaining. 

"  The  oreatef!:  difficulty  that  occurs,  in  analyfing  his  character,  is  to  difcover  by  what  depravity 
.;llc6b  he  took  delight  in  revolving  ideas,  from  which  almoft  every  other  mind  fhrinks  with 
difguft.  The  ideas  of  pleafure,  even  when  criminal,  may  folicit  the  imagination  ;  but  what  has 
<i:f>  ufe,  deformity,  and  filth,  upon  which  the  thoughts  can  be  allured  to  dwell  ?  Delany  is  willing  to 
think  that  Swift's  mind  was  not  much  tainted  with  this  grofs  corruption  before  his  long  vifit  to' 
Pope.  He  does  not  confider  how  he  degrades  his  hero,  by  making  him  at  fifty-nine  the  pupil  of 
turpitude,  and  liable  to  the  malignant  influence  of  an  afcendant  mind.  But  the  truth  is,  that  Gul 
liver  had  defcribed  his  Yahoos  before  the  vifit ;  and  he  that  had  formed  thofe  images  had  nothing 
fiithy  to  learn. 

"  In  the  poetical  works  of  Dr.  Swift  there  is  not  much  upon  which  the  critic  can  exercife  his 

powers.     They  are  often  humorous,  almoft  always  light,  and  have  the  qualities  which  recommend 

fuch.compofitions,  eafinefs  and  gaiety.     They  are,  for  the  moft  part,  what  their  author  intended. . 

Tbe  diction  is  correct,  the  .numbers  are  fmooth,  and  the  rhymes  exact.     There  feldom  occurs  a  hard- 

-.prefTion,  or  a  redundant  epithet)  all  his  verfes  exemplify  his  own  definition  of  a  good 

they  confift  of  "  proper  words  in  proper  places." 

"  To  divide  this  collection  into  claffes,  and  fhow  how  fome  pieces  are  grofs,  and  fomcare  trifling, 
o  tell  the  reader  what  he  knows  already,  and  to  find  faults  of  which  the  author  could  not 
.unly  wrote  not  often  to  his'judgment,  but  his  humour. 

"  It  was  faid,  in  a  preface  to  one  of  the  Irifh  editions,  that  Swift  had  never  been  known  to  take 
a  fir  vie  thought  from  any  writer,  ancient  or  modern.  This  is  not  literally  true;  but  perhaps  not, 
wrirrr  can  eafily  be  found  that  has  borrowed  fo  little,  or  that  in  all  his  excellencies  and  all  his  de 
fects  has  fo  well  maintained  his  claim  to  be  confidered  as  original." 
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ODE 

TO     THE 

HONOURABLE  SIR  WILLIAM  TEMPLE. 

Written  at  Mo?r-Parky  June  1689. 

VIRTUE,  the  greateft  of  all  monarchies  ! 
Till,  its  firft  emperor  rebellious  man 
Depos'd  from  off  his  feat, 
It  fell,  and  broke  with  its  own  weight 
Into  fmall  ftates  and  principalities, 

By  many  a  petty  lord  poffefs'd, 
put  ne'er  fince  feated  in  one  fingle  breaft  ! 
'Tis  you  who  muft  this  land  fubdue, 
The  mighty  conqueft's  left  for  you, 
The  conqueft  and  difcovery  too  ; 
Search  out  this  Utopian  ground, 
Virtue's  Terra  Incognita, 
Where  none  tiver  led  the  way, 
Nor  ever  fince  but  in  defcriptions  found* 

Like  the  philofopher's  ftoue, 
With  rules  to  iearch  it,  yet  obtain'd  by  none; 

We  have  too  long  been  led  aftray  ; 
UToo  long  have  our  mifguided  fouls  been  taught 
With  rules  from  mufty  morals  brought, 
'Tis  you  muft  put  us  in  the  way ; 
Let  us  (for  fhame  !  )  no  more  be  fed 
With  antique  relics  of  the  dead, 
The  gleanings  of  philofophy, 
Philofophy,  the  lumber  of  the  fchools, 
The  roguery  of  alchemy; 

And  we,  the  bubbled  fools, 
Spend  all  our  prefent  life  in  hopes  of  golden  rules. 

But  what  does  our  proud  ignorance  learning  call? 

We  oddly  Plato's  paradox  make  good, 
Our  knowledge  is  but  mere  remembrance  all  $ 

Remembrance  is  our  treafure  and  our  food ; 
Nature's  fair  table-book  bur  tender  fouls* 
We  fcrawl  all  o'er  with  old  and  empty  rules, 
Stale  memorandums  of  the  fcliools  : 
For  learning's  mighty  treafures  look 

In  that  deep  grave  a  book  ; 
Think  that  fhe  there  does  all  her  treafures  hide, 
And  that  her  troubled  ghoft  ftill  haunts  there  fince 

fhe  dy'd. 
Confine  her  walks  to  colleges  and  fchools; 

Her  priefts,  her  train,  and  followers  fhow 
As  if  they  all  were  fpeclres  too  ! 
They  purchafe  knowledge  at  th'  expence 
Of  common  breeding,  common  fenle, 
And  grow  at  once  fcholars  and  fcols  j 
Affedt  ill-manner'd  pedautry3 
JRudenefs,  ill-nature,  incivility, 
Vot.IX. 


And,  fick  with  dregs  of  knowledge  grown, 
Which  greedily  they  fwallow  down, 
Still  caft  it  up,  and  naufeate  company. 

Curft  be  the  wretch  !  nay,  doubly  curft  ! 

(If  it  may  lawful  be 
To  curfe  our  greateft  enemy) 
Who  learnt  himfelf  that  herefy  firft 

(Which  fince  has  feiz'd  on  all  the  reft) 
That  knowledge  forfeits  all  humanity  ; 
Taught  us,  like  Spaniards,  to  be  proud  and  poor,, 

And  fling  pur  fcraps  before  our  door  ! 
Thrice  happy  you  have  'fcap'd  this  general  pefl ; 
Thofe  mighty  epithets,  learn'd,  good,  and  great, 
Which  we  ne'er  join'd  before,  but  in  romances 
We  find  in  you  at  laft  united  grown.  [meet, 

You  cannot  be  compar  d  to  one  : 
I  muft,  like  him  that  painted  Venus'  face, 
Borrow  from  every  one  a  grace  ; 
Virgil  and  Epicurus  will  not  do, 

Their  courting  a  retreat  like  you, 
Unlefs  I  put  in  Cajfar's  learning  too  : 

Your  happy  frame  at  once  controls 
This  great  triumvirate  of  fouls. 

Let  no?"  old  Rome  boaft  Fabius'  fate  j 

He  fav'd  his  country  by  delays, 
But  you  by  peace. 

You  bought  it  at  a  cheaper  rate ;    * 
Nor  has  it  left  the  ufual  bloody  fear, 

To  fhow  it  coft  its  price  in  war ; 
War  !  th:7.*:  mad  game  the  world  fo  loves  to  playj 

Ar.d  for  it  does  fo  dearly  pay  ; 
For,  though  with  lofs  or  victory  a  while 

Fortune  the  gamefters  does  beguile, 
Yet  at  the  'aft  the  box  fweeps  all  away. 

Only  the  laurel  got  by  peace , 
No  thunder  e'er  can  blaft  : 
Th'  artillery  of  the  fkies 

Shoots  to  the  earth,  and  dies  : 
Nor  ever  green  and  fiourifhing  't  will  lafj:, 
Nor  dipt  in  blood,  nor  widow's  tears,  nor  orphan's 

.     cries. 

About  the  head  crown'd  with  thefe  b?.ys5 
Like  lambent  fire  the  lightning  plays  ; 
Nor,  its  triumphal  cavalcade  to  grace, 

Makes  up  its  fo'.emn  train  with  death  ; 
It  meits  the  fword  of  war,  yet  keeps  it  in  the 
fheath. 

The  wily  fhifts  of  ftate,  thofe  juggler's  tricks, 
Which  we  call  deep  defigns  and  politics 
(As  in  a  theatre  the  ignorant  fry, 

Becaufe  the  cords  eicape  their  eye, 
Wonder  to  fee  the  motions  fly) ; 
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Methinks,  svhen  you  expofe  the  fcene, 
Down  the  ill-organ' d  engines  fall ; 
Off  fly  the  vizards,  and  dlfcover  all : 

How  plain  I  fee  through  the  deceit ! 
How  {hallow,  and  how  grofs,  the  cheat ! 
Look  where  the  pully's  tied  above  ! 
-Great  God  !    (faid  I)  what  have  I  feen  ! 

Ori  what  poor  engines  move 
The  thoughts  of  monarchs,  and  defigns  of  flates  ! 

What  petty  motives  rule  their  fates  ! 
How  the  moufe  makes  the  mighty  mountain  (hake ! 
The  mighty  mountain  labours  with  its  birth, 
Away  the  frighten'd  peafants  fly, 
Scar'd  at  th'  unheard-of  prodigy, 
Expect  fonie  great  gigantic  fon  of  earth  ; 

Lo  !  it  appears  ! 

See  how  they  tremble  !  how  they  quake  ! 
Out  ftarts  the  little  beaft,  and  mocks  their  idle 
fears. 

Then  tell,  dear  favourite  mufe  ! 
What  ferpent's  that  which  ftill  reforta, 
Still  lurks  in  palaces  and  courts  ? 
Take  thy  unwonted  flight, 
And  on  the  terra(ce  light. 

See  where  fhe  lies  ! 
See  how  fhe  rears  her  head, 
And  rolls  about  her  dreadful  eyes, 
To  drive  all  virtue  cut,  or  look  it  dead  ! 
'Twas  fare  this  bafilifk  fent  Temple  thence, 
A'nd  though  as  fome  ('tis  faid)  for  their  defence 
Have  worn  a  cafem'ent  o'er  their  flcin, 

So  he  wore  his  within, 
Made  up  of  virtue  and  tranfparent  innocence  ; 

And  though  he  oft  renew'd  the  fight, 
And  almoft  got  priority  of  fight, 

He  ne'er  could  overcome  her  quite 
(In  pieces  cut,  the  viper  ftill  did  re-unite), 

Till,  at  laft,  tir'd  with  lofs  of  time  and  eafe 
Refolv'd  to  give  himfelf,  aS  well  as  country,  peace 

Sing  belov'd  mufe  !  the  pleafures  of  retreat, 
And  in  fonie  untouched  virgin  ftrain 
Show  the  delights  thy  fifter  nature  yields ; 
£ing  of  thy  vales,  fing  of  thy  woods,  fmg  of  th 

fields ; 

Go  publifti  o'er  the  plain 
How  mighty  a  profelyte  you  gain  ! 
How  noble  a  reprifal  on  the  great ! 

How  is  the  mufe  luxuriant  grown  ! 
Whene'er  (he  takes  this  flight, 
She  foars  clear  out  of  fight. 
Thefe  are  the  paradifes  of  her  own  : 

(The  Pegs/us,  like  an  unruly  horfe, 

Though  ne'er  fo  gently  led 
T*o  the  lov'd  paflure  where  he  us'd  to  feed, 
Runs  violently  o'er  his  ufual  courfe.) 
Wake  from  thy  wanton  dreams, 

Come  from  thy  dear-lov'd  ftreams, 
The  crooked  paths  of  wandering  Thames ! 

Fain  the  fair  nymph  would  {lay, 
Oft  fhe  looks  back  in  vain, 
Oft  'gainft  her  fountain  does  complain, 
And  foftly  fteals  in  manv  windings  down 
As  loath  to  fee  the  hated  court  and  town 
And  murmurs  as  {he  glides  away. 

In  this  new  happy  kene 
Are  nobler  fubjects  for  your  learned  pen  • 

Here  we  expect  from  you 
More  than  your  predeceffor  Adam  knew  ; 


hatever  moves  our  wonder,  or  cur  fport, 
hateverferves  for  innocent  emblems  of  the  courfe  J 

How  that  which  we  a  kernel  fee 
Vhofe  well-compacted  forms  efcape  the  light, 
Unpierc'd  by  the  blunt  rays  of  fight) 

Shall  ere  long  grow  into  a  tree  ; 
Vhence  takes  it  its  increafe,  and  whence  its  birth, 
r  from  the  fun,  or  from  the  air,  or  from  the  earthj 
Where  all  the  fruitful  atoms  lie  ; 
How  fome  go  downward  to  the  root, 

Some  more  ambitioufly  upwards  fly, 
nd  form  the  leaves,  the  branches  and  the  fruit, 
ou  drove  to  cultivate  a  barren  court  in  vain, 
rour  garden's  better  worth  your  noble  pain, 
!ere  mankind  fell,  and  hence  muft  rife  again. 

aall  I  believe  a  fpirit  fo  divine 

Was  caft  in  the  fame  mould  with  mine  ? 
/"hy  then  does  nature  fo  unjuftiy  fnare 
Among  her  elder  fons  the  whole  eflate, 

And  all  her  jewels  and  her  plate  ? 
*oor  we  !  cadets  of  heaven  not  worth  her  care, 
'ake  up  at  beft  with  lumber  and  the  leavings  of  afair; 
Some  Ihe  binds  'prentice  to  the  fpade, 
Some  to  the  drudgery  of  a  trade, 
ome  flie  does  to  Egyptian  bondage  draw, 
5ids  us  make  bricks,  yet  fends  us  to  look  out  for 
Some  fhe  condemns  for  life  to  try     [flraw ; 
"o  dig  the  leaden  mines  of  deep  philofophy  : 
Vie  fhe  has  to  the  mufe's  gallies  tied, 
n  vain  I  ftrive  to  crofs  this  fjMcious  main, 
In  vain  I  tug  and  pull  the 
And,  when  I  aimoft  reach  the  fhore, 
Straight  the  mufe  turns  the  helm,  and  I  launch 

out  again  : 

And  yet,  to  feed  my  pride, 
Whene'er  I  mourn,  flops  my  complaining  breath 
With  promife  of  a  mad  reverfion  after  death. 

•  Then,  Sir,  accept  this  worthlefs  verfe, 
The  tribute  of  an  humble  mufe, 
Tis  all  the  portion  of  my  niggard  -tars  ; 
STature  the  hidden  fpark  did  at  my  birth  infafc, 
And  kindled  firft  with  indolence  and  eafe  ; 

And,  fmce  too  oft'  debauch'd  by  praifetf 
Tis  now  grown  an  incurable  difeafe  : 
In  vain  to  quench  this  foolifh  fire  I  try 
In  wifdom  and  philofophy  ; 
In  vain  all  wholefome  herbs  I  fow, 

Where  notight  bnt  weeds  will  grow. 
Whate'er  I  plant  (like  corn  on  barren  earth) 

By  ail  equivocal  birth 
Seeds  and  runs  up  to  pottry. 

ODE  TO  KING  WILLIAM, 

On  bis  Succefs  In  Ireland. 

To  pufchafe  kingdoms,  and  to  buy  renown, 

Art  arts  peculiar  to  diffembling  France  ;: 
You,  mighty  monarch,  nobler  actions  crown, 

And  folid  virtue  does  your  name  advance. 
Your  matchlefs  courage  with  your  prudence  jolm 

The  glorious  ft  ructure  of  your  fame  to  raife  ; 
With  its  own  light  your  dazzling  glory  fliines, 

And  into  adoration  turns  our  praife. 
Had  you  by  dull  fucceffion  gain'd  your  crownr 

(Cowards  are  monarchs  by  that  title  made). 
Part  of  your  rnerit  chance  would  call  her  owny 

Aad  half  your  virtues  had  been  loft  in 
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Uul  now  your  worth  its  juft  reward  fhall  have  : 
What  trophies  and  what  triumphs  are  your  due  ; 

Who  could  fo  well  a  dying  nation  f'ave, 
At  once  deferve  a  crown,  and  gain  it  too  ! 

You  faw  how  near  we  were  to  ruin  brought, 
You  faw  th'  impetuous  torrent  rolling  on  ; 

And  timely  on  the  coming  danger  thought, 
Which  we  could  neither  obviate  nor  fhun. 

Britannia  flripp'd  from  her  fole  guard  the  laws, 
Ready  to  fall  Rome's  bloody  facrifice  ; 

You  flraightflepp'd  in,  and  from  the  monfter's  jaws 
Did  bravely  fnatch  the  lovely  helplefs  prize. 

Nor  this  is  all ;  as  glorious  is  the  care 
To  preferve  conquefls,  as  at  firfl  to  gain  : 

In  this  your  virtue  claims  a  double  {hare, 

Which,  what  it  bravely  won,  does  all  maintain. 

Your  arm  has  now  your  rightful  title  fhow'd, 
An  arm  on  which  all  Europe's  hopes  depend, 

To  which  they  look  as  to  iome  guardian  god, 
That  mult  their  doubtful  liberty  defend. 

Amaz'd,  thy  action  at  the  Boyne  we  fee  ! 

When  Schomberg  flarted  at  the  vafl  defign  : 
The  boundlefs  glory  all  redounds  to  thee,    [thine. 

Th'  impulfe,  the  fight,  th'  event,  were  wholly 

The  brave  attempt  does  all  our  foes  difarm  ; 

You  need  but  now  give  orders  and  command, 
Your  name  ihall  the  remaining  work  perform, 

And  fpare  the  labour  of  your  conquering  hand. 
France  does  in  vain  her  feeble  arts  apply, 

To  interrupt  the  fortune  of  your  courfe  : 
Yotir  influence  does  the  vain  attacks  defy 

Of  fucret  malice,  or  of  open  force. 

Boldly  we  hence  the  brave  commencement  date 
Of  glorious  deeds,  that  mufl  all  tongues  employ : 

William's  the  pledge  and  earnefl  given  by  fate 
Of  England's  glory,  and  her  lading  joy. 
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As  when  the  deluge  firfl  began  to  fall 

That  mighty  ebb  never  to  flow  again 

(When  this  huge  body's  moiflure  was  fo  ereat, 

It  quite  o'ercame  the  vital  heat)  ; 
That  mountain  which  was  higheft,  firfl  of  all 
Appear'd  above  the  univerfal  main, 
To  blefs  the  primitive  failor's  w^ary  fight ! 
And  'twas  perhaps  Parnaflus,  if  in  height 

It  be  as  great  as  'tis  in  fame, 

And  nigh  to  heaven  as  is  its  name  : 
So  after  th'  inundation  of  a  w-:r, 
When  learning's  little  houfehold  did  embark 
With  her  world's  fruitful  fyflem  in  her  facred  ark 

At  the  firfl  ebb  of  noife  and  fears, 
Philofophy's  exalted  head  appears  ; 
And  the  dove-mufe  will  now  no  longer  flay, 
But  plumes  her  filver  wings  and  flies  away  ; 

And  now  a  laurel  wreath  fhe  brings  from  far, 

To  crown  the  happy  conqueror, 

To  fhow  the  flood  begins  to  ceafc, 
And  brings  the  dear  reward  of  victory  and  peace 
The  eager  mufe  took  wing  upon  the  waves'  decline 

When  war  her  cloudy  afpe&  juft  withdrew 


When  the  bright  fun  of  peace  began  to  fhine, 
And  for  a  while  in  heavenly  contemplation  fat 

On  the  high  top  of  peaceful  Ararat ; 
And  pluck'd  a  laurel  branch  (for  laurel  was  the 

firfl  that  grew, 

The  firfl  of  plants  after  the  thunder,florm,andrain) ; 
And  thence,  with  joyful  nimble  wing, 
Flew  dutifully  back  again, 
And  made  an  humble  chaplet  for  the  king  *. 

And  the  dove-mufe  is  fled  once  more 
Glad  of  the  victory,  yet  frighten'd  at  the  war)  ; 
And  now  difcovers  from  afar 
A  peaceful  and  a  flourifhing  fhore  : 
No  fooner  did  fhe  land 
On  the  delightful  ftrand, 
Than  ftraight  fhe  fees  the  country  all  around^ 
Where  fatal  Neptune  rui'd  erewhile, 
Scatter'd  with  flowery  vales,  with  fruitful  gardens 
And  many  a  pleafant  wood  !         [crown'd, 
As  if  the  Univerfal  Nile 
Had  rather  water' d  it  than  drown 'd  : 
[t  feems  fome  floating  piece  of  paradife, 
Preferv'd  by  wortder  from  the  flood, 
Long  wandering  through  the  deep,  as  we  are  told 

Fam'd  Delos  did  of  old, 
And  the  tranfported  mufe  imagin'd  ft 
To  be  a  fitter  birth-place  for  the  god  of  wit, 
Or  the  much  taik'd  oracular  grove  ; 
When  with  amazing  joy  fhe  hears 
An  unknown  mufic  aril  around 
Charming  her  greedy  ears 
With  many  a  heavenly  fong 
Of  nature  and  of  art,  of  deep  philofophy  and  love, 
Whilfl  angels  tune  the  voice,  and  God  infpires  the 

tongue. 

In  vain  fhe  catches  at  the  empty  found, 
In  vain  purfues  the  mufic  with  her  longing  eye, 
And  courts  the  wanton  echoes  as  they  fly. 

Pardon,  ye  great  unknown,  and  far-exalted  men^ 
The  wild  excurfions  of  a  youthful  pen  ; 

Forgive  a  young,  and  (almoft)  virgin-mufei 
Whom  blind  and  eager  curiofity 

(Yet  curiofity,  they  fay, 
Is  in  her  fex  a  crime  needs  no  excnfe) 

Has  forc'd  to  grope  her  uncouth  way 
After  a  mighty  light  that  leads  her  wandering  eye.' 
No  wonder  then  fhe  quits  the  narrow  path  of  fenfc 
For  a  dear  ramble  through  impertinence  ; 
Impertinence  1  the  fcurvy  of  mankind. 
And  all  we  fools,  who  are  the  greater  part  of  it, 
Though  we  be  of  two  different  factions  flill, 

Both  the  good  natur'd  and  the  ill, 
Yet  wherefoe'er  you  look,  you'll  always  find 
We  join,  like  flies  and  wafps,  in  buzzing  about  wit* 
In  me,  who  r.m  of  the  Crfl  feet  of  thefe; 
All  merit,  that  tranfcends  the  humble  rules 

Of  my  own  dazzled  f'canty  feuie, 
Begets  a  kinder  folly  and  impertinence 

Of  admiration  and  of  praife. 
And  cur  good  brethren  of  tlie  furly  feet 

Muil.een  all  herd  us  with  their' kindred  fools: 

For  though,  poflefs'd  cf  prdent  vogue,  they've 

Railing  a  rule  of  wit,  and  flbloqiu  ,nade 

Yet  the  fame  want  of  brains  produces  each  effect. 

And  you,  whom  Pluto's  helm  does  wifely  fhroud 

From  us  the  blind  and  thoughtlefs  cro\v<<, 
Like  the  fam'd  hero  in  his  mother's  cloud, 

*  Tbt  c&  I  -writ  ty  the  King  in  Irtlandi 
A  ii'r 
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Who  both  cur  Jollies  and  impertinences  fee, 
Do  laugh  perhaps  at  theirs,  and  pity  mine  and  me. 

But  cenfure's  to  be  underflood 
Th'  authentic  mark  of  the  elect, 
The  public  flamp  heav'n  fets  on  all  that's  great 

and  good, 
Our  fhallow  fearch  and  judgment  to  diredt. 

The  war  methinks  has  made 
Our  wit  and  learning  narrow  as  our  trade  ; 
Inftead  of  boldly  failing  far,  to  buy 
A  flock  of  wifdom  and  philofophy, 

We  fondly  flay  at  home,  in  fear 
Of  every  cenfuring  privateer  ; 
Forcing  a  wretched  trade  by  beating  down  thcfale, 

And  felling  bafely  by  retail. 
The  wits,  I  mean  the  atheifls  of  the  age, 
Who  fain  would  rule  the  pulpit  as  they  do  the 
Wondrous  refiners  of  philofophy,  [flage  ; 

Of  morals  and  divinity, 

By  the  new  modifh  fyflem  of  reducing  all  to  fenfe, 
Againfl  all  logic  and  concluding  laws, 
Do  own  th'  efFecls  of  Providence, 
And  yet  deny  the  caufe. 

This  hopeful  feeft,  now  it  begins  to  fee 
How  little,  very  little,  do  prevail 

Their  firft  and  chiefeft  force 
To  cenfiire,  to  cry  down,  and  rail, 
Not  knowing  what,  or  where,  or  who  you  be, 
Will  quickly  take  another  courfe  : 

And,  by  their  never-failing  ways 
Of  folving  all  appearances  they  pleafe, 
We  foon  fhall  fee  them  to  their  ancient  methods  fall, 
And  ilraight  deny  you  to  be  men,  or  any  thing  at 

all. 

I  laugh  at  the  grave  anfwer  they  will  make, 
Which  they  have  always  ready, genera!, and  cheap: 
'Tis  but  to  fay,  that  what  we  daily  meet, 

And  by  a  fond  miftake 
Perhaps  imagine  to  be  wondrous  wit, 
And  think,  alas  !  to  be  by  mortals  writ, 
Is  but  a  crowd  of  atoms  juflling  in  a  heap, 
Which  from  eternal  feeds  begun, 
Juftling  fome  thoufand  years  till  ripen' d  by  the  fun; 
Theyrre  now,  juft  now,  as  naturally  born, 
As  from  the  womb  of  earth  a  field  of  corn. 

But  as  for  poor  contented  me, 
Who  muil  my  weaknefs  and  my  ignorance  confefs, 
That  I  believe  in  much  I  ne'er  can  hope  to  fee  j 

.Methinks  I'm  fatisfy'd  to  guefs 
That  this  new,  nobler  and  delightful  fcene 
Is  wonderfully  mo'/d  by  fome  exalted  men, 

Who  have  well  fludied  in  the  world's  difeafe 
(That  epidemic  error  and  depravity, 
Or  in  our  judgment  or  our  eye), 
That  what  furprifes  us  can  only  pleafe. 
We  often  fearch  contentedly  the  whole  worldroutid, 
To  make  fome  great  difcovery  ; 
And  ftorn  it  when  'tis  found. 
Jufl  fo  the  mighty  Nile  has  fuffer'd  in  its  fame, 

Becaufe  'tis  faid  (and  perhaps  only  laid) 
We've  found  a  little  inconfiderable  head, 

That  feeds  the  huge  unequal  flream. 
Coniider  human  folly, 'and  you'll  quickly  own, 

That  all  the  pi  aifes  it  can  give, 
£y  whichfome  fondly  boaft  they  fhall  for  ever  live, 
Won't  pay  th'  impertinence  of  being  known  : 
El£e  why  fhoyld  the  fam'd  Lydian  king 


(Whom  all  the  charms  of  an  ufurped  wife  andftafe, 
With  all  that  power  unfelt  courts  mankind  to  be 

great, 

Did  with  new  unexperienc'd  glories  wait) 
Still  wear,  Hill  doat,  on  his  invifible  ring  ? 

Were  I  to  form  a  regular  thought  of  fame, 
Which  is  perhaps  as  hard  t'  imagine  right 

As  to  paint  echo  to  the  fight ; 
I  would  not  draw  th'  idea  from  an  empty  name  j 

Becaufe  alas  !  when  we  all  die, 
Carelefs  and  ignorant  pofterity, 
Although  they  praife  the  learning  and  the  wit, 

And  though  the  title  feems  to  fhow 
The  name  and  man  by  whom  the  book  was  writ, 

Yet  how  mall  they  be  brought  to  know, 
Whether  that  very  name  was  he,  or  you,  or  I  ? 
Lefs  fhould  I  daub  it  o'er  with  tranfitory  praife, 

And  water-colours  of  thefe  days  : 
Thefe  days !  where  e'en  th'  extravagance  of  poetry 
Is  at  a  lofs  for  figures  to  exprefs 
Men's  folly,  whimfies  and  inconflancy, 
And  by  a  faint  defcription  makes  them  lefs. 
Then  tell  us  what  is  fame,  where  fhall  we  fearch. 
Look  where  exalted  virtue  and  religion  fit   [for  it? 
Enthron'd  with  heavenly  wit! 
Look  where  you  fee 
The  greateil  fcorn  of  learned  vanity  ! 
And  then  how  rrfuch  a  nothing  is  mankind  ! 
Whofe  reafon  is  weigh'd  down  by  popular  air, 
Who,  by  that,  vainly  talks  of  baffling  death  ; 
And  hopes  to  lengthen  life  by  a  transfufion  of 

breath, 

Which  yet  whoe'er  examines  right  will  find 
To  be  an  art  as  vain  as  bottling  up  of  wind  ! 
And  when  you  find  out  thefe,  believe  true  fame 

is  there, 

Far  above  all  reward,  yet  to  which  all  is  due  ; 
And  this,  ye  great  unknown  ?  is  only  known  in 
you. 

The  juggling  fea-god,  when  by  chance  trepan'd 
By  fome  inflrucled  querift  fleeping  on  the  faird, 
Impatient  of  all  anfwers,  flrsif  became 
A  ftealing  brook,  and  ftrove  to  creep  away 

Into  his  native  fea, 

Vext  at  their  follies,  murmur'd  in  his  ftream •; 
But,  difappointed  of  his  fond  defi-re, 
Would  vanifh  in  a  pyramid  of  fire. 
This  farly  flippery  god,  when  he  defign'd 

To  furnifh  his  efcapes, 
Ne'er  borrow'd  more  variety  of  fhapes 
Th'm  you  to  pleafe  and  fatisfy  mankind, 
And  feem  (almoft)  transform'd  to  water,  flame3 

and  air, 

So  well  you  anfwer  all  phenomena  there  : 
Though  madmen  and  the  wits,  philofophers  and 

fools, 

With  all  that  factious  or  enthufiaftic  dotardsdream, 
And  all  the  incoherent  jargon  of  the  fchools  ; 
Though  all  the  fumes  of  fear,  hope,  love,  and 
fharne,  [doubt ; 

Contrive  to  ihock  your  minds  with  many  a  fenfelefs 
Doubts  where  the  Delphic  god  would  grope  in  ig 
norance  and  night, 
The  god  of  learning  and  of  light 
Would  want  a  god  himfelf  to  help  him  out. 

Philofophy,  as  it  before  us  lies, 
Seems  to  have  borrow'd  ibme  ungrateful  tsft^ 
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Of  doubts,  impertinence,  and  niceties, 

From  every  age  through  which  it  pufs'd, 
But  always  with  a  ftronger  relifh  of  the  laft. 
This  beauteous  queen,  by  Heaven  defiga'd 
To  be  the  great  original 

For  man  to  drefs  and  poliih  his  uncourtly  mind, 
In  what  mock  habits  have  they  put  her  fince  the 
fall!  [fages, 

More  oft'  in  fools'  and  madmen's  .hands  than 

She  feems  a  medley  of  all  ages, 
"With  a  huge  fardingale  to  fwell  her  fuftian  fluff, 
A  new  commode,  a  top-knot,  and  a  ruff, 
Her  face  patch'd  o'er  with  modern  pedantry, 

With  a  long  fvveeping  train 
Of  comments  and  difputes,  ridiculous  and  vain, 
All  of  old  cut  with  a  new  dye  : 
How  foon  have  you  reftor'd  her  charms, 
And  rid  her  of  her  lumber  and  her  books, 
Dreft  her  again  genteel  and  neat, 

And  rather  tight  than  great ! 
flow  fond  we  are  to  court  her  to  our  arms  ! 
How  much  of  heaven  is  in  her  naked  looks  ! 

Thus  the  deluding  Mufe  oft' blinds  me  to  her  ways, 
And  ev'n  my  very  thoughts  transfers 
And  changes  all  to  beauty,  and  the  praife 
Of  that  proud  tyrant  lex  of  hers. 
Tb*  rebel  Mufe,  alas !  take  part 
But  with  my  own  rebellious  heart, 
And  you  with  fatal  and  immortal  wit  confpire 

To  fan  th'  unhappy  fire. 
Cruel  unknown  !  what  is  it  you  intend  ? 
Ah  !  could  you,  could  you  hope  a  poet  for  your 

friend ! 

Rather  forgive  what  my  firft  tranfport  faid  : 
<May  all  the  blood,  which  fhall  by  woman's  fcorn 

be  fhed, 

Lie  upon  you  and  on  your  childrens  head  ! 
For  you  (ah !  did  I  think  I  e'er  fhould  live  to  fee 
The  fatal  time  when  that  could  be  !) 
Have  ev'n  increas'd  their  pride  and  cruelty. 
Woman  feems  now  above  all  vanity  grown, 
Still  boafting  of  her  great  unknown 
Platonic  champions,  gain'd  without  one  female 
Or  the  vaft  charges  of  a  fmile  ;  [wile, 

Which  'tis  a  fhame  to  fee  how  much  of  late 
You've  taught  the  covetous  wretches  to  o'er- 

rate, 
And  which  they've  now  the  confciences  to  weigh 

In  the  fame  balance  with  our  tears, 
And  with  fuch  fcanty  wages  pay 
The  bondage  and  the  flavery  of  years. 
Let  the  vain  fex  dream  on ;  the  empire  comes  from 
And,  had  they  common  generofity,        [us, 

They  would  not  ufe  us  thus. 
Well —  though  you've  rais'd  her  to  this  high 
Ourfelves  are  rais'd  as  well  as  (he  ;     [degree, 
And,  fpite  of  all  that  they  or  you  can  do, 
*Tis  pride  and  happinefs  enough  to  me 
Still  to  be  of  the  fame  exalted  fex  with  you. 

Alas,  how  fleeting  and  how  vain 
Is  ev'n  the  nobler  man,  our  learning  and  our  wit ! 

I  figh  whene'er  I  think  of  it : 
As  at  the  clofmg  of  an  unhappy  fcene 

Of  fome  great  king  and  conqueror's  death, 
When  the  fad  melancholy  mule 
Stays  but  to  catch  his  utmoft  breath. 
|  grieve,  this  nobler  work  moft  happily  begun, 


So  quickly  and  fo  wonderfully  carry'd  01, 
May  fall  at  laft  to  intereft,  folly,  and  abufe. 
There  is  a  noon-tide  in  our  lives, 
Which  ftill  the  fooner  it  arrives, 
Although  we  boaft  our  winter-fun  looks  bright. 
And  foolifhly  are  glad  to  fee  it  at  its  height, 
Yet  fo  much  fooner  comes  the  long  ai^d  gloomy 

night. 

No  conqueft  ever  yet  begun, 
And  by  one  mighty  hero  carried  to  its  height, 
E'er  flourifh'd  under  a  fucceffor  or  a  fon  ; 
It  loft  fome  mighty  pieces  through  all  hands  itpaftj 
And  vanifh'd  to  an  empty  title  in  the  laft. 
For,  when  the  animating  mind  is  fled 
(Which  nature  never  can  retain, 

Nor  e'er  call  back  again), 
The  body,  though  gigantic,  lies  all  cold  and  dead, 

And  thus  undoubtedly  'twill  fare 
With  what  unhappy  men  fhall  dare 
To  be  fucceffors  to  their  great  unknown, 
On  Learning's  high  eftablifhed  throne. 
Cenfure,  and  pedantry,  and  pride, 
Numberlefs  nations,  ftretching  far  and  wide, 
Shall  (I  forefee  it)  foon  with  Gothic  fwarms  come 
From  ignorance's  univerfal  north.          [forth, 
And  with  blind  rage  break  all  this  peaceful  >g«- 

vernment : 

Yet  fhall  thefe  traces  of  your  wit  remain, 
Like  a  juft  map,  tq  tell  the  vaft  extent 
Of  conqueft  in  your  fhort  and  happy  reign ; 
And  to  all  future  mankind  fhow 
How  ftrange  a  parodox  is  true, 
That  men  who  liv'd  and  dy'd  without  a  name 
Are  the  chief  heroes  in  the  facred  lift  of  fame. 


VTRITTEN  IN 

A  LADY'S  IVORY  TABLE-BOOK,  1699, 

PERUSE  my  leaves  through  every  part, 
And  think  thou  fecft  my  owner's  heart, 
Scrawl'd  o'er  with  trifles  thus,  and  quite 
As  hard,  as  fenfelefs,  and  as  light ; 
Expos'd  to  every  coxcomb's  eyes, 
But  hid  with  santion  from  the  wife. 
Here  you  may  read,  "  Dear  charming  faint  \" 
Beneath,  "  A  new  receipt  for  paint ;" 
Here,  in  beau-fpelling,  "  Tru  tel  deth  ;" 
There,  in  her  own,  "  For  an  el  bretH ;" 
Here,  "  Lovely  nymph,  pronounce  my  doom  V  J 
There,  "  A  fafe  way  to  ufe  perfume  :" 
Here,  a  page  fill'd  with  billets-doux  ; 
On  t'other  fide,  "  Laid  out  for  fhoes"— * 
"  Madam,  I  die  without  your  grace"— 
"  Item,  for  half  a  yard  of  lace." 
Who  that  had  wit  would  place  it  here, 
For  every  peeping  fop  to  jeer  ; 
In  power  of  fpittle  and  a  clout, 
Whene'er  he  pleafe,  to  blot  it  out ; 
And  then,  to  heighten  the  difgrace, 
Clap  his  own  nonfenfe  in  the  place  J 
Whoe'er  expects  to  hold  his  part 
In  fuch  a  book,  and  fuch  a  heart, 
If  he  be  wealthy,  and  a  fool, 
Is  in  aty  points  the  fitteft  tool ; 
Of  whom  it  may  be  juftly  faid, 
He  's  a  gold  pencil  tipp'd  with  lead, 
A  % 


THE   WORKS   OF   SWIFT; 


MRS.  HARRIS'S  PETITION,  1699. 
To  their  Excellencies  the  Lords  Juftices  of  Ire 
land  *,  the  humble  petition  of  Frances  Harris, 
Who  muft  ftarve,  and  die  a  maid,  if  it  mifcarries; 

Humbly  fheweth, 
That  I  went  to  warm  myfelf  in  Lady   Betty's  f 

chambef  ,  becaufe  I  was  cold  ; 
And  I  had  in  a  purfe  feven  pounds,  four  fhillmgs, 

and  fixpence,  befides  farthings,  in  money 

and  gold  ; 
So,  becaufe  I  had  been  buying  things  for  my  Lady 

laft  night, 

I  wasrefolv'd  totell  mymoney,tofee  if  itwasnght. 
Now,  you  muft  know,  becaufe  my  trunk  has  a^ 

very  bad  lock, 
Therefore  all  the  money  I  have,  which,  God 

knows,  is  a  very  irnall  flock, 
1  keep  in  my  pocket,  ty'd  about  my  middle,  next 

to  my  fmock. 
5o  when  I  went  to  put  up  my  purfe,  as  God  would 

have  it,  my  linock  was  unript, 
And,  inftead  of  putting  it  into  my  pocket,  down 

it  flipt  ; 
Then  the  bell  rung,  and  I  went  down  to  put  my 

Lady  to  bed  ; 
And,  God  knows,  I  thought  my  money  was  as 

fafe  as  my  maidenhead. 
So,  when  I  came  up  again,  I  found  my  pocket  feel 

very  light  : 
But  when  I  fearch'd,  and  mifs'd  my  purfe,  Lord  ! 

I  thought  I  fhould  have  funk  outright. 
Lord  !    Madam,  fays  Mary,  how  d'  ye  do  ?  In 

deed,  fays  I,  never  worfe  : 
But  pray,  Mary,  can  you  tell  what  I  have  done 

with  my  purfe  ? 
Lord  help  me  !  faid  Mary,  I  never  ftirr'd  out  of 

this  place  ; 
Nay,  faid  I,  I  had  it  in  Lady  Betty's  chamber, 

that's  a  plain  cafe. 

So  Mary  got  me  to  bed,  and  cover'd  me  up  warm  : 
However,  fhe  Hole  away  my  garters,  that  I  might 

do  myfelf  no  harm. 
So  I  tumbled  and  tofs'd  all  night,  as  you  may  very 

well  think,  [wink. 

But  hardly  ever  fet  my  eyes  together,  or  flept  a 
So  1  was  adream'd,  methought  that  we  went  and 

fearch'd  the  folks  round, 
And  in  a  corner  of  Mrs.  Dukes's  |  box,  ty'd  in  a 

rag,  the  money  was  found. 
So  next  morning  we  told  Whittle  §,  and  he  felj 

a-fwearing  ; 
Then  my  dame  Wadgar  ||  came;  and  fhe,  you 

know,  is  thick  of  hearing. 
Dame,  faid  I,  as  loud  as  I  could  bawl,  do  you  know 

what  a  lofs  I  have  had  ? 
Nay,  faid  fhe,  my  Lord  Colway's^f  folks  are  all 

very  fad  ;  -      [out  fail. 

For  my  Lord  Dromedary**  comes  aTuefday  with- 
Pugh  !  faid  I,  but  that's  not  the  bufmefs  that  I  ail. 

*   The  Earls  of  B^rteley  and  of  Gahvay. 
f  Lady  Betty  Berkeley  ',  afterwards  Germaine, 
I   Wif;  to  one  of  the  footmen.    • 
§   Earl  of  Berkeley's  valet. 
.    [j    'The  old  deaf  hoitfekeeper. 
** 


We  Earl  of  Drogbeda, 
ofuaeed  the  tu-o  Earls, 


«f   Gahvay. 
-ufitb  the  Primate, 


Says  Gary  *,  fays  he,  I  have  been  a  fervant  tlu«. 

five  and  twenty  years  come  fprihg, 
And  in  all  the  places  I  liv'd  I  never  heard  of  fuch, 

a  thing. 
Yes,  fays   the    fteward,  f,  I  remember,  when  I 

was  at  my  Lady  Shrewfbury's, 
Such  a  thing  as  this  happen'd  juft  about  the  time 

of  goof^bcrrie ; . 
So  I  went'tq  the  party  fufpecled,  and  I  found  her 

full  of  grief, 
(Now,  you  muft  know,  of  all  things  in  the  world, 

I  hate 'a  thief.)  [about : 

However,  I  am  refolv'd  to  bring  the  difcourfe  fitly 
Mrs.  Dukes,  faid  1,  here's  an  ugly  accident  has 

happen'd  out ;  [loufc  \  ; 

'Tis  not  that  I  value  the  money  three  fkips  of  a 
But  the  thing  I  ftand  upon  is  the  credit   of  the 

houfe. 

'Tis  true,  feven  pounds,  four  fhillings,  and  fix- 
pence,  makes  a  great  hole  in  my  wages  : 
Befides,  as  they  fay,  fervice  is  no  inheritance  in 

thefe  ages. 
Now,  Mrs.  Dukes,  you  know,  and  every  body 

underftands, 
That  though  'tis  hard  to  judge,  yet  money  can't 

go  without  hands. 
The  devil  take  me  !   faid  fhe  (bleffing  herfelf )  i£ 

ever  I  faw't ! 
So  fhe  roar'd  like  a  bedlam,  as  though  I  had  call'd 

her  all  to  naught. 

So  you  know,  what  could  I  fay  to  her  any  more  ? 
I  e'en  left  her,  and  came  away  as  wife  as  I  was 

before. 
Well ;  but  then  they  would  had  me  gone  to  the 

cunning  man  !  [here  anon. 

No,  faid  I,  'tis  the  fame  thing,  the  chaplain  will  be 
So  the  chaplain  §  came  in.     Now  the  fervants  fay 

he  is  my  fwee  heart, 
Becaufe  he's  always  in  my  chamber,  and  I  always 

take  his  part. 
So  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  before  I  was  aware, 

out  I  blunder'd, 

Parfon,  faid  I,  can  you  caft  a  nativity,  when  a  bo 
dy's  piunder'd  [ 
(Now,  you  muft  know,  he  hates  to  be  call'd  par* 

fan  like  t\\e  devil!) 
Truly,  fays  he,  Mrs.  Nab,  it  might  become  you.' 

to  be  more  civil ; 
If  your  money  begone,  as  a  learned  divine  faysr 

d'ye  fee,  [from  me  ; 

You  are  no  text  for  my  handling ;  fo  take  that 
I  was  never  taken  for  a  conjurer  before,  I'd  have 

yon  to  know. 
Lord /  faid  I,  don't  be  angry,  I  am  fure  I  never 

thought  you  fo ; 
You  know  I  honour  the  cloth ;  I  defign  to  be  a 

parfons  wife  ;  '[my  life  ; 

I  never  tdok  one  in  your  coat  for  a  conjurer  in  alt 
With  that  he  twifted  his  girdle  at  me  like  a  rope, 

as  who  mould  fay, 
Now  you  may  go  hang  yourfelf  for  me,  and  fo 

'  went  away. 
Well :  I  thought  I  would  have  fwoon'd.     Lord  ? 

faid  I,  what  fhall  I  do  1  [too  ! 

I  have  loft  my  money ^  and  fhall  lofe  my  true  k 


*   C'erk  of  the  kitchen. 
\  A;i  nfual  faying  of  hers. 


Fer 


"ft* 


?    O    E 

Then  my  Lord  calTd  me  :  Harry*,  faid  my  Lord, 

don't  cry  ; 
I'll  give  you  fomething  towards  thy  lofs;  and,  fays 

my  Lady,  fo  will  I. 
Oh !  but,  faid  I,  what  if,  after  all,  the  chaplain 

won't  come  to? 
For  that,  he  faid,  (aivt  pleafe  your  Excellencies}  I 

muft  petition  you. 
The  premifes  tenderly  confider'd,  I  defire  your 

Exi^:!^;cifs  protection,  [lecKcn  ; 

And  that  I  may  have  a  {hare  in  next  Sunday's  col- 
And,  over  and  above,  that  I  may  have  your  Ex 
cellencies  letter, 
With  an  order  for  the  chaplain  aforefaid,  or,  in- 

ftead  of  him,  a  better  ; 

And  then  your  poor  petitioner,  both  night  and  day, 
Or  the  chaplain  (for  tishis/?W^),as  in  duty  bound, 

fhall  ever  fray. 

A   BALLAD 

ON  THE   GAME  OF  TRAFFIC, 
Written  at  the  C<jlL>  of  Dublin ,  1699. 

MY  Lord  f ,  to  find  out  who  muft  deal, 

Deliver  cards  about, 
But  the  firft  knave  does  feldom  fail 

To  find  the  Doclor  out. 

Bui  then  his  Honour  cry'd,  Gadzooks ! 

And  feem'd  to  knit  his  brow  : 
For  on  a  knave  he  never  looks, 

But  h'  thinks  upon  Jack  How  \. 

My  Lady,  though  fhe  is  no  player, 

Some  bungling  partner  takes, 
And,  wedg'd  in  corner  of  a  chair, 

Takes  muff,  and  holds  the  flakes. 

Dame  Floyd  looks  out  in  grave  fufpenfe 

For  pair-royals  and  fequents  ; 
But  wifely  cautious  of  her  pence, 

The  caftle  feldom  frequents. 

Quoth  Herries,  fairly  putting  cafes, 

I'd  won  it  on  my  word, 
If  I  had  but  a  pair  of  aces, 

And  could  pick  up  a  third. 

But  Wefton  has  a  new-caft  gown 

On  Sundays  to  be  fine  in, 
And,  if  (he  can  but  win  a  crown, 

'Twill  juft  new-dye  the  lining. 

"  With  thefe  is  Parfon  Sioifty 

"  Not  knowing  how  to  fpend  his  time, 

**  Does  make  a  wretched  fhift, 

"  To  deafen  them  with  puns  and  rhyme." 

A    BALLAD, 

To  the  tune  of  the  Cut-Purfe  §. 

ONCE  on  a  time,  as  old  ftories  rehearfe, 
A  friar  would  needs  {how  his  talent  in  Latin ; 

*  A  cant  ivord  of  Lord  and  Lady  B.  to  Mrs.  Harris 

•f-  The  Ear!  of  Berkeley.      \  Paymnjler  of  the  army. 

§   Lady  Betty  Berkeley,  fnding  the  preceding  verfes 

In  the  author's  room   uiifini/bed,  ivrote   under   them   tb 

concluding  Jlanza,  ivhich  gave   occafion   to   this   ballad 

written  ly  the  author  in  a   counterfeit   la/id t  us  if  a 

third  p.  rfori  had  done  it. 


M    S.  7 

Jut  was  forely  put  to't  in  the  midft  of  a  vrrfe, 
Eecaufe  he  could  find  no  word  to  come  pat  in ; 
Then  all  in  the  place 
He  left  a  void  Jpace, 

And  fo  went  to  bed  in  a  defperate  cafe  ;  [die  ! 
J'hen  beheld  the  next  morning  a  wonderful  rid- 
ie  found  it  was  ftrangely  fill'd  up  in  the  middle, 
Cho.  Let  cenfurixg  critics  then  think  ivhat  they  lift 
ont ;  \Jij7ant  ? 

Who  iuonld  not  write  i>crf;s  tvitb  fuch  an  af- 

iis  put  me,  the  friar,  into  an  amazement : 
For  he  wifely  confider'd  it  muft  be  a  fprite  ; 
That  he  came  through  the  key-hole,  or  in  at  the 
cafement ;  [?-nd  write  : 

And  it  needs  mud  be  ope  that  could  both  read 
Yet  he  did  not  know 
If  it  were  friend  or  foe, 
r  whether  it  came  from  above  or  below  : 
rlowever,  'twas  civil  in  angel  or  elf, 
For  he  ever  could  have  fill'd  it  fo  well  of  himfelf, 
Cho.  Let  cenfuring)  &c. 

Even  fo  Mafter  Doctor  had  puzzled  his  brains 

In  making  a  ballad,  but  was  at  a  ftand  :  [pa-     , 
He   had  mix'd  little  wit   with    a   great   deal   of 
When  he  found  a  new  help  from  invifible  hand. 
Then,  good  Doctor  Swift, 
Pay  thank*  for  the  gift  •  [lift  : 

For  you  freeiy  muft  own,  you  were  at  a  dead 
And,  though  fome  malicious  young  fpirit  did  do't, 
You  may  know  by  the  hand  it  had  no  cloven  foot, 
ho.  Let  ccnfur'wgy  &c. 


THE  DISCOVERY. 

WHEN  wife  Lord  Berkeley  firft  came  here  *, 
Statefmen  and  mob  expected  wonders, 

Nor  thought  to  find  fo  great  a  peer 
Ere  a  week  paft  committing  blunders. 

Till,  on  a  day  cut  out  by  fate, 

When  folks  came  thick  to  make  their  courts 
Out  fiipt  a  myftery  of  ftate, 

To  give  the  town  and  country  fport. 

Now  enters  f  Bufh  with  new  ftate  airs, 

His  Lordfhip's  premier  minifter  ; 
And  who  in  all  profound  affairs 

Is  held  as  needful  as  his  \  clyfter. 

With  head  reclining  on  his  fhoulder, 
He  deals  and  hears  myfterious  chat, 

While  every  ignorant  beholder 

Afks  of  his  neighbour,  Who  is  that  ? 

With  this  he  put  up  to  my  Lord, 

The  courtiers  kept  their  diftance  due, 

He  twitch'd  his  fieeve,  and  ftole  a  word  ; 
Then  to  a  corner  both  withdrew. 

Imagine  now,  my  Lord  and  Bufti 
Whifpering  in  junto  moil  profound, 

Like  good  king  §  Phyz,  and  good  king  Ufh, 
While  all  the  reft  ftood  gaping  round. 

*   To  Ireland,  as  one  of  the  Lords  ^njlices. 
f  Btijb,  by  fume  underhand  iiifinuation,  obtained  fix 
fc/l  offecretary,  it'bicb  had  been  promifed  to  Swift* 
\  Alivays  taken  before  my  Lord  ivent  to  council 
§  Set  "  The  Ribewfal" 

A  "J 


THE   WORKS  OF  SWIFT. 


At  length  a  f^ark  not  too  well  bred, 

Of  forward  face  and  ear  acute, 
Advanc'd  on  tipto,  lean'd  his  head, 

To  over-hear  the  grand  difpute  : 

To  learn  what  northern  kings  defign, 
Or  from  Whitehall  fome  new  exprefs, 

Papifts  difarm'd,  or  fall  of  coin  : 

For  fure  (thought  he)  it  can't  be  lefs. 

My  Lord,  faid  Bufh,  a  friend  and  I, 
Difguis'd  in  two  old  thread-bare  coats, 

Ere  morning  dawn,  ftole  out  to  fpy 
How  markets  went  for  hay  and  oats. 

With  that  he  draws  two  handfuls  out, 

The  one  was  oats,  the  other  hay  ; 
Puts  this'  to's  Excellency's  fnout, 

And  begs  he  would  the  other  weigh. 

My  Lord  feems  pleas'd,  but  ftill  directs 
By  all  means  to  bring  down  the  rates  j 

Then,  with  a  congee  circumflex, 
Bufh,  fmiiing  round  on  all,  retreats. 

Our  liftenef  flood  a  while  confus'd, 
But,  gathering  fpirits,  wifely  ran  for't, 

Enrag'd  to  fee  the  world  abus'd 

By  two  fuch  whifpering  kings  of  Brentford^ 

THE  PROBLEM, 

f*   THAT  MY  LORD-BERKELEY  STINKS,  W«EN  HE 
IS  JN  LOVE." 

DID  ever  problem  thus  perplex, 
Or  more  employ,  the  female  fe'x  ? 
!So  fweet  a  patfion,  who  would  think, 
Jove  ever  form'd  to  make  a  ftink  ? 
The  ladies  vow  and  fwear,  they'll  try, 
Whether  it  be  a  truth  or  lie.  ' 

Love's  tire,  it  feems,  like  inward  heat, 
Works  in  my  Lord  by  ftool  and  fweat, 
Which  brings  a  ftink  from  every  pore, 
And  from  behind  and  from  before  ; 
Yet,'  what  is  wonderful  to  tell  it, 
INone  but  the  favourite  nymph  can  fmell  it. 
But  now,  to  folve  the  natural  caufe 
By  fober  philofophic  laws  : 
Whether  all  paflions,  -when  in  ferment, 
Work  out  as  anger  does  in  vermin  ; 
So,  when  a  weazel  you  torment, 
"You  find  his  paffion  by  his  fcent. 
We  read  of  kings,  who,  in  a  fright, 
Though  on  a  throne,  would  fall  to  fh— . 
Befide  all  fhis,  deep  fcholars  know, 
That  the  main  firing  of  Cupid's  bOw 
Once  on  a  time  was  an  a —  gut ;    ' 
Now  to  a  nobler  office  put, 
By  favour  or  deiert  preierr'd 
From  giving  paffage  to  a.  t —  ; 
But  Hill,  though  fix'd  among  the  ftars, 
Does  fympathife  with  human  a—. 
Thus,  when  you  feel  an  hard-bound  breech, 
{Conclude  love's  bow-firing  at  full  ftretch,   ' 
Till  the  kind  leofenefs  comes,  and  then 
Conclude  the  bow  relax'd  again. 

And  now,  the  ladies  all  are  bent 
To  try  the  great  experiment, 
Ambitious  of  a  regent's  heart, 
Spread  all  their  charms  to  catch  a  J—  $ 


Watching  the  firft  unfavoury 
Some  ply  before,  and  fome  behind. ' 
My  Lord,  on  fire  amidft  the  dames, 
F — ts  like  a  laurel  in  the  flames. 
The  fair  approach  the  fpeaking  part, 
To  try  the  back-way  to  his  heart : 
For,  as  when  we  a  gun  dii charge. 
Although  the  bore  be  ne'er  fo  large, 
Before  the  flame  from  muzzle  burft, 
Juft  at  the  breech  it  flaflies  £rft  ; 
So  from  my  lord  his  pafilon  broke, 
He  f— d  firft,  and  then  he  fpoke. 

The  ladies  vanifli  in  the  fmother, 
To  confer  notes  with  one  another  ; 
And  now  they  all  agreed  to  name 
Whom  each  one  thought  the  happy  dame, 
Quoth  Neal,  whate'er  the  reft  may  think, 
I'm  fure  'twas  I  that  fmelt  the  ftink. 
You  fmell  the  ftink  !  by  G — ,  you  lie, 
Quoth  Rofs,  for  I'll  be  fworn  'twas  1» 
Ladies,  quoth  Levens,  pray  forbear  : 
Let's  not  fall  out ;  we  all  had  fhare  ; 
And,  by  the  mpft  I  can  difcover, 
My  lord's  an  univerfal  lover. 

THE  DESCRIPTION 

OF 

A     SALAMANDER.     1706. 
Pliny,  Nat.  Hi/I.  Lib.  x.  c.  67.  lib.  xxix.  c. 

As  maftifFdogs  in  modern  phrafe  are 
Call'd  Pompey;  Scipio,  and  Csefar  ; 
As  pyes  and  daws  are  often  ftyl'd 
With  Chriftiari  nicknames,  like  a  child  ; 
As  we  fay  Monfieur  to  an  ape, 
Without  offence  to  human  fhape  ; 
So  men  have  got,  from  bird  and  brute, 
Names  that  would  beft  their  natures  fuit. 
The  lion,  eagle,  fox,  and  boar, 
Were  heroes  titles  heretofore, 
Beftow'd  as  hieroglyphics  fit 
To  iliow  their  vajour,  ftrength,  or  wit : 
For  what  is  underftood  byfame, 
Befides  the  getting  of  a  name? 
But,  e'er  fince  men  invented  guns, 
A  different  way  their  fancy  runs  : 
To  paint  a  hero,  "we  inquire 
For  fornething  that  will  conqueror,?. 
Would  you  dcfcribe  Turenne  or  Trump  ? 
Think  of  a  bucket  or  •a.pump. 
Are  thefe  too  low  ? — then  find  out  grander^ 
Call  my  Lord  Cuts  a  falamander. 
'Tis  well ;— but,  fince  we  live  among 
Detractors  with  an  evil  tongue, 
Who  may  object  againft  the  term, 
Pliny  fliaJl  prove  what  we  affirm  : 
Pliny  fhall  prove,  and  we'll  apply, 
And  I'll  be  judg'd  by  ftanders-by. 

Firft,  then,  our  author  has  defin'd 
This  reptile  of  the  ferpent  kind, 
With  gaudy  cout  and  'finning  train  ; 
But  loathfome  fpots  his  body  ftain  : 
Out  from  fome  hole  obfciif  e  he  flies, 
When  rains  defcend,  and  tempefts  rife, 
Till  the  fun  clears  the  air  ;  and  then     ' 
Crawls  back  neglected  to  his  den. 

So,  when  the  war  has  rais'd  a  florni; 
've  feen  a  fn?,ke  in  human  form3 


P    O     E 

All  ftain'd  with  infamy  and  vice, 

Leap  from  the  dunghill  in  a  trice, 

Burnifh,  and  make  a  gaudy  fhow, 

Become  a  general,  peer,  and  beau, 

Till  peace  has  made  the  fky  ferene  ; 

Then  ftirink  into  its  hole  again. 

"  All  this  we  grant — why,  then,  look  yonder  : 

"  Sure  that  muft  be  a  Salamander  !" 

Farther,  we  are  by  Pliny  told, 
This  ferpent  is  extremely  cold  ; 
So  cold,  that,  put  it  in  the  fire, 
'Twill  make  the  very  flames  expire  : 
Befides,  it  fpues  a  filthy  froth 
((Whether  through  rage  or  luft,  or  both) 
Of  matter  purulent  and  white, 
Which,  happening  on  the  flcin  to  light, 
And  there  corrupting  to  a  wound, 
Spreads  leprofy  and  baldnefs  round. 

So  have  I  feen  a  batter'd  beau, 
By  age  and  claps  grown  cold  as  fnow, 
Whofe  breath  or  touch,  where'er  he  came, 
Blew  out  Love's  torch,  or  chill'd  the  flame  : 
And  fliould  fome  nymph,  who  ne'er  was  cruel, 
Like  Charlton  cheap,  or  fam'd  Du-Ruel, 
Receive  the  filth  which  he  ejects, 
She  foon  would  find  the  fame  effects 
Her  tainted  carcafe  to  purfue, 
As  from  the  Salamander's  fpue  ; 
A  difmal  ftiedding  of  her  locks, 
And,  if  no  leprofy,  a  pox. 
«  Then  I'll  appeal  to  each  by-ftander, 
"  If  this  be  pot  a  Salamander  ?" 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  PETERBOROW, 

WHO    COMMANDED    THE    BRITISH    FORCES    IN 
SPAIN. 

MORDANTO  fills  the  trump  of  fame, 
The  Chriftian  worlds  his  deeds  proclah^, 
And  prints  are  crowded  with  his  name. 

In  journies  he  outrides  the  poft, 
Sits  up  till  midnight  with  his  hoft, 
Talks  politics,  and  gives  the  toaft  ; 

Knows  every  prince  in  Europe's  face, 
Flies  like  a  fquib  from  place  to  place, 
And  travels  wot,  but  runs  a  race. 

From  Paris  gazette  a-la-main, 
This  day  arriv'd,  without  his  train, 
Mordanto  in  a  week  from  Spain. 

A  meflenger  comes  all  a-reek, 
Mordanto  at  Madrid  to  leek  ; 
He  left  the  town  above  a  week. 

Next  day  the  poft-boy  winds  his  horn, 
And  rides  through  Dover  in  the  morn  ; 
Mordanto's  landed  from  Leghorn. 

Mordanto  gallops  on  alone  ; 
The  roads  are  with  her  followers  ftrpwn  ; 
This  breaks  a  girth,  and  that  a  bone. 

His  body  active  as  his  mind, 
Returning  found  in  limb  and  wind, 
Except  fome.  leather  loft  behind. 

A  flceleton  in  outward  figure, 
His  meagre  corpse,  though  full  of  vigour, 
^Vould  halt  behind  him,  were  it  bigger.   ' 


So  wonderful  his  expedition, 
When  you  have  not  the  leaft  fufpicioa, 
He's  with  you  like  an  apparition  : 

Shines  in  all  climates  like  a  ftar ; 
In  fenates  bold,  and  fierce  in  war  ; 
A  land  commander,  and  a  tar  : 

Heroic  a&ions  early  bred  in, 
Ne'er  to  be  match'd  in  modern  reading, 
But  by  his  name-fake  Charles  of  Swedes, 

ON  THE  UNION. 

THE  Queen  has  lately  loft  a  part 

Of  her  ENTIRELY-ENGLISH*  heart; 

For  want  of  which,  by  way  of  botch, 

She  piec'd  it  up  again  with  SCOTCH. 

Bleft  revolution  !   which  creates 

Divided  hearts,  united  ftates  ! 

See  how  the  double  nation  lies ; 

Like  a  rich  coat  with  Ikirts  of  frieze  r 

As  if  a  man,  in  making  pofies, 

Should  bundle  thirties  up  with  rofes. 

Who  ever  yet  a  union  faw 

Of  kingdoms  without  faith  or  law  ? 

Henceforward  let  no  ftatefmen  dare 

A  kingdom  to  a  Ihip  compare  ; 

Left  he  fliould  call  our  commonweal 

A  vcffel  with  a  double  keel : 

Which,  juft  like  ours,  new  rigg'd  and  mana'd. 

And  got  about  a  league  from  land, 

By  change  of  wind  to  leeward  fide, 

The  pilot  knew  not  how  to  guide. 

So  toffiqg  faction  will  o'erwhelm 

Our  crazy  double-bottom'd  realm* 

ON  MRS.  BIDDY  FLOYD: 

.OR,   THE  RECEIPT  TO  FORM  A  BEAOTYf. 

WHEN  Cupid  did  his  grandfire  Jove  entreat 
To  form  fome  Beauty  by  a  new  receipt, 
Jove  fent,  and  found  far  in  a  country  fcene 
Truth,  innocence,  good  nature,  look  ferene  : 
From  which  ingredients  firft  the  dextrous  boy 
Pick'd  the  demure,  the  awkward,  and  the  coy,. 
The  Graces  from  the  Court  did  next  provide 
Breeding,  and  wit,  and  air,  and  decent  pride  : 
Thefe  Venus  cleans  from  every  fpurious  grain 
Of  nice,  coquet,  affected,  pert,  and  vain. 
Jove  mix'd  up  all,  and  his  beft  clay  employ 'd  ; 
Then  call'd  the  happy  compofition  Floyd. 

APPOLLO  OUTWITTED. 

To  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Fiacb^  after-wards    Countefi 
of  Wincbdfea.y  under  her  name  of  Arde'.ia. 

PHOEBUS,  now  fliortening  every  fhade, 

Up  to  the  northern  tropic  came, 
And  thence  beheld  a  lovely  maid, 

Attending  on  a  royal  dame. 

The  god  laid  down  his  feeble  rays, 

Then  lighted  from  his  glittering  coach  ; 

*    The  motto  on  ^ueen  Anne's  coronation  medal. 
f  An  elegant  Latin  verfion   of  this  little  poem  is  ttf 
tleftxtb  whittle  of  Dryder'-   *"^-"-: 
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But  fenc'd  his  head  with  his  own  bays. 
Before  be  durft  the  nymph  approach. 

Under  thofe  facred  leaves,  fecure 

From  common  lightning  of  the  Ikies, 

He  fondly  thought  he  might  endure 
The  flaihes  of  Ardelia's  eyes. 

The  nymph,  who  oft'  had  read  in  books 
Of  that  bright  god  whom  bards  invoke, 

Socn  knew  Apollo  by  his  looks, 

And  guefs'd  his  bufmefs  ere  he  fpoke. 

He,  in  the  old  celeftial  cant, 

Confefs'd  his  flame,  ^and  fwore  by  Styx, 

Whatever  ihe  would  defire,  to  grant- 
But  wife  Ardelia  knew  his  tifcks. 

Ovid  had  warn'd  her,  to  beware 

Of  ftrolling  gods,  whofe  ufual  trade  is, 

Under  pretence  of  taking  air, 
To  pick  up  fublunary  ladies. 

Howe'er,  fhe  gave  no  flat  denial, 
As  having  malice  in  her  heart ; 

And  was  refolv'd  upon  a  trial, 
To  cheat  the  god  in  his  own  art. 

Hear  my  requeft,  the  virgin  faid  ; 

Let  which  I  pleafe  of  all  the  Nine 
Attend,  whene'er  I  want  their  aid, 

Obey  my  call,  and  only  mine. 

By  vow  oblig'd,  by  paffion  led, 

The  God  could  not  refufe  her  prayer : 

He  wav'd  his  wreath  thrice  o'er  her  head, 
Thrice  mutter' d  fomething  to  the  air. 

And  now  he  thought  to  feize  his  due : 
But  ihe  the  charm  already  tried. 

Thalia  heard  the  call,  and  flew 
To  wait  at  bright  Ardelia's  fide. 

On  fight  of  this  celeftial  prude, 
Apollo  thought  it  vain  to  ftay ; 

Nor  in  her  prefence  durft  be  rude  ; 
B.ut  made  his  leg,  and  went  away. 

He  hop'd  to  find  fome  lucky  hour, 
When  on  their  queen  the  mufes  wait : 

But  Palla's  owns  Ardelia's  power  j 
For  vows  divine  are  kept  by  fate. 

Then,  full  of  rage,  Apollo  fpoke : 
Deceitful  nymph  !  1  fee  thy  art ; 

And,  though  I  can't  my  gift  revoke, 
I'll  difappoint  its  nobler  part. 

Let  ftubborn  pride  poflefs  thee  long, 
And  be  thou  negligent  of  fame  ; 

With  every  mufe  to  grace  thy  fong, 
May 'ft  thou  defpife  a  poet's  name  ! 

Of  modeft  poets  thou  be  firft  ; 

To  filent  fhades  repeat  thy  verfe, 
Till  Fame  and  Echo  almoft  burft, 

Yet  hardly  dare  one  line  rehearfe. 

And  laft,  my  vengeance  to  complete, 
May'ft  thou  defcend  to  take  renown, 

Prevail' d  on  by  the  thing  you  hate, 
A  whig,  and  one  that  wears  a  gown ! 


VANBRUGH's  HOtTSE, 

BUILT  FROM  THE  RUINS  OF  WHITEHALL,  I/oS 

N  times  of  old,  when  Time  was  young, 
j.nd  poets  their  own  verfes  fung, 
\  verfe  would  draw  a  ftone  or  beam, 
"hat  now  would  overload  a  team  ; 

d  them  a  dance  of  many  a  mile, 
Then  rear  them  to  a  goodly  pile, 
ilach  number  had  its  different  power : 
leroic  ftrains  could  build  a  tower  ; 
onnets,  or  elegies  to  Chloris, 
Vlight  raife  a  houfe  about  two  ftories^ 
A  lyric  ode  would  ilate ;  a  catch 
Would  tile  ;  an  epigram  would  thatch. 
But,  to  their  own  or  landlord's  coft, 
sow  poets  feel  this  art  is  loft, 
'•lot  one  of  all  our  tuneful  throng 

raife  a  lodgingybr  a  fong: 
?or  Jove  confider'd  well  the  cafe, 
Obferv'd  they  grew  a  numerous  race  ; 
And,  fhould  they  build  as  faft  as  ivritf, 
Twould  ruin  undertakers  quite. 
This  evil  therefore  to  prevent, 
rle  wifely  chang'd  their  element : 
Dn  earth  the  god  of  wealth  was  made 
Sole  patron  of  the  building  trade  ; 
Leaving  the  wits  the  fpacious  air, 
With  licence  to  build  cajttes  there  : 
And,  'tis  conceiv'd,  their  old  pretence 
To  lodge  in  garrets  conies  from  thence. 

Premifing  thus,  in  modern  way, 
The  better  half  we  have  to  fay  : 
Sing,  mufe,  the  houfe  of  poet  Van 
In  higher  ftrains  than  we  began. 

Van  (for  'tis  fit  the  reader  know  it) 
Is  both  a  herald  and  a  poet ; 
No  wonder  then  if  nicely  flcilled 
In  both  capacities  to  build. 
As  herald,  he  can  in  a  day 
Repair  a  hcufe  gone  to  decay  ; 
Or,  by  atchievement)  arms,  device, 
Ere6t  a  new  one  in  a  trice  ; 
And,  as  a  poet,  he  has  Ikill 
To  build  in  fpeculation  full, 
Great  Jove  !  he  cry'd,  the  art  reftore 
To  build  by  verfe  as  heretofore, 
And  make  my  mufe  the  architect ; 
What  palaces  fliall  we  erect ! 
No  longer  fhall  forfaken  Thames 
Lament  his  old  Whitehall  in  flames ; 
A  pile  fhall  from  its  afhes  rife, 
Fit  to  invade  or  prop  the  ikies. 

Jove  fmil'd,  and,  like  a  gentle  god, 
Confenting  with  the  ufual  nod, 
Told  Van,  he  knew  his  talent  beft, 
And  left  the  choice  to  his  own  breaft. 
So  Van  refolv'd  to  write  a  farce ; 
But,  well  perceiving  wit  was  fcarce, 
With  cunning  that  defect  fupplies ; 
Takes  a  French  play  as  lawful  prize.; 
Steals  thence  his  plot  and  every  joke, 
Not  once  fufpecting  Jove  would  fmoke; 
And  (like  a  wag  fet  down  to  write) 
Would  whifper  to  himfelf,  a  bite  ; 
Then,  from  this  motley,  mingled  ftyle, 
Proceeded  to  erect  his  pile. 
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So  men  of  old,  to  gain  renown,  did 

Build  Babel  with  their  tongues  confounded. 

Jove  law  the  cheat,  but  thought  it  belt 

To  turn  the  matter  to  a  jeft  : 

Down  from  Olympfls'  top  he  ilides, 

Laughing  as  if  he'd  burft  his  fides  : 

Ay,  thought  the  God,  are  thefe  your  tricks  ? 

Why  then  old  plays  deferve  old  bricks  1 

And,  fince  you're  fparing  of  your  ftuflf, 

Your  building  ihall  be  fmall  enough. 

He  fpake,  and,  grudging,  lent  his  aid  ; 

Th'  experienc'd  bricks,  that  knew  their  trade, 

(As  being  bricks  at  fecond-hand), 

Now  move,  and  now  in  order  ftand. 

The  building,  as  the  poet  writ, 
Rofe  in  proportion  to  his  wit : 
And  firft  the  Prologue  built  a  wall 
So  wide  as  to  encompafs  all. 
The  Scene  a  wood  produc'd,  no  more 
Than  a  few  fcrubby  trees  before. 
The  Plot  as  yet  lay  deep  ;  and  fo 
A  cellar  next  was  dug  below  : 

But  this  a  work  fo  hard  was  found, 

Two  Acts  it  coft  him  under  ground  : 

Two  other  Ads,  we  may  prefume, 

Were  fpent  in  building  each  a  room. 

Thus  faradvanc'd,  he  made  a  ihift 

To  raife  a  roof  with  act  the  fifth. 

The  Epilogue  behind  did  frame 

A  place  not  decent  here  to  name. 
Now  poets  from  all  quarters  ran 

To  fee  the  houfe  of  brother  Van  ; 

Look'd  high  and  low,  walk'd  often  round  ; 

But  no  fuch  houfe  was  to  be  found. 

One  aiks  the  watermen  hard-by, 

*'  Where  may  the  poets  palace  lie  ?" 

Another  of  the  Thames  inquires, 

If  he  has  feen  its  gilded  fpires  ? 

At  length  they  in  the  rubbifh  fpy 

A  thing  refembling  a  goofe-pye. 

Thither  in  hafte  the  poets  throng, 

And  gaze  in  filent  wonder  long, 

Till  one  in  raptures  thus  began 

To  praife  the  pile  and  builder  Van  : 
Thrice  happy  poet !  who  may'ft  trail 

Thy  houfe  about  thee  like  a  fnail ; 

Or,  harnefs'd  to  a  nag,  at  cafe 

Take  journeys  in  it  like  a  chaife  ; 

Or  in  a  boat,  whene'er  thou  wilt, 

Canft  make  it  ferve  thee  for  a  tilt ! 

Capacious  houfe  !  'tis  own'd  by  all 

Thou'rt  well  contriv'd,  though  thou  art  fmall : 

For  every  wit  in  Britain's  ifle 

May  lodge  within  thy  fpacious  pile. 

Like  Bacchus  thou,  as  poets  feign, 

Thy  mother  burnt,  are  born  again, 

Born  like  a  phoenix  from  the  flame  ; 

But  neither  bulk  norftape  the  fame  : 

As  animals  of  largeft  fize 

Corrupt  to  maggots,  worms,  and  flies  ;] 

A  type  of  modern  wit  and  ftyle, 
Tie  rubbijb  of  an  ancient  pile. 
So  chemifts  boaft  they  have  a  power 
From  the  dead  afhes  of  a  flower 
Some  faint  refcmblance  to  produce, 
But  not  the  virtue,  tafte,  or  juice  ; 
So  modern  rhymers  wifely  blail 
^The  poetry  of  age;,  pa.il  \ 


Vhich  after  they  have  overthrown, 
from  its  ruins  build  their  own. 


TWO  RIDDLES.     1707*. 

I.  ON  A  FAN. 

FROM  India's  burning  clime  I'm  brought, 
With  cooling  gales  like  zephyrs  fraught. 
!^ot  Iris,  when  fhe  paints  the  iky, 
Can  fhow  more  dtterent  hue  than  I  : 
tfor  can  fhe  change  her  form  fo  faft  ; 
'm  now  a  fail,  and  now  a  matt  : 
I  here  am  red,  and  there  am  green  ; 
A  beggar  there,  and  here  a  queen. 
[  fometimes  live  in  houfe  of  hair, 
And  oft'  in  hand  of  lady  fair  : 
I  pleafe  the  young,  I  grace  the  old, 
And  am  at  once  both  hot  and  cold  : 
Say  what  I  am  then,  if  you  can, 
And  find  the  rhyme,  and  you're  the  mam 

ANSWER. 

YOUR  houfe  of  hair,  and  lady's  hand, 
At  firft  did  put  me  to  a  ftand. 
I  have  it  now  —  'tis  pLin  enough— 
Your  hairy  bufme'" 

Your  engine  fraught  with  cooling  gale% 
At  once  fo  like  your  mails  and  fails  ; 
Your  thing  of  various  ihape  and  hue, 
Muft  be  fome  painted  toy.  I  knew  : 
And  for  the  rhyme  to  you're-  the  many 
What  fits  it  better  than  zfan? 

II.  ON  A   BEAU. 

I'M  wealthy  and  poor, 

I'm  empty  and  full, 
I'm  humble  and  proud, 

I'm  witty  and  dull. 

I'm  foul,  and  yet  fair  ; 

I'm  old,  and  yet  young; 
I  lie  with  Moll  K—  r, 

And  toaft  Mrs.  —  —  . 

ANSWER,  BY   MR.  F—  -R. 

IN  rigging  he's  rich,  though  in  pocket  he's  poorf 
He  cringes  to  courtiers,  and  cocks  to  the  cits  ; 

Like  twenty  he  drefles,  but  looks  like  threefcore  ; 
He's  a  wit  to  the  fools,  and  a  fool  to  the  wits. 

Of  wifdom  he's  empty,  but  full  of  conceit  ;   [fcab  ; 

He  paints  and  perfumes,  while  he  rots  with  the 
'Tis  a  Beau  you  may  fwear  byhisfenfe  and  his  gait; 

He  boaiis  of  a  beauty,  and  lies  with  a  drab. 


THE  HISTORY  OF  VANBRUGH's  HOUSE. 

WHEN  mother  Clud  had  rofe  from  play, 
And  call'd  to  take  the  cards  away, 
Van  faw,  but  feem'd  not  to  regard, 
How  Mifs  pick'd  every  painted  card, 


*   Originally  communicated  iv  Sti'lft  to 
ivko  publfieti   them   in   «    'the   M'.'fcs   Mercury" 
1707. 
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And,  bufy  both  with  hand  and  eye, 
•Soon  rear'd  a  houfe  two  ftories  high. 
Van's  genius,  without  thought  or  le&urc, 
Is  hugely  tum'd  to  architeRure : 
He  view'd  the  edifice,  and  fmil'd, 
"Vow'd  it  was  pretty  for  a  child  ; 
It  was  fo  perfect  in  its  kind, 
He  kept  the  model  in  his  mind. 

But,  when  he  found  the  hoys  at  play, 
And  faw  them  dabbling  in  their  clay, 
He  ftood  behind  a  flail  to  lurk, 
And  mark  the  progrefs  of  their  work ; 
With  true  delight  obferv'd  them  all, 
Raking  up  mud  to  build  a  wall. 
The  plan  he  much  admir'd,  and  took 
The  model  in  his  table-book  ; 
Thought  himfelf  now  exactly  fkiU'd» 
And  fo  refolv'd  a  houfe  to  build  ; 
A  real  houfe,  with  rooms  andflairs, 
Five  times  at  leaft  as  big  as  theirs  ; 
Taller  than  JVf//}'$  by  two  yards  ; 
Not  a  fham  thing  of  clay  or  cards : 
And  fo  he  did  ;  for,  in  a  while, 
He  built  up  fuch  a  monftrous  pile, 
That  no  two  chairmen  could  be  found 
Able  to  lift  it  from  the  ground. 
Still  at  Whitehall  it  ftands  in  view, 
Juft  in  the  place  where  firft  if  grew ; 
There  all  the  little  fchool-boys  run, 
Envying  to  fee  themfelves  outdone. 

From  fuch  deep  rudiments  as  thefe, 
Van  is  become  by  due  degrees 
3For  building  fam'd,  and  juftly  reckon'd, 
At  Court,  Vitruvius  thefeconJ: 
No  wonder,  fince  wife  authors  fhow 
That  bejl  foundations  muft  be  low: 
And  now  the  Duke  has  wifely  ta'en  him 
To  be  his  architeR  at  Blenheim. 

But,  raillery  for  once  apart, 
If  this  rule  holds  in  every  art ; 
Or  if  his  Grace  were  no  more  fkill'd  in 
The  art  of  batteriag  walls  than  building, 
We  might  expect  to  fee  next  year 
A  motifs-trap  man  chie.f  engineer  ! 

BAUCIS  AND  PHILEMON. 

i|gN  THE  EVER-LAMENTED  LOSS  OF  THK  TWO 
YEW-TREES  IN  THE  PARISH  OF  CHILTHORNE, 
SOMERSET.  I7O8. 

Imitated  from  the  Eighth  Book  of  Ovid. 

IN  ancient  times,  as  (lory  tells, 
The  faints  would  often  leave  their  cells, 
And  ftroll  about,  but  hide  their  quality, 
To  try  good  people's  hofpitality. 

It  happen' d  on  a  winter-night, 
As  authors  of  the  legend  write, 
Two  brother-hermits,  faints  by  trade, 
Taking  their  tour  in  mafquerade,    . 
Difguis'd  in  tatter'd  habits,  went 
To  a  fmall  village  down  in  Kent ; 
"Where,  in  the  ftrollers'  canting  ftrain. 
They  begg'd  from  door  to  door  in  vain, 
Tried  every  tone  might  pity  win  ; 
JJut  not  a  foul  would  let  them  in. 

Our  wandering  faints,  in  woful  ftate, 
at  this  ungodly  rate., 


Having  through  all  the  village  paft, 
To  a  fmall  cottage  came  at  laft  ! 
Where  dwelt  a  good  old  honeft  ye'man, 
Call'd  in  the  neighbourhood  Philemon; 
Who  kindly  did  thefe  faints  invite 
In  his  poor  hut  to  pafs  the  night ; 
And  then  the  hofpitable  fire 
Bid  goody  Baucis  mend  the  fire  ; 
While  he  from  out  the  chimney  took 
A  flitch  of  bacon  off  the  hook, 
And  freely  from  the  fatteft  fide 
Cut  out  large  flices  to  be  fry'd ; 
Then  ftepp'd  afide  to  fetch  them  drink, 
Fill'd  a  large  jug  up  to  the  brink, 
And  faw  it  fairly  twice  go  round  ; 
Yet  (what  is  wonderful !)  they  found, 
'Twas  ftill  replenifh'd  to  the  top, 
As  if  they  ne'er  had  touch'd  a  drop. 
The  good  old  couple  were  amaz'd, 
And  often  on  each  other  gaz'd ; 
For  both  were  frighten'd  to  the  heart, 
And  juft  began  to  cry, — What  ar't ! 
Then  foftly  turn'd  afide  to  view 
Whether  the  lights  were  burning  blue. 
The  gentle  pilgrims,  foon  aware  on't, 
Told  them  their  calling,  and  their  errand; 
Good  folks,  you  need  not  be  afraid, 
We  are  but  faints,  the  hermits  faid  ; 
No  hurt  fhall  come  to  you  or  yours  : 
But  for  that  pack  of  churlifh  boors, 
Not  fit  to  live  on  Chriftian  ground, 
They  and  their  houfes  fhall  be  drown'd ; 
Whilft  you  fhall  fee  your  cottage  rife, 
And  grow  a  church  before  your  eyes. 

They  fcarce  had  fpoke,  when  fair  and  foft 
The  roof  began  to  mount  aloft ; 
Aloft  rofe  every  beam  and  rafter ; 
The  heavy  wall  climb'd  flowly  after. 

The  chimney  widen'd,  and  grew  higher, 
Became  a  fleeple  with  a  fpire. 

The  kettle  to  the  top  was  hoift, 
And  there  ftood  faflen'd  to  a  joift, 
But  with  the  upfide  down,  to  fhow 
Its  inclination  for  below  : 
In  vain  ;  for  a  fuperior  force, 
Apply'd  at  bottom,  flops  its  courfe  : 
Doom'd  ever  in  fufpence  to  dwell, 
'Tis  now  no  kettle,  but  a  bell. 

A  wooden  jack,  which  had  almoft 
Loft  by  difufe  the  art  to  roaft, 
A  fudden  alteration  feels, 
Increas'd  by  new  inteftine  wheels ; 
And,  what  exalts  the  wonder  more, 
The  number  made  the  motion  flower: 
The  flier,  though  't  had  leaden  feet, 
Turn'd  round  fo  quick,  you  fcarce  could  fee  't  ^ 
But,  flacken'd  by  fome  fecret  power, 
Now  hardly  moves  an  inch  an  hour. 
The  jack  and  chimney,  near  ally'd, 
Had  never  left  each  other's  fide  : 
The  chimney  to  a  fteeple  grown, 
The  jack  would  not  be  left  alone  ; 
But,  up  againft  the  fteeple  rear'd, 
Became  a  clock,  and  ftill  adher'd  ; 
And  ftill  its  love  to  houfehold  cares, 
By  a  fhrill  voice  at  noon,  declares, 
Warning  the  cook-maid  not  to  burn 
That  roaft-meat  which  it  cannot  turn. 


POEM    S, 


The  groaning-chair  began  to  crawl, 
.Like  a  huge  fnail,  along  the  wail ; 
There  ftuck  aloft  in  public  view. 
And,  with  fmall  change,  a  pulpit  grew. 

The  porringers,  that  in  a  row 
Hung  high,  and  made  a  glittering  fhow> 
To  a  lefs  noble  fubftance  chang'd, 
Were  now  but  leathern  buckets  rang'd. 

The  ballads,  parted  on  the  wall, 
Of  Joan  of  France,  and  Englifh  Moll, 
Fair  Rofamond,  and  Robin  Hood, 
The  Little  Children  in  the  Wood, 
Now  feem'd  to  look  abundance  better, 
Improv'd  in  picture,  fize,  and  letter  ; 
And,  high  in  order  plac'd,  defcribe 
The  heraldry  of  every  tribe  *. 

A  bedftead  of  the  antique  mode, 
Compact  of  timber  many  a  load, 
Such  as  our  anceftors  did  ufe, 
Was  metamorphos'd  into  pews ; 
Which  ftill  their  ancient  nature  keep 
By  lodging  folks  difpos'd  to  ileep. 

The  cottage  by  fuch  feats  as  thefe 
Grown  to  a  church  by  juft  degrees, 
The  hermits  then  defir'd  their  hoft, 
To  aflc  for  what  he  fancy'd  moft. 
Philemon,  having,  paus'd  a  while, 
'Return'd  them  thanks  in  homely  ftyle  : 
Then  faid,  My  houfe  is  grown  fo  fine, 
Methinks  I  ftill  would  call  it  mine  ; 
I  'm  old,  and  fain  would  live  at  eafe ; 
Make  me  the  parfon,  if  you  pleafe. 
He  fpoke,  and  prefently  he  feels 
His  grazier  s  coat  fall  down  his  heels ; 
He  fees,  yet  hardly  can  believe, 
About  each  arm  a  pudding-fleeve  ; 
His  waillcoat  to  a  caflbck  grew, 
And  both  affum'd  a  fable  hue  ; 
,But,  being  old,  continued  jufl 
As  thread-bare,  and  as  full  of  duft. 
His  talk  was  now  of  tithes  and  dins  : 
He  fmok'd  his  pipe,  and  read  the  news ; 
Knew  how  to  preach  old  fermons  next, 
Vamp'd  in  the  preface  and  the  text ; 
At  chriftenings  well  could  act  his  part, 
And  had  the  fervice  ail  by  heart ; 
Wifh'd  women  might  have  children  faft, 
And  thought  whofe  fow  had  farrow' d  lait ; 
Againft  dijjenters  would  repine, 
And  flood  up  firm  for  right  divine  ; 
Found  his  head  fill'd  with  many  a  fyftem : 
But  claffic  authors, — he  ne'er  mifs'd  'em. 

Thus  having  furbifh'd  up  a  parfon, 
Dame  Baucis  next  they  play'd  their  farce  on, 
Inftead  of  home-fpun  coifs,  were  feen. 
Good  pinners  edg'd  with  colberteen  ; 
Her  petticoat,  transform'd  apace, 
Became  black  fattin  flounc'd  with  lace. 
Plain  Gooiiy  would  no  longer  down  ; 
'Twas  Madam,  in  her  grogram  gown, 
Philemon  was  in  great  furprife, 
And  hardly  could  believe  his  eyes, 
Amaz'd  to  fee  her  look  fo  prim ; 
And  Ihe  admir'd  as  much  at  him. 


*   The  tribes  of  Jfrael  are  fometimes  diJUnguiJbed  in 
SWOtry  fhurtbes  ly  the  enfigns  givta  te  them  by 


happy  in  their  change  of  life 
;eral  years  this  man  and  wife  ; 


Thus  hai 
Were  fevt 

When  on  a  day,  which  prov'd  their  laft, 
Difcourfing  o'er  old  ftories  paft, 
They  went  by  chance,  amidft  their  talk, 
To  the  church-yard  to  take  a  walk  ; 
When  Baucis  haftily  cry'd  out, 
My  dear,  I  fee  your  forehead  fprout  ! 
Sprout  !  quoth  the  man  ;  what's  this  you  tell  usf 
I  hope  you  don't  believe  me  jealous  ! 
But  yet,  methinks,  I  feel  it  true  ; 
And  really  yours  is  budding  too— 
Nay,—  now  I  cannot  ftir  my  foot  ; 
It  feels  as  if  'twere  taking  root. 

Defcription  would  but  tire  my  Mufe  ; 
In  Ihort,  they  both  were  turn'd  to  ye-ws. 

Old  Goodman  Dobfon  of  the  green. 
Remembers,  he  the  trees  has  feen  ; 
He  '11  talk  of  them  from  noon  till  night, 
And  goes  with  folks  to  {how  the  fight  : 
On  Sundays,  after  evening-prayer, 
He  gathers  all  the  parifli  there  ; 
Points  out  the  place  of  either  ye  w  / 
Here  Baucis,  there  Philemon,  grew: 
Till  once  a  parfon  of  our  town, 
To  mend  his  barn,  cut  Baucis  down  ; 
At  which  'tis  hard  to  be  believ'd 
How  much  the  other  tree  was  griev'd, 
Grew  fcrubbed,  dy'd  a-top,  was  ftunted  ; 
So  the  next  parfon  ftubb'd  and  burnt  it, 

ELEGY 

Oa  tie  fuppcfed  Death  of  Partridge,  the  AI*tSK$(j$ 
Maker.     1708. 

WELL  ;  'tis  as-Bickerftaff  has  guefaM, 
Though  we  all  took  it  for  a  jeft  : 
Partridge  i«  dead  ;  nay  more,  he  dy'd 
Ere  he  could  prove  the  good  'fquire  ly'd. 
Strange,  an  aftrologer  fliould  die 
"Without  one  wonder  in  the  Iky  \ 
Not  one  of  all  his  crony  ftars 
To  pay  their  duty  at  his  herfe  !' 
No  meteor,  no  eclipfe  appear'd  ! 
No  comet  with  a  flaming  beard  ! 
The  fun  has  rofe,  and  gone  to  bedy 
Juft  as  if  Partridge  were  not  dead  ; 
Nor  hid  himfelf  behind  the  moon, 
To  make  a  dreadful  night  at  noon. 
He  at  fit  periods  walks  through  Aries, 
Howe'er  our  earthly  motion  varies  ; 
And  twice  a-year  he  '11  cut  th'  equator^ 
As  if  there  had  been  no  fuch  matter. 

Some  wits  have  wonder  'd  what  analogy 
There  is  'twixt  *  cobliny  and  ajlrology  ,- 
How  Partridge  made  his  optics  rife 
From  a.Jhoe-fole  to  reach  the  ikies. 

A  lift  the  cobler's  temples  ties, 
To  keep  the  hair  out  of  his  eyes  ; 
From  whence  'tis  plain,  the  diadem 
That  princes  wear,  derives  from  them  3 
And  therefore  croivns  are  now  a-days 
Adorn'd  with  golden  Jlars  and  rays  ; 
Which  plainly  fhows  the  near  alliance 
ling  and  \he  planets  fcience. 


*  Partridge  ivas  a 


THE   WORKS   OF 


Befides,  that  flow-pacM  fign  Bootes, 
As  'tis  mifcall'd,  we  know  not  who  'tis : 
But  Partridge  ended  all  difputes ; 
He  knew  his  trade,  and  call'd  it  *  boots. 

The  kerned  moon,  which  heretofore 
.Upon  their  fhoes  the  Romans  wore, 
"Whofe  wJdenefs  kept  their  toes  from  corns, 
And  whence  we  claim  ourjhoeing-hornsy 
Shows  how  the  art  of  colling  bears 
A  near  refemb lance  to  thefpheres. 

A  fcrap  of  parchment  hung  by  geometry 
(A  great  refinement  in  barometry) 
Can,  like  the  ftars,  foretel  the  weather ; 
And  what  is  parchment  elfe  but  leather  ? 
Which  an  aftrologer  might  ufe 
Either  for  almanacks  orjboes. 

Thus  Partridge  by  his  wit  and  parts 
At  once  did  pradlife  both  thefe  arts  : 
And  as  the  boding  owl  (or  rather 
The  bat,  becaufe  her  wings  are  leather) 
Steals  from  her  private  cell  by  night, 
And  flies  about  the  candle-light ; 
So  learned  Partridge  could  as  well 
Creep  in  the  dark  from  leathern  cell, 
And  in  his  fancy  fly  as  far 
To  peep  upon  a  twinkling  ftar. 

Beiides,  he  could  confound  thejfileres, 
And  fet  the  planets  by  the  ears ; 
To  fhow  his  Ikill,  he  Mars  could  join 
To  Venus  in  afpeft  malign  ; 
Then  call  in  Mercury  for  aid, 
And  cure  the  wounds  that  Venus  made. 

Great  fcholars  have  in  Lucian  read, 
"When  Philip  king  of  Greece  was  dead, 
,'flisfoul  zndfpirit  did  divide, 
And  each  part;xook  a  different  fide  : 
One  rofe  a  ftar  ;  the  other  fell 
Beneath,  and  mended  Ihoes  in  hell. 

Thus  Partridge  ftill  fhines  in  each  art, 
The  colling  wnd.  far-gazing  part  j 
And  is  inflall'd  as  good  a  ftar 
As  any  of  the  Casfars  are. 

Triumphant  ftar  !  fome  pity  fiiow 
On  coblers  militant  below, 
"Whom  roguifh  boys,  in  ftormy  nights, 
Torment  by  pifling  out  their  lights ; 
Or  through  a  chink  convey  their  fruoke, 
Inclos'd  artificers  to  choke. 

Thou,  high  exalted  in  thy  fphere, 
May'ft  follow  ftill  thy  calling  there. 
To  thee  the  Bull  will  lend  his  biete, 
By  Phoebus  newly  tann'd  and  dry'd  j 
For  thee  they  Argo's  hulk  will  tax, 
And  fcrape  her  pitchy  fides  for  ivax  t 
Then  Ariadne  kindly  lends 
Her  braided  hair  to  make  the  ends  : 
The  points  of  Sagittarius''  dart 
Turns  to  an  aivl  by  heavenly  art ; 
And  Vulcan,  wheedled  by  his  wife, 
"Will  forge  for  thee  a  paring-knife. 
For  want  of  room  by  Virgo's  fide, 
She  '11  ftrain  a  point,  and  fet  aftride^' 
To  take  thee 'kindly  in  between  ; 
And  then  thejtgns  will  be  thirteen. 


See  his  almanack. 


THE  EPITAPH. 


HERE,  five  feet  deep,  lies  on  his  baclc, 
cobler,  farmonger,  and  quack  ; 
Who  to  theflars  ill  pure  good  will 
)oes  to  his  beft  look  upward  ftill. 
reep,  all  you  cuftomers  that  ufe 
is  pills,  his  almanacks,  orjhoes  : 
nd  you  that  did  your  fortunes  feek, 
:ep  to  his  grave  but  once  a-week  . 
'his  earth  which  bears  his  body's  print, 
ou  '11  find  has  fo  much  virtue  in  't, 
t  I  durft  pawn  my  ears  'twill  tell 
Vhate'er  concerns  you  full  as  well, 
n  phyfic  ',  jlolen-goods  ,  or  /oi>(?, 
As  he  himfelf  could  when  above. 


MERLIN'S  PROPHECY.    1709* 

EVEN  and  ten  addyd  to  nine, 

Fraunce  her  woe  this  is  the  fygne  ; 

'amys  rivere  twys  y-frozen, 
Walke  fans  wetyng  fhoes  ne  hozen. 

"hen  comyth  foorthe,  ich  underftonde, 
From  towne  of  ftoffe  to  fattyn  londe, 
An  bardie  chiftan  *,  woe  the  morne, 
Fraunce  that  evere  he  was  born. 

"hen  fhall  the  fyfhe  f  beweyle  his  bofle  ; 

tfor  fhall  grin  berrys  \  make  up  the  lofTe, 
Yonge  Symnele  ||  fhall  again  mifcarrye ; 
And  Norways  pryd  §  again  ftiall  marrey  : 
And  from  the  tree  where  blofums  feele, 
e  fruit  ftiall  come,  and  all  is  wele. 

leaums  fhall  daunce  honde  in  honde  **, 
And  it  fhall  be  merye  in  old  Inglonde  ; 

Then  old  Inglonde  fhall  be  no  more, 
And  no  man  fhall  be  forie  therefore. 
Geryon  f  f  fhall  have  three  hedes  agayne, 

Fill  Hapfburge  \\  makyth  them  but  twaync. 


A  DESCRIPTION  OF 

THE  MORNING.    1709. 

Now  hardly  here  and  there  an  hackney  coach 
Appearing,  fhow'd  the  ruddy  morn's  approach. 
Now  Betty  from  her  matter's  bed  had  flown, 
And  foftly  ftole  to  difcompofe  her  own  ; 
The  flipfhod  'prentice  from  his  mafter's  door    . 
Had  par'd  the  dirt,  and  fprinkled  round  the  floor. 
Now  Moll  had  whirl'd  her  mop  with  dextrous  airs* 
Prepar'd  to  fcrub  the  entry  and  the  ftairs. 
The  youth  with  broomy  ftumps  began  to  trace 
The  kennel's  edge,  where  wheelshad  worn  the  place. 
The  fmall-coal-man  was  heard  with  cadence  deep,- 
Till  drown'd  in  fhriller  notes  of  chimney-fweep. 
Duns  at  his  Lordihip's  gate  began  to  meet ; 
And  brick-duft  Moll  had  fcream'd  through  half  the 
The  turnkey  now  his  flock  returning  fees,  [ftreet. 
Duly  let  out  a-nights  to  fteal  for  fees  : 

*   D.  of  Marlborough.  f   The  Dauphin. 

|   D.  of  Berry.  ||    The  young  Pretender. 

§    <^.  Anne.  **  By  the  Union. 

ff  A  king  of  Spain Jlain  by  Hercules. 
\\  The  Archduke  Charles  ivas  of  the  Hapflurg  family. 


P    O    E    M    S, 


The  watchful  bailiffs  take  their  Client  flands, 
And  fchool-boys  hg  with  fatchels  in  their  hands. 

A  DESCRIPTION  OP 

A   CITY-SHOWER. 

In  Imitation  of  VirgiVs  Georgics.     1710. 

CAREFUL  obfervers  may  fortel  the  hour 
(By  fure  prognoftics)  when  to  dread  a  fhower. 
While  rain  depends,  the  penfive  cat  gives  o'er 
Her  frolicks,  and  purfues  her  tail  no  more. 
Returning  home  at  night,  you  '11  find  the  fink 
Strike  your  offending  fenfe  with  double  flink. 
If  you  be  wife,  then  go  not  far  to  dine  ; 
You  '11  fpend  in  coach-hire  more  than  fave  in  wine. 
A  coming  fhower  your  {hooting  corns  prefage, 
Old  aches  will  throb,  your  hollow  tooth  will  rage. 
Sauntering  in  coffee-houfe  is  Dulman  feen  ; 
He  damns  the  climate,  and  complains  of  fplccn. 

Mean  while  the  fouth,rifing  with  dabbled  wings, 
A  fable  cloud  athwart  the  welkin  flings, 
That  fwill'd  more  liquor  than  it  could  contain, 
And,  like  a  drunkard,  gives  it  up  again. 
Brifk  Sufan  whips  her  linen  from  the  rope, 
While  the  firft  drizzling  fhower  is  borne  aflope  : 
Such  is  that  fprinkling  which  fome  carelefs  quean 
Flirts  on  you  from  her  rnop,  but  not  fo  clean  : 
You  fly,  invoke  the  gods ;  then,  turning,  flop 
To  rail ;  (he,  finging,  ftill  whirls  on  her  mop. 
Not  yet  the  duft  had  fhunn'd  th'  unequal  ftrife, 
But,  aided  by  the  wind,  fought  flill  for  life  ; 
And,  wafted  with  its  foe  by  violent  guft, 
'Twas  doubtful  which  wasrain, and  which  wasduft. 
Ah  !  where  muft  needy  poet  feek  for  aid, 
When  duft  and  rain  at  once  his  coat  invade  ? 
Sole  coat !  where  duft  cemented  by  the  rain 
Erects  the  nap,  and  leaves  a  cloudy  ftain  ! 

Now  in  contiguous  drops  the  flood  comes  down, 
Threatening  with  deluge  this  devoted  town. 
To  fhops  in  crowds  the  daggled  females  fiy, 
Pretend  to  cheapen  goods,  but  nothing  buy. 
The  templar  fpruce,  while  every  fpout  's  abroach, 
Stays  till  'tis  fair,  yet  feems  to  call  a  coach. 
The  tuck'd-up  femftrefs  walks  with  hafty  ftrides, 
While  ftreams  run  down  her  oil'd  umbrella's  fides. 
Here  various  kinds,  by  various  fortunes  led, 
Commence  acquaintance  underneath  a  fhed. 
Triumphant  Tories  and  defponding  Whigs 
Forget  their  feuds,  and  join  to  fave  their  wigs. 
Box'd  in  a  chair,  the  beau  impatient  fits, 
While  fpouts  run  clattering  o'er  the  roof  by  fits, 
And  ever  nnd  anon  with  frightful  din 
The  leather  founds ;  he  trembles  from  within. 
So  when  Troy  chairmen  bore  the  wooden  fteed, 
Pregnant  with  Greeks  impatient  to  be  freed, 
(Thofe  bully  Greeks,  \vho,  as  the  moderns  do, 
Inilead  of  paying  chairmen,  ran  them  through) 
Laocoon  ftruck  the  outfide  with  his  fpear, 
And  each  imprifon'd  hero  quack'd  for  fear. 

Now  from  all  parts  the  fwelling  kennels  flow, 
And  bear  their  trophies  with  them  as  they  go  : 
Filths  of  all  hues  and  odours  feem  to  tell 
Whatftreet  they fail'dfrombytheir  fight  and  fmell 
They,  as  each  torrent  drives,  with  rapid  force, 
From  Smithlield  or  St. 'Pulchre'sfhape  their  courfe 
And  in  huge  confluence  join'd  at  Snowhill  ridge, 
And  from  the  conduit  prone  to  Hoibourn  bridge. 


Sweepings  from  butchers'  flails,  dung,  guts,  and") 
blood,  j 

Drown'd  puppies,  ftinking  fprats,  all  drench'd  I 
in  mud, 

Dead  cats,  and  turnip-tops,  come  tumbling  down  I 
the  flood. 

ON  THE  LITTLE  HOUSE  BY  THE  CHURCH-YARD 
OF  CASTLENOCK.     1710. 

WHOEVER  pleafeth  to  inquire 
Why  yonder  fteeple  wants  a  fpirc, 
The  gray  old  fellow  poet  *  Joe 
The  philofophic  caufe  will  mow. 
Once  on  a  time  a  weftern  blaft 
At  leaft  twelve  inches  overcaft, 
Reckoning  roof,  weathercock,  and  all, 
Which  came  with  a  prodigious  fall ; 
And  turning  topfy-turvy  round, 
Light  with  its  bottom  on  the  ground  ; 
For,  by  the  laws  of  gravitation, 
It  fell  into  its  proper  ftation. 

This  is  the  little  ftrutting  pile, 
You  fee  juft  by  the  church-yard  flile  ; 
The  walls  in  tumbling  gave  a  knock ; 
And  thus  the  fteeple  got  a  fhock ; 
From  whence  the  neighbouring  farmer  call* 
The  fteeple,  Knock ;  the  vicar,  f  Walls. 

The  vicar  once  a  week  creeps  in, 
Sits  with  his  knees  up  to  his  chin ; 
Here  conns  his  notes,  and  takes  a  whet, 
Till  the  fmall  ragged  flock  is  met. 

A  traveller,  who  by  did  pafs, 
Obferv'd  the  roof  behind  the  grafs  ; 
On  tiptoe  flood,  znd  rear'd  his  fnout, 
And  faw  the  parfon  creeping  out ; 
Was  much  furpris'd  to  fee  a  crow 
Venture  to  build  his  neft  fo  low. 

A  fchool-boy  ran  unto  't,  and  thought. 
The  crib  was  down,  the  blackbird  caught. 
A  third,  who  loft  his  way  by  night, 
Was  forc'd  for  fafety  to  alight ; 
And,  ftepping  o'er  the  fabric-roof, 
His  horfe  had  like  to  fpoil  his  hoof. 

Warburton  \  took  it  in  his  noddle, 
This  building  was  defign'd  a  model 
Or  of  a  pigeon-houfe  or  oven, 
To  bake  one  loaf,  and  keep  one  dove  in. 

Then  Mrs.  Johnfon  §  gave  her  verdict. 
And  every  one  was  pleas'd  that  heard  it : 
All  that  you  make  this  ftir  about, 
Is  but  a  ftill  which  wants  a  fpout. 
The  reverend  Dr.  ||  Raymond  guefs'd 
More  probably  than  all  the  reft ; 
He  laid,  but  that  it  wanted  room, 
It  might  have  been  a  pigmy's  tomb. 

The  Doctor's  family  came  by, 
And  little  mifs  began  to  cry ; 
Give  me  that  houfe  in  my  own  hand ! 
Then  madam  b?de  the  chariot  ftand, 
Call'd  to  the  clerk,  in  manner  mild, 
Pray,  reach  that  thing  here  to  the  child  ; 

*   Mr.  Beaumont  of  Trim. 

•j"   Archdeacon  Wall,  a  correfpondent  of  Stuiftrs. 
i  Dr.  Siuift's  curate  at  Larac.or*  §   Stella* 

H    frlinifler  of  Trim. 
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That  thing,  I  mean,  among  the  kale  : 
And  here  's  to  buy  a  pot  of  ale. 

The  clerk  faid  to  her,  in  a  heat, 
What !  fell  my  matter's  country  feat, 
"Where  he  comes  every  week  from  town  ! 
He  would  not  fell  it  for  a  crown. 
Poh  {fellow,  keep  not  fuch  a  pother  ; 
Jn  half  an  hour  thou  'It  make  another. 

Says  *  Nancy,  I  can  make  for  mifs 
A  finer  houfe  ten  times  than  this  ; 
The  Dean  will  give  me  willow-flicks, 
And  Joe  my  apron-full  of  bricks. 


THE    VIRTUES    OF 

SID  HAM.ET  THE  MAGICIAN'S  ROD.  1710 

THE  rod  was  but  a  harmlefs  wand, 
"While  Mofes  held  it  in  his  hand  ; 
Rut,  foon  as  e'er  he  laid  it  down, 
5Twas  a  devouring  ferpent  grown. 

Our  great  magician,  Hamet  Sid, 
Reverfes  what  the  prophet  did  : 
His  rod  was  honeft  Englifh  wood, 
That  fenfelefs  in  a  corner  flood, 
Till,  metamorphos'd  by  his  grafp, 
It  grew  an  all-devouring  afp  ; 
Would  hifs,  and  fting,  and  roll,  and  twift,' 
By  the  mere  virtue  of  his  fift  ; 
But,  when  he  laid  it  dotvn,  as  quick 
Kefum'd  the  figure  of  a  ftick. 

So  to  her  midnight-feafls  the  hag 
Hides  on  a  broomftick  for  a  nag, 
That,  rais'd  by  magick  of  her  breech, 
O'er  fea  and  land  conveys  the  witch  ; 
But  with  the  morning-dawn  refumes 
The  peaceful  ftate  of  common  brooms. 

They  tell  us  fomething  ftrange  and  odd* 
About  a  certain  magic  rod  •}•, 
That,  bending  down  its  top,  divines 
Whene'er  the  foil  has  golden  mines  ; 
Where  there  are  none>  it  ftands  ere<5t, 
Scorning  to  fhow  the  leaft  refpecT:. 
As  ready  was  the  <wand  of  Sid 
To  bend  where  golden  mines  were  hid  ; 
In  Scottifh  hills  found  precious  ore  \ , 
Where  none  e'er  look'd  for  it  before  ; 
And  by  a  gentle  boiv  divin'd, 
How  well  a  cully's  purfe  was  lin'd : 
To  a  forlorn  and  broken  rake 
Stood  without  motion,  like  a  flake. 

The  rod  of  Hermes  was  renowii'd* 
For  charms  above  and  under  ground ; 
To  fleep  could  mortal  eye-lids  fix, 
And  drive  departed  fouls  to  Styx. 
That  rod  was  juft  a  type  of  Sid's, 
Which  o'er  a  Britifh  fenate's  lids 
Could  fcatter  opium  full  as  well, 
And  drive  a$  many  fouls  to  hell. 

Sid's  rod  was  flender,  white,  and  tall. 
Which  oft!-  he  us'd  tojffi  withal ; 
A  plaice  w$gfaften'd  to  the  hook, 
And  many  fcore  of  gudgeons  took : 

*   The  ivaiting-nvotnan. 

f  The  virgula  divina,y2nV  to  be  attra&edby  mlntrals. 

^  Suppofed  to  allude  to  the  Un,ion+ 


Yet  flill  fo  happy  was  his  fate, 

He  caught  hisj§f&,  and  fav'd  his  Bait*- 

Sid's  brethren  of  the  conjuring  tribe 
A  circle  with  th'eir  rod  defcribe, 
Which  proves  a  magical  redoubt 
To  keep  mijch ievousfpirits  out. 
Sid's  rod  was  of  a  larger  flride, 
And  made  a  circle  thrice  as  wide, 
Where  fpirits  throng'd  with  hideous  din, 
And  he  flood  there  to  take  them  in  : 
But,  when  th'  inchanted  rod  was  broke, 
They  vanifh'd  in  a  flinking  fmoke. 

Achilles'  fceptre  was  of  wood, 
Like  Sid's,  but  nothing  near  fo  good  ; 
That  down  from  ancef tors  divine 
Tranfmitted  to  the  hero's  line, 
Thence,  through  a  long  defcent  of  kings, 
Came  an  heir-loom,  as  Homer  fings. 
Though  this  defcription  looks  fo  big, 
The  fceptre  was  a  faplefs  twig, 
Which,  from  the  fatal  day,  when  firft 
It  left  the  forefl  where  'twas  nurs'd, 
As  Homer  tells  Us  o'er  arid  o'er, 
Nor  leaf,  nor  fruit,  nor  bloffom,  bore. 
Sid's  fceptre,  full  of  juice,  did  flioot 
In  golden  boughs,  and  golden  fruit ; 
And  he,  the  dragon  never  fleeping, 
Guarded  each  fair  Hefperian  pippin. 
No  hobby-horfe,  with  gorgeous  top, 
The  dearefl  in  Charles  Mather's  *  (hop, 
Or  glittering  tinfel  of  May-fair, 
Could  with  this  rod  of  Sid  compare. 

Dear  Sid,  then,  why  wert  thou  fo  mad 
To  break  thy  rod  like  naughty  lad  ! 
You  mould  have  kifs'd  it  in  your  diflrefs", 
And  then  return'd  it  to  your  mijlrefs  ; 
Or  made  it  a  Newmarket  f  fwitch, 
And  not  a  rod  for  thy  own  breech. 
But  fi'nce  old  Sid  has  broken  this, 
His  next  may  be  a  rod  in  fifs. 


ATLAS  ;  OR,  THE  MINISTER  OF  STATE. 

TO  THE  LORD  TREASURER  OXFORD, 


ATLAS,  we  read  in  ancient  fong, 
Was  fo  exceeding  tall  and  ftrong, 
He  bore  the  fkies  upon  his  back, 
Juft  as  a  pedlar  does  his  pack  ; 
But,  as  a  pediar  overprefs'd 
Unloads  upon  a  flail  to  reft  ; 
3r,  when  he  can  no  longer  fland,, 
3efires  a  friend  to  lend  a  hand  ; 
So  Atlas,  left  the  ponderous  fpheres 
Should  fink,  and  fall  about  his  ears, 

ot  Hercules  to  bear  the  pile, 
That  he  might  fit  and  reft  a  while. 

Yet  Hercules  was  not  fo  ftrong, 
Nor  could  have  borne  it  half  fo  long. 

Great  ftatefmen  are  in  this  condition  ;" 
And  Atlas  is  a  politician, 
A.  premier  minifter  of  ftate  ; 
Alcides  one  of  fecond  rate. 

*   An  eminent  toyman  in  Flect-Jlrect, 
f  Lord  Godolphin  is  fatirifed  by    Mr.   Pope  for  A 
tyrong  attachment  to  the  turf.     See  his  Moral 
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Suppofe  then  Atlas  ne'er  fo  wife  ; 
Yet,  when  the  weight  of  kingdoms  lies 
Too  long  upon  his  jingle  (boulders, 
Sink  down  he  inuft,  or  find  upholders. 

A  TOWN  ECLOGUE.     1710. 

SCENE,  THE  ROYAL   EXCHANGE. 

Cory  i-    ' 

Now  the  .keen  rigour  of  the  winter's  o'er, 
No  hail  defcends,  and  irofts  can  pinch  no  more ; 
Whilft  other  girls  confefs  the  genial  fpring, 
And  laugh  aloud,  or  amorous  ditties  ling, 
Secure  from  cold  their  lovely  hecks'  difplay^ 
And  throw  each  ufelefs  channg-diih  away ; 
Why  fits  my  Fhillis  discontented  here, 
Nor  feels  the  turn  of  the  revolving  year  ? 
Why  on  thai  brow  dwell  forrow  and  difmay, 
Where  loves  were  wont  to  fport,  and  fmiles  to 
play!  [around, 

Phillis.    Ah,    Corydon !    furvey  the  'Change 
Through  all  the  'Change  no  wretch  like  me  is 

found : 

Alas!  the  day,  when  I,  poor  heedlefs  maid,       ~1 
Was  to  your  rooms  in  Lincoln's-Inn  betray'd  ;     > 
Then  how  you  fwore,how  many  vows  youmade!_) 
Ye  liftening  zephyrs,  that  overheard  his  love, 
Waft  the  foft  accents  to  the  Gods  above. 
Alas  !  the  day  ;  for  (oh,  eternal  ihame  !) 
t  fold  you  handkerchiefs,  and  loft  my  fame. 

Cor.  When  I  forget  the  favour  you  beftow'd, 
Red  herrings  fhall  be  fpawn'd  in  Tyburn  Road, 
Fleet-ftreet  transformed  become  a  flowery  green, 
And  mafs  be  fimg  where  operas  are  feen ; 
The  wealthy  cit,  and  the  St.  James's  beau, 
Shall  change  their  quarters,  and  their  joys  forego ; 
Stock-jobbing  this  to  Jonathan's  fliall  come, 
At  the  Groom  Porter's  that  play  off  his  plum. 

Phil.  But  what  to  me  does  all  that  love  avail,  "1 
If,  while  I  doze  at  home  o'er  porter's  ale,  > 

Each  night  with  wine  and  wenches  you  regale ?J 
My  live-long  hours  in  anxious  cares  are  paft, 
And  raging  hunger  lays  my  beauty  wafte. 
On  templars  fpruce  in  vain  I  glances  throw, 
And  with  flirill  voice  invite  them  as  they  go. 
EXpos'd  in  vain  my  glofiy  ribbands  fliine, 
And  unregarded  wave  upon  the  twine. 
The  week  flies   round ;    and,    when  my  profit's 

known, 
I  hardly  clear  enough  to  change  a  crown. 

Cor.  Hard  fate  of  virtue,  thus  to  be  diftreft, 
Thou  faireft  of  thy  trade,  and  far  the  befl ! 
As  fruitmen's  ftalls  the  fummer-market  grace, 
And  ruddy  peaches  them  ;  as  firft  in  place 
Plum-cake  is  feen  o'er  fmaller  paftry  ware, 
And  ice  on  that;  fo  Phillis  does  appear 
In  play-houfe  and  in  park,  above  the  reft 
Of  belles  mechanic,  elegantly  dreft. 

Phil.  And  yet  Crepundia,  that  conceited  fair, 
Amidft  her  toys,  aflecls  a  faucy  air, 
And  views  ra?  hourly  with  a  fcornful  eye. 

Cor.  She  might  as  well  with  bright  Cleora  vie. 

Phil.  With  this  large  petticoat  I  ftrive  in  vain 
To  hide  my  folly  paft,  and  corning  pain  : 
'Tis  now  no  fecret ;  (he,  and  fifty  more, 
pbferve  the  fymptoms  I  had  once  before : 
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A  fecond  babe  at  Wapping  muft  be  plac'd, 
When  I  fcarce  bear  the  charges  of  the  laft. 

Cor.    What  I  could  raife  I  fent ;  a  pound  ol 

plums, 

Five  Ihillings,  and  a  coral  for  his  gums  ; 
To  morrow  I  intend  him  fomething  more. 

Phil.  I  lent  a  frock  and  pair  of  flioes  before. 

Cor.  However,  you  fliall  home  with  me  to-night, 
Forget  your  cares,  and  revel  in  delight. 
I  have  in  ftore  a  pint  or  two  of  wine, 
Some  cracknels,  and  the  remnant  of  a  chine. 

And  now  on  either  fide,  and  all  around, 
The  weighty  Ihop-boards  fall  and  bars  refound  ; 
Each  ready  fempftrefs  flips  her  pattens  on, 
And  ties  her  hood,  preparing  to  be  gone. 

EPITAPH, 

INSCRIBED    ON    A    MARB-LE  TABLET,    IN  BERKE 
LEY  CHURCH. 

H.  S.  E. 

Carolus  Comes  de  Berkeley,  Vicecomes  Durfley, 
Baro    Berkeley,    de    Berkeley    Call.     Movvbray, 

Segrave, 

Et  Bruce,  e  Nobiliffimo  ordine  Balnei  Eques, 
Vir  ad  genus  quodfpedlat  8c  Proavos  ufqucquaque 

Nobilis, 

Et  longo,  fi  quis  alius  Procerum  ftemmate  editus; 
Muniis  etiam  tam  illuftri  ftirpi  dignus  infignitu?. 
Siquidem  a  Gulielmo  III0  ad  ordines  fcederatt 

Belgii 

Ablegatus  &  Plenipotentiarius  Extraordinarius 
Rebus,  noH   Britannise   tantum,    fed  totius  fere 

Europae 
(Tune  temporis  praefertim  arduis)  per  annos  V. 

incubuit. 

Quam  felicia  diligentia,  fide  quam  intemerata, 
Ex  illo  difcas,  Leclor,  quod,  fuperftite  Patrc, 

In  Magnatum  ordinem  adfcifci  meruerit. 
Fuit  a  fanftioribus  confiliis  &c  Regi   Guliel.  St 

Annae  Reginas, 

E  Proregibus  Hiberniae  fecundus, 
Comitatuum  Civitatumque  Gloceft.  St  Brift.  t)o^ 

minus  Locumtenens, 
Surriae  et  Gloceft.    Cuftos   Rot.    Urbis  Gloceft, 

magnus 
Senefcallus,  Arcis  fancli  de  Briavell  Caftellanus, 

Guardianus  Foreftae  de  Dean. 
Denique  ad  Turcarum  primum,  deinde  ad  Roman. 

Iinperatorem 

Cum  Legatus  Extraordinarius  defignatus  eflet, 
Quo  minus  has  etiam  ornaret  provincias 

Obftitit  adverfa  corporis  valetudo. 

Sed  reftat  adhuc,  prae  quo  fordefcunt  csetera. 

Honos  verus,  itabilis,  et  vel  morti  cedere  nefcius, 

Qhiod  veritatem  Evangelicam  ferio  amplexusj 

Ergo  Deuni  pius,  erga  pauperes  munirkus, 

Adverius  omnes  asquus  8c  benevolus, 

In  Chrifto  jam  placide  obdormit 

Cum  eodem  olim  regnaturas  una. 

Natus  Vfll°  April.  MDCXLIX.  denatus 

XXIV  Septem.  MDCCX.  aetat.  fuse  LX1I. 

THE  FABLE  OF  MIDAS.     1711. 

MIDAS,  we  are  in  ftory  told, 

Turu'd  every  thing  he  touch'd  to  geld : 


IS 
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He  chip^d  his  beard  ;  the  pieces  round 
Ghtter'd  like  fpangles  on  the  ground : 
A  codling,  ere  it  went  his  lip  in, 
Would  ftraight  become  a  golden  pippin  : 
He  call'd  for  drink ;  you  law'him  iup 
Potable  gold  on  golden  cup  : 
His  empty  paunch  that  he  might  fill, 
He  fuck'd  his  victuals  through  a  quill : 
Untouch'd  it  pafs'd  between  his  grinders, 
Or  't  had  been  happy  for  gold-finders  : 
He  cock'd  his  hat,  you  would  have  faid 
Mambrino's  helm  adorn'd  his  head  : 
Whene'er  he  chanc'cl  his  hands  to  lay 
On  magazines  of  corn  or  lay, 
Gold  ready  coin'd  appear'd,  inftead 
Of  paltry  provender  and  bread; 
Hence  by  wife  farmers  we  are  told, 
Old  bay  is  equal  to  old  gold  ; 
And  hence  a  critic  deep  maintains, 
We  learn'd  to  weigh  our  gold  by  grains. 

This  fool  had  got  a  lucky  bit ; 
And  people  fancy 'd  he  had  wit. 
Two  gods  their  (kill  in  mufic  try'd, 
And  both  chofe  Midas  to  decide  : 
He  againft  Phoebus'  harp  decreed, 
And  gave  it  for  Pan's  oaten  reed  : 
The  god  of  wit,  to  fhow  his  grudge, 
Clapt  a/fes*  ears  upon  the  judge  ; 
A  goodly  pair  erect  and  wide, 
Which  he  could  neither  gild  nor  hide. 
And  now  the  virtue  of  his  bands 
Was  loft  among  Pactclus'  fands, 
Againft  whofe  torrent  while  he  fwims, 
The  golden  fcurf  peels  off  his  limbs : 
Fame  fpreads  the  news,  and  people  travel 
From  far  to  gather  golden  gravel ; 
Midas,  expos'd  to  all  their  jeers, 
Had  loft  his  art,  and  kept  his  ears. 

THIS  tale  inclines  the  gentle  reader 
To  think  upon  a  certain  leader  ; 
To  whom,  from  Midas  down,  defcends, 
That  virtue  in  the  ringer's  ends. 
What  elfe  \>y  perquijites  are  meant, 
By  penfions,  bribes,  and  three  per  cent* 
By  places  and  commiffions  fold, 
And  turning  dung  itfelf  to  gold  ? 
By  ftarving  in  the  midft  of  ftore, 
As  t'other  Midas  did  before  ? 

None  e'er  did  modern  Midas  choofe, 
Subject  or  patron  of  his  Mufe, 
But  found  him  thus  their  merit  fcan, 
That  Phoebus  muft  give  place  to  Pan  : 
He  values  not  the  poet's  praife, 
Nor  will  exchange  hh  plums  for  bays. 
To  Pan  alone  rich  mifer's  call ; 
And  there's  the  jcft,  for  Pan  is  ALL. 
Here  En^lifli  wits  will  be  to  feek, 
Howe'er,  'tis  all  c.-ic  in  the  Greek. 

Betides,  it  plainly  now  appears 
Our  Midas  too  hath  ajes'  ears; 
Where  every  fool  his  mouth  applies, 
And  whifpers  in  a  thoufand  lies: 
Such  gYofs  delnfions  could  not  pafs 
Through  any  ears  but  of  an  afs.    . 

But  gold  denies  with  frequent  touch  ; 
1  here's  nothing  fouls  the  haudfo  much  : 


And  fcholars  give  it  for  the  caufe 
Of  Britifh  Midas'  dirty  paws  ; 
Which  while  ihejenate  ftrove  to  fcour, 
They  wafli'd  away  the  chemic  power. 

While  he  his  utmoft  ftrength  apply'd, 
To  fwim  againft  this  popular  tide, 
The  golden  fpoils  flew  oft"  apace  ; 
Here  fell  a  psnjio?i,  there  a  place  ; 
The  torrent  mercilefs  imbibes 
Comnujfions,  perquijites,  and  bribes, 
By  their  own  weight  funk  to  the  bottom  ; 
Much  good  may  do  them  that  have  caught  'crn  ' 
And  Midas  now  neglected  ftands, 
With  affes"1  ears,  and  dirty  hands. 

AN  EXCELLENT  NEW  SONG.     171!. 

BEING     THE     INTENDED    SPEECH    OF    A    FAMOUS 
ORATOR  AGAINST  PEACE  *. 

AN  Orator  difmal  of  Nottingham/hire, 
Who  has  forty  years  let  out  his  confcience  to  hire, 
Out  of  zeal  for  his  country,  and  want  of  a  place, 
Is  come  up,  ti  o"  armts,to  break  the  Queers peace. 
He  has  vamp'd  an  old  fpeech;   and  the  court,  to 

their  torrow, 

Shall  hear  him  harangue  againft  Prior  to-morrow. 
When  once  he  begins,  he  never  will  flinch, 
But  repeats  the  fame  note  a  whole  day,  like  % 

Finch. 

I  have  heard  all  the  fpeech  repeated  by  Hoppy, 
And,   "    Miftakes    to    prevent,   I've  obtained  a. 

"  copy." 

THE  SPEECH. 

Whereas,  notnvithjla?iding,  I  am  in  great  pain, 
To  hear  we  are  making  a  peace  without  Spain ; 
But,  moji  noble  Senators,  'tis  a  great  (hame 
There  mould  be  a  peace,  while  I'm  Not-in-game. 
The  Duke  fhow'd  me  all  his  fine  houfe ;  and  the 

Duchefs 
From  her  clofet  brought  out  a  full  purfe  in  her 

clutches. 

I  talk'd  of  a  peace,  and  they  both  gave  a  ftart ; 
His  grace  fwore  by  G — d,  and  her  grace   let  a 

f— t : 
My    long     old-fajjjiond    pocket   was   prefently 

cramm'd 

And  fooner  than  vote  for  a  peace  I'll  be  damn'd. 
But  fome  will  cry  Turn- coat,  and  rip  up  old 

ftories, 

How  I  always  pretended  to  be  for  the  Tories. 
I  anfwer ;  the  Tories  were  in  my  good  graces, 
Till  all  my  relations  were  put  into  places  : 
»But  ftill  I'm  in  principle  ever  the  fame, 
And  will   quit  my  beft  friends,  while  I'm  Net" 

in-game. 

When  I  and  fome  others  fubfcribed  our  names 
To  a  plot  for  expelling  my  m after  King  James ; 
I  withdrew  my  fubfcription  by  help  of  a  blot, 
And  fo  might  difcover  or  gain  by  the  plot : 
I  had  my  advantage,  and  Itood  at  defiance, 
For  Daniel  was  got  from  the  den  of  Ae  lions : 

*  The  Lord  Treafurer  having  hinted  a  ii'ijb 
one  evening  tbat  a  ballad  might  be  made  on  the 
Earl  of  Nottingham,  this  fong  was  written,  and 
printed  the  n^xt  warning. 
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1  came  in  without  danger,  and  was  I  to  blame  ? 
For,  rather  than  hang,  I  would  be  Nut-in-game. 
I  i'wore  to  the  Q^ueen,  that  the  Prince  of  Ha 
nover 

During  her  facred  life  would  never  come  over : 
I  made  ufe  of  a  trope ;  that  "  an  heir  to  invite, 
"  Was  like  keeping  her  monument  always  in 

"  fight." 

But,  when  I  thought  proper,  I  altered  my  note  ; 
And  in  her  own  hearing  I  boldly  did  vote, 
That  her  Majefty  flood  in  great  need  of  a  Tutor, 
And  muft  have  an  old  or  a  young  Coadjutor  : 
For  why  ;  I  would  fain  have  put  all  in  a  flame, 
Becaufe,  for  fome  reafons,  I  was  Not-in-game. 
Now  my  new  benefactors  have  brought  me  a- 

bout, 

And  I'll  vote  againfl  Peace,  with  Spain,  or  without 
Though  the  Court  gives  my  nephews,  and  bro 
thers,  and  conjins, 

And  all  my  whole  family,  places  by  dozens ; 
Yet,  fincelknow  where  a  full-p urje  may  be  found, 
And  hardly  pay  eighteen-pence  tax  in  the  pound; 
Since  the  Tories  have  thus  disappointed  my  hopes, 
And  will  neither  regard  my  figures  nor  tropes  ; 
Vlifpeech  againfl  peace  while  Difmal's  my  name, 
And  be  a  true  Whig,  while  I  am  Not-in-garne. 


THE  WINDSOR  PROPHECY. 


1711, 


WHEN  a  holy  black  Swede,  tbefon  of  Bob  *, 
With  a.  faint  \  at  his  chin,  and  zfeal  f  at  his  fob, 
Shall  not  fee  one  J  New-year's-day  in  that  year, 
Then  let  old  England  make  good  cheer: 
Wind/or  §  and  Erf/tow  §  then  (hall  be 
Join'd  together  in  the  Low-cou?itree  §. 
Then  fliall  the  tall  black  Daventry  Bird  \\ 
Speak  againft  peace  right  many  a  word  ; 
And  fome  fliall  admire  his  conying  wit, 
For  many  good  groats  his  tongue  fliall  flit. 
But,  fpight  of  the  Harpy  that  crawls  on  all  four, 
There  ftiall  be  peace,  pardie,  and  war  no  more. 
But  England  muft  cry  alack  and  well-a-day, 
If  the  flick  be  taken  from  the  dead  fea. 
And,  dear  Englond,  if  aught  I  underflond, 
Beware  of  Carrots  **  from  Northumberland. 
Carrots  fown  Tbynne  \\  a  deep  root  may  get, 
If  fo  be  they  are  in  Somer  fet : 

*  Dr.  John  Robivfon,  bijbop  of  Bri/lol,  one  of 
the  plenipotentiaries  at  Utrecht. 

f  He  was  dean  of  Wi?idfor,  and  lord  privy- 
feal. 

I  The  biJJjop  fet  out  from  England  the  latter 
end  of  December,  0.  S. ;  and  on  his  arrival  at 
Utrecht,  by  the  variation  of  the  flyle,  he  found 
January  fomewhat  advanced. 

§  Alluding  to  the  deanery  and  byljoprick  being 
poffeffed  by  the  fame  perfon,  then  at  Utrecht. 

j)  Earl  of  Nottingham. 

**   The  Duchefs  of  Somerfet. 

ft  Thomas  Thy  fine,  of  Longleatc,  Efq.  a  gentle- 
iwn  of  very  great  cftate,  married  the  abo've  lady 
(After  the  death  of  her  fir/I  bujband,  Henry  Caven- 
di/h,  Earl  of  Ogle,  only  fon  tt  He/try  Dztke  oj 
Newcaftle,  to  whom  fie  had  been  betrothed  in  ler 
infancy. 


Their  *  Conyngs  mark  thou  ;  for  I  have  been  told, 
They  ajfaffine  when  young,  and  poifon  when  old. 
Root  out  thefe  Carrots,  O  thou  f,  whofe  name 
[s  backwards  and  forwards  always  the  fame  ; 
A.nd  keep  cloie  to  thee  always  that  name, 
Which  backwards  and  forwards  f  is  almofl  the 

fame. 

And,  I.nglond,  would'ft  thou  be  happy  ftill, 
Bury  thofe  Garrots  under  a  Hill  §. 

EPIGRAM  EXTEMPOREj 

BY  DR.  SWIFT  |j. 

ON  Britain  Europe's  fafety  lies ; 
Britain  is  loll  if  Harley  dies  : 
Harley  depends  upon  your  (kill ; 
Think  what  you  fave,  or  what  you  kill. 

EPIGRAM.     1712. 

As  Thomas  was  cudgel'd  one  day  by  his  wife, 
He  took  to  the  flreet,  and  fled  for  his  life  : 
Tom's   thr&e   dearefl   friends  came    by   in    the 
fquabble,  [rabble ; 

And  fav'd  him  at  once  from  the  fhrew  and  the 
Then  ventur'd  to  give  him  fome  fober  advice — 
But  Tom  is  a  perfon  of  honour  fo  nice, 
Too  wife  to  take  counfel,  too  proud  to  take  warn- 
/  ing,  [ing: 

That  he  fent  to  all  three  a  challenge  next  morn- 
Three  duels  he  fought,  thrice  ventur'd  his  life ; 
Went  home,  and  was  cudgel'd  again  by  his  wife* 

CORINNA.     1712. 

THIS  day  (the  year  I  dare  not  tell) 

Apollo  play'd  the  midwife's"  part ; 
Into  the  world  Corinna  fell, 

And  he  endow'd  her  with  his  art. 

But  Cupid  with  a  Satyr  comes  : 

Both  foftly  to  the  cradle  creep  ; 
Both  ftroke  her  hands,  and  rub  her 

While  the  poor  child  lay  raft  afleep. 

Then  Cupid  thus  :  This  little  maid, 
Of  love  fhall  always  fpeak  and  write. 

And  I  pronounce  (the  Satyr  faid) 

The  world  fhall  feel  her  fcratch  and  bite. 

Her  talent  fhe  difplay'd  betimes ; 

For  in  twice  twelve  revolving  moons, 
She  feem'd  to  laugh  and  fquall  in  rhymes, 

And  all  her  geftures  were  lampoons* 

At  fix  years  old  the  fubtle  jade 

Stole  to  the  pantry  door,  and  found 

The  butler  with  my  lady's  maid  : 

And  you  may  fwear  the  tale  went  round. 


*  Count  Koningfmark. 
f  Anna* 
I  Maflmm. 

\  Lady  Maflmni's  maiden  name  was  Hill. 
|j  Infcrwed  to  the  phyjician  who  attended 
Hurley  whilfl  he  lay  wounded. 

Bij 
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She  made  a  fortg,  how  little  mifs 
Was  kifs'd  and  flohber'd  by  a  lad  J 

And  how,  when  mafter  went  to  p— -, 
Mils  came,  and  peep'd  at  all  he  had. 

At  twelve  a  wit  and  a  coquette ; 

Marries  tor  love,  half  whore,  half  wife ; 
Cuckolds,  elopes,  and  runs  in  debt ; 

Turns  authorefs,  and  is  Curil's  for  life. 

TOLAND'S  INVITATION  TO  DISMAL, 

TO  DINE  WITH  THE  CALVES-HEAD  CLUB  *. 

Imitated  from  Horace,  Lib.  I.  -£/>//?»  5. 

IF,  deareft  Difmal,  you  for  once  can  dine 
Upon  a  fingle  dilh,  and  tavern  wine, 
Toland  to  you  this  invitation  fends, 
To  eat  the  calves-head  with  your  Tufty  friends. 
Sufpend  awhile  your  vain  ambitious  hopes, 
Leave  hunting  after  bribes,  forget  yo;  r  tropes. 
To-morrow  we  our  my/lie  feajl  prei  c,re, 
Where  thou,  our  lateft  profelyte,  (halt  mare: 
When  we,  by  proper  figns  and  fymbols,  tell, 
How,  by  braw  hands,  the  royal  traitor  fell ; 
The  meat  fhall  reprefent  the  tyrant's  head, 
The  wine  his  blood  our  predeceffbrs  fhed ; 
Whilft  an  alluding  hymn  fome  artifl  fings, 
We  toaft,  "  Confufion  to  the  race  of  kings  !" 
At  monarchy  we  nobly  mow  our  fpight, 
And  talk  what  fools,  call  t  rev  fan  all  the  night. 

Who,  by  difgraces  or  ill-fo  tune  funk, 
Feels  net  his  foul  enliven'u  w  icn  he's  drunk  ? 
Wine  can  clear  up  Godolophin's  cloudy  face, 
And  fill  Jack  Smith  with  hopes  to  keep  his  place: 
.By  force  of  wine,  ev'n  Scarborough  is  brave, 
Hal  grows  mere  pert,  and  Somers  not  fo  grave  ; 
Wine  can  give  Portland  wit.  and  Cleveland  fenfe, 
Montague  learning,  Bolton  f  loquenoe  : 
Cholmondoley,  when   drunk,  can  never  lofe  his 
And  Lincoln  then  imagines  he  has  land,     [wand  ; 

My  province  is,  to  lee  that  all  be  right, 
GlafTes  and  linen  clean,  and  pewter  bright; 
From  our  myjlerious  chib  to  keep  out  fpies, 
And  Tories  (drefs'd  like  waiters)  in  difguife. 
You  Ihall  be  coupled  as  you  reft  approve, 
Seated  at  table  next  the  men  you  love. 
Sunderland,    Orford,     Boyle,     and    Richmond's 
Grace,  [place. 

Will  come ;  and  Hampden  fhall  have  Walpole's 
Wharton,  unlefs  prevented  by  a  whore, 
Will  hardly  fail ;  and  there  is  room  for  more. 
But  I  love  elbow-room  whene'er  I  drink ; 
And  honeft  Harry  f  is  too  apt  to  ftink. 

Let  no  pretence  of  bufinefs  make  you  ftay  » 
Yet  take  one  word  of  counfel  by  the  way. 
If  Guernfey  calls,  fend  word  you're  gone  abroad  ; 
He  '11  teaze  you  with  King  Charles  and  Bifhop 
Laud, 

*  This  poem,  and  tl-at  which  follows  it,  are 
two  of  the  penny  papers  mentioned  in  Swift* t 
Jounialto  Stella,  Aug.  7.  1711.  They  are  here 
printed  from  folio  copies  in.  tbe  Lambeth  Li 
brary. 

t  Right  Honour ulle  Henry  Boyl?t  mentioned 
twice  before* 


Or  make  you  faft,  and  carry  you  to  prayers  : 
But,  if  he  will  break-in,  and  walk  up  flairs, 
Steal  by  the  back-door  out,  and  leave  him 

there  ; 
Then  order  Squafh  to  call  a  hackney-chair. 

PEACE  AND  DUNK  IRK  : 

BEING  AN  EXCELLENT  NEW  SONG  CPON"  THK 
SURRENDER  OF  DUNKIRK  TO  GENERAL  HILL* 
1712 

To  the  Tune  of  "  TJje  King  Jb  all  enjoy  his  own 
"  again.''1 

SPIGHT  of  Dutch  friends  and  Englifh  foes, 

hoor  Britain  fhall  hav?  peace  at  laft  : 
Holland  got  towns,  and  we  got  blows  ; 
But  Dunkirk  '$  ovrs  we  '11  hold  it  faft  : 

We  have  got  it  in  a  1>:  rig, 

And  the  WI  •';       .  •  7  ail  go  fwing, 
For  among  good  friends  I  love  to  be  plain  j 

All  their  falfe  deluded  hopes 

Will  or  ought  to  end  in  ropes  : 
Sut  the  Queen  jL  all  enjoy  her  own  again.- 

Sunderland's  run  out  of  hi-s  wits, 

And  Difnia;  double-Difmal  looks; 
\Yharton  can  only  fwear  by  fits,        ' 
And  fir.  trng  Hal  is  off"  the  hooks; 

Old  G<\!  U  inh'ti  full  of  fplc-en 

Madey<?//fc  moves,  and  loft  his  queen; 
H,-.rry  look'd  fierce,  and  fhooi    his  ragged  mane? 

But  a  Prince  of  high  renown 

Swore  he  'd  rather  lofe  a  crown, 
Thau  the  Quee?i  Jljould  enjoy  her  own  agaift. 

Our  merchant-fhips  may  cut  the  Line, 

And  not  be  fnapt  by  privateers  ; 
And  commoners  who  love  good  wine, 
Will  drink  it  now  as  well  as  peers  : 
Landf  d-men  fhall  have  their  rent, 
Yet  our  flocks  riie  cent,  per  cent. 
The   Dutch  from  hence  fhall  no  more  million* 

drain  : 

We  '11  bring  on  xis  no  more  debts, 
Nor  with  bankrupts  fill  Gazettes  ; 
And  the  Queettjhall  enjoy  her  o-wn  again. 

The  towns  we  took  ne'er  did  us  good  : 
What  fignified  the  French  to  beat  ? 
We  fpent  our  money  and  our  blood, 

To  make  the  Dutchmen  proud  and  great: 
But  the  Lord  of  Oxford  (wears, 
Dunkiik  never  fhall  be  theirs. 
The  Dutch-hearted  Whigs  may  rail   and  com 

plain; 

But  true  Englifhmen  may  fill 
A  good  health  to  General  Hill  ; 
For  the  Queen  now  ety'oys  her  own  again. 

HORACE,  BOOK  I.  EP.  VII. 

ADDRRSSED  TO  THE   EARL  OF  OXFORD. 


PARLEY,  the  nation's  great  fupport, 
Returning  home  one  day  from  court, 

is  mind  with  public  cares  poflefs'd, 
All  Europe's  bufinefs  in  his  breaft) 
6 
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Qbferv'd  a  parfon  near  Whitehall 
.  Cheapening  old  authors  on  a       II. 

The  pi  left  was  pretty  well  in  cafe, 

And  ihow'd  fome  humour  in  his  face  ; 

Look'd  with  an  eafy,  carelefs  mien, 

A  perfect  ftranger  to  the  fpleen  ; 

Of  fize  that  might  a  pulpit  'ill, 

But  more  inclining  to  fit  ftill. 

My  Lord  (who,  i:  a  man  may  fay  *r,         m 

Loves  mifchief  better  than  hfs  meat) 

Was  now  difpos'd  to  crack  a  jeit, 

And  bid  friend  kewis  *  go   n  queft, 

(This  Lew;s  is  a  cunning  fhaver, 

And  very  much  in  Harley's  favour) 

In  quell  who  might  this  parfon  be, 

Wi:         .:s  his  name, or"  what  degree; 

If  pollible,  to  learn  his  ftory, 

And  whether  he  were  Whig  or  Tory. 
Lewis  his  patron's  humour  knows, 

Away  upon  his  errand  goes, 

And  quickxy  did  the  matter  lift ; 

Found  out  that  it  was  Doctor  Swift, 

A  clergyman  of  fpecial  note 

For  ffamning  thofe  of  his  own  coat ; 

Which  made-  his  brethren  pi  the  gown 

Take  care  betimes  to  run  him  down  : 

No  libertme,  nor  over  nice, 

Addicted  to  no  fort  of  vice, 

Went  where  he  pleas'd,  faid  what  he  thought ; 

Not  rich,  but  ow'd  no  man  a  groat : 

In  ftate  opinions  *  ;a  made, 

He  hated  Wharton  Lke  a  toad, 

Had  given  the  faftion  many  a  wourJ, 

And  Jibel'd  all  the  junto  round  ; 

Kept  company  with  men  of  wit, 

Who  often  father'd  what  he  writ : 

His  works  were  hawk'd  in  every  ftreet, 

But  feldom  rofe  above  a  fheet : 

Of  late  indeed  the  paper-ftamp 

Did  very  much  his  genius  cramp  : 

And  lince  he  could  not  fpend  his  fire, 

He  now  intended  to  retire. 

Said  Hariey,  "  I  defire  to  know 
"  From  his  own  mouth  if  this  be  fo  ; 
**  Step  to  the  Doctor  ftraight,  and  fay, 
"  I'd  have  him  dine  with  me  to-day." 
Swift  feem'd  to  wonder  what  he  meant, 
Nor  would  believe  my  Lord  had  fent ; 
So  never  oiler 'd  once  to  ilir  ; 
But  coldly  faid,  "  Your  fervant,  Sir  !" 
*'  Does  he  refufe  me  ?"  Hariey  cry'd ; 
"  He  does,  with  infolence  and  pride.'* 

Some  few  days  after,  Hariey  fpies 
The  Doctor  faften'd  by  the  eyas 
At  Charing-crofs  among  the  rout, 
Where  painted  monfteys  are  hung  out : 
He  pull'd  the  firing,  and  ftopt  his  coach, 
Beckoning  the  Doctor  to  approach. 

Swift,  who  could  neither  fly  nor  hide, 
Came  fneaking  to  the  chariot  fide, 
And  offer'd  many  a  lame  excufe  : 
He  never  meant  the  leaft  abufe — 
"  My  Lord — the  honour  you  defign'd — 
"  Extiemely  proud — but  I  had  din'd — 

*  Erafmuf  Lewis,  Efc  the  treafurer's  fecre- 
mry. 


"  I  'm  lure  I  never  fhould  neg!ect-«» 

"  No  man  alive  has  more  refpect — " 

"   Well,  1  ihall  think  of  that  no  more, 

"  If  you  '11  be  fure  to  come  at  four." 
The  Doctor  now  obeys  the  fummons, 

Likes  both  his  company  and  commons  j 

Difplays  his  talent,  fits  till  ten  ; 

Next  day  invited  conus  again  ; 

Soon  grows  domeftic,  feldom  fails 

Either  at  morning  or  at  meals : 

Came  early,  and  departed  late; 

In  ihort.  the  gudgeon  took  the  bait. 

My  Lord  would  carry  on  the  jeft, 

A,  d  down  to  Wind  for  takes  his  gueft. 
wift  much  admires  the  place  and  air, 

And  longs  to  be  a  canon  there  ; 
In  fummer  round  the  park  to  ride  ; 
in  winter,  never  to  refide. 
A  canon .'  that  's  a  place  too  mean  ; 
No  Doctor,  you  mall  be  a  Dean  ; 
Two  dozen  canons  round  your  ftall, 
And  you  the  tyrant  o'er  them  all: 
You  need  but  crofs  the  Irijbfeas, 
To  live  in  plenty,  power,  and  cafe. 
Poor  Swift  departs ;  and,  what  is  worfe, 
With  borrow'd  money  in  his  purfe, 
Travels  at  leail  an  hundred  leagues, 
And  fufTers  numberlefs  fatigues. 

Suppofe  him  now  a  Dea?i  complete, 
Demurely  lolling  in  his  feat ; 
The  filver  verge,  with  decent  pride, 
Stuck  underneath  his  culhion-fide  : 
Suppofe  him  gone  through  all  vexations, 
•*atents,  inftalments,  abjurations, 
rirft-fruits  and  tenths,  and  chapter-treats  ; 
Dues,  payments,  fees,  demands,  and  cheats-r* 

The  wicked  laity's  contriving 
To  hinder  clergymen  from  thriving), 
all  the  Doctor's  money  's  fpent, 
iis  tenants  wrong  him  in  his  rent ; 
The  farmers,  fpitefully  combined, 
"orce  him  to  take  his  tithes  in  kind : 
And  Parviibl  *  difcounts  arrears 
5y  bills  for  taxes  and  repairs. 

Poor  Swift,  with  all  his  lolfes  vex'd, 
^ot  knowing  where  to  turn  him  next, 
-\bove  a  thoufand  pounds  in  debt, 
'akes  horfe,  and  in  a  mighty  fret 
lides  day  and  night  at  fuch  a  rate, 
le  toon  arrives  at  Hariey 's  gate  ; 
3ut  was  fo  dirty,  pale,  and  thin, 
Old  Read  f  would  hardly  let  him  in. 

Said  Hariey,  "  Welcome,  Reverend  Dean  I 

What  makes  your  worfhip  look  fo  lean  ? 

Why,  fure  you  won't  appear  in  town 

In  that  old  wig  and  rufvy  gown  ? 

I  doubt  your  heart  is  fet  on  pelf 

So  much,  that  you  neglect  yourfelf. 

What !  I  fuppofe,  now  ilocks  are  high 

You've  fome  good  purchafe  in  your  eye  ? 

Or  is  your  money  out  at  ufe  ?"— 

"  Truce,  good  my  Lord,  I  beg  a  truce,'* 
f  he  Doctor  in  a  paflion  cry'd) 

Your  raillery  is  mifapply'd  j 

*  The  Dean's  agent,  a.  Yrencliman* 
f  The  Lord  Treasure  f  s  porter, 
Biij 


THE  WORKS   OF  SWIFT. 


"  Experience  I  have  clearly  bought ; 

"  You  know  I  am  not  worth  a  groat : 

"  But  you  refolv'd  to  have  your  jeft  5 

"  And  'twas  a  folly  to  conteft; 

"  Then,  fince  you  have  now  done  your  worft, 

*f  Pray  leave  me  where  you  found  me  firft." 

HORACE,  BOOK  II.  SAT.  VI. 

I'VE  often  wifh'd  that  I  had  clear, 
For  life,  fix  hundred  pounds  a-year, 
A  handfome  houfe  to  lodge  a  friend, 
A  river  at  my  garden's  end, 
A  terrace  walk,  and  half  a  rood 
Of  land  fef  out  to  plant  a  wood. 

Well,  now  I  have  all  this  and  more, 
I  afk  not  to  increafe  my  ftore  ; 

But  here  a  grievance  feems  to  lie, 

All  this  is  mine  but  till  I  die  ; 

I  can't  but  think  'twould  found  more  clever, 

To  me  and  to  my  heirs  for  ever. 

*  If  I  ne'er  got  or  loft  a  groat, 
By  any  trick,  or  any  fault ; 
And  if  I  pray  by  reafon's  rules, 
And  not  like  forty  other  fools : 

As  thus,  "  Vouchfafe,  oh  gracious  Maker ! 
To  grant  me  this  and  t'other  acre  ; 
Or,  if  it  be  thy  will  and  pleafure, 
Direct,  my  plough  to  find  a  treafure  !" 
But  only  what  my  ftation  fits 
And  to  be  kept  in  my  right  wits, 
Preferve,  Almighty  Providence  ! 
Juft  what  you  gave  me,  competence  ' 
And  let  me  in  thefe  fhades  compofe 
Something  in  verfe  as  true  as  profe; 
Removal  from  ail  th'  ambitious  fcene, 
Nor  puff'd  by  pride,  nor  funk  by  fpleen.' 
In  fliort,  I'm  perfectly  content, 
Let  me  but  live  on  tin's  fide  Trent ; 
Nor  crpfs  the  Channel  twice  a  year, 
Tofpend  fix  months  with  ftatefmen  here. 

1  muft  by  all  means  come  to  town, 
'Tis  for  the  fervice  of  the  Crown. 
"  Lewis,  the  Dean  will  be  of  ufe  ; 
"  Send  for  him  up,  take  no  excufe.'r 
The  toil,  the  danger  of  the  feas, 
Great  Minifters  ne'er  think  of  thefe  ; 
Or  let  it  coft  five  hundred  pound, 
No  matter  where  the  money's  found, 
It  is  but  fo  much  more  in  debt, 
And  that  they  ne'er  confider'd  yet. 

"  Good  Mr.  Dean,  go  change  your  gown, 
"  Let  my  Lord  know  you're  come  to  town." 
I  hurry  me  in  hnfte  away, 
Not  thinking  it  is  levee-day  ; 
And  find  his  konour  in  a  pound, 
Hemm'd  by  a  triple  circle  round, 
Chequer'd  with  ribbons  blue  and  gfeen  ; 
How  fhould  I  thruft  myfelf  between  ? 
Some  wag  obferves  me  thus  perplex'd, 
And,  fmiling,  whifpers  to  the  next, 
"  I  thought  the  Dean  had  been  too  proud, 
*c  To  juflle  here  among  the  crowd  !" 
Another,  in  a  furly  fit, 
Tells  me  I  hare  more  zeal  than  wit, 
"  So  eager  to  exprefsyour  love, 

-  You  ne'er  confider  whom  you  moyc» 


'  But  rudely  prefs  before  a  duke," 
"  own,  I'm  pleas'd  with  this  rebuke, 
And  take  it  kindly  meant,  to  fhow 
hat  I  defire  the  world  mould  know* 
I  getawhifper,  and  withdraw; 
When  twenty  fools  I  never  favv 
ome  with  petitions  fairly  penn'd, 
Defiring  I  would  Hand  their  friend. 
This  humbly  offers  me  his  cafe— 
That  begs  my  intereft  for  a  place— - 
A  hundred  other  men's  affairs, 
Like  bees,  are  humming  in  my  ears. 
'  To-morrow  my  appeal  comes  on  ; 
'  Without  your  help  the  caufe  is  gone — " 
The  duke  expects  my  lord  and  you, 
About  fome  great  affair,  at  two — 
"  Put  my  Lord  Bolingbroke  in  mind, 
"  To  get  my  warrant  quickly  fign'd  : 
"  Confider,  'tis  my  firft  requeft."-— 
Be  fatisfy'd,  I'll  do  my  belt. 
Then  prefentiy  he  falls  to  teaze, 
'"  You  may  fqr  certain,  if  you  pleafe  : 
"  I  doubt  not,  if  his  lordfhip  knew — 
"  And,  Mr.  Dean,  one  word  from  you — " 
'Tis  (let  me  fee)  three  years  and  more, 
(October  next  it  will  be  four) 
Since  Harley  bid  me  firft  attend, 
And  chofe  me  for  an  humble  friend  ; 
Would  take  me  in  his  coach  to  chat, 
And  queftion  me  of  this  an4  that ; 
As,    "    What's    o'clock?    And,    "    How's    tl 

wind  ?'* 

"  Whofe  chariot's  that  we  left  behind  ?" 
Or  gravely  try  to  read  the  lines 
Writ  underneath  the  country  figns  ; 
Or,  "  Have  you  nothing  new  to-day 
"  From  Pope,  from  Parnell,  or  from  Gay  ?" 
Such  tattle  often  entertains 
My  lord  and  me  as  far  as  Staines, 
As  once  a  week  we  travel  down 
To  Windfor,  and  again  to  town, 
Where  all  that  pafles  inter  nos 
Might  be  proclaimed  at  Charing-crofs. 

Yet  fome  I  know  with  envy  fwell, 
Becaufe  they  fee  me  us'd  fo  well : 
"  How  think  you  pf  our  friend  the  Dean  ? 
"  I  wonder  what  fome  people  mean  ? 
"  My  lord  and  he  are  grown  fo  great, 
"  Always  together,  ttte  *  tete  ; 
"  What  !  they  admire  him  for  his  jokes  !---» 
"  See  but  the  fortune  of  fume  folks  !" 
There  flies  about  a  ftrange  report 
Of  fome  exprefs  arriv'd  at  court : 
I'm  ftopp'd  by  all  the  fools  I  meet, 
And  catechis'd  in  every  ftreet. 
"  You,  Mr.  Dean,  frequent  the  great  • 
"  Inform  us,  will  the  Emperor  treat  ? 
f '  Or  do  the  prints  and  papers  lie  ? 
Faith,  Sir,  you  know  as  much  as  I. 
"  Ah,  Doctor,  how  you  love  to  jeft  ! 
"  Tis  now  no  fecret"--  -Iproteft 
'Tis  one  to  me — "  Then  tell  us,  pray, 
"  When  are  the  troops  to  have  their  pay :" 
And,  though  I  folemnly  declare 
I  knovy  no  more  than  my  lord  mayor, 
They  Hand  amaz'd,  and  think  me  grows, 
The  cloieit  mortal  ever  known. 


POEMS 


Thus  in  a  fen  of  folly  toft, 
My  choiceft  hours  of  life  are  loft ; 
Yet  always  wifhing  to  retreat, 
Oh,  could  I  fee  my  country  feat ! 
There  leaning  near  a  gentle  brook, 
Sleep,  or  perufe  fome  ancient  book  ; 
And  there  in  fwreet  oblivion  drown 
Thole  cares  that  haunt  the  court  and  town  *. 


THE  AUTHOR  UPON  HIMSELF.     1713. 
[A  few  ofthefirjl  lines  are  wanting.] 


******* 
By  an  old  -  purfued 

A  crazy  prelatef,  and  a  royal  prudef  ; 
By  dull  divines,  who  look  with  envious  eyes 
On  every  genius  that  attempts  to  rife  ; 
And,  paufing  o'er  a  pipe  with  doubtful  nod, 
Give  hints  that  poets  ne'er  believe  in  God  : 
So  clowns  on  fcholars  as  on  wizards  look, 
And  take  a  folio  for  a  conjuring  book. 

Swift  had  the  fin  of  wit,  no  venial  crime  ; 
Nay,  'tis  affirm'd  he  fometimes  dealt  in  rhyme  : 
Humour  and  mirth  had  place  in  all  he  writ ; 
He  reconcil'd  divinity  and  wit  ;  [grace  ; 

He  mov'd,  and  bow'd,  and  talk'd  with  too  much 
Nor  fhow'd  the  parfon  in  his  gait  or  face  ; 
Defpis'd  luxurious  wines  and  coftly  meat, 
Yet  ftill  was  at  the  tables  of  the  great ; 
Frequented  lords,  fa<iv  fhofe  that  fa-w  the  Queen  ; 
At  Child's  §  or  Truby's  §  never  once  had  been  ; 
Where  town  and  country  vicars  flock  in  tribes, 
Secur'd  by  numbers  from  the  laymen's  gibes, 
And  deal  in  vices  of  the  graver  fort, 
Tobacco,  cenfure,  coffee,  pride,  and  port. 

But,  after  fage  monitions  from  his  friends, 
His  talents  to  employ  for  nobler  ends ; 
To  better  judgments  willing  to  fubmit, 
He  turns  to  politics  his  dangerous  wit. 

And  now,  the  public  intereft  to  fupport, 
By  Hurley  Swift  invited  comes  to  court ; 
In  favour  grows  with  minifters  of  ftate  ; 
Admitted  private,  when  fuperiors  wait : 
And  Hariey,  not  alham'd  his  choice  to  own, 
Takes  him  to  Windfor  in  his  coach  alone. 
At  Windfor  Swift  no  fooner  can  appear, 
But  St.  John  comes  and  whifpers  in  his  ear : 
The  waiters  ftand  in  ranks;  the  yeoman  cry, 
Make  room,  as  if  a  duke  were  pafling  by. 

Now  Finch^f  alarms  the  Lords :  he  hears  for 

certain 

This  dangerous  prieft  is  got  behind  the  curtain. 
Finch,  fam'd  for  tedious  elocution,  proves 
That  Swift  oils  many  a  i'pring  which   Hariey 

moves. 

Walpole  and  Aiflabie**,  to  clear  the  doubt, 
Inform  the  Commons  that  the  fecret's  out : 

*   See  the  rejl  of  this  fatire  among  Pope's  Poems. 

f  Dr.  Sharp,  Archbi/jjop  cf  York. 

J  Q  Anne. 

§  Cojfee-houfes  much  frequented  by  the  Clergy. 

IT  The  Earl  of  Nottingham. 

*  They  both  /poke  againjlbim  in  the  Hoitfe  of 
Commons. 


"  A  certain  doctor  is  obferv'd  of  late 
"  To  haunt  a  certain  minifter  of  ftate  ; 
"  From  whence  with  half  an  eye  we  may  dif- 
"  cover  [over." 

"  The  peace   is   made,   and   Perkin   muft  come 

York  is  from  Lambeth  lent,  to  fhow  the  Queen 
A  dangerous  treatife  *  writ  againft  the  fpleen  ; 
Which,  by  the  %le,  the  matter,  and  the  drift, 
'Tis  thought  could  be   the  work  of    none  but 

Swift. 

Poor  York  !  the  harmlefs  tool  of  others'  hate  ; 
He  fues  for  pardonf  ,  and  repents  too  late. 

NOW,  angry  SomerfetJ  her  vengeance  vows 
On  Swift's  reproaches  for  her  ***** 
From  her  red  locks  her  mouth  with  venom  fills  ; 
And  thence  into  the  royal  ear  inftills. 
The  C^ueen  incens'd,  his  fervices  forgot, 
Leaves  him  a  viclim  to  the  vengeful  Scot  §. 
Now  through  the  realm  a  proclamation  ipread, 
To  fix  a  price  on  his  devoted  head  ||. 
While  innocent,  he  fcorns  ignoble  flight  ; 
His  watchful  friends  preferve  him  by  a  Height. 

By  Harley's  favour  once  again  he  mines  ; 
Is  now  carefs'd  by  candidate  divines, 
Who  change  opinions  with  the  changing  fcene  : 
Lord  \  how  were  they  miftaken  in  the  Dean  ! 
Now  Delawar  ^|"  again  familiar  grows, 
And  in  Swift's  ear  thrufts  half  his  powder'd  nofe. 
The  Scottlfh  nation,  whom  he  durjl  offend, 
Again  apply  that  Swift  would  be  their  friend**. 

By  faction  tir'd,  with  grief  he  waits  awhile, 
His  great  contending  friends  to  reconcile, 
Performs  what  friendihip,  juftice,  truth,  require  : 
What  could  he  more,  but  decently  retire  ? 

THE  FAGGOT. 

WRITTEN  WHEN  THE  MINISTRY  WERE  AT 
VARIANCE. 


OBSERVE  the  dying  father  fpeak  : 

Try,  lad?,  can  you  this  bundle  break  ? 

Then  bids  the  youngeft  of  the  fix 

Take  up  a  well  bound  heap  of  Iticks. 

They  thought  it  was  an  old  man's  maggot, 

And  ftrove  by  turns  to  break  the  faggot  : 

In  vain  ;  the  complicated  wands 

Were  much  too  ftrong  for  all  their  hands. 

See,  faid  the  lire,  how  foon  'tis  done; 

Then  took  and  broke  them  one  by  on?. 

So  flrorig  you'll  be,  in  friendihip  ty'd  ; 

So  quickly  broke,  if  you  divide. 

Keep  dole  then,  boys,  and  never  quarrel  : 

Here  ends  the  fable  and  the  moral. 

This  tale  may  be  apply'd  in  few  words 
To  trcafurers,  comptrollers,  ftewards  ; 


*   Tale  of  a  Tub. 

\  Hejcnta  me  I]  age  to  aji  Swift's  pardon. 

J  See  the  Windfor  prophecy. 

§   The  Buke  of  Argyll. 

||   For  writing  "  The  Public  Spirit  of  Whigs." 

^[  Then  lord  treajurcr  of  the  houjchold,  ivbo 
cautioi-Jly  avoided  Swift  ivhil/l  the  proclama 
tion  twas  impending. 

.**  He  was  vijitcd  by  the  Scattijl)  lords  u:orc 
than  ever. 


THE  WORKS   Or  SWIFT. 


And  others  who  in  folemn  fort 

Appear  with  flender  wands  at  court ; 

Not  firmly  join'd  to  keep  their  ground, 

But  Lulling  one  another  round  : 

While  wife  men  think  they  ought  to  fight 

With  quarter-ftaffs ;  inftead  of  white  ; 

Or  conftable  whhflaff  of  peace 

Should  come  and  make  the  clattering  ceafe, 

Which  now  difturbs  the  Queen  and  court, 

Aucl  gives  the  Whigs  and  rabble  fport. 

In  hiftory  we  never  found 
The  Conf  uls'  Fafces  were  unbound  : 
Thofe  Romans  were  too  wife  to  think  on't, 
Except  to  lafh  fome  grand  delinquent. 
How  would  they  blulh  to  hear  it  faid, 
The  Pi  aetor  broke  the  Conful's  head  I 
Or  Conful,  in  his  purple  gown, 
Came  up,  and  knock'd  the  Praetor  down  ! 

Come,  Courtiers :  every  man  his  flick  ! 
Lord  Treafurer,  for  once  be  quick  : 
And,  that  they  may  the  clofer  cling, 
Take  your  blue  ribbon  for  a  firing. 
Come,  trimming  Harcourt*,  bring  your  macej 
And  fqueeze  it  in,  or  quit  your  place  : 
Difpatch,  or  elfe  that  rafcal  Northeyf- 
Will  undertake  to  do  it  for  thee  : 
And  be  afiur'd,  the  Court  will  find  him 
Frepar'd  to  leap  o'erjlicks,  or  bind  'em. 

To  make  the  bundle  ftrong  and  fafe, 
Great  Ormond,  lend  thy  General's  ftaff: 
And,  if  ths  Crofier  could  be  cramm'd  in, 
A  %  for  Lechmere,  King,  and  Hambden  ! 
You'll  then  defy  the  ftrongeft  Whig 
With  both  his  nands  to  bend  a  twig  ; 
Though  with  united  ftrength  they  all  pull, 
From  Somers  down  to  Craggs  and  Walpofc. 

CATULLUS  DE  LESBIA. 

LESEIA  for  ever  on  me  rails,          C*/***..  03- 

To  talk  of  me  Ihe^ver  fails. 

Now,  hang  me  but  fftr  all  her  art, 

I  find,  that  I  have  gam'd  her  heart. 

My  proof  is  thus :  1  plainly  fee, 

The  cafe  is  juft  the  fame  with  me ; 

I  curfe  her  every  hour  fincerely, 

Yet,  hang  me  but  I  love  her  dearly. 

EPIGRAM. 

From  the  French.  \ 

WHO  can  believe  with  common  fenfe, 
A  bacon-flice  gives  God  offence ; 
Or,  how  a  herring  hath  a  charm 
Almighty  vengeance  to  difarm  ? 
Wrapt  up  in  Majefty  divine, 
Does  he  regard  on  what  we  dine  ? 

On  a  CURATE's  Complaint  of  HARD  DUTY. 

I  MARCH'D  three  miles  through  fcorching  fand, 
With  zeal  in  heart,  dnd  notes  in  hand  ; 

*  Lord  Chancellor. 

f  Sir  Edward  Northey,  Attorney  General. 

j  Written  extempore'by  a  gentleman  who  was 
reproved  b- fome  of  his  companions  for  eating 
fggs  and  bacon  on  a  f aft-day* 


I  rode  four  more  to  Great  St.  Marr, 

Ufing  four  legs  when  two  were  weary  z 

To  three  fair  virgins  I  did  tie  men, 

In  the  clofe  bands  of  pleafing  Hymen  : 

I  dipp'd  two  baloes  in  holy  water, 

And  purify'd  their  mother  after. 

Within  an  hour,  and  eke  a  half, 

I  preach'd  three  congregations  deaf; 

Where  thundering  out,  with  lungs  long  winded,  1 

I  chopp'd  To  fa'ft,  that  few  there  minded. 

My  emblem,  the  laborious  fun,  ~J 

Saw  all  thefe  mighty  labours  done  > 

Before  one  race  of  his  was  run.  j 

All  this  performed  by  Robert  Hewit  : 

What  moftal  elfe  could  e'er  go  through  it  ! 

A  True  and  Faithful  INVENTORY  of  the  GOODS 
belonging  to  Dr.  SWIFT,  Vicar  of  Laracor; 

Upon  lending  bis  Ho2ife  to  the  BiJJjop  of  Meatk, 
till  his  Palace  was  re-built. 

AN  oaken,  broken  elbow-chair  ; 

A  cawdle-cup,  without  an  ear  ; 

A  batter'd,  ihatter'd  afh  bedrtead  ; 

A  box  of  deal,  without  a  lid  ; 

A  pair  of  tongs,  but  out  of  joint  ; 

A  backiword-poker,  without  point  ; 

A  pot  that's  crack'd  acrofs,  around 

With  an  old  knotted  garter  bound  j 

An  iron  lock,  without^  key  ; 

A  wig,  with  hanging  quite  grown  gray  ; 

A  curtain  worn  to  half  a  ftripe  ; 

A  pair  of  bellows,  without  pipe  ; 

A  dim  which  might  good  meat  afford  once  $ 

A.n  Ovid,  and  aft  old  Concordance  j 

A  bottle  bottom,  wooden  platter, 

One  is  for  meal,  and  one  for  water  : 

There  likewife  is.  a  copper  ikiJler, 

Which  runs  as  faft  out  as  you  till  it  ; 

A  candleftick,  fnuff-difh,  and  fave-all  : 

And  thus  his  houfehold  goods  you  have  alL 

Thefe  to  your  Lordfhip  as  a  friend, 

Till  you  have  built,  I  freely  lend  : 

They'll  ferve  your  Lordfhip  for  a  fhift  ; 

Why  not,  as  well  as  Doclor  Swift  ? 

CADENUS  AND  VANESSA  *. 


WRITTEN  AT  WINDSOR, 

THE  fhepherds  and  the  nymphs  were  feen 

Pleading  before  the  Cyprian  Quee». 

The  counfel  for  the  fair  began, 

Accufing  the  falfe  creature  man. 

The  brief  with  weighty  crimes  was  charged, 

On  which  the  pleader  much  enlarg'd  j 

That  Cupid  now  has  loft  his  art, 

Or  blunts  the  point  of  every  dart  ;— 

His  altar  now  no  longer  imokes, 

His  mother's  aid  no  youth  invokes  : 

This  tempts  freethinkers  to  refine, 

And  bring  in  doubt  thtir  powers  divine  ; 

*  founded  on  an  offer  of  marriage  made  b$ 
Mifs  Vanhomrigh  to  Dr.  Swtfttwho  was  occafiQri~ 
ally  her  preceptor, 


POEMS. 


Now  love  is  dwindled  to  intrigue, 

And  marriage  grown  a  money  league. 

Which  crimes  aforefaid  ('with  her  leave) 

Were  (as  he  humbly  did  conceive) 

Againit  our  ibvereign  lady's  peace, 

Againft  the  ftatute  in  that  cafe, 

Againft  her  dignity  and  crown  : 

Then  pray'd  an  anfwer,  and  fat  down. 

The  nymphs  with  fcqm  beheld  their  foes  £ 

When  the  defendant's  counfel  role, 

And,  what  no  lawyer  ever  lack'd, 

With  impudence  own'd  all  the  fact ; 

But,  what  the  gentleft  heart  would  vex, 

Laid  all  the  fault  on  t'other  fex. 

That  modern  love  is  no  fuch  thing 

As  what  thofe  ancient  poets  ling  ; 

A  fiie  celeflial,  chafte,  refin'd, 

Conceiv'd  and  kindled  in  the  mind  ; 

Which,  having  found  an  equal  flame, 

Unites,  and  both  become  the  fame, 

In  different  breads  together  burn, 

Together  both  to  afhes  turn. 

But  women  now  feel  no  fuch  fire, 

And  only  know  the  grofs  defire. 

Their  paflions  move  in  lower  fpheres, 

Where'er  caprice  or  folly  fleers, 

A  dog,  a  parrot,  or  an  ape, 

Or  fome  worfe  brute  in  human  fhape, 

Ingrofs  the  fancies  of  the  fair, 

The  few  foft  moments  they  can  fpare, 

From  vifits  to  receive  and  pay; 

From  fcandal,  politics,  and  play  ; 

From  fans,  and  flounces,  and  brocades, 

•From  equipage  and  park-parades, 

From  all  the  thoufand  female  toys, 

From  every  trifle  that  employs 

The  out  or  iniide  of  their  heads, 

Between  their  toilets  and  their  beds. 

In  a  dull  ilream,  which  moving  flow, 
Yon  hardly  fee  the  current  flow ; 
If  a  fmall  breeze  obftrucl:  the  courfe, 
It  whirls  about,  for  want  of  force, 

And  in  its  narrow  circle  gathers 

Nothing  but  chaff,  and  llraws  and  feathers. 

The  current  of  a  female  mind 

Stops  thus,  and  turns  with  every  wind  ; 

Thus  whirling  round  together  draws 

Fools,  fops,  and  rakes,  for  chaff  and  draws. 

Hence  we  conclude  no  women's  hearts 

Are  won  by  virtue,  wit,  and  parts ; 

jNor  are  the  men  of  feme  to  blame, 

For  breafts  incapable  of  flame; 

The  fault  muft  on  the  nymphs  be  plac'd, 

Grown  fo  corrupted  in  their  tafte. 

The  pleader,  having  fpoke  his  beft, 
Had  wituefs  ready  to  atteft, 
Who  fairly  could  on  oath  depofe, 
When  queftions  on  the  fadl  trofe, 
That  every  article  was  true  ; 
Nor  further  thefe  deponents  knew : 
Therefore  he  humbly  would  infift, 
The  bill  might  be  with  cofts  difmis'd. 
The  caufe  appear'd  of  fo  much  weight, 
That  Venus,  from  her  judgment-feat, 
Deiir'd  them  not  to  talk  fo  loud, 
i-He  ftie  muft  interpofe  a  cloud ; 


For  if  the  heavenly  folk  mould  knew* 
Thefe  pleadings  in  the  courts  below, 
That  mortals  here  difdain  to  love, 
She  ne'er  could  (how  her  face  above  ; 
For  gods,  their  betters,  are  too  wife 
To  value  that  which  men  defpife. 
And  then,  laid  fhe,  my  fon  and  I 
Muft  ftroll  in  air,  'twixt  land  and  Ikjr ; 
Or  elfe,  fruit  out  from  heaven  and  earth, 
Fly  to  the  fea,  my  place  of  birth  ; 
There  live,  with  daggled  mermaids  pent, 
And  keep  on  fifli  perpetual  Lent. 

But,  fince  the  cafe  appear'd  fo  nice, 
She  thought  it  beft  to  take  advice. 
The  Mutes,  by  their  King's  permiifion, 
Though  foes  to  love,  attend  the  feffion, 
And  on  their  right  hand  took  their  places 
In  order;  on  the  left,  the  Graces : 
To  whom  fhe  might  her  doubts  propofc 
On  all  emergencies  that  rofe. 
The  Mufes  oft'  were  feen  to  frown  ; 
The  Graces  half-afliam'd  look  down; 
And  'twas  obferv'd,  there  were  but  few 
Of  either  fex  among  the  crew, 
Whom  fhe  or  her  aifeirors  knew. 
The  goddefs  foon  began  to  fee, 
Things  were  not  ripe  for  a  decree ; 
And  faid  fhe  muft  confult  her  books, 
The  lovers'  Fletas,  Braclons,  Cokes. 
Firft  to  a  dapper  clerk  fhe  beckon'd, 
To  turn  to  Ovid,  book  the  fecond  ; 
She  then  referr'd  them  to  a  place 
In  Virgil  (vide  Dido's  cafe)  : 
As  for  Tibullus's  reports, 
They  never  pafs'd  for  law  in  courts: 
For  Cowley's  briefs,  and  pleas  of  Waller, 
Still  their  authority  was  fmaller. 

There  was  on  both  fides  much  to  fay  r 
She'd  hear  the  caufe  another  day. 
And  fo  fhe  did  ;  and  then  a  third 
She  heard  it—there  me  kept  her  word  r 
But,  with  rejoinders  or  replies, 
Long  bills,  and  anfwers  fluff 'd  with  lies*' 
Demur,  imparlance,  and  eflbign, 
The  parties  ne'er  could  iiTue  join  : 
For  fixteen  years  the  caufe  was  fpun, 
And  then  ftood  where  it  firft  begun. 

Now,  gentle  Clio,  fing  or  fay, 
What  Venus  meant  by  this  delay. 
The  goddefs,  much  perplex'd  in  mind 
To  fee  her  empire  thus  declin'd, 
When  firft  this  grand  debate  arofe, 
Above  her  wifdom  to  compofe, 
Conceiv'd  a  project  in  her  head 
To  work  her  ends ;  which,  if  it  fped, 
Would  fliow  the  merits  of  the  caufe 
Far  better  than  confulting  laws. 

In  a  glad  hour  Lucina's  aid 
Produced  on  earth  a  wondrous  maid. 
On  whom  the  Queen  of  love  was  bent 
To  try  a  new  experiment. 
She  threw  her  law-books  on  the  fhelf, 
And  thus  debated  with  herfelf. 

Since  men  allege,  they  ne'er  can  find 
Thofe  beauties  in  a  female  mind, 
Which  raife  a  flame  that  will  endure 
For  ever  uncorrupt  and  pure,  ; 
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If  'tis  with  reafon  they  complain, 
This  infant  fhail  rcftore  my  reign. 
I'll  fearch  where  every  virtue  dwells, 
From  courts  inclufive  down  to  cells  : 
What  preachers  talk,  or  fages  write  ; 
Thefe  I  will  gather  and  unite, 
And  reprefent  them  to  mankind 
Collected  in  that  infant's  mind. 

This  faid,  fhe  plucks  in  heaven's  high  bowers 
A  f prig  ©f  amaranthine  flowers, 
In  necta*-  thrice  infufes  bays, 
Three  times  refin'd  in  Titan's  rays ; 
Then  calls  the  Graces  to  her  aid, 
And  fprinkles  thrice  the  new-born  maid  : 
From  whence  the  tender  fkin  affumes 
A  f  wee  trie  fs  above  all  perfumes : 
From  whence  a  cleanlinefs  remains, 
Incapable  of  outward  ftains : 
From  whence  that  decency  of  mind, 
So  lovely  in  the  female  kind, 
"Where  not  one  carelefs  thought  intrudes, 
!Lefs  modeft  than  the  fpeech  of  prudes ; 
Where  never  blufh  was  call'd  in  aid, 
That  fpurieus  virtue  in  a  maid, 
A  virtue  but  at  fecond-hand  ; 
.They  blufh,  becaufe  they  underftand. 

The  Graces  next  would  act  their  part, 
And  fhow'd  but  little  of  their  art ; 
Their  work  was  half  already  done, 
The  child  with  native  beauty  fhone  j 
The  outward  form  no  help  requir'd  : 
Each,  breathing  on  her  thrice,  infpirM 
That  gentle,  foft,  engaging  air, 
"Which  in  old  times  adorn'd  the  fair  : 
And  faid,  "  Vaneffa  be  the.  name 
**  By  which  thou  fhalt  be  known  to  fame ; 
"•  Vanefla,  by  the  gods  inroll'd  : 
*"  Her  name  on  earth  mail  not  be  told." 

But  ftiil  the  work  was  not  complete : 
When  Venus  thought  on  a  deceit ; 
Drawn  by  her  doves,  away  fhe  flies, 
And  Ends  out  Pallas  in  the  fkies. 
Bear  Pallas,  I  have  been  this  morn 
To  lee  a  lovely  infant  born  ; 
A  boy  in  yonder  ifle  below, 
So  like  my  own  without  his  bow, 
JJy  beauty  could  your  heart  be  won, 
You'd  fwear  it  is  Apollo's  fon  : 
Bat  it  mail  ne'er  be  faid,  a  child 
So  hopeful  has  by  me  been  fpoil'd ; 
I  have  enough  befides  to  fpare, 
And  give  him  wholly  to  your  care. 

Wifdom's  above  fufpecting  wiles : 
The  queen  of  Learning  gravely  fmiles, 
5)own  from  Olympus  comes  with  joy, 
Bfiftakes  Vanelfa  for  a  boy ; 
Thea  fows  within  her  tender  mind 
Seeds  long  unknown  to  womankind  ; 
For  manly  boibms  chiefly  fit, 
The  feeds  of  knowledge,  judgment,  wit. 
Her  foul  was  fuddenly  endued 
With  juftice,  truth,  and  fortitude  ; 
With  honour,  which  no  breath  can  (tain, 
Which  malice  muft  attack  in  vain  ; 
"With  open  heart  and  bounteous  hand. 
Eat  Pallas  here  was  at  a  ftand  ; 
She  knew,  in  our  degenerate  days, 
Bare  virtue  could  not  live  on  praife  • 


That  meat  muft  be  with  money  bought : 
She  therefore,  upon  fecond  thought, 
Infus'd,  yet  as  it  were  by  ftealth, 
Some  fmall  regard  for  ftate  and  wealth  ; 
Of  which,  as  me  grew  up,  there  ftaid 
A  tincture  in  the  prudent  maid  : 
She  manag'd.her  eftate  with  care, 
Yet  lik'd  three  footmen  to  her  chair. 
But,  left  he  mould  neglect  his  ftudies 
Like  a  young  heir,  the  thrifty  goddefs 
(For  fear  young  matter  fhould  be  fpoil'd) 
Would  ufe  him  like  a  younger  child  ; 
And,  after  long  computing,  found 
'Twouid  come  to  juft  five  thoufand  pound. 

The  ()ueen  of  Love  was  pleas'd,  and  proud, 
To  fee  VanefTa  thus  endow'd  : 
She  doubted  riot  but  fuch  a  dame 
Through  every  bread  would  dart  a  flame : 
That  every  rich  and  lordly  fwain 
With  pride  would  drag  about  her  chain  ; 
That  fcholars  would  forfake  their  books, 
To  ftudy  bright  Vanefla's  looks ; 
As  fhe  advanc'd,  that  womankind 
Would  by  her  model  form  their  mind, 
And  all  their  conduct  would  be  try'd 
By  her,  as  an  unerring  guide  ; 
Offending  daughters  oft  would  hear 
Vanefla's  praile  rung  in  their  ear  : 
Mils  Betty,  when  the  does  a  fault, 
Lets  fall  her  knife,  or  fpills  the  fait, 
Will  thus  be  by  her  mother  chid, 
"  Tis  what  Vanefla  never  did  !" 
-  Thus  by  the  nymphs  and  fwains  ador'd, 
My  power  fhall  be  again  reftor'd, 
And  happy  lovers  blefs  my  reign — 
So  Venus  hop'd,  but  hop'd  in  vain. 

For  when  in  time  the  Martial  Maid 
Found  out  the  trick  that  Venus  play'd, 
She  iTiakes  her  helm,  fhe  knits  her  brows, 
And,  fir'd  with  indignation,  vows, 
To-morrow,  ere  the  letting  fun, 
She'd  all  undo  that  fhe  had  done. 

But  in  the  poets  we  may  find 
A  wbolefome  law,  time  out  of  mind, 
Had  been  confirm'd  by  Fate's  decree, 
That  gods,  of  whatfoe'er  degree, 
Refume  not  what  themfelves  have  given, 
Or  any  brother-god  in  heaven; 
Which  keeps  the  peace  among  the  gods, 
Or  they  muft  always  be  at  odds  : 
And  Pallas,  if  me  broke  the  laws, 
Muft  yield  her  foe  the  ftronger  caufe  ; 
A  fhame  to  one  fo  much  aclor'd 
For  wifdom  at  Jove's  council-board. 
Befides,  fhe  fear'd  the  Queen  of  Love 
Would  meet  with  better  friends  above, 
And  though  fhe  muft  with  griet 'reflect, 
To  fee  a  mortal  virgin  deck'd 
With  graces  hitherto  unknown 
To  female  breafts,  except  her  own  ; 
Yet  fhe  would  act  as  bed  became 
A  goddefs  of  unipotted  fame. 
She  knew,  by  augury  divine, 
Venus  would  fail  in  her  defign  : 
She  ftudy'd  well  the  point,  and  found 
Her  foe's  conclusions  were  not  found, 
From  premifes  erfbneous  brought ; 
And  therefore  the  deductions 's  nought, 
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And  muft  have  contrary  e,ffecT:s 

To  what  her  treacherous  foe  expe<£ls. 

In  proper  feafon  Pallas  meets 
The  Queen  of  Love,  whom  thus  ihe  greets 
(For  gods,  we  are  by  Homer  told, 
Can  in  celeftial  language  fcold)  : 
Perfidious  goddefs  !  but  in  vain 
You  form'd  this  project  in  your  brain  j 
A  project  for  thy  talents  fit, 
With  much  deceit  and  little  wit. 
Thou  haft,  as  thou  (halt  quickly  fee, 
Deceiv'd  thyfelf,  inftead  of  me  : 
For  how  can  heavenly  wifdom  prove 
An  inftrument  to  earthly  love  ? 
Know'ft  thou  not  yet,  that  men  commence 
Thy  votaries,  for  want  of  fenfe  ? 
Nor  fhall  Vaneffa  be  the  theme 
To  manage  thy  abortive  fcheme  : 
She'll  prove  the  greateft  of  thy  foes ! 
And  yet  I  fcorn  to  interpofe, 
But,  ufing  neither  (kill  nor  force, 
Leave  all  things  to  their  natural  courfe. 

The  goddefs  thus  pronounc'd  her  doom  : 
When  lo  !  Vaneffa  in  her  bloom 
Advanc'd,  like  Atalanta's  ftar, 
Uut  rarely  feen,  and  feen  from  far  : 
In  a  new  world  with  caution  ftept, 
Watch'd  all  the  company  fh;  kept, 
Well  knowing,  from  the  books  flie  read, 
What  dangerous  paths  young  virgins  tread  '• 
Would  feldom  at  the  park  appear, 
Nor  faw  the  play-houle  twice  a  year ; 
Yet,  not  incurious,  was  inclin'd 
To  know  the  converfe  of  mankind. 

Firft  iffued  from  perfumers'  fhops, 
A  crowd  of  fafhionable  fops ; 
Thc-y  afk'd  her,  how  me  lik'd  the  play ; 
Then  told  the  tattle  of  the  day  ; 
A  duel  fought  laft  night  at  two, 
About  a  lady-— you  know  who  : 
Mention'd  a  new  Italian  come 
Either  from  Mufcovy  or  Rome  ; 
Gave  hints  of  who  and  who's  together ; 
Then  fell  a  talking  of  the  weather  ; 
Laft  night  was  fo  extremely  fine, 
The  ladies  walk'd  till  after  nine  ; 
Then,  in  foft  voice  and  fpeech  abfurd, 
With  nonfenfe  every  fecond  word, 
With  fuftain  from  exploded  plays, 
They  celebrate  her  beauty's  praife  ; 
Run  o'er  their  cant  of  ftupid  lies, 
And  tell  the  murders  of  her  eyes. 
With  filent  fcorn  Vaneffa  fat, 
Scarce  liftening  to  their  idle  chat ; 
Further  than  tbmetimes  by  a  frown, 
When  they  grew  pert,  to  pull  them  down, 
At  laft  (he  fpitefully  was  bent 
To  try  their  wifdom's  full  extent; 
And  faid  flie  valued  nothing  lefs 
Than  titles,  figure,  fliape  and  drefs  ; 
That  merit  fhould  be  chiefly  plac'd 
3n  judgment,  knowledge,  wit,  and  tafte ; 
And  thefe  (he,  offer'd  to  difpute, 
Alone  diftinguifh'4  man  from  brute  : 
That  prefent  times  have  no  pretence 
To  virtue,  in  the  noble  fenfe 
By  Greeks  and  Romans  underftood, 
TQ  perifh.  for  our  country's  good, 


She  nam'd  the  ancient  heroes  round, 
Explain'd  for  what  they  were  renown'd, 
Then  fpoke  with  cenfure  or  applaufe 
Of  foreign  cuftoms,  rites,  and  laws  ; 
Through  nature  and  through  art  (lie  rang'd« 
And  gracefully  her  fubjecT:  chang'd  ; 
In  vain  !  her  hearers  had  no  (hare 
In  all  flie  fpoke,  except  to  ftare. 
Their  judgment  was  upon  the  whole, 
— That  lady  is  the  dulled  foul ! — 
Then  tipt  their  forehead  in  a  jeer, 
As  who  mould  fay — (he  wants  it  here  I 
She  may  be  handfome,  young,  and  rich, 
But  none  will  burn  her  for  a  witch  ! 
A  party  next  of  glittering  dames, 
From  round  the  purlieus  of  St.  James, 
Came  early,  out  of  pure  good-will, 
To  fee  the  girl  in  difhabille. 
Their  clamour,  'lightning  from  their  chair?, 
Grew  louder  all  the  way  up  ftairs ; 
At  entrance  loudeft,  where  they  found 
The  room  with  volumes  litter*d  round. 
Vaneffa  held  Montaigne,  and  read, 
Whilft  Mrs.  Sufan  comb'd  her  head. 
They  call'd  for  tea  and  chocolate. 
And  fell  into  their  ufual  chat, 
Difcourfing,  with  important  face, 
On  ribbons,  fans,  and  gloves,  and  lace  ; 
Show'd  patterns  juft  from  India  brought, 
And  gravely  afk'd  her  what  (he  thought, 
Whether  the  red  or  green  were  beft, 
And  what  they  coft  ?  Vaneffa  guefsM, 
As  came  into  her  fancy  firft ; 
Nam'd  half  the  rates,  and  lik'd  the  \vorfh 
To  fcandal  next — What  awkward  thing 
Was  that  laft  Sunday  in  the  ring  ? 
I'm  forry  Mopfa  breaks  fo  faft  ; 
I  faid,  her  face  would  never  laft. 
Corinna,  with  that  youthful  air» 
Is  thirty,  and  a  bit  to  fpare  : 
Her  fondnefs  for  a  certain  Earl 
Began  when  I  was  but  a  girl ! 
Phillis,  who  but  a  month  ago 
Was  marry'd  to  the  Tunbridge  beau, 
I  faw  coquetting  t'other  night 
In  public  with  that  odious  knight ! 

They  railly'd  next  Vaneffa's  drefs : 
That  gown  was  made  for  old  Queen  Befs. 
Dear  Madam,  let  me  fee  your  head : 
Don't  you  intend  to  put  on  red  ? 
A  petticoat  without  a  hoop  ! 
Sure,  you  are  not  afham'd  to  (loop  ! 
With  handfcme  garters  at  your  knee?, 
No  matter  what  a  fellow  fees. 

Fill'd  with  difdain,  with  rage  inflam'd, 
Both  of  herfelf  and  fex  afham'd, 
The  nymph  ftood  filent  out  of  fpight, 
Nor  would  vouchfafe  to  fet  them  right. 
Away  the  fair  detractors  went, 
And  gave  by  turns  their  cenfures  vent. 
She's  not  fo  handfome  in  my  eyes : 
For  wit,  I  wonder  where  it  lies  ! 
She's  fair  and  clean,  and  that's  the  molt : 
But  why  proclaim  her  for  a  toaft  ? 
A  baby  face  ;  no  life,  no  lirs, 
But  what  (he  learn'd  at  country-fairs ; 
Scarce  knows  what  difference  is  betweem 
Rich  Flaada's  lace  and  Colberteen. 
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I'll  undertake,  my  little  Nancy 
In  flounces  hath  a  better  fancy  I 
With  ail  her  wit,  1  would  not  afk 
Her  judgment,  how  to  buy  a  malk. 
We  begg'd  her  but  to  patch  her  face. 
She  never  hit  one  proper  place; 
Which  every  girl  at  five  years  old 
Can  do  as  foon  as  Ihe  is  told. 
I  own,  that  out-of-fafhion  fluff 
Becomes  the  creature  well  enough. 
The  girl  might  pafs,  if  we  could  get  her 
To  know  the  world  a  little  better 
(To  know  the  world  !  a  modern  phrafe 
For  vifits,  ombre,  balls,  and  plays.) 

Thus,  to  the  world's  perpetual  fliame, 
The  Queen  ot  Beauty  loft  her  aim ; 
Too  late  with  grief  me  understood, 
Pallas  had  done  more  harm  than  good  : 
For  great  examples  are  but  vain, 
Where  ignorance  begets  .difdain. 
Both  fexes,  arm'd  v/ith  guilt  and  fpite, 
Againfl  Vaneffa's  power  unite  .• 
To  copy  her,  lew  nymphs  afpir'd ; 
Her  virtues  fewer  fwains  admir'd. 
So  itars  beyond  a  certain  height 
Give  mortals  neither  heat  nor  light. 

Yet  fome  of  either  fex,  endow'd 
With  gifts  fuperior  to  the  crowd, 
With  virtue,  knowledge,  tafte,  and  wit^ 
She  condefcended  to  admit; 
With  pleafing  arts  fhe  could  reduce 
Men's  talent's  to  their  proper  ufe  ; 
And  with  addrefs  each  genius  held 
To  that  wherein  it  molt  excell'd ; 
Thus,  making  others'  wifdom  known, 
Could  pleafe  them,  and  improve  her  own. 
A  modeft  youth  faid  fomething  new ; 
She  plac'd  it  in  the  ftrongeft  view. 
All  humble  worth  Ihe  drove  to  raife  ; 
Would  not  be  prais'd,  yet  lov'd  to  praife. 
The  learned  met  with  free  approach, 
Although  they  came  not  in  a  coach  : 
Some  clergy  too  fhe  would  allow, 
Nor  quarrel'd  at  their  awkward  bow ; 
But  this  was  for  Cadenus'  fake, 
A  gownman  of  a  different  make  ; 
Whom  Pallas,  once  VaneflVs  tutor, 
Had  nx'd  on  for  her  coadjutor. 

But  Cupid,  full  of  mifchief,  longs 
To  vindicate  his  mother's  wrongs. 
On  Pallas  all  attempts  are  vain  : 
One  way  he  knows  to  give  her  pain ; 
Vows  on  Vaneffa's  heart  to  take 
Due  vengeance,  for  her  patron's  fake. 
Thofe  early  feeds  by  Venus  town, 
In  fpite  of  Pallas,  now  were  grown  ; 
And  Cupid  hop'd  they  would  improve 
By  time,  and  ripen  into  love. 
The  boy  made  ufe  of  all  his  craft, 
In  vain  difcharging  many  a  fhaft, 
Pointed  at  colonels,  lords,  and  beaux : 
Cadenus  warded  off  the  blows  ; 
For,  placing  ftill  fome  book  betwixt, 
The  darts  were  in  the  cover  fix'd, 
Or,  often  blunted  and  recoil'd, 
On  Plutarch's  Morals  ftruck,  were  fpoil'd. 

The  queen  of  Wifdom  could  forefee, 
Byt  not  prevent  the  Fates'  decree  ; 


And  human  caution  tries  in  vain 
To  break  that  adamantine  chain. 
Vanefla,  though  by  Pallas  taught, 
By  love  invulnerable  thought, 
Searching  in  books  for  wifdom 's  aid, 
Was,  in  the  verv  fearch,  betray'd. 

Cupid,  though  all  his  darts  were  loft. 
Yet  ftill  retplv'd  to  fpare  no  coft : 
He  could  not  anfwer  to  his  fame 
The  triumphs  of  that  ftubborn  dame, 
A  nymph  fo  hard  to  be  fubdued, 
Who  neither  wasconquette  nor  prude. 
I  find,  faid  he,  fhe  wants  a  Bodlor, 
Both  to  adore  her,  and  inftrucl  her  s 
I'll  give  her  what  fhe  moft  admires^ 
Among  thofe  venerable  fires. 
Cadenus  is  a  fubjecl:  fit, 
Grown  old  in  politics  and  wit, 
Carefs'd  by  minifters  of  ftate, 
Of  half  mankind  tke  dread  and  hate. 
Whate'er  vexations  love  attend, 
She  need  no  rivals  apprehend. 
Her  fex,  with  univerfal  voice, 
Muft  laugh  at  her  capricious  choice, 

Cadenus  many  things  had  writ  s 
Vanefla.  much  eiteem'd  his  wit, 
And  calFd  for  his  poetic  works : 
Meantime  the  boy  in  fecret  lurks  ; 
And,  while  the  book  was  in  her  hand, 
The  urchin  from  his  private  ftand 
Took  aim,  and  fhot  with  all  his  ftrength 
A  dart  of  fuch  prodigious  length, 
It  pierc'd  the  feeble  volume  through. 
And  deep  transfix' d  her  bofom  too. 
Some  lines,  more  moving  than  the  reft, 
Stuck  to  the  point  that  pierc'd  her  breaft, 
And,  borne  diredlly  to  the  heart, 
With  pains  unknown,  iricreas'd  her  (mart, 

Vanefla,  not  in  years  a  fcore, 
Dreams  of  a  gown  of  forty-four ; 
Imaginary  charms  can  find 
Fn  eyes  with  reading  almofl  blind  i 
Cadenus  now  no  more  appears 
Declin'd  in  health,  advanc'd  in  years. 
She  fancies  mufic  in  his  tongue  ; 

farther  looks,  but  thinks  him  young. 
What  mariner  is  not  afraid 
To  venture  in  a  fhip  decay 'd  ? 
What  planter  will  attempt  to  yoke 
A  fapling  with  a  falling  oak  ? 
As  years  increafe,  fhe  brighter  mines; 
Dadenus  with  each  day  declines  : 
And  he  muft  fall  a  prey  to  time, 
While  fhe  continues  in  her  prime. 
Cadenus,  common  forms  a  part, 
n  every  icene  had  kept  his  heart ; 
^ad  figh'd  and  languifh'd,  vow'd  and 
"orpaftime,  or  to  fliow  his  wit. 
3ut  books,  and  time,  and  ftate  affairs, 
lad  fpoil'd  his  fafhionable  airs  : 
He  now  could  praife,  efteem,  approre, 
But  underftood  not  what  was  love, 
rlis  condudl  might  have  made  him 
A  father,  and  the  nymph  his  child. 
That  innocent  delight  he  took 
To  fee  the  virgin  mind  her  book, 
Was  but  the  mafter's  fecret  joy 
fchool  to  hear  the  fined  boy. 
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Her  knowledge  with  her  fancy  grew  ; 

She  hourly  prefs'd  tor  fomething  new ; 

Ideas  came  into  her  mind 

So  faft,  his  leflbns  lagg'd  behind  ; 

She  reafon'd,  without  plodding  long, 

Nor  ever  gave  her  judgment  wrong. 

But  now  afudden  change  was  wrought; 

She  minds  no  longer  what  he  taught. 

Ci'denus  was  amaz'd,  to  find 

Such  marks  of  a  diftracted  mind  : 

For,  though  fhe  feem'd  to  Men  more 

To  all  he'fpoke,  than  e'er  before, 

He  found  her  thoughts  would  abfent  range^ 

Yet  guefs'd  not  whence  could  fpring  the  change. 

And  firit  he  rr.odeftly  conjectures 

His  pupil  might  be  tir'd  with  lectures  j 

Which  helped  to  mertify  his  pride, 

Yet  gave  him  not  the  heart  to  chide  : 

But,  in  a  mild  dejected  llrain, 

At  laft  he  ventur'd  to  complain  ; 

Said,  fhe  mould  be  no  longer  teas'd, 

Mi^ht  have  her  freedom  when  fhe  pleased; 

Wai?  now  convinc'd  he  acted  wrong, 

To  hide  her  from  the  world  ib  long. 

And  in  dull  ftudies  to  engage 

One  of  her  tender  fex  and  age; 

That  every  nymph  with  envy  own'd, 

How  (he  might  mine  in  the  grand  monde  ; 

And  every  fhepherd  was  undone 

To  fee  her  cloifter'd  like  a  nun. 

This  was  a  vifionary  fcheme  : 

He  wak'd,  and  found  it  but  a  dream; 

A  project  far  above  his  (kill ; 

For  nature  muft  be  nature  ftill. 

If  he  were  boider  than  became 

A  fcholar  to  a  courtly  dame, 

She  might  excufe  a  man  of  letters  ; 

Thus  tutors  often  treat  their  betters: 

And.~(ince  his  talk  often  five  grew, 

He  came  to  take  his  laft  adieu. 

Vaneffa,  fill'd  with  ju    difdain, 
Would  Itill  her  dignity  maintain, 
Inftructed  from  her  early  years 
To  fcorn  the  art  of  female  tears. 

Had  he  employed  hit  time  fo  long 
To  teach  her  what  was  right  and  wrong; 
Yet  could  fuch  notions  entertain 
That  all  his  lectures  were  in  vain  ? 
She  own'd  the  wandering  of  her  thoughts; 
But  he  muft  anfwer  for  her  faults. 
She  well  remember'd,  to  her  coft, 
That  all  his  leflbns  were  not  loft. 
Two  maxims  fhe  could  ftili  produce, 
And  fad  experience  taught  their  ute  ; 
That  virtue,  pleas'd  by  being  mown, 
Knows  nothing  which  it  dares  not  own ; 
Can  make  us  without  fear  difclofe 
Our  inmoft  fccrets  to  our  foes  : 
That  common  forms  were  not  defign'd 
Directors  to  a  noble  mind. 
Now,  faid  the  nymph,  to  let  you  fee 
My  actions  with  your  rules  agree  ; 
That  I  can  vulgar  forms  defpife, 
And  have  no  fecrets  to  difguife  : 
I  knew,  by  what  you  laid  and  writ, 
How  dangerous  things  vrere  men  of  wit; 
You  caution'd  me  againft  their  charms, 
But  never  gave  me  ecrual.  arms ; 


Your  leflbns  found  the  weakeft  part, 
Aim'd  at  the  head,  but  reach'd  the  heart. 

Cadenus  felt  within  him  rife 
Shame,  difappointmetrt,  guilt,  furprife. 
He  knew  not  how  to  reconcile 
Such  language  with  herufual  ftyle : 
And  yet  her  words  were  fo  expreft, 
He  could  not  hope  flie  fpoke  in  jeft. 
His  thoughts  had  wholly  been  confin'd 
To  form  and  cultivate  her  mind. 
He  hardly  knew,  till  he  was  told, 
Whether  the  nymph  were  young  or  old ; 
Had  met  her  in  a  public  place. 
Without  diftinguiftiirig  her  face  : 
Much  lefs  could  his  declining  age 
Vanefla's  earlieft  thoughts  engage  ; 
And,  if  her  youth  indifference  met, 
His  perfon  muft  contempt  beget : 
Or,  grant  her  paftion  be  (incere, 
How  (hail  his  innocence  be  clear? 
Appearances  were  all  fo  ftrong, 
The  world  muft  think  him  in  the  wrong  ; 
Would  fay,  he  made  a  treacherous  ufe 
Of  wit,  to  flatter  and  feduce  : 
The  town  would  fwear,  he  had  betray'd 
By  magic  fpells  the  harmlefs  maid  : 
And  every  beau  would  have  his  jokes, 
That  fcholars  were  like  other  folks  ; 
And.  when  Platonic  flights  were  over, 
The  tutor  turn'd  a  mortal  lover  ! 
So  tender  of  the  young  and  fair  ! 
It  fhow'd  a  true  paternal  care — 
Five  thoufand  guineas  in  her  purfe  ' 
The  doctor  might  have  fancy'd  worfe.— • 

Hardly  at  length  he  filence  broke, 
And  faulter'd  every  word  he  fpoke ; 
Interpreting  her  complaifance, 
Juft  as  a  man  fans  confequence. 
She  rallied  well,  he  always  knew : 
Her  manner  now  was  fomething  new^ 
And  what  (he  fpoke  was  in  an  air 
As  ferioub  as  a  tragic  player. 
But  thole  who  aim  at  ridicule 
Should  fix  upon  fome  certain  rule. 
Which  fairly  hints  they  are  in  jeft, 
Elfe  he  mull  enter  his  proteft  : 
For,  let  a  man  be  ne'er  fo  wife, 
He  may  be  caught  with  fober  lies; 
A  fcience  which  he  never  taught, 
And,  to  be  free,  was  dearly  bought ; 
For,  take  it  in  its  proper  light, 
'Tisjuft  what  coxcombs  call  a  bite. 

But,  not  to  dwell  on  things  minute, 
Vanefla  finiuYd  the  tlitpute, 
Brought  weighty  arguments  to  prove 
That  reafon  was  her  guide  in  love. 
She  thought  he  had  himfelf  defcrib'd, 
His  doctrines  when  (he  firft  imbib'd  : 
What  he  had  planted  now  was  grown; 
His  virtues  (he  might  call  her  own  ; 
As  he  approves,  as  he  diflikes, 
Love  or  contempt  her  fancy  ftrikes. 
Self-love,  in  nature  rooted  faft, 
Attends  us  fii  ft,  and  leaves  us  laft : 
\Vhy  (he  likes  him,  admire  not  at  her; 
She  loves  herfelf,  and  that's  the  matter. 
Ho\v  was  her  tutor  wont  to  praife 
The  geniufes  of  ancient  days  ! 
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(Thofe  authors  he  fo  oft'  had  nam'd, 
For  learning,  wit,  and  wifdom,  Fam'd) 
Was  ftruck  with  love,  efteem,  and  awe, 
For  perfons  whom  he  never  faw. 
Suppofe  Cadenus  flourifh'd  then, 
He  rnuft  adore  fuch  godlike  men. 
If  one  fliort  volume  could  comprife 
All  that  was  witty,  learn'd,  and  wife, 
How  would  it  be  efteem'd  and  read, 
Although  the  writer  long  were  dead  ! 
If  fuch  an  author  were  alive, 
How  all  would  for  his  friendfhip  ftrive, 
And  come  in  crowds  to  fee  his  face  ! 
And  this  flie  takes  to  be  her  cafe. 
Cadenus  anfwers  every  end, 
The  book,  the  author,  and  the  friend ; 
The  utmoft  her  defires  will  reach, 
Is  but  to  learn  what  he  can  teach : 
His  converfe  is  a  fyftem  fit 
Alone  to  fill  up  ail  her  wit ; 
While  every  paffion  of  her  mind 
In  him  is  center'd  and  confin'd. 

Love  can  with  fpeech  infpire  a  mute, 
And  taught  Vaneffa  to  difpute. 
This  topic,  never  touch'd  before, 
Difplay'd  her  eloquence  the  more  : 
Her  knowledge,  with  fuch  pains  acquir'd, 
By  this  new  paffion  grew  iafpir'd ; 
Through  this  me  made  all  objects  pafs, 
Which  gave  a  tincture  o'er  the  mafs ; 
As  rivers  though  they  bend  and  twine, 
Still  to  their  fea  their  courfe  incline ; 
Or,  as  philofophers,  who  find 
Some  favourite  fyftem  to  their  mind, 
In  every  point  to  make  it  fit, 
Will  force  all  nature  to  fubmit. 

Cadenus,  who  could  ne'er  fufpect 
His  leffons  would  have  fuch  effect, 
Or  be  fo  artfully  apply'd, 
Infenfibly  came  on  her  fide. 
It  was  an  unforefeen  event ; 
Things  took  a  turn  he  never  meant. 
Whoe'er  excels  in  what  we  prize, 
Appears  a  hero  in  our  eyes  : 
Each  girl,  when  pleas'd  with  what  is  taught, 
Will  have  the  teacher  in  her  thought, 
When  Mifs  delights  in  her  fpinnet, 
A  fiddler  may  a  fortune  get ; 
A  blockhead,  with  melodious  voice, 
In  board  ing-  fchools  may  have  his  choice  ; 
And  oft*  the  dancing-mafter's  art 
Climbs  from  the  toe  to  touch  the  heart. 
In  learning  let  a  nymph  delight, 
The  pedent  gets  a  miftrefsby  't. 
Cadenus,  to  his  grief  and  fhame, 
Could  fcarce  oppofe  VanefiVs  flame  ; 
And,  though  her  arguments  were  ftrong, 
At  leaft  could  hardly  wifli  them  wrong. 
Howe'er  it  came,  he  could  not  tell, 
But  lure  me  never  talk'd  fo  well. 
His  pride  began  to  interpofe ; 
Preferr'd  before  a  crowd  of  beaux  ! 
So  bright  a  nymph  to  come  unibught ! 
Such  wonder  by  his  merit  wrought '. 
*Tis  merit  muft  with  her  prevail ! 
He  never  knew  her  judgment  fail  1 
She  noted  all  flie  ever  read  ! 
And  had  a  inoft  difcerning  head  ! 


Tis  an  old  maxim  in  the  fchooli, 
That  flattery's  the  food  of  fools ; 
Yet  now  and  then  your  men  of  wit 
Will  condefcend  to  take  a  bit. 

So,  when  Cadenus  could  not  hide, 
He  chofe  to  juftify,  his  pride  ; 
onftruing  the  paffion  flie  had  fhown, 
Vluch  to  her  praife,  more  to  his  own. 
Mature  in  him  had  merit  plac'd, 
n  her  a  moft  judicious  tafte. 
Love,  hitherto  a  tranfient  gueft, 
Ne'er  held  poffeflion  of  his  breaft ; 
So  long  attending  at  the  gate, 
Difdain'd  to  enter  in  fo  late. 

e  why  do  we  one  paffion  call, 
When  'tis  a  compound  of  them  all  ? 
Where  hot  and  cold,  where  fharp  and  fweet, 
n  all  their  equipages  meet ; 
Where  pleafures  mix'd  with  pains  appear, 
Sorrow  with  joy,  and  hope  with  fear  ; 
Wherein  his  dignity  and  age 
"orbid  Cadenus  to  engage. 
But  friendship,  in  its  greateft  height, 
A  conftant,  rational  delight, 
Or  virtue's  bans  fix'd  to  laft, 
When  love  allurements  long  are  paft, 
Which  gently  warms,  but  cannot  burn, 
He  gladly  offers  in  return  ; 
His  want  of  paffion  will  redeem 
With  gratitude,  refpect,  efteem  ; 
With  that  devotion  we  beftow, 
When  goddeffes  appear  below. 

While  thus  Cadenus  entertains 
Vaneffa  in  exalted  ftrains, 
The  nymphs  in  fober  words  entreats 
A  truce  with  all  fublime  conceits : 
For  why  fuch  raptures,  flights,  and  fancies, 
To  her  who  durft  not  read  romances  ? 
In  lofty  Ityle  to  make  replies, 
Which  he  had  taught  her  to  defpife  ? 
But  when  her  tutor  will  affect 
Devotion,  duty,  and  refpect, 
He  fairly  abdicates  the  throne  ; 
The  government  is  now  her  own  ; 
He  has  a  forfeiture  incur'd  ; 
She  vows  to  take  him  at  his  word, 
And  hopes  he  will  not  think  it  ftrange, 
If  both  fhould  now  their  ftations  change. 
The  nymph  will  have  her  turn  to  be 
The  tutor ;  and  the  pupil,  he  : 
Though  me  already  can  difcern 
Her  fcholar  is  not  apt  to  learn ; 
Or  wants  capacity  to  reach 
The  fcience  fhe  defigns  to  teach  : 
Wherein  his  genius  was  below 
The  fkill  of  every  common  beau, 
Who,  though  he  cannot  fpell,  is  wife 
Enough  to  read  a  lady's  eyes, 
And  will  each  accidental  glance 
Interpret  for  a  kind  advance. 

But  what  fuccefs  Vaneffa  met, 
Is  to  the  world  a  fecret  yet. 
Whether  the  nymph,  to  pleafe  her  fwa'rr, 
Talks  in  a  high  romantic  ftrain ; 
Or  whether  he  at  laft  dcfcencls 
To  act  with  lefs  feraphic  ends  ; 
Or,  to  compound  the  bufinefs,  whether 
They  temper,  love  and  looks  together  \ 
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Muft  never  to  mankind  be  tola*, 
Nor  (hall  the  ccnfcious  Mufe  unfold. 

Meantime  the  mournful  Queen  of  Love 
Led  but  a  weary  life  above. 
She  ventures  riuw  to  leave  the  (kies, 
Grown  by  Vaneffa's  conduct  wife  : 
For,  though  by  one  perverfe  event 
Pallas  had  crofs'd  her  firft  intent ; 
Though  her  defign  was  not  obtain'd  ; 
Yet  had  (he  much  experience  gain'd, 
And,  by  the  project  vainly  try'd, 
Could  better  now  the  caufe  decide. 
She  gave  due  notice  that  both  parties, 
Cor  am  Reg.ina,  prox'  die  Martis, 
Should  at  their  peril,  without  fail, 
Come  and  appear,  and  fave  their  bail. 
All  met ;  and,  filence  thrice  proclaimed, 
One  lawyer  to  each  fide  was  nam'd. 
The  judge  difcover'd  in  her  face 
Refentments  for  her  late  difgrace; 
And,  full  of  anger,  fhame,  and  grief, 
Directed  them  to  mind  their  brief, 
Nor  fpend  their  time  to  mow  their  reading  ; 
She'd  have  a  fummary  proceeding. 
She  gather'd  under  every  head 
The  fum  of  what  each  lawyer  faid, 
Gave  her  own  reafons  laft,  and  then 
Decreed  the  caufe  againft  the  men. 

But,  in  a  weighty  cafe  like  this, 
To  fliow  flie  did  not  judge  amifs, 
Which  evil  tongues  might  elfe  report, 
She  made  a  fpeech  in  open  court; 
Wherein  (he  grievouily  complains, 
"  How  (lie  was  cheated  by  the  fwains ;" 
On  whofe  petition  (humbly  (howing, 
That  women  were  not  worth  the  wooing, 
And  that,  unlefs  the  fex  would  mend, 
The  race  of  lovers  foon  muft  end) — 
**  She  was  at  Lord  knows  what  expence 
"  To  form  a  nymph  of  wit  and  fenfe, 
"  A  model  for  her  fex  defign'd, 
"  Who  never  could  one  lover  find. 
"  She  faw  her  favour  was  mifplac'd  ; 
"  The  fellows  had  a  wretched  tafte  ; 
"  She  needs  muft  tell  them  to  their  face, 
M  They  were  aftupid,fenfelcfsrace ; 
"  And,  were  (lie  to  begin  again, 
"  She'd  ftudy  to  reform  the  men  • 
"  Or  add  fome  grains  of  folly  more 
"  To  women,  than  they  had  before, 
"  To  put  them  on  an  equal  foot ; 
"  And  this,  or  nothing  elfe,  would  do  't. 
"  This  might  their  mutual  fancy  ftrike, 
"  Since  every  being  loves  its  like. 

"  But  now,  repenting  what  was  done, 
"  She  left  all  bufinefs  to  her  fon ; 
4*  She  puts  the  world  in  his  pofleflion, 
"  And  let  him  ufe  it  at  difcretion." 

The  cryer  was  order'd  to  difmifs 
The  court,  fo  made  his  laft  0 yes  ! 
The  goddefs  would  BO  longer  wait ; 
But  rifing  from  her  chair  of  (late, 
Left  all  below  at  fix  and  feven, 
Harnefs'd  her  doves,  and  flew  to  heareri. 


TO    LOVE*. 


IN  all  I  wi(h,  how  happy  mould  1  be, 

Thoa  grand  deluder,  were  it  not  for  thee  ! 

So  weak  thou  art,  that  fools  thy  power  defpife  ; 

And  yet  fo  ftrong,  thou  triumph'ft  o'er  the  wife. 

Thy  traps  are  laid  with  fiich  peculiar  art, 

They  catch  the  cautious,  let  the  rafti  depart, 

Moft  nets  are  fill'd  by  want  of  thought  and  care  3 

But  too  much  thinking  brings  us  to  thy  fnare  ; 

Where,  held  by  thee,  in  (lavery  we  ftay, 

And  throw  the  pleating  part  of  life  away* 

But,  what  does  moft  my  indignation  move, 

Difcretion  !  thou  wert  ne'er  a  friend  to  loves 

Thy  chief  delight  is  to  defeat  thofe  arts, 

By  which  he  kindles  mutual  flames  in  hearts; 

While  the  blind  loitering  God  is  at  his  play, 

Thou  fteal'rt  his  golden-pointed  darts  away; 

Thofe  darts  which  never  fail;  and  in  their  ftead 

Convey 'ft  malignant  arrows  tipt  with  lead  : 

The  heedlefs  God,  fufpecting  no  deceits, 

Shoots  on,  and  thinks  he  has  done  wondrous  feats:: 

But  the  pocr  nymph  who  feels  her  vitals  burn, 

And  from  her  fhepherd  can  find  no  return, 

Laments,  and  rages  at  the  power  divine, 

When,  curft  Difcretion  1  all  the  fault  was  thines 

Cupid  und  Hymen  thou  haft  fet  at  odds, 

And  bred  fuch  feuds  between  thofe  kindred  gods, 

That  Venus,  cannot  reconcile  her  fans  ; 

When  one  appears,  away  the  other  runs. 

The  former  fcales,  wherein  he  us'd  to  poife 

Love  agaiml  love,  and  equal  joys  with  joys, 

Are  now  fill'd  up  with  avarice  and  pride, 

Where  titles,  power,  and  riches,  ft  ill  fubfidew 

Then,  gentle  Venus,  to  thy  father  run, 

And  tell  him  how  thy  children  are  undone 5 

Prepare  his  bolts  to  give  one  fatal  blow. 

And  ftrike  Difcretion  to  the  (hades  below. 

ODE  TO  SPRING, 

BT  A  LADYf. 

HAIL,  blulhing  goddefs,  beauteous  Spring; 
Who,  in  thy  jocund  train,  doft  bring 
Loves  and  Graces,  fmiling  Hours, 
Balmy  breezes,  fragrant  flowers ; 
Come,  with  tints  of  rofeate  hue, 
Nature's  faded  charms  renew. 

Yet  why  (hould  I  thy  pretence  hail  ? 
To  me  no  more  the  breathing  gale 
Comes  fraught  with  fweets  .•  no  more  therofs. 
With  fuch  tranfeendant  beauty  blows. 
As  when  Cadenus  blefl  the  fcene, 
And  (harM  with  me  thofe  joys  ferer.e  ; 
When,  unperceiv'd,  the  lambent  fire 
Of  friend  (hip  kindled  new  defire  : 
Still  liitening  to  his  tuneful  tongue, 
The  truths  which  angels  might  have  fung, 
Divine,  impreft  their  gentle  (way, 
And  fweetly  flole  my  foul  away. 
My  guide,  inftructor,  lover,  friend, 
(Dear  names !)  in  one  idea  blend  j 

*  Found  in  Mifs  VanhomrigV 's  dejk,  after  It? 
death,  in  the  hand-writing  of  S-juift. 

\  This  and  the  next  cde  have  bten  afcribed  t* 
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Oh  !  ftill  conjoin'd,  your  incenfe  rife, 
And  waft  fweet  odours  to  the  ikies  ! 

ODE  TO  WISDOM. 

BY   THE  SAME. 

OH,  Pallas !  I  invoke  thy  aid  ! 

Vouchfafe  to  hear  a  wretched  maid, 

By  tender  love  depreft  ; 
*Tis  juft  that  thou  fhould'ft  heal  the  fmart 
Inflicted  by  the  fubtle  art, 

And  calm  my  troubled  breaft. 
No  random -mot  frorti  Cupid's  bow, 
But  by  thy  guidance,  foft  and  flow, 

It  funk  within  my  heart ; 
Thus,  Love  being  arrn'd  with  Wifdom's  force, 
In  vain  I  try  to  flop  its  courfe, 

In  vain,  repel  the  dart. 

Ogoddefs  \  break  the  fatal  league ; 
let  Love  with  folly  and  intrigue, 

More  fit  aflociates  find  ! 
And  thou  alone  within  my  breaft, 
0 1  deign  to  foothe  my  griefs  to  reft, 

And  heal  my  tortur'd  mind. 

A  REBUS, 

BY    VANESSA* 

CUT  the  name  of  the  man  *  who  his  miftrefs  deO 
And  let  the  firft  of  it  be  only  apply'd         [ny'd,  > 
To  join  with  the  prophet  f  who  David  did  chide ;  J 
Then  fay  what  a  horfe  is  that  runs  very  faft  f ; 
And  that  which  deferves  to  be  firft  put  the  laft.; 
Spell  all  then,  and  put  them  together,  to  find 
The  Name  and  the  Virtues  of  him  I  defign'd. 
lake  the  Patriarch  in  Egypt,   he's  vers'd  in  the 
ftate  ;  [great  ; 

Like  the  prophet  in  Jewry,  he's  free   with  the 
like  a  racer  he  flies  to  luccour  with  fpeed, 
When  his  Friends  want  his  aid,  or  defert  is  in  need. 


THE  DEAN'S  ANSWER. 

THE  nymph  who  wrote  this  in  an  amorous  fit, 

I  camiot  but  envy  the  pride  of  her  wit, 

Which  thus  ihe  will  venture  profufely  to  throw 

On  fo  mean  a  dejtgn,  and  ifubjefl  fo  low. 

For  mean's  her  defign,  and  herfubjec?  as  mean, 

The  firft  but  a  Rebus,  the  laft  but  a  Dean. 

A  Dean's  but  a  parfon  :  and  what  is  a  Rebus  ? 

A  thing  never  known  to  the  Mufes  or  Phoebus. 

The  corruption  of  verfe ;  for,  when  all  is  done, 

It  is  but  zparaphrafe  made  on  zpun. 

But  a  genius  like  her's  no  fubject  can  ftifle, 

It  fliows  and  difcovers  itfelf  through  a  trifle, 

By  reading  this  trifle,  I  quickly  began 

To  find  her  a  great  <wit,  but  the  dean  a  fmall  man. 

Rich  ladies  will  furnifli  their  garrets  with  ftuff, 

Which  others  formantuas  would  think  fine  enough  : 

So  the  wit  that  is  laviflily  thrown  away  here, 

Might  furnifli  a  fecond-rate  poet  a  year. 

Thus  much  for  the  verfe  ;  we  proceed  to  the  next 

Where  the  Nymph  had  entirely  forfaken  her  text  : 


f  Nathan.        f  Swift. 


Her  fine  panegyrics  are  quite  out  of  feafon, 
And  what yZ^  defcribes  to  be  merit  istreafon  • 
The  changes  which  faction  has  made  in  the  ftate, 
Have  put  the  deaji's  politics  quite  out  of  date  : 
Now  no  one  regards  what  he  utters  with  free 

dom, 
And,  mould  he  write  painphiets,  no  gjreat  mai 

would  read  'em  ; 
And  fliould  want  or  defert  fland  in  need  of  hi 

aid, 
This  racer  would  prove  but  a  dull-founder'dy«<A 

HORACE,  BOOK.  II.  ODE  I. 

PARAPHRASED. 

Addre/edto  Richard  Steet,  Efq.  1714. 

"  En  qui  promittit  cives,  urbem  fibi  curse, 
"  Imperium  fore,  &•  Italiam,  &  delubra  deorum." 
HOR.  I.  Sat.  vi.  34, 

DICK,  thou'rt  refolv'd,  as  I  am  told, 

Some  ftrange  arcana  to  unfold, 

And,  with  the  help  of  Buckley's  pen, 

To  vamp  the  good  old  cauie  again, 

Which  thou  (fuch  Burnet's  fhrew'd  advice  is) 

Muft  furbifli  up,  and  nickname  Grin's. 

Thou  pompoufly  wilt  let  us  know 

What  all  the  world  knew  long  ago, 

(E'er  fince  Sir  William  Gore  was  mayor, 
And  Harley  fill'd  the  Common's  chair) 
That  we  a  German  Prince  muft  own 
When  Anne  for  heaven  refigns  her  throne. 
But,  more  than  that,  thou'lt  keep  a  rout 
With — who  is  in — and  who  is  out ; 
Thou'it  rail  devoutly  at  the  peace, 
And  all  its  fecret  canfes  trace, 
The  bucket-play  'twixt  Whig  and  Tories, 
Their  ups  and  downs,  with  fifty  ftories 
Of  tricks  the  Lord  of  Oxford  knows, 
And  errors  of  our  Plenipoes. 
Thoa  'It  tell  of  leagues  among  the  great, 

brtending  ruin  to  our  ftate ; 
And  of  that  dreadful  coup  d*  eclat, 
Which  has  afforded  thee  much  chat. 
The  queen,  forfooth,  (defpotic}  gave 
Twelve  coronets  without  thy  leave  ! 
A  breach  of  liberty, 'tis  own'd, 

•'or  which  no  heads  have  yet  aton'd  ! 

Jelieve  me,  what  thou'ft  undertaken 

Vfay  bring  in  jeopardy  thy  bacon  ; 

•\>r  madmen,  children,  wits,  and  fools. 
Should  never  meddle  with  edg'd  tools. 

Jut,  fince  thou'rt  got  into  the  fire, 
And  can'ft  not  eafily  retire, 
Thou  muft  no  longer  deal  in  farce, 
S"or  pump  to  cobble  wicked  verfe  ; 

Jntil  thou  flialt  have  eas'd  thy  conference, 

)f  fpleen,  of  politics,  and  nonfenfe  ; 
And,  when  thou'ft  bid  adieu  to  cares, 
And  fettled  Europe's  grand  affairs, 

Twill  then,  perhaps,  be  worth  thy  while 

•"or  Drury-Lane  to  lhape  thy  ftyle  : 
To  make  a  pair  of  jolly  fellows, 
The  fon  and  father  join,  to  tell  us 

'  Howfons  may  fafely  difobey, 

'  And  father's  never  Ihould  fay  nay  3 


POEMS, 


*  By  which  wife  conduct  they  grow  friends 
"  At  I  aft — and  fo  the  ftory  ends  V 

When  firit  I  knew  thee,  Dick,  thou  wert 
Rcnown'd,  for  fld'l  in  Fauftus'  art  f , 
Which  made  thy  clofet  much  frequented 
By  buxom  lafles — fome  repented 
Their  lucklefs  choice  of  hufbands — others, 
Impatient  to  be  like  their  mothers, 
Receiv'd  from  thee  profound  directions 
How  beft  to  fettle  their  affections. 
Thus  thou,  a  friend  to  the  diftrefsM, 
Didft  in  thy  calling  do  thy  beft. 

But  now  the  Senate  (if  things  hit, 
And  thou  at  Stockbridge  wert  not  bit) 
Muft  feel  thy  eloquence  and  fire, 
Approve  thy  fchemes,  thy  wit  admire, 
Thee  with  immortal  honours  crown, 
Whilft,  Patriot-like,  thou'lt  ftrut  and  frown. 

What  though  by  enemies  'tis  faid, 
The  laurel  which  adorns  thy  head, 
Muft  one  day  come  in  competition 
By  virtue  of  fome  fly  petition  : 
Yet  mum  for  that ;  hope  ftill  the  beft, 
Nor  let  fuch  cares  difturb  thy  reft. 

Methinks  I  hear  thee  loud  as  trumpet, 
As  bag-pipe  fhrill,  or  oyfter-ftrumpet ; 
Methinks  I  fee  thee,  fpruce  and  fine, 
"With  coat  embroider 'd  richly  Ihine, 
And  dazzle  all  the  idol  faces 
As  through  the  ball  thy  worfhip  paces  ; 
(Though  this  I  fpeak  but  at  a  venture, 
Supposing  thou  haft  tick  with  Hunter) 
Methinks  I  fee  a  black-guard  rout 
Attend  thy  coach  and  hear  them  fhout 
In  approbation  of  thy  tongue, 
Which  (in  their  ftyle)  is  purely  hung, , 
Now!  now  you  carry  all  before  you  ! 
Nor  dares  one  Jacobite  or  Tory 
Pretend  to  anfwer  one  fyl— lable, 
Except  the  matchlefs  hero  Abel  J. 
What  though  her  highnefs  and  her  fpoufc 
In  Antwerp  §  keep  a  frugal  houfe, 
Yet,  not  forgetful  of  a  friend, 
They'll  foon  enable  thee  to  fpend, 
If  to  Macartney  |J  thou  will  toaft, 
And  to  his  pious  patron's  ghojl. 
Now  manfully  thou'lt  run  a  tilt 
"  On  popes,  for  all  the  blood  they've  fpilt, 
"  For  maffacres,  and  racks,  and  flames, 
**  For  lands  enrich'd  by  crimfon  ftreams, 
•*  For  inquiiitions  taught  by  Spain, 
"  Of  which  the  Chriftian  world  complain.'* 

Dick,  we  agree — all's  true  thou'ft  faid, 
As  that  my  mufe  is  yet  a  maid. 
But,  if  I  may  with  freedom  talk, 
All  this  is  foreign  to  thy  walk  : 
Thy  genius  has  perhaps  a  knack 
At  trudging  in  a  beaten  track, 
But  is  forjtate  affairs  as  fit 
.As  mine  for  politics  and  wit. 


ilk  which 


This  is  faid  to  be  a  plot  of  a  comedy 
Stiele  has  long  threatened  the  toivn. 
Mr.  Steelf  had  a  laboratory  at  Poplar. 
Aid  Roper. 

Wlere  the  Duh  of  Marllorw.vl,  then  refidtd. 
Central  Macartney,  luho  kliltd  Dukt  Hamilton. 
Voi.  IX. 


Then  let  us  both  in  time  grow  wife, 

Nor  higher  than  our  talents  rife  ; 

To  fome  fnug  cellar  let's  repair 

From  duns  and  debts,  and  drown  our  care  ; 

Now  quaff  of  honeft  ale  a  quart, 

Now  venture  at  a  pint  of  port, 

With  which  infpir'd,  we'll  club  each  night 

Some  tender  fonnet  to  indite, 

And  with  Tom  D'Urfey,  Philips,  Dennis, 

Immortalize  our  Dolls  and  Jenneys. 

HORACE,  BOOK  I.    EP.  V. 

John  Dennis  thejhel'cring  Poet 's  Invitation  to  Ricbari 
Steele ,  the  fccluded  Party-writer,  and  Member,  t» 
come  and  live  -with  him  in  the  Mint.  1714  *. 

FIT  TO  BE  BOUND  UP  WITH  THE  CRISIS. 

IF  thou  canft  lay  afide  a  fpendthrift's  air, 
And  condefcend  to  feed  on  homely  fare, 
Such  as  we  Minters,  with  ragouts  unftor'd, 
Will,  in  defiance  of  the  law,  afford  : 
Quit  thy  patrols  with  Toby's  Chriftmas-box, 
And  come  to  me  at  The  Two  Fighting  Cocks ; 
Since  printing  by  fubfcription  now  is  grown 
The  ftaleft,  idleft  cheat  about  the  town  ; 
And  ev'n  Charles  Gildon,  who,  a  Papift  bred, 
Has  an  alarm  agaihft  that  worfhip  fprrad, 
Is  practifing  thofe  beaten  paths  of  cruifing, 
And  for  new  levies  on  Propofals  mufing. 

'Tis true, that Bloomfbury  Square's  a  nob 
But  what  are  lofty  buildings  in  thy  cafe  ? 
What 's  a  fine  houfe  embellifh'd  to  profufiori, 
Where  fnoulder-dabbers  are  in  execution  ? 
Or  'vhence  its  timorous  tenant  feldom  fallies, 
But  apprehenfive  of  infulting  bailiffs  ? 
This  once  be  mindful  of  a  friend's  advice, 
And  ceafe  to  be  improvident! y  nice  ; 
Exchange  the  prcfpefts  that  delude  thy  fight, 
From  Highgate's  fteep  afcent,  arid  Hampfteadl?* 

height,  ; 

With  verdant  fcenes,  that,  from  St.  George's  field, 
More  durable  and  fafe  enjoyments  yield. 

Here  I,  ev'n  I,  that  ne'er  till  now  could  find 
Eafe  to  my  troubled  and  fufpicious  mind, 
But  ever  was  with  jealoufies  poflefs'd, 
Am  in  a  ftate  of  indolence  and  reft  ; 
Fearful  no  more  of  Frenchmen  in  difguife, 
Nor  looking  upon  ftrangers  as  on  fpies, 
But  quite  diverted  of  my  former  fpleen, 
Am  unprovok'd  without  and  calm  within  : 
And  here  I  '11  wait  thy  coming,  till,  the  fun 
Shall  its  diurnal  courfe  completely  run. 
Think  not  that  thou  of  fturdy  butt  fhalt  fail ; 
My  landlord's  cellar  is  ftock'd  with  beer 
With  every  fort  of  malt  that  is  in  ufe, 
And  every  county's  gener6us  produce, 
The  ready  (for  here  Chriftian  faiih  is  fick, 
Which  makes  us  feldom  trefpafs  upon  tick) 
Inftantly  brings  the  choiceft  liquors  out, 
Whether  we  aik  for  home-brew 'd  or  for  ftout, 
For  mead  or  cyder,  or,  with  dainties  fed, 
Ring  for  a  flalk  or  two  of  white  or  red, 


*   This  ard  the  preceding  foevs  art  grlnttdfrom 
pits  in  the  Lambeth  Library. 

c 
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Such  as  the  drawer  will  n6t  fail  to  fwear 
Was  drunk  by  Pilkington  when  third  time  mayor. 
That  name,  methinks,  fo  popularly  known 
For  oppofition  to  the  church  and  crown, 
JVlight  make  the  Lufitanian  grape  to  pafs, 
And  almoft  give  a  fan6lion  to  the  glafs ; 
JEfpecially  with  thee,  whofe  hafty  zeal 
Againft'the  late  rejected  commerce-bill 
jVlade  thce  rife  HJ),  like  an  audacious  elf, 
ZTo  do  tbffpealer  honour ;  not  thyfelf. 

But,  if  thou  foar'ft  above  the  common  prices, 
33y  virtue  of  fubfcription  to  thy  Crifis, 
And  nothing  can  go  down  with  thee,  but  wines 
Prefs'd  from  Burgundian  and  Campanian  vines, 
,3Bid  them  be  brought;  for,  though  I  hate  the  French, 
3  love  their  liquors,  as  though  lov'ft  a  wench ; 
ZElfe  thou  muft  humble  thy  expenfive  tafte, 
And,  with  us,  hold  contentment  for  a  feaft. 

The  fire's  already  lighted  ;  and  the  maid 
!5^as  a  clean  cloth  upon  the  table  laid, 
"Who  never  on  a  Saturday  had  ftruck, 
33ut  for  thy  entertainment,  up  a  buck. 
Think-of  this  aft  of  grace,  which  by  your  leaTe 
SSufan  would  hot  have  done  on  Eailer  Eve, 
jHad  fhe  not  been  inforni'd  over  and  over, 
^"Twas  for  the  ingenious  Author  of  The  Lover. 

Ceafe  therefore  to  beguile  thyfelf  with  kopes, 
"Which  is  no  more  than  making  fandy  ropes, 
.And  quit  the  vain  purfuit  of  loud  applaufe, 
That  muft  bewilder  thee  in  faction's  caufe. 
tPry'thee  what  is't  to  thee  who  guides  the  ftate  ? 
"Why  Dunkirk's  demolition  is  fo  late  ? 
*Or  why  her  Majefty  thinks  fit  to  ceafe 
The  din  of  war,  and  huih  the  world  to  peace  ? 
The'cleigy  too,  without  thy  aid,  can  tell 
-i"What  texts  to  choofe,  and  on  what  topics  dwell; 
And,  uninftructed  by  thy  babbling,  teach 
Their  flocks  celeftial  happinefs  to  reach. 
IRather  let  fuch  poor  fouls  as  you  and  I 
Say  that  the  holidays  are  drawing  nigh, 
And  that  to-morrow's  fun  begins  the  week, 
"Which  will  abound  with  ftore  of  ale  and  cake, 
"With  hams  of  baconr  and  with  powder'd  beef, 
Stuff' d  to  give  field-itinerants  relief. 

Then  I,  who  have  within  thefe  precincts  kept, 
And  ne'er  beyond  the  chimney-fweeper's  ftept, 
"Will  take  a  lodfe,  and  venture  to  be  feen, 
Since  'twill  be  Sunday,  upon  Shanks's  green  ; 
There,  with  creeled  looks  and  phrafe  fublime, 
To  talk  of  unity  of  place  and  time, 
And  with  much  malice,  mix'd  with  little  fatire, 
Explode  the  wits  on  t'other  fide  o'th'  water. 

Why  has  my  Lord  Godoiphin's  fpecial  grace 
Inverted  me  with  a  queen's-waiter's  place, 
If  I,  debarr'd  of  feftival  delights, 
Am  not  allow' d  to  fpend  the  perquifites  ? 
He's  but  a  fhort  remove  from  being  mad, 
Who  at  a  time  of  jubilee  is  fad ; 
And,  like  a  griping  ufurer,  does  fpare 
His  money  to  be  fquander'd  by  his  heir  ; 
JIutter'd  away  ia  liveries  and  in  coaches, 
And  wafhy  forts  of  feminine  debauches. 
As  for  my  part,  whate'er  the  world  may  think, 
I  '11  bid  adieu  to  gravity,  and  drink  ; 
And,  though  I  can't  put  off  a  woeful  mien, 
Will  be  all  mirth  and  cheerfulnefs  within : 
As,  in  deipight  of  a  cenforious  race, 
1  moil  incontinently  fuck  nty  foee, 


What  mighty  projects  does  not  he  delign,  [wine  ? 
Whofe  ftomach  flows,  and  brain  turns  round  with 
Wine,  powerful  wine,  can  thaw  the  frozen  cit, 
And  fafhion  him  to  humour  and  to  wit  ; 
Makes  even  S****  to  difclofe  his  art, 
By  racking  every  fecret  from  his  heart, 
As  he  flings  off  the  ftatefman's  fly  difguife, 
To  name  the  cuckold's  wife  with  whom  he  lies, 
Ev'n  Sarum,  when  he  quaffs  it  ftead  of  tea, 
Fancies  hirrifelf  in  Canterbury's  fee  ; 
And  S******,  when  he  caroufmg  reels, 
Imagines  that  he  has  regain'd  the  feals  : 
W******,  by  virtue  of  its  juice,  can  fight, 
And  Stanhope  of  commiffioners  make  light. 
Wine  gives  Lord  William  aptitude  of  parts, 
And  fwells  him  with  his  family's  deferts  : 
Whom  can  it  not  make  eloquent  of  fpeech  ? 
Whom  in  exiremeft  poverty  not  rich  ? 
Since,  by  the  means  of  the  prevailing  grape, 
Th****n  can  Lechmere's  warmth  not  only  ape,- 
But,  half-feas-o'er,  by  its  infpiring'  bounties, 
Can  qualify  himfelf  in  feveral  counties. 
What  I  have  promis'd,  thou  mayft  reft  affur'd, 
Shall  faithfully  and  gladly  be  procur'd. 
Nay,  I  'm  already  better  than  my  word, 
New  plates  and  knives  adorn  the  jovial  board  : 
And,  left  thou  at  their  fight  fhouldft  make  wry  facer, 
The  girl  has  fcower'd  the  pots,  and  wafli'  d  the  glaffes-, 
Ta'en  care  fo  excellently  well  to  clean  'em, 
That  thou  mayft  fee  thine  own  dear  picture  in  'enr, 

Moreover,  due  provifion  has  been  made, 
That  converfation  may  not  be  betray'd  ; 
I  have  no  company  but  what  is  proper 
To  fit  with  the  moft  flagrant  Whig  at  fnpper. 
There  's  not  a  man  among  them  but  muft  picafe; 
Since  they  're  as  like  each  other  as  are  peas. 
Toland  and  Hare  have  jointly  fent  me  word, 
They  '11  come;  and  Kennet  thinks  to  make  a  third, 
Provided  he  'as  no  other  invitation, 
From  men  of  gi'eater  quality  and  ftation. 
Room  will  for  Oldmixon  and  J—  •  s  be  left  ; 
But  their  difcourfes  fmell  too  much  of  theft  : 
There  would  be  no  abiding  in  the  room, 
Should  two  fuch  ignorant  pretenders  come. 
However,  by  this  trufty  bearer  write, 
If  I  fhould  any  other  fcabs  invite  ; 
Though  if  1  may  my  ferious  judgment  give, 
I  'm  wholly  for  King  Charles's  number  five  :  - 
That  was  the  flint  in  which  that  monarch  fix'd, 
Who  would  not  be  with  noifinefs  perplex'd  : 
And  that,  if  thou  'It  agree  to  think  it  beft, 
Shall  be  our  tale  of  heads,  without  one  other  gueih 

I  've  nothing  more,  now  this  is  faid,  to  fay, 
But  to  requeft  thou  'It  inftantly  away, 
And  leave  the  duties  of  thy  prefent  poft, 
To  fome  well-fkill'd  retainer  to  a  hoft  ; 
Doubtlefs  he  '11  carefully  thy  place  fupply, 
And  o'er  his  Grace's  horfeshave  an  eye,       [otfcfc, 
While  thou,  who  'ft  flunk  through  poft  ern  more  thaii 
Doft  by  that  means  avoid  a  crowd  of  duns, 
And,  croffing  o'er  the  Thames  at  Temple-flairs^ 
Leav'ft  Philips  with  good  words  to  cheat  their  ears 

TO   LORD   HARLEY, 

ON   HIS  MARRIAGE, 


AMONG  the  numbers  who  employ 
Their  tongues  and  pens  to  give  you  j 
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!bear  Harlcy  !  generous  youth,  admit 
What  fnfndfhip  didates  more  than  wit. 

Forgive  me,  when  I  fondly  thought 
(By  frequent  obfervations  taught) 
A  i'pirit  fo  inform'd  as  yours 
Coujd  never  proiper  in  amours. 
The  God  of  Wit,  and  Light,  and  Arts, 
With  all  acquir'd  and  natural  parts, 
Whofe  harp  could  favage  beails  enchant, 
Was  an  unfortunate  gallant. 
Had  Bacchus  after  Daphne  reel'd, 
The  Nymph  had  foon  been  brought  to  yield  : 
Or,  ha,d  embroider'd  Mais  piuiued, 
The  Nymph  would  ne'er  have  been  a  prude. 
Ten  thoufand  footfteps,  full  in  view, 
Mark  out  the  way  where  Daphne  flew : 
For  fuch  is  all  the  fex's  flight, 
They  fly  from  learning,  wit,  and  light : 
They  fly,  and  none  can  overtake 
But  fome  gay  coxcomb,  or  a  rake. 
.     How  then,  Dear  Harley,  could  I  guefs 
That  you  fhould  meet,  in  love,  fuccuio  ? 
For,  if  thofe  ancient  tales  be  true, 
Phoebus  was  beautiful  as  you  : 
"Vet  Daphne  never  flack'd  her  pace, 
For  wit  and  learning  fpoil'd  hid  face. 
And,  fmce  the  fame  refemb:ance  held 
In  gifts  wherein  you  both  excell'd, 
I  fancy'd  every  nymph  would  run 
From  you,  as  from  Latona's  fon. 

Then  where,  faid  I,  fhall  Hariey  find     . 
A  virgin  of  fuperior  mind, 
With  wit  and  virtue  to  difcover, 
And  pay  the  merit  of  her  lover  ? 

This  character  (hall  Ca'endiih  claim, 
Born  to  retrieve  her  fex's  fame. 
The  chief  among  die  glittering  crowd; 
Of  titles,  birth,  and  fortune  proud, 
(As  fools  are  infolent  and  vain) 
Madly  afpir'd  to  wear  her  chain  : 
But  Pallas,  guardian  of  the  Maid, 
Defcending  to  her  charge's  aid, 
Held  out  Medufa's  fnaky  locks* 
Which  flupify'd  them  all  to  flock?. 
The  Nymph  with  indignation  view'd 
The  dull,  the  noify,  and  the  lewd  : 
For  Pallas,  with  celeftial  light, 
Had  purify'd  her  mortal  fight ; 
Show'd  her  the  virtues  all  combin'd, 
Prefh  blooming,  in  young  Harley's  mind, 

Terreftrial  nymphs,  by  former  arts, 
Difp'ay  their  various  nets  for  hearts  : 
Their  looks  are  all  by  method  fet, 
When  to  Be  prude,  and  when  coquette  ; 
Yet,  wanting  fkill  and  power  to  choofe^ 
Their  only  pride  is  to  refufe. 
But,  when  a  gooddefs  would  beflow 
Her  love  on  fome  bright  youth  below, 
Round  all  the  earth  fhe  calls  her  eyes ; 
And  then,  defcending  from  the  fkies, 
Makes  choice  of  him  fhe  fancies  bed, 
And  bids  'the  ravifh'd  youth  be  bleft'd. 

Thus  the  bright  Emprefs  of  the  Morri 
Chofe,  For  her  ipoufe,  a  mortal  born  : 
The  Goddeis  made  advances  firft ; 
Elfe  what  afpiring  hero  durft  ? 
Though,  like  a  virgin  of  fifteen, 
She  blufhes  when  by  mortals  fcen  j 


Still  bluflies,  and  with  fpeed  retires, 
When  Sol  purfues  her  with  his  fires. 

Diana  thus,  Heaven's  chafteft  queen, 
Struck  with  Endymion's  graceful  mien, 
Down  from  her  filver  chariot  came, 
And  to  the  Shepherd  own'd  her  flame. 

Thus  Ca'eniiiih,  as  Aurora  bright, 
And  chafter  than  the  Queen  of  Night, 
Defcended  from  her  fphere,  to  find 
A  mortal  of  fuperior  kind. 

IN  SICKNESS. 

Written  in  Ireland,  Ofiober  1714* 

'Tis  true— then  why  fhoulci  I  repine 
To  fee  my  life  fo  faft  decline  ? 
But  why  obfcurely  here  alone, 
Where  I  am  neither  iov'd  nor  known  ? 
M^-  ftate  of  health  none  care  to  learn  ; 
My  life  is  here  no  foul's  concern  : 
And  thofe  with  whom  I  now  converfe^ 
Without  a  tear  will  tend  my  herfe. 
Remov'd  fr6m  kind  Arbuthnot's  aid, 
Who  knows  his  art,  but  not  his  trade, 
Preferring  his  regard  for  me 
Before  his  credit  or  his  fee. 
Some  formal  vifits,  looks,  and  wordi, 
What  mere  humanity  affords, 
I  meet  perhaps  from  three  or  four, 
From  whom  1  once  expefted  more  ; 
Which  thofe  who  tend  the  fick  for  pay- 
Can  a6l  as  decently  as  they  : 
But  no  obliging  tender  friend 
To  help  at  nay  approaching  end. 
My  life  is  now  a  burden  grown 
To  other's,  ere  it  be  my  own. 

Ye  formal  weepers  for  the  fick, 
In  your-laft  offices  be  quick  ; 
And  fpare  my  abfent  friends  the  grief 
To  hear,  yet  give  me  no  relief ; 
Expir'd  to-day,  intonib'd  to-morrdw, 
When  known,  will  fave  a  double  forrow. 

THE  FABLE  OF  THE  BITCHES. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  IJIf. 
On  an  Attempt  to  repeal  the  Tejl  Aft. 

A  BITCH  that  was  full  pregnant  grown, 
By  a!]  the  dogs  and  curs  in  town, 
Finding  her  npen'd  time  was  comej 
Her  litter  teeming  from  her  womb. 
Went  here  and  there,  and  every 
To  find  an  eafy  place  to  lay-her. 

At  length  to  Mufic's  houfe  *  fhe  came, 
And  begg'd  like  one  both  blind  and  lame) 
"  My  only  friend,  my  dear,"  faid  fhe, 
"  You  fee  'tis  mere  neceffity 
'*  Hath  fent  me  to  your  houfe  to  whelp ; 
"  I  '11  die,  if  you  deny  your  help." 

With  fawning  whine,  and  rueful  tone, 
With  artful  figh  and  feigned  groan, 
With  couchant  cringe,  and  flattering  tale, 
Smooth  Bawty  f  did  fo  far  prevail, 

*   The  Church  of  England. 

f  A  Siotcb  name  for  a  bitch  ^   alluding  to  tie  kirk , 
C  ij 
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That  Mufic  gave  her  leave  to  litter : 

But  murk  what  follow'd — faith  !  {he  hit  her. 

Whole  baskets  full  of  bits  and  fcraps, 
And  broth  enough  to  fill  her  paps  ; 
For,  well  {he  knew,  her  numerous  brood, 
For  want  of  milk,  would  fuck  her  blood. 

But  when  fhe  thought  her  pains  were  done, 
And  now  'twas  high  time  to  be  gone  ; 
In  civil  terms — "  My  friend,"  fays  fhe, 
"  My  houfe  you  've  had  on  courtefy  ; 
"  And  now  I  earneftly  defire, 
1  That  you  would  with  your  cubs  retire  : 
"  For,  fhould  you  ftay  but  one  week  longer, 
(  I  fhall  be  ftarv'd  with  cold  and  hunger." 

The  gueft  reply'd — "  My  friend,  your  leave 
'  I  mufl  a  little  longer  crave  ; 
'  Stay  till  my  tender  cubs  can  find 
"  Their  way — for  now,  you  fee,  they  're  blind  ', 
"  But,  when  we  've  gather' d  ftrength,  I  fvvear, 
*'  We  'II  to  our  barn  again  repair." 

The  time  pafs'd  on  ;  and  Mafic  came, 
Her  kennel  once  again  to  claim  ; 
But  Bawty,  loft  to  fhame  and  honour, 
Set  all  her  cubs  at  once  upon  her ; 
Made  her  retire,  and  quit  her  right, 
And  loudly  cry'd— "  A  bite  !  a  bite  I" 

THE  MORAL. 

Thus  did  the  Grecian  wooden  horfe 
Conceal  a  fatal  armed  force  : 
Ko  fooner  brought  within  the 
But  Ilium's  loft,  and  Priam  falls. 


HORACE,  BOOK  III.    ODE  II. 

TO    THE    EARL  OF    OXFORD,    LATE    LORD    TREA 
SURER. 

Sent  io  hiffi  when  in  the  'Tower,  I /1 6. 


How  bleft  is  he  who  for  his  country  dies, 
Since  Death  purfues  the  coward  as  he  flies  ! 
The  youth  in  vain  would  fly  from  Fate's  attack, 
""With  trembling  knees  and  terror  at  his  back ; 
Though  Fear  fhould  lend  him  pinions  like  the  wind, 
Yet  fwifter  Fate  will  feize  him  from  behind. 

Virtue  repuls'd,  yet  knows  not  to  repine, 
But  fhall  with  unattained  honour  fhine  ; 
Nor  {loops  to  take  the/off*,  nor  lays  it  down, 
Juft  as  the  rabble  pleafe  to  fmile  or  frown. 

Virtue,  to  crown  h£r  favourites,  loves  to  try 
Some  new  unbeaten  paffage  to  the  fky  ; 
Where  Jove  a  feat  among  the  gods  will  give 
To  thofe  who  die  for  meriting  to  live. 

Next,  faithful  Silence  hath  a  fure  reward ; 
"Within  our  breaft  be  every  fecret  barr'd  ! 
He  who  betrays  his  friend,  fhall  never  be 
Under  one  roof,  or  in  one  fhip,  with  me. 
For  who  with  traitors  would  his  fafety  truft, 
Left,  with  the  wicked,  heaven  involve  the  juft  ? 
And,  though  the  villain  'fcape  awhile,  he  feels 
Slow  vengeance,  like  a  blood-hound,  at  his  heels. 


Tie  enjign  of  ibf  Lord  Treafiiret 


PHYLLIS; 

OR,    THE  PROGRESS  OF  LOVE,  I7l6« 

DESPONDING  Phyllis  was  endued 

With  every  talent  of  a  prude  : 

She  trembled  when  a  man  drew  near ; 

Salute  her,  and  fhe  turn'd  her  ear  ; 

If  o'er  againft  her  you  were  plac'd, 

She  durft  not  look  above  your  waift  : 

She  'd  rather  take  you  to  her  bed, 

Than  let  you  fee  her  drefs  her  head : 

In  church  you  hear  her,  through  the  crowd^ 

Repeat  the  alfdution  loud  : 

In  church,  fecure  behind  her  fan, 

She  durft  behold  that  monfter  man ; 

There  praclis'd  how  to  place  her  head, 

And  bit  her  lips  to  make  them  red ; 

Or,  on  the  mat  devoutly  kneeling, 

Would  lift  her  eyes  up  to  the  cieling, 

And  heave  her  bofom  unaware, 

For  neighbouring  beaux  to  fee  it  bare. 

At  length  a  lucky  lover  came, 
And  found  admittance  to  the  dame. 
Suppofe  all  parties  now  agreed, 
The  writings  drawn,  the  lawyer  fee'd, 
The  vicar  and  the  ring  befpoke  : 
Guefs,  how  could  fuch  a  match  be  broke  ? 
See  then  what  mortals  place  their  blifs  in  ! 
Next  morn  betimes  the  bride  was  miffing  : 
The  mother  fcream'd,  the  father  chid  ; 
Where  can  this  idle  wench  be  hid  ? 
No  news  of  Phyl !  the  bridegroom  came, 
And  thought  his  bride  had  fkulk'd  for  fhame ; 
Becaufe  her  father  us'd  to  fay, 
The  girl  bad  fuch  a  bnjkful  ivay  ! 

Now  John  the  butler  muft  be  fent 
To  learn  the  road  that  Phyllis  went. 
The  groom  was  wifh'd  to  faddle  Crop ; 
For  John  muft  neither  light  nor  flop, 
But  find  her,  wherefoe'er  fhe  fled, 
And  bring  her  back,  alive  or  dead. 

See  here  again  the  devil  to  do  ! 
For  truly  John  was  miffing  too  : 
The  horfe  and  pillion  both  were  gone  ! 
Phyllis,  it  fcems,  was  fieii  with  John. 

Old  Madam,  who  went  up  to  find 
What  papers  Phyl  had  left  behind, 
A  letter  on  the  toilet  fees, 
To  my  much-honour* d  /Jz^>er— thefe— — 
('Tis  always  done,  romances  tell  us, 
When  daughters  run  away  with  fellows) 
Fill'd  with  the  choiceft  common-places, 
By  others  us'd  in  the  like  cafes. 
"  That  long  ago  a  fortune-teller 
"  Exaclly  laid  what  now  befel  her  ; 
"  And  in  a  glafs  had  made  her  fee 
"  A.jerving*jn*h  of  loiv  degree. 
"  It  was  her  fate •,  muft  be  forgiven  ; 
"   For  marriages  'were  made  In  heaven  : 
"  His  pardon  begg'd  :  but,  to  be  plain, 
"   She  'd  do  't,  if  *t<were  to  do  again  : 
{  Thank'd  God,  'twas  ncithe  rftatne  nor  fin  ; 
4  For  John  was  come  of  honejl  kin. 
1  Love  never  thinks  of  rich  and  poor : 
'   She  *d  beg  ivilh  "Join  from  door  to  door, 
*  Forgive  her,  if  it  be  a  crime  ; 
4  She  '11  never  do  'c  zrylbtr  timt. 


POEMS. 


"  She  ne'er  before  in  aM  her  life 

"   Once  difobey'd  him,  maid  nor  wife. 

"  One  argument  fhe  fumm'd  up  all  in, 

"  The  thing  nuas  done^  and  pajl  recalling  ; 

"  And  therefore  hop'd  fhe  ihould  recover 

"  His  favour,  when  hisfiaffon's  over. 

"  She  valued  not  what  others  thought  her, 

"  And  was — his  mojl  obedient  daughter" 

Fair  maidens,  all  attend  the  Mufe, 
Who  now  the  wandering  pair  purfucs : 
Away  they  rode  in  homely  fort, 
Their  journey  long,  their  money  fliort ; 
The  loving  couple  well  bemir'd  ; 
The  horfe  and  both  the  riders  tir'd : 
Their  victuals  bad,  their  lodging  worfe  ; 
Phyl  cry'd,  and  John  began  to  curie  : 
Phyl  wifh'd  that  fhe  had  ftrain'd  a  limb, 
When  firft  fhe  ventur'd  out  with  him ; 
John  wifh'd  that  he  had  broke  a  leg, 
When  firft  for  her  he  quitted  Peg. 

But  what  adventures  more  befel  them, 
The  Mufe  hath  now  no  time  to  tell  them, 
How  Johnny  wheedd.ed,  threaten'd,  fawn'd, 
Till  Phyllis  all  her  trinkets  pawn'd  : 
How  oft'  ihe  broke  h^r  marriage  vows 
In  kindnefs  to  maintain  her  fpoufe, 
Till  fwains  unwholefome  fpoil'd  the  trade  ; 
For  now  the  furgeons  muft  be  paid, 
To  whom  thofe  perquifites  are  gone, 
In  Chriftian  juftice  due  to  John. 

When  food  and  raiment  now  grew  fcarce, 
Fate  put  a  period  to  the  farce, 
And  with  exacl  poetic  juftice  ; 
For  John  was  landlord,  Phyllis  hoflefs; 
They  kept,  at  Staines,  the  Old  Blue  Boar, 
Are  cat  and  dog,  and  rogue  and  whore. 


AD    AMICUM    ERUDITUM 

THOMAM  SHERIDAN,  1717. 

DF.LICIJE  Sheridan  Mufarum,  du'cis  amice, 
Si  tibi  propitius  Permefli  ad  flumen  Apollo 
Occurrat,  feu  te  mimum  convivia  rident, 
./Equivocofque  fales  fpargis,  feu  ludere  verfu 
Ma'les;  die,  Sheridan,  quifnam  fuit  ille  deorum, 
Quae  melior  natura  orto  tibi  tradidit  artam 
Rimandi  genium  puerorum,  atque  ima  cerebri 
Scrutandi  ?  Tibi  nafcenti  ad  cunabula  Pallas 
Aftitit ;  &  dixit,  mentis  prasfaga  futune, 
Heu,  puer  infeiix  !  noftro  fub  lidere  natus ; 
Nam  tu  peclus  eris  fine  corpore,  corporis  umbra  ; 
Sed  levitate  umbrain  fuperabis,  voce  cicadam  : 
Mufca  femur,  palmas  tibi  mus  dedit,  ardea  crura. 
Corpore  fed  tenui  tibi  quod  natura  negavit, 
Hoc  animi  dotes  fupplebunt ;  teque  docente, 
Nee  longum  tempus,  furget  tibi  docta  juventus, 
Artibus  egregiis  animas  inftrucla  novellas. 
Grex  hinc  Pasonius  venit,  ecce,  falntifer  orbi. 
Aft,  illi  caufas  orant ;  his  infula  vifa  eft 
Divinam  capiti  nodo  conftringere  mitram. 

Natalis  te  hone  non  fallunt  figna,  fed  ufque 
Confcius,  expedias  puero  feu  Iretus  Apollo 
Nafcenti  arrifit ;  five  ilium  frigidus  horror 
Saturni  premit,  aut  feptem  inflavere  triones. 

Quin  tu  alte  penjtufque  latentia  femina  cernis, 
Quaque  diu  obtu'ndendo  olim  fub  luminis  auras 


Erumpent,  promis  ;  quo  ritu  f;cpe  puella 
Sub  cinere  hefterno  fopitcs  fuicitat  ignes. 

Te  dominum  agnofcit  quocunque  fub  acre  natus; 
Quos  indulgentis  nimium  cuilodia  matris 
Peflundat  :  nain  faepe  vides  in  ftipite  matrem. 

Aureus  at  ramus,  vcnerandie  dona  Sibylla, 
./Eneas  fedes  tantum  patefecit  Avernus  ; 
Sajpe  puer  tua  quern  tetigit  femel  aurea  virga 
Ccelumque  terrafque  videt,  11061  emque  profundam* 


HORACE,  BOOK  IV.  ODE  IX. 

ADDRESSED  TO  ARCHBISHOP  KING.       I/l8 

VIRTUE  conceal'd  within  our  breafl, 
Is  inactivity  at  beft  : 
But  never  Ihall  the  mufe  endure 
To  let  your  virtues  lie  obfcure, 
Or  fuffer  Envy  to  conceal 
Your  labours  for  the  public  weal. 
Within  your  breaft  all  wifdom  lies, 
Either  to  govern  or  advife  ; 
Your  fteady  foul  preferves  her  frame 
In  good  and  evil  limes  the  fame. 
Pale  Avarice  and  lurking  Fraud 
Stand  in  your  facred  prefence  aw'd  ; 
Your  hand  alone  from  gold  abfcains, 
Which  drags  the  flavifh  world  in  chains* 

Kim  for  a  happy  man  I  own, 
Whofe  fortune  is  not  overgrown  ; 
And  happy  he,  who  wifely  knows 
To  ufe  the  gifts  that  Heaven  beitows  ; 
Or,  if  it  pleafe  the  Powers  Divine, 
Can  fuffer  want,  and  not  repine. 
The  man  who,  infamy  to  fhun, 
Into  the  arms  of  death  would  run, 
That  man  is  ready  to  defend 
With  life  his  country,  cr  his  friend. 


TO  MR.  DELANY,  Nov.  10. 


To  you,  whofe  virtues,  I  muft  own 
With  fhame,  I  have  too  lately  known; 
To  you,  by  art  and  nature  taught  . 
To  be  the  man  I  long  have  fought, 
Had  not  ill  fate,  perverfe  and  blind, 
Plac'd  you  in  life  too  far  behind  ; 
Or,  what  I  fhould  repine  at  more, 
Plac'd  me  in  life  too  far  before  : 
To  you  the  mufe  this  verfe  beftows, 
Which  might  as  well  have  been  in  profe  ; 
No  thought,  no  fancy,  no  fublime, 
But  fimple  topics  told  in  rhyme. 

Talents  for  converfation  fit, 
Are  humour,  breeding,  fenfe,  and  wit; 
The  laft,  as  boundlefs  as  the  wind, 
Is  well  conceiv'd,  though  not  defin'd  : 

For,  fure,  by  wit  is  chiefly  meant 
Applying  well  what  we  invent. 
What  humour  is,  not  all  the  tribe 
Of  logic-mongers  can  defcribe  ; 
Here  nature  only  a6b  her  part, 
Unhelp'd  by  practice,  books,  or  art: 
For  wit  and  humour  differ  quite  ; 
That  gives  furpriie,  and  this  delight. 
Humour  is  odd,  giotefque,  and  wild, 
Only  by  affectation  fpojj'd  : 


THE   WORKS   OF   SWIFT. 


'Tis  never  by  invention  got, 

Msn  have  it  when  they  know  it  not. 

Our  convcrlation  to  refine, 
Humour  and  wit  muft  both  combine  : 
From  both  we  learn  to  railly  well, 
Wherein  fometimes  the  French  excel. 
"Voiture,  in  various  lights,  difplays 
That  irony  which  turns  to  praife  : 
His  genius  firft  found  out  the  rule 
For  an  obliging  ridicule  : 
He  flatters  with  peculiar  air 
The  brave,  the  witty,  and  the  fair  : 
And.  fools  would  fancy  he  intends 
A  fatire,  where  he  moft  commends. 

But,  as  a  poor  pretending  beau, 
Becaufc  he  fain  wotfld  make  a  fhow, 
Nor  can  arrive  at  filver  lace, 
Takes  up  with  copper  in  the  place  : 
So  the  pert  dunces  of  mankind, 
Whene'er  they  would  be  thought  rcfin'd. 
As  if  the  difference  lay  abftrufe 
'Twixt  raillery  and  grofs  abufe  ; 
To  fhow  their  parts,  will  fcold  and  rail, 
Like  porters  o'er  a  pot  of  ale. 
Such  is  that  clan  of  boifterous  bears, 
Always  together  by  the  ears  ; 
Shrewd  fellows  and  arch  wags,  a  tribe 
That  meet  for  nothing  but  a  gibe  ; 
Who  firft  run  one  another  down, 
And  then  fall  foul  on  all  the  town  ; 
Skill' d  in  the  horfe-laugh  and  dry  rub, 
And  call'cl  by  excellence  The  Club. 
I  mean  your  Butler,  Dawfon,  Car, 
AH  fpecial  friends,  and  always  jar. 

The  mettled  and  the  vicious  fteed 
Differ  as  little  in  their  breed ; 
!Nay,  Voiture  is  as  like  Tom  Leigh 
As  rudenefs  i$  to  repartee. 

If  what  you  faid  I  wifh  unfpoke, 
'Twill  not  fnffice  it  was  a  joke  : 
Reproach  net,  though  in  jeft,  a  friend 
For  thofe  defects  he  cannot  mend  ; 
His  lineage,  calling,  ihape,  or  fenfe, 
vlf  nam'd  with  fcorn,  gives  juft  offence. 

What  ufe  in  life  to  make  men  fret, 
Part  in  worfe  humour  than  they  raet  ? 
Thus  all  fociety  is  loft, 
Men  laugh  at  one  another's  cofl ; 
And  halt  the  company  is  teaz'd, 
That  came  together  to  be  pleas'd  : 
For  all  buffoons  have  moft  in  view 
To  pleafe  themfelves  by  vexing  you. 
You  wonder  now  to  fee  me  write 
So  gravely  on  a  fuhjeft  light : 
Some  part  of  what  I  here  defign, 
Regards  a  friend  *  of  yours  and  mine  ; 
Who,  neither  void  of  fenfe  nor  wit, 
Yet  feldom  judges  what  is  fit, 
But  fullies  oft'  beyond  his  bounds, 
And  takes  unraeafurable  rounds. 

When  jefts  are  carried  on  too  far, 
And  the  loud  laugh  begins  the  war, 
You  keep  your  countenance  for  ihanie, 
Yet  ftill  you  think  your  friend  to  blame 
For,  though  men  cry  they  love  a  jefl, 
*Tis  but  when  others  ftand  the  teft  ; 


And  (would  you  have  their  meaning  known) 

'hey  love  a  jsft  that  is  their  own. 
You  muft,  although  the  point  be  nice, 

leftow  your  friend  fome  good  advice  : 

)ne  hint  from  you  will  fet  him  right, 
-\nd  teach  him  how  to  be  polite. 

Sid  him,  like  you,  obferve  with  care, 
Whom  to  be  hard  on,  whom  to  fpare  ; 
Nor  indiftinctly  to  fuppoie 
All  fubje&s  like  Dan  Jackibn's  nofe  *. 
To  ftudy  the  obliging  jeft, 

3y  reading  thofe  who  teach  it  beft  ; 
For  proie  I  recommend  Voiture 's, 

7or  verfe  (1  fpeak  my  judgment)  yours, 

ie'll  find  the  fecret  out  from  thence, 
To  rhyme  all  day  without  offence  ; 
And  I  no  more  {ball  then  accufe 
The  flirts  of  his  ill-manner'd  mufe. 
If  he  be  guilty,  you  muft  mend  him ; 

f  he  be  innocent,  defend  him. 

A  LEFT-HANDED  LETTER  TO  DR.  SHE- 

RIDANf.     1718. 
Si  R, 

DEL  AN  Y  reports  it,  and  he  has  a  fhrewd  tongue, 
That  we  both  act  the  part  of  the  clown  and  cow^ 
dung ;  [burft, 

We  lie  cramming   ourfelves,  and   are    ready   tq 
Yet  ftill  are  no  w'lfer  than  we  were  at  firft. 
Pudet  h#c  opproLria,  I  fre.ely  muft  tell  ye, 
Et  d:ci  potuijjfe,  et  nort  potu'/e  refelli. 
Though  Delany  advis'd  you  to  plague  me  no  longer, 
You  reply  and  rejoin  like  Hoadly  of  Bangor. 
I  muft  now,  at  one  fitting,  pay  off  my  old  fcore; 
How  many  to  anfwer  ?  One,  two,  three,  four. 
But,  becaufe  the  three  former  are  long  ago  paft, 
I  fhall,  for  method  fake,  begin  with  the  laft. 
You  treat  me  like  a  boy  that  knocks  down  his  foe, 
Who,  'ere  t'other  gets  up,  demands  the  rifing  blow. 
Yet  I  know  a  young  rogue,  that,  thrown  flat  on 

the  field, 

Would,  as  he  lay  under,  cry  out,  Sirrah!  yield. 
So  the  French,  when  our  Generals  foundly  did 
pay  'em,  [Deum. 

Went  triumphant  to  church,  and  fang  ftoutly  Te 
So  the  famous  Tom  Leigh,  when  quite  runaground, 
Comes  off  by  out-laughing  the  company  round. 
In  every  vile  pamphlet  you'll  read  the  fanie  fancies, 
Having  thus  overthrown  all  our  further  advances. 
My  offers  of  peace  you  ill  underftood  :  [good? 
Friend  Sheridan,  when  will  you  know  your  own 
'Twas  to  teach  you  in  modefter  language  your 

duty ; 

For,  were  you  a  dog,  I  could  not  be  rude  t'ye ; 
As  a  good  quiet  foul,  who  no  mifchief  intends, 
To  a  quarrelfcme  fellow,  cries,  Let  us  be  friends. 
But  we  like  Antxus  and  Hercules  fight ; 
The  oftener  you  fall,  the  oftener  you  write  : 
And  I'll  ufc  you  as  he  did  that  overgrown  clown, 
I'll  firft  take  you  up,  and  then  take  you  down  : 
And,  'tis  your  own  cafe,  for  you  never  can  wound 
The  worft  dunce  in  your  fchool,  till  he's  heav'd 
from  the  ground. 

*   Wl'ich  iv as  afterwards  tie  fitbjeft  cffeveralpoemt 
by  Dr.  Sivlft  and  others. 

f   Tic  huifwur  of  this  poem  is  partly  lof,  by  the  :M~ 
of  'printing  it  left-handed  as  it  was  written. 


0    E    M    Si 


J  ceg  your  pardon  for  ufing  my  left  hand,  but  I 
W?.s  in  great  hafte,  and  the  other  hand  was  employ 
ed  at  the  fame  time  in  writing  fome  letters  of  bufi- 
jiefs.— I  will  fend  you  the  reft  when  I  have  lei- 
fure :  but  pray  come  to  dinner  with  the  company 
you  met  here  laft. 

A  MOTTO  FOR  MR.  JASON  HASARD, 

WOOLEN-DRAPER  IN  DUBLIN, 

Whofi  Sign  was  the  GOLDEN  FLEECE. 

JASON,  the  valiant  prince  of  Greece, 
From  Colchos  brought  the  Golden  Fleece : 
We  comb  the  wool,  refine  the  fluff, 
For  modern  Jafon,  that's  enough. 
Oh  !  could  we  tame  yon  watchful  *  Dragon, 
Old  Jafon  would  have  lefs  to  brag  on. 

TO  DR.  SHERIDAN.    1718. 

WHATE'ER  your  predeceffors  taught  us, 
\  have  a  great  efteem  for  Plautus ; 
And  think  your  boys  may  gather  there-hence 
;More  wit  and  humour  than  from  Terence. 
But  as  to  comic  Ariflophanes, 
The  rogue  too  vicious  and  too  prophane  is. 
I  went  in  vain  to  look  for  Eupolis 
Down  in  the  Strandf,  juft  where  the  New  Pole  is; 
For  I  can  tell  you  one  thing,  that  I  can 
(You  will  not  find  it  in  the  Vatican). 
He  and  Cratinus  us'd,  as  Horace  fays, 
To  take  his  greateft  grandees  for  affes. 
Poets,  in  thofe  days,  us'd  to  venture  high ; 
But  thefe  are  loft  full  many  a  century. 
Thus  you  may  fee.  dear  friend,  ex  ptde  hence, 
My  judgment  of  the  old  comedians. 

Proceed  to  tragics  :  firft,  Euripides 
(An  author  where  I  fometimes  dip  a-days) 
Is  rightly  cenfured  by  the  Stagirite, 
Who  fays  his  numbers  do  not  fadge  aright. 
A  friend  of  mine  that  author  defpifes 
£o  much,  he  fwears  the  very  beft  piece  is, 
For  aught  he  knows,  as  bad  as  Thefpis's  ; 
And  that  a  woman,  in  thefe  tragedies, 
Commonly  fpeaking,  but  a  fad  jade  is. 
At  leaft,  I'm  well  affur'd,  that  no  folk  lays 
The  weight  on  him  they  do  on  Sophocles. 
But,  above  all,  I  prefer  .^Efchylus, 
Whofe  moving  touches,  when  they  pleafe,  kill  us. 

And  now  I  find  my  mufe  but  ill  able, 
To  hold  out  longer  in  triffylable. 
I  chofe  thofe  rhymes  out  for  their  difficulty ; 
Will  you  return  as  hard  ones  if  \  call  t'ye  ? 

STELLA's    BIRTH-DAY, 

MARCH  13.  1718-19. 

STELLA  this  day  is  thirty-four, 
(We  fha'n't  difputc  a  year  or  more) : 
However,  Stella,  be  not  troubled, 
Although  thy  fize  and  years  are  doubled, 
Since  firft  I  faw  thee  at  fixteen, 
The  brighteft  virgin  on  the  green  : 


*  England. 

f   The  fuel  way  $e  fnts  ;  l:ti  tis  rhyme  coft  me  fome 
frauble.    '  J        J        J 


So  little  is  thy  form  declin'd  : 
Made  up  fo  largely  in  thy  mind. 

Oh,  would  it  pleafe  the  gods  toffilit 
Thy  beauty,  fize,  and  years,  and  wit ! 
No  age  could  furnilh  out  a  pair 
Of  nymphs  fo  graceful,  wife,  and  fair  ; 
With  half  the  luitre  of  your  eyes, 
With  half  your  wit,  your  years,  and  fize. 
And  then,  before  it  grew  too  late, 
How  fhould  I  beg  of  gentle  Fate 
(That  either  nymph  might  have  her  fwain) 
To  fplit  my  worfhip  too  in  twain  ! 

DR.  SHERIDAN  TO  DR.  SWIFT.     1719. 

DEAR  Dean,  fince  in  cruxes  and  puns  you  and  I 

deal,   , 

Pray  why  is  a  woman  a  fieve  and  a  riddle  ? 
'Tis  a  thought  that  came  into  my  noddle  this 

morning, 

In  bed  as  I  lay,  Sir,  a-tofling  and  turning. 
You'll  find,  if  you  read  but  a  few  of  your  hiftories, 
All  women  as  Eve,  all  women  are  myfteries. 
To  find  out  this  riddle  I  know  you'll  be  eager, 
And  make  every  one  of  the  fex  a  Belphegor. 
But  that  will  not  do,  for  I  mean  to  commend  them; 
I  fwear  without  jeft,  I  an  honour  intend  them. 
In  a  fieve,  Sir,  their  ancient  extraction  I  quite  tell, 
In  a  riddle  I  give  you  their  power  and  their  title. 
This  I  told  you  before  :   do  you  know  what  I 

mean,  Sir  ? 
"  Not  I,  by  my  troth,  Sir."— -Then  read  it  again, 

Sir. 

The  reafon  I  fend  you  thefe  lines  of  rhymes  double, 
Is  purely  through  pity,  to  fave  you  the  trouble 
Of  thinking  two  hours  for  a  rhyme  as  you  did  laft. 
When  your  Pegafus  canter'd  it  triple,  and  rid  fait. 
As  for  my  little  nag,  which  I  keep  at  ParnafTus, 
With  Phcebus's  leave,  to  run  with  his  affes, 
He  goes  flow  and  fure,  and  he  never  is  jaded, 
While  your  fiery  fteed  is  whipp'd,  fpurr'd, 
naded. 


THE  DEAN's  ANSWER.     . 

IN  reading  your  letter  alone  in  my  hackney, 
Your  damnable  riddle  my  poor  brains  did  rack 

nigh: 

And  when  with  much  labour  the  matter  I  crackt, 
I  found  you  miftaken  in  matter  of  facT:. 

A  woman's  no  fieve  (for  with  that  you  begin), 
Becaufe  fhe  lets  out  more  than  e'er  ihe  takes  in. 
And  that  (he's  a  riddle,  can  never  be  right, 
For  a  riddle  is  dark,  but  a  woman  is  light. 
But,  grant  her  a  fieve,  I  can  fay  fomething  archer  , 
Pray  what  is  a  man  ?  he's  a  fine  Imcnfearcher. 

Now  tell  me  a  thing  that  wants  interpretation, 
What  name  for  a  *  maid,  was  the  firft  man's  dam 

nation  ? 

If  your  worfhip  will  pleafe  to  explain  me  this  rebus, 
I  fwear  from  henceforwardyou  fhall  be  my  Phoebti*. 

From  my  hackney-coach,  Sept. 


17X9, 


12.  at  noon. 


*  Fir  Gin,  Man-.tfajjj. 
C  iii 
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STELLA's  BIRTH-DAY,  1720. 

ALL  travellers  at  fu-ft  incline 
Where-e'er  they  Ice  the  faireft  fign  ; 
And,  if  they  find  the  chambers  neat, 
And  like  the  liquor  and  the  meat, 
Will  call  again,  and  recommend 
The  Angel-inn  to  every  friend. 
What  though  the  painting  grows  decay' d, 
The  houfe  will  never  lofe  its  trade  : 
Nay,  though  the  treacherous  tapfter  Thomas 
Hangs  a  new  Angel  two  doors  from  us, 
As  fine  as  daubers'  hands  can  make  it, 
In  hopes  that  ftrangers  may  miftake  it, 
We  think  it  both  a  fhame  rvnd  fin 
To  quit  the  true  old  Angel-mu. 

Now  this  is  Stella's  cafe  in  fact, 
An  angel's  face  a  little  crack'd 
(Could  poets  or  could  painters  fir 
How  angels  look  at  thirty-fix) : 
*J"his  drew  us  in  at  firft  to  find 
In  fuch  a  form  an  angel's  mind  ; 
And  every  virtue  now  fupplies 
The  fainting  rays  of  Stella's  eyes. 
See  at  her  levee  crowding  fwains, 
Whom  Stella  freely  entertains 
With  breeding,  humour,  wit,  and  fenfe ; 
And  puts  them  but  to  fmall  expence  j 
Their  mind  fo  plentifully  fills, 
And  makes  fuch  reafonable  bills, 
So  little  gets  for  what  fhe  gives, 
We  really  wonder  how  fhe  lives  ! 
And,  had  her  ftock  been  lefs,  no  doubt 
She  muft  have  long  ago  run  o.ut. 

Then  who  can  think  we'll  quit  the  place 
When  Doll  hangs  out  a  newer  face  ? 
Or  ftop  and  light  at  Cloe's  head, 
V^ith  fcraps  and  leavings  to  be  fed  ? 

Then,  Cloe,  ftill  go  on  to  prate 
Of  thirty-fix  and  thirty-eight ; 
Purfue  your  trade  of  fcandal-picking, 
Your  hints  that  Stella  is  no  chicken  ; 
Your  innuendos,  when  you  tell  vis, 
That  Stella  loves  to  talk  with  fellows: 
And  let  me  warn  you  to  believe 
A  truth,  for  which  your  foul  mould  grieve ; 
That,  fhould  you  live  to  fee  the  day 
When  Stella's  locks  muft  all  be  gray, 
When  age  muft  print  a  furrow'd  trace : 
On  every  feature  of  her  face  ; 
Though  you,  and  all  your  fenfelefs  tribe, 
Could  art,  or  time,  or  nature  bribe, 
To  make  you  look  like  Beauty's  Queen, 
And  hold  for  ever  at  fifteen  ; 
No  bloom  of  youth  can  ever  blind 
The  cracks  and  wrinkles  of  your  mind  : 
All  men  of  fenfe  will  pafs  your  door,    • 
And  crowd  to  Stella's  at  fourfcore.     • 


TO    STELLA, 

Who  callefted  and  trarfcribed  bis  Poems.     1720. 

As,  when  a  lofty  pile  is  rais'd, 
We  never  hear  the  workmen  prais'd, 
Who  bring  the  lime;  or  place  the  Hones  ; 
But  all  admire  Inigo  Jones  j 


So,  if  this  pile  of  fcattered  rhymqj 
Should  be  approv'd  in  after  times ; ' 
If  it  both  pleales  and  endures, 
The  merit  and  the  praife  are  yours. 

Thou,  Stella,  wert  no  longer  young, 
When  firft  for  thee  my  harp  was  ftrung, 
Without  one  word  of  Cxipid's  darts, 
Of  killing  eyes,  or  bleeding  hearts  ? 
With  Friendfhip  and  Eiteem  poffeft, 
I  ne'er  admitted  Love  a  gueft. 

In  ail  the  habitudes  of  life, 
The  friend,  the  miftrefs,  and  the  wife, 
Variety  we  ft;ll  purfue, 
In  pleafure  feek  for  fomething  new  ; 
Or  elfe,  comparing  with  the  reft, 
Take  comfort,  that  our  own  is  beft  ; 
The  beft  we  value  by  the  wbrft, 
(As  tradefmen  Ihow  their  trafh  at  firft)  ^ 
But  his  purfuits  were  at  an  end, 
Whom  Stella  choofes  for  a  friend. 

A  poet  ftarving  in  a  garret, 
Conning  all  topics  like  a  parrot, 
Invokes  his  miftrefs  and  his  mufe, 
And  ftays  at  home  for  want  of  fhoes : 
Should  but  his  mule  defcending  drop 
A  flice  of  bread  and  mutton-chop  ; 
Or  kindly,  when  his  credit's  out, 
Surprife  him  with  a  pint  of  ft  out ; 
Or  patch  his  broken  ftocking-fcals, 
Or  lend  him  in  a  peck  of  coals; 
Exalted  in  his  mighty  mind, 
He  flies,  and  leaves  the  ftars  behind  ; 
Counts  all  his  labours  amply  paid, 
Adores  her'  for  the  timely  aid. 

Or,  fhould  a  porter  make  inquiries 
For  Chloe,  Sylvia,  Phyllis,  Iris ; 
Be  told  the  lodging,  kine,  and  fign, 
The  bowers  that  hold  thofe  nymphs  divine, 
Fair  Chloe  would  perhaps  be  found 
With  footmen  tippling  under  ground  ; 
The  charming  Sylvia  beating  flax, 
Her  moulders  mark'd  with  bloody  tracks; 
Bright  Phyllis  mending  ragged  fmocks,    '" 
And  radiant  Iris  in  the  pox. 
Thefe  are  the  goddeffes  enroll'd 
In  CurlPs  collection,  new  and  old, 
Whofe  fcoundrel  fathers  would  not  know  'e 
If  they  fhould  meet  them  in  a  poem. 

True  poets  can  deprefs  and  raife, 
Are  Lords  of  infamy  and  praife  ; 
They  are  not  fcurrilous  in  fatire, 
Nor  will  in  panegyric  flatter. 
Unjuftly  poets  we  afperfe  ; 
Truth  fhines  the  brighter  clad  in  verfe^ 
And  all  the  fictions  they  purfue, 
Do  but  infinuate  what  is  true. 

Now,  fhould  my  praifes  owe  their  truth, 
To  beauty,  drefs,  or  paint,  'or  youth, 
What  Stoics  call  ivhbout  our  power ', 
They  could  not  be  infur'd  an  hour  : 
'Twere  grafting  on  an  annual  ftock, 
That  muft  our  expectation  mock, 
And,  making  one  luxuriant  fhoot, 
Die  the  next  year  for  want  of  root : 
Before  I  could  my  verfes  bring, 
Perhaps  you're  quite  another  thing. 

So  Msevius,  when  he  drain'd  his  IkuB 
To  celebrate  fonie  fuburb  truljj 


O    S     M    S. 


Hi*  fimilies  in  order  fet, 

And  every  crambo  he  could  get, 

Had  gone  through  all  the  common -place* 

Worn  out  by  wits,  who  rhyme  on  faces : 

Before  he  could  his  poem  clofe, 

The  lovely  nymph  had  loft  her  nofe, 

Your  virtues  fafely  I  commend  ; 
They  on  no  accidents  depend  : 
Let  malice  look  with  all  her  eyes, 
She  dares  not  fay  the  poet  lies. 

Stella,  when  you  thefe  lines  tranfcribe, 
Left  you  ihould  take  them  for  a  bribe, 
Refolv'd  to  mortify  your  pride, 
I'll  here  expofe  your  weaker  fide. 

Your  fpirits  kindle  to  a  flame, 
Mov'd  with  the  lighteft  touch  of  blame  j 
And,  when  a  friend  in  kindnefs  tries 
To  fhow  you  where  your  error  lies, 
Conviction  does  but  more  iucenfe  ; 
Perverfenefs  is  your  whole  defence  ; 
Truth,  judgment,  wit,  give  place  to  fpight, 
Regardiefs  both  of  wrong  and  right ; 
Your  virtues  all  fufpended  wait 
Till  time  hath  open'd  reafon's  gate  ; 
And,  what  is  worfe,  your  paffion  bends 
Its  force  againft  your  neaieft  friends, 
Which  manners,  decency,  and  pride, 
Have  taught  you  from  the  world  to  hide  : 
In  vain  ;  for,  fee,  your  friend  hath  brought 
To  public  light  your  only  fault ; 
And  yet  a  fault  we  often  find 
Mix'd  in  a  noble  generous  mind  ; 
And  may  compare  to  JEtna's  fire, 
Which,  though  with  trembling,  all  admire  ; 
The  heat,  that  makes  the  fummit  glow, 
Enriching  all  the  vales  below. 
Thofe  who  in  warmer  climes  complain 
From  Phoebus'  rays  they  fuffer  pain, 
Muft  own  that  pain  is  largely  paid 
By  generous  wines  beneath  a  fhade. 

Yet,  when  I  find  your  paffions  rife, 
And  anger  fparkling  in  your  eyes, 
I  grieve  thofe  fpirits  Ihould  be  fpent, 
For  nobler  ends  by  nature  meant. 
One  paffion  with  a  different  turn 
Makes  wit  inflame,  or  anger  burn  : 
So  the  fun's  heat  with  different  powers 
Ripens  the  grape,  the  liquor  fours: 
Thus  Ajax,  when  with  rage  poffeft 
By  Pallas  breath'd  into  his  breaft, 
His  valour  would  no  more  employ, 
Which  might  alone  have  conquer'd  Troy; 
But,  blinded  by  refentment,  feeks 
For  vengeance  on  his  friends  the  Greeks. 

You  think  this  turbulence  of  flood 
From  ftagnating  preferves  the  blood, 
Which  thus  fermenting  by  degrees 
Exalts  the  fpirits,  finks  the  lees. 

Stella,  for  once  you  re\ifon  wrong ; 
For,  fhould  this  ferment  laft  too  long, 
By  time  fubfiding,  you  may  find  ' 
Nothing  but  acid  left  behind  ; 
From  paffion  you  may  then  be  freed, 
When  peeviihnefs  and  fpleen  fucceed. 

Say,  Stella,  when  you  copy  next, 
Will  you  keep  ftricily  to  the  text  ? 
Pare  you  let  thefe  reproaches  Hand, 
And  tg  your  failing  let  your  hand  j 


Or,  if  thefe  lines  your  anger  fire, 
Shall  they  in  bafer  flames  expire  ? 
Whene'er  they  burn,  if  burn  they  muft, 
They'll  prove  my  accufatipn  juit. 


TO     STELLA, 

Viftiing  me  in  my  Sickntfs, 


PALLAS,  obferving  Stella's  wit 
Was  more  than  for  her  fex  was  fit, 
And  that  her  beauty,  foon  or  late, 
Might  breed  confufion  in  the  ftate, 
In  high  concern  for  human  kind, 
Fix'd  honour  in  her  infant  mind. 

But  (not  in  wranglings  to  engage 
With  fuch  a  ftupid  vicious  age) 
If  honour  I  would  here  define, 
It  anfwers  faith  in  things  divine. 
As  natural  life  the  body  warms, 
And,  fcholars  teach,  the  foul  inform*  ; 
So  honour  animates  the  whole, 
And  is  the  fpirit  of  the  foul. 

Thofe  numerous  virtues  which  the  tribe? 
Of  tedious  moralifts  defcribe, 
And  by  fuch  various  titles  call, 
True  honour  comprehends  them  all. 
Let  melancholy  rule  fupreme, 
Choler  prefide,  or  blood,  or  phlegm, 
It  makes  no  difference  in  the  cafe, 
Nor  is  complexion  honour's  place. 

But,  left  we  fhould  for  honour  take 
The  drunken  quarrels  of  a  rake  ; 
Or  think  it  feated  in  a  fear, 
Or  on  a  proud  triumphal  car, 
Or  in  the  payment  of  a  debt 
We  lofe  with  fharpers  at  picquet  ; 
Or  when  a  whore  in  her  vocation 
Keeps  punctual  to  her  affignation  ; 
Or  that  on  which  his  Lordfhip  fwears, 
When  vulgar  knaves  would  lofe  their  eaup 
Let  Stella's  fair  example  preach 
A  leffon  fhe  alone  can  teach. 

In  points  of  honour  to  be  try'd, 
All  paffions  muft  be  laid  afide  : 
Afk  no  advice,  but  think  alone  ; 
Suppofe  the  queftion  not  your  own. 
How  fhall  I  aft  ?  is  not  the  cafe  ; 
But  how  would  Brutus  in  my  place  ? 
In  fuch  a  cafe  would  Cato  bleed  ? 
And  how  would  Socrates  proceed  ? 

Drive  all  objections  from  your  mind, 
Elfe  you  relapie  to  human  kind  : 
Ambition,  avarice,  and  luft, 
And  factious  rage,  and  breach  of  truft, 
And  flattery  tipt  with  naufeous  fleer, 
And  guilty  fhame,  and  fervile  fear, 
Envy,  and  cruelty,  and  pride, 
Will  in  your  tainted  heart  prefide. 

Heroes  and  heroines  of  old 
By  honour  only  were  inroll'd 
Among  their  brethren  in  the  fkies, 
To  which  (though  late)  fhall  Stella  rife, 
Ten  thoufand  oaths  upon  record 
Are  not  fo  facred  as  her  word  : 
The  world  fliall  in  its  atoms  end, 
Ere  Stella  can  deceive  a  friend. 


THE    WORKS    OF   SWIFT; 


By  honour  feated  in  her  breaft 
She  ftill  determines  what  is  befl : 
"What  indignation  in  her  mind 
Againft  enflavers  of  mankind  ! 
~Bafe  kings,  and  minifters  of  ftate, 
Eternal  objects  of  her  hate  ! 

She  thinks  that  nature  ne'er  defign'd 
Courage  to  man  alone  confin'd. 
Can  cowardice  her  fex  adorn, 
"Which  moft  expofes  ours  to  fcorn  ? 
She  wonders  where  the  charm  appears 
Jn  FlorimePs  afFe&ed  fears  ; 
For  Stella  never  learn'd  the  art 
At  proper  times  to  fcream  and  ftart ; 
^Jor  calls  up  all  the  houfe  at  night, 
And  fwears  me  faw  a  thing  in  white. 
Doll  never  flies  -to  cut  her  lace, 
Or  throw  cold  water  in  her  face, 
33ecaufe  me  heard  a  fudden  drum, 
Or  found  an  earwig  in  a  plum. 

Her  hearers  are  amaz'd  from  whence 
Proceeds  that  fund  of  wit  and  fenfe  ; 
Which,  though  her  modefly  would  fhroud, 
Breaks  like  the  fun  behind  a  cloud ; 
While  gracefulnefs  its  art  conceals, 
And  yet  through  every  motion  fteals. 
Say,  Stella,  was  Prometheus  blind, 
And,  forming  you,  miftook  your  kind  ? 
!No  ;  'twas  for  you  alone  he  ftole 
*The  fire  that  forms  a  manly  foul ; 
Then,  to  complete  it  every  way, 
He  moulded  it  with  female  clay  -. 
To  that  yon  owe  the  nobler  flame, 
"To  this  the  beauty  of  your  frame. 
How  would  ingratitude  delight, 
And  how  would  cenfure  glut  her  fpigh^ 
If  I  mould  Stella's  kindnefs  hide 
In  filence,  or  forget  with  pride  ! 
"When  on  my  fickly  couch  I  lay, 
Impatient  both  of  night  and  day, 
Lamenting  in  unmanly  ftrains, 
CalFd  every  power  to  eafe  my  pains; 
Then  Stella  ran  to  my  relief 
*W 'ith  cheerful  face  and  inward  grief : 
And,  though  by  Heaven's  fevere  decree 
She  fuffers  hourly  more  than  me, 
]Mo  cruel  mafter  could  require, 
Trom  flaves  employed  for  daily  hire, 
What  Stella,  by  her  friendlhip  warm'd, 
"With  vigour  and  delight  perform'd  : 
CMy  finking  fpirits  now  fupplies 
With  cordials  in  her  hands  and  eyes ; 
Kow  with  a  foft  «nd  filent  tread 
XJnheard  me  moves  about  my  bed. 
I  fee  her  tafte  each  naufeous  draught ; 
And  fo  obligingly  am  caught, 
1  blefs  the  hand  from  whence  they  came, 
'Kor  dare  diftort  my  face  for  Ihame. 

Beft  pattern  of  true  friends !  beware : 
You  pay  too  dearly  for  your  care, 
If,  while  your  tendernefs  fecures 
!My  life,  it  muft  endanger  your's  ; 
For  fuch  a  fool  was  never  found, 
Who  pull'd  a  palace  to  the  ground, 
Only  to  have  the  ruins  made 
ls  for  a  houfe  decay 'd. 


AN    ELEGY 

ON   THE  DEATH  OF  DEMAR,  THE  USURER.. 
Wlo  diedtha  fob  of  July  1720. 

KNOXV  all  men  by  tbcfe pretexts,  Death  the  tamer, 
By  mortgage,  hath  fecur'd  the  corpfe  of  Demar  ; 
Nor  can  four  hundred  tboitfandferlmg  pound 
Redeem  him  from  his  prifon  under  ground. 
His  heirs  might  well,  of  all  his  wealth  poffefs'd, 
Beftow  to  bury  him  one  iron  cheft. 
Plutus  the  god  of  wealth  will  joy  to  know 
His  faithful  fteward  in  the  {hades  below, 
He  walk'dtheftreets,and  wore  a  threadbare  cloak  j 
He  din'd  and  fupp'd  at  charge  of  other  folk  : 
And  by  his  looks,  had  he  held  out  his  palms, 
He  might  be  thought  an  objecT:  fit  for  alms. 
So,  to  the  poor,  if  he  refus'd  his  pelf, 
He  us'd  them  full  as  kindly  as  himfelf. 

Where'er  he  went,  he  never  faw  his  betters  ; 
Lords,  inights,  and  jquirts,  were   all  his  humble 
And  under  hand  andji-ai  the  Irifh  nation  [debtors ; 
Were  forc'd  to  own  to  him  their  obligation. 

He  that  could  once  have  half  a  kingdom  bought, 
In  half  a  minute  is  not  worth  a  groat. 
His  coffers  from  the  coffin  could  not  fave, 
Nor  all  his  intereft  keep  him  from  the  grave. 
A  golden  monument  would  not  be  right, 
Becaufe  we  wifli  the  earth  upon  him  light. 

Oh  London  tavern  *  1  thou  haft  loft  a  friend, 
Though  in  thy  walls  he  ne'er  did  farthing  fpend ; 
He  touch1  d  the  pence,  when  others  touched  the  pot ; 
The  hand  that  fign'd  the  mortgage  paid  the  fhat. 

Old  as  he  was,  no  vulgar  known  difeafe 
On  him  could  ever  boaft  a  power  to  feize  ; 
"  f  But,  as  he  weigh'd  his  gold,  grim  Death  in 

"  fpight 

"  Caft  in  his  dart,  which  made  three  moidores  light; 
"  And,  as  he  faw  his  darling  money  fail, 
"  Blew  his  laft  breath,  to  fink  the  lighter  fcale." 
He  who  fo  long  was  current,  'twould  be  ftrange 
If  he  fhould  now  be  cry''d  down  iince  his  change. 

The  fex  ton  {hall  green  fods  on  thee  beftow ; 
Alas,  the  fexton  is  thy  banker  now  \ 
A  difmal  banker  muft  that  banker  be., 
Who  gives  no  bills  but  of  mortality. 

EPITAPH  ON  A  MISER, 

BENEATH  this  verdant  hillock  lies 
Demar,  the  ivealthy  and  the  ivife. 
His  heirs,  that  he  might  fafely  reft, 
Have  put  his  carcafc  in  a  chejl  ,- 
The  very  cheft  in  which,  they  fay, 
His  other  f  elf ,  his  money,  lay. 
And,  if  his  heirs  continue  kind 
To  that  dear  felf  he  left  behind, 
I  dare  believe,  that  four  in  five 
Will  think  his  better  half  alive. 

TO  MRS.  HOUGHTON  OF  BORMOUNTt 

Upon  praijing  her  Hujband  io  Dr.  Sivift. 

You  always  are  making  a  god  of  your  fpoufe ; 
But  this  neither  reafon  nor  confcience  allows ; 


*  A  tavern  in  Dublin,  it/here  Demar  kept  his 
•{•  Thtfefour  lines  ivere  •xrijtea  f>\  S-telia. 
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Pehaps  you  will  fay,  'tis  in  gratitude  due, 
And  you  adore  him,  becaufe  he  adores  you. 
Your  argument's  weak,  and  fo  you  will  find  ; 
For  you,  by  this  rule,  muft  adore  all  mankind. 


VERSES  WRITTEN  ON  A  WINDOW, 
At  tie  Deanry  Houfi,  St.  Patrick's. 

ARE  the  guefts  of  this  houfe  flill  doom'd  to  be 

cheated  ?  [be  treated. 

Sure  the  fates  have  decreed  they  by  halves  ihould 
In  the  days  of  good  John  *,  if  you  came  here  to 

dine,  [wine. 

You  had  choice  of  good  meat, but  no  choice  or  good 
In  Jonathan's  reign,  if  you  come  here  to  eat, 
You  have  choice  of  good  wine,  but  no  choice  of 

good  meat. 

O  Jove  !  then  how  fully  might  all  fides  be  bleft, 
Wouldft  thou  but  agree  to  this  humble  requeft  ; 
Put  both  deans  in  one;  or,  if  that's  too  much 

trouble, 
Inftead  of  the  deans,  make  the  deanry  double. 


ON  ANOTHER  WINDOW  f. 

A  BARD  on  whom  Phoebus  his  fpirit  beftow'd, 
Refolving  t'  acknowledge  the  bounty  he  ow'd, 
Found  out  a  new  method  at  once  of  confeffing, 
And  making  the  moft  of  fo  mighty  a  blefiing; 
To  the  god  he'd  be  grateful ;  but  mortals  he'd 

choufe, 

By  making  his  patron  prefide  in  his  houfe  ; 
And  wifely  forefaw  this  advantage  from  thence, 
That  the  god  would  in  honour  bear  snoft  of  th' 

expence :  [treat 

So  the  bard  he  finds  driak,  and  leaves  Phoebus  to 
With  the  thoughts  he  infpires,  regardlefs  of  meat. 
Hence  they  that  come  hither  expecting  to  dine, 
Are  always  fobb'd  off  with  fheer  wit  and  fheer  wine. 

APOLLO  TO  THE  DEAN,  1740. 

RIGHT  trufty,  and  fo  forth — we  let  you  to  know, 
We  are  very  ill  us'd  by  you  mortals  below. 
For  firft,  I  have  often  by  chemifts  been  told, 
Though  I  know  nothing  on 't,  it  is  I  that  make 
.gold,  [it, 

Which  when  you  have  got,  you  fo  carefully  hide 
That,  fince  I  was  born,  I  hardly  have  fpy'd  it. 
Then  it  muft  be  allow'd,  that,  whenever  I  ihine, 
I  forward  the  grafs,  and  I  ripen  the  vine  ; 
To  me  the  good  fellows  apply  for  relief,        [beef 
Without  whom  they  could  neither  get  claret  nor 
Yet  their  wine  and  their  victuals  thefe  curmud 
geon  lubbards 

Lock  up  from  my  fight  in  cellars  and  cupboards. 
That  I  have  an  ill  eye,  they  wickedly  think, 
And  taint  all  their  meat,  and  four  all  their  drink 
But,  thirdly  and  laftly,  it  muft  be  ailow'd. 
I  alone  ca»i  infpire  the  poetical  crowd  : 
This  is  gratefully  own'd  by  each  boy  in  the  college 
Whom  if  I  infpire,  it  is  not  to  my  knowledge. 


*  Dean  Sterne  ivas  diftiu^uijhed for  bis  hofpitality. 
|  By  Dr.  Delany,  in  conjunction  taitb  Stella. 


This  every  pfre  tender  to  rhyme  will  admit, 
Without  troubling  his  head  about  judgment  or  wit. 
.'hefe  gentlemen  ufe  me  with  kindnefs  and  free 
dom  ;  ['em  : 
And  as  for  their  works,  when  I  pleafe  I  may  read 
They  lie  open  on  purpofe  on  counters  and  flails ; 
And  the  titles  I  view,  when  I  fhine  on  the  walls. 
3ut  a  comrade  of  yours,  that  traitor  Delany, 
Whom  I  for  your  fake  love  better  than  any, 
A.nd,  of  my  were  motion  and  f  pedal  gocd  grace, 
ntended  in  time  to  fucceed  in  your  place, 
On  Tuesday  the  tenth  feditioufly  came 
With  a  certain  falfe  traitrefs,  one  Stella  by  name, 
To  the  deanr\  houfe,  and  on  the  north  glafs, 
Where,  fo?  fear  of  the  cold,  I  never  can  pafs, 
Then  and  there,  vi  et  armis,  with  a  certain  utenfil, 
Of  value  five  fhillings,  in  Englifh  a  pencil, 
Did  maliciouily,  falfely,  and  traiteroufly  write, 
Whilft  Stella  aforefaid  flood  by  with  a  light. 
My  fifter  had  lately  depos'd  upon  oath, 
That  fhe  flopt  in  hercourfe  to  look  at  them  both: 
That  Stella  was  helping,  abetting,  and  aiding : 
And  ftill  as  he  writ,  flood  fmiling  and  reading : 
That  her  eyes  were  as  bright  as  myfelf  at  noon 
day,                                                 [with  gray  ; 
But  her  graceful  black  locks  were  all  mingled 
And  by  the  defcription  I  certainly  know, 
'Tis  the  nymph  that  I  courted  fome  ten  years  ago,; 
Whom  when  I  -with  the  beft  of  my  talents  endued 
On  her  promife  of  yielding,  fhe  a6ted  the  prude  : 
That  fome  verfes  were  writ  with  felonious  intent, 
DirecT:  to  the  northy  where  I  never  yet  went : 
That  the  letters  appeared  revers'd  through  the 
pane,                                                    [again ; 
But  in  Stella's  bright  eyes  they  were  plac'd  right 
Wherein  fhe  diftinftly  could  read  every  line, 
And  prefently  guefs  that  the  fancy  was  mine. 
She  can  fwear  to  the  perfon  whom  oft  fhe  has  feen 
At  night  between  Cavan  Street  and  College  Green^ 
Now  you  fee  why  his  verfes  fo  feldom  are  fhown  ; 
The  reafon  is  plain,  they  are  none  of  his  own  : 
And  obferve  while  you  live,  that  no  mart  is  fhy 
To  difcover  the  goods  he  came  honeftly  by. 
If  I  light  on  a  thought,  he  will  certainly  fteal  ita 
And,  when  he  has  got  it,  find  ways  to  conceal  it : 
Of  all  the  fine  things  he  keeps  in  the  dark, 
There's  fcarce  one  in  ten  but  what  has  my  mark  ; 
And  let  them  be  feen  by  the  world  if  he  dare, 
I'll  make  it  appear  that  they're  all  ftolen  ware. 
But  as  for  the  poem  he  writ  on  your  fafh, 
I  think  I  have  now  got  him  under  my  hfh  ; 
My  fifter  tranfcrib'd  it  laft  night  to  his  forrow, 
And  the  public  fhall  fee't,  if  I  live  till  to-morrow. 
Through  the  zodiac  around,  it  fhall  quickly  be 

fpread 

In  all  parts  of  the  globe  where  your  language  is  read. 
He  knows  very  well,  I  ne'er  gave  a  refuful, 
When  he  afk'd  for  my  aid  in  the  forms  that  are 
But  the  fecret  is  this,  I  did  lately  intend      [ufual : 
To  write  a  few  v-erfes  on  you,  as  my  friend  . 
I  ftudied  a  fortnight,  before  I  could  find, 
As  I  rode  in  my  chariot,  a  thought  to  my  mind, 
And  refolv'd  the  next  winter  (for  that  is  my  time.. 
When  the  days  are  at  fhorteft)  to  get  it  in  rhyme; 
Till  then  it  was  lock'd  in  my  box  at  Parnaffus  ; 
When  that  fubtle  cpn^paion,  in  hopes  to  furpafs  us, 
Conveys  out  my  paper  of  hints  by  a  trick,  [Nick) 
C  For  I  think  in  my  conference  he  deals  with  Qld 
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And,  from  my  own  flock  provided  with  topics, 
He  gets  to  a  window  beyond  both  the  tropics ; 
There  out  of  my  fight,  juft  againft  the  north  zone, 
Writes  down  my  conceits,  and  then  calls  them  his 

own  ; 

And  you,  like  a  booby,  the  bubble  can  fwallow  : 
Now  who  but  Delany  can  write  like  Apollo  ? 
High  treafon  by  ftatute  !  yet  here  you  object, 
He  only  ftole  hints,  but  the  verfe  is  correct ; 
Though  the  thought  be  Apollo's,  'tis  finely  ex- 

prefs'd ; 

So  a  thief  fteals  my  horfe,  and  has  him  well  drefs'd. 
Now,  whereas  the  fad  criminal  feems  paft  repent 
ance, 

We  Phoebus  think  fit  to  proceed  to  his  fentence. 
Since  Delany  has  dar'd,  like  Prometheus  his  fire  ; 
To  climb  to  our  region,  and  thence  to  fleal  fire  ; 
We  order  a  vulture,  in  fhape  of  the  fpleen, 
To  prey  on  his  liver,  but  not  to  be  feen. 
And  we  order  our  fubjecls  of  every  degree 
To  believe  all  his  verfes  were  written  by  me  ; 
And,  under  the  pain  of  our  higheft  difpleafme, 
To  call  nothing  his  but  the  rhyme  and  the  mcafure. 
And  laftly,  for  Stella,  juft  out  of  her  prime, 
I'm  too  much  revenged  already  by  time. 
In  return  to  her  fcorn,  I  fend  her  difeafes, 
But  will  now  be  her  friend  whenever  fhe  pleafes : 
And  the  gifts  I  beflow'd  her  will  find  her  a  lover, 
Though  fhe  lives  to  be  gray  as  a  badger  all  over. 

NEWS  FROM  PARNASSUS, 

BY    DR.   DELANY. 

PARNASSUS,  February  the  twenty-feventh, 
The  poets  affembled  here  on  the  eleventh, 
Convened  by  Apollo,  who  gave  them  to  know, 
He'd  have  a  vicegerent  in  his  empire  below  ; 
But  declar'd  that  no  bard  fhould  this  honour  inherit, 
Till  the  reft  had  agreed  he  furpafs'd  them  in  merit. 
Now  this,  you'll  allow,  was  a  difficult  cafe, 
For  each  bard  believ'd  he'd  a  right  to  the  place  ; 
So,  finding  th'  aflembly  grow  warm  in  debate, 
He  .put  them  in  mind  of  his  Phaeton's  fate  : 
'Twas  urg'd  to  no  purpofe  ;  difputes  higher  rofe, 
Scarce  Phcebus  himfelf  could  their  quarrels  com- 

pofe; 

Till  at  length  he  determin'd  that  every  bard 
Should  (each  in  his  turn)  be  patiently  heard. 

Firft,  one  who  believ'd  he  excell' d  in  trajiflation, 
Founds  his  claim  on  the  doctrine  of  man's  tranf- 

migration  : 

"  Since  the  foul  of  great  Milton  was  given  to  me, 
"  I  hope  the  convention  will  quickly  agree." 
*'  Agree  !"  quoth  Appollo,  "  from  whence  is  this 

«  fool  ?  [fchool  ? 

*'  Is  he  juft  come  from  reading  Pythagoras  at 
*'  Be  gone,  Sir  !  you've  got  your  fubfcriptions  in 

"  time, 

"  And  given  in  return  neither  reafon  nor  rhyme." 
To  the  next,  fays  the  god,  "  Though  now  I  won't 

"  choofe  you, 

"  I'll  tell  you  the  reafon  for  which  I  refufe  you  : 
«'  Love's  goddefs  has  oft  to  her  parents  complain'd 
*'  Ofmyfavouringabard  who  her  empire  difdain'd; 
«'  That,  at  my  inftigation,  a  poem  you  writ, 
"  Which  to  beauty  and  ycuth  preferr'd  judgment 

"  and  wit ; 


That,  to  make  you  a  laur«at,  I  gave  the  firfc 
voice, 

Infpiring  the  Britons  t'  appprove  of  my  choice. 

Jove  fent  her  to  me  her  power  to  try  ; 

The  goddefs  of  beauty  what  god  can  deny  ? 

She  forbids  your  preferment ;  I  grant  her  defire. 

Appeafe  the  fair  goddefs ;  you  then  may  rift 
"  higher."/  [ceeding, 

The  next  that  appear'd  had  good  hopes  of  fuc- 
For  he  merited  much  for  his  wit  and  his  breeding, 
'Twas  wife  in  the  Britons  no  favour  to  fhow  him, 
He  elfe  might  expect  they  fhould  pay  what  they 

owe  him. 

And  therefore  they  prudently  chofe  to  difcard 
The  patriot,  whofe  merits  they  would  not  reward. 
The  god,  with  a  fniile,  bade  his  favourite  advance, 

You  were  fent  by  Aftrea  her  envoy  to  France  : 
"  You  bent  your  ambition  to  rife  in  the  ftate  ; 

I   refufe  you,  becaufe   you  could  ftoop  to  be 
"  great."  [later, 

Then  a  bard  who  had  been  a  fuccefsful  tranf- 
"  The  convention  allows  me  a  verfificator." 
Says  Apollo,  "You  mention  the  leaft  of  your  merit; 
"  By  your  works  it  appears  you  have  much  of 

"  my  fpirit. 

"  I  efteem  you  fo  well,  that  to  tell  you  the  truth, 
"  The  greateft  objection  againft  you's  your  youth: 
"  Then  be  not  concern'd  you  are  now  laid  afide ; 
"  If  you  live,  you  ihall  certainly  one  day  prefide." 

Another,  low  bending,  Apollo  thus  greets, 

"  'Twas  I  taught  your  fubjc&s  to  walk  through 

"  theftreets."  [before: 

"  You  taught  them  to  tvalk  !  why,  they  knew  it 

"  But  give  me  the  bard  that  can  teach  them  to 

"  focir. 

"  Whenever  he  claims,  'tis  his  right,  I'll  confefs, 
"  Who  lately  attempted  my  ftyle  with  fuccefs ; 
u  Who  writes  like  Apollo  has  moft  of  his  fpirit, 
"  And  therefore  'tis  juft  I  diftinguilh  his  merit  ; 
"  Who  makes  it  appear,  by  all  he  has  writ, 
"  His  judgment  alone  can  fet  bounds  to  his  wit  ; 
"  Like  Virgil,  correct  with  his  own  native  eafe, 
"  But  excels  even  Virgil  in  elegant  praife  ; 
<'  Who  admires  the  ancients,  and  knows  'tis  their 
«  Yet  writes  in  a  manner  entirely  new  ;         [due, 
"  Though  none  with  more  eafe  their  depths  can 

"  explore, 

«'  Yet  whatever  he  wants  he  takes  from  my  ftore: 
"  Though  I'm  fond  of  his  virtues,  his  pride  I  can 
"  In  fcorning  to  borrow  from  any  but  me  ;     [fee, 
"  It  is  owing  to  this,  that,  like  Cynthia,  his  lays 
«  Enlighten  the  world  by  reflecting  my  rays." 

This  faid,  the  whole  audience  foon  found  out 

his  drift  : 
The  convention  was  fummon'd  in  favour  of  Swift. 


THE  RUN  UPON  THE  BANKERS,  1720. 

THE  bold  encroachers  on  the  deep 
Gain  by  degrees  huge  traces  of  land, 

Till  Neptune,  with  one  general  fweep, 
Turns  all  again  to  barren  ftrand. 

The  multitude's  capricious  pranks 

Are  faid  to  reprefent  the  feas  ; 
Which,  breaking  bankers  and  the  banh, 

Rcfunze  their  own  whene'er  they  pleafc. 


P    O    E 

Money,  the  life-blood  of  the  nation, 

Corrupts  and  ftagnates  in  the  vein*, 
Unlefs  a  proper  circulation 

Its  motion  and  its  heat  maintains. 
Becaufe  'tis  lordly  not  to  pay, 

Quakers  and  aldermen  in  ftate 
Like  peers  have  levess  every  day 

Of  duns  attending  at  their  gate. 
We  want  cur  money  on  the  nail ; 

The  banker's  ruin'd  if  he  pays  : 
They  feem  to  acft  an  ancient  tale  ; 

The  birds  are  met  to  ftrip  the  jays. 
Riches,  the  wifeft  monarch  fings, 

"  Make  pinions  for  themfelves  to  fly  :" 
They  fly  like  bats  on  parchment  -wings, 

And  geefe  their  Jilver  plumes  fupply. 
No  money  left  for  fquandcring  heirs  ! 

Bills  turn  the  lenders  into  debtors : 
The  wifn  of  Nero  now  is  theirs, 

"  That  they  had  never  known  their  letters." 

Conceive  the  works  of  midnight  hags, 
Tormenting  fools  behind  their  backs  : 

Thus  bankers  o'er  their  bills  and  bags 
Sits  fqueezing  images  ofivax. 

Conceive  the  whole  enchantment  broke ; 

The  witches  left  in  open  air, 
With  power  no  more  than  other  folk, 

Expos'd  with  all  their  magic  ware. 

So  powerful  are  a  banker's  bills, 

Where  creditors  demand  their  due; 
They  break  up  counters,  doors,  and  tills, 

And  leave  the  empty  chefts  in  view. 

Thus  when  an  earthquake  lets  in  light 

Upon  the  god  of  gold  and  hell, 
Unable  to  endure  the  fight, 

He  hides  within  his  darkeft  cell. 

As  when  a  conjuror  takes  a  leafe 

From  Satan  for  a  term  of  years, 
The  tenant's  in  a  difmal  cafe, 

Whene'er  the  bloody  Land  oppears. 

A  baited  banker  thus  defponds, 

From  his  own  hand  forefees  his  fall ; 

They  have  his  foul,  who  have  his  bonds  ; 
'Tis  like  the  "writing  on  the  -wall. 

How  will  the  catiff  wretch  be  fcar'd, 

When  firft  he  finds  himfelf  awake 
At  the  laft  trumpet  unprepar'd, 

And  all  hisgrand  account  to  make  ! 

For  in  that  univerfal  call 

Few  bankers  will  to  heaven  be  mounters ; 
They'll  cry,  "  Ye  {hops,  upon  us  fall ! 

<l  Conceal  and  cover  us,  ye  counters  !" 

When  other  hands  the  fcalcs  fhall  hold, 

And  they  in  men  and  angels*  Jigbt 
iProduc'd  with  all  their  bills  and  gold, 

"  Weigh'd  in  the  balance,  and  found  light !" 

DESCRIPTION  OF  AN  IRISH  FEAST, 

Tranjlated  almcjl  literally  cut  of  the  original  Irifi, 

I72O. 

OROURK'S  noble  fare  will  ne'er  be  forgot, 
By  thoie  who  were  there,  or  thofe  who' wexe  not. 


His  revels  to  keep,  we  fup  and  we  dine 
On  fsven  fcore  fheep,  fat  bullocks,  and  fwine. 
Uufaucbaugb  to  our  feaft  in  pails  was  brought  up, 
An  hundred  at  leaft,  and  a  madder  *  our  cup. 
O  there  is  the  fport !  we  rife  with  the  light 
In  diforderly  fort  from  ihoring  all  night. 
O  how  was  I  trick'd  !  my  pipe  it  was  broke, 
My  pocket  was  pick'd,  I  loft  my  new  cloak. 
I'm  rifled,  quoth  Nell,  of  mantle  and  kercher  f  : 
Why  then  fare  them  well,   the  de'el  take   the 

fearcher. 

Come,  harper,  ftrike  up  ;  but,  firft,  by  your  favour, 
Boy,  give  us  a  cup  :  ah!  this  has  fome  favour. 
Orourk's  jolly  boys  ne'er  dreamt  of  the  matter,  -^ 
Till,  rous'd  by  the  noife  and  mufical  clatter, 
They  bounce  from  their  neft,  no  longer  will  tarry, 
They  rife  ready  dreft,  without  one  ave-mary*  [ing) 
They  dance  in  a  ronnd,  cutting  capers,  and  ramp- 
A  mercy  the  ground  did  not  burft  with  their 

ftamping. 

The  floor  is  all  wet  with  leaps  and  with  jumps, 
While  the  water  and  fweat  Ipliih-fplafti  in  their 

pumps. 

Blefs  you  late  and  early,  Laughlin  O'  Enagin  1 
By  my  hand\,  you  dance  rarely,  Margery  Grinagin. 
Bring  ftraw  for  our  bed,  fhake  it  down  to  the  feet, 
Then  over  us  fpread  the  winnowing  iheet : 
To  fhow  I  don't  flinch,  fill  the  bowl  up  again ; 
Then  give  us  a  pinch  of  your  fneezing,  a  yean  §. 
Good  Lord !   what  a  fight,  after  all  their  good 

cheer, 

For  people  to  fight  in  the  midft  of  their  beer ! 
They  rife  from  their  feaft,  and  hot  are  their  brainv 
A  cubit  at  leaft  the  length  of  their  ikeans[j. 
Whatftabs  and  what  cuts,  what  clattering  of  flicks; 
What  ftrokes  on  the  guts,  what  baftings  and  kicks! 
With  cudgels  of  oak  well  harden'd  in  flame, 
An  hundred  heads  broke,  an  hundred  ftruck  lame. 
You  churl,  I'll  maintain  my  father  built  Lu&, 
The  Caftlc  of  Slain,  and  Carrick  Drumruflc : 
The  Earl  of  Kildare,  and  Moynalta  his  brother^ 
As  great  as  they  are,  I  was  nurft  by  their  mother. 
Aflc  that  of  old  madam  ;  flie'll  tell  you  who's  who 
As  far  up  as  Adam,  fhe  knows  it  is  true. 
Come  down  with  that  beam,  if  cudgels  are  fca-rcc» 
A  blow  on  the  weam,  or  a  kick  on  the  a — fe. 

AN  EXCELLENT  NEW  SONG, 

ON    A    SEDITIOUS    PAMPHLET  ^,    I72O. 
To  the  tune  of  "  Packingtons  Pound" 

BROCADOS  and  damafks,  and  tabbies,  and  gauges,. 
Are  by  Robert  Ballentine  lately  brought  over, 
With  forty  tilings  more  ;  now  hear  what  the  law 
fays,  [lover. 

Whoe'er  will  not  wear  them  is  not  the  king's 
Though  a  printer  and  dean 
Sedkioufly  mean 
Our  true  Irilh  hearts  from  old  England  to  wean; 


*   A  ivooden  "vejftl.  f  Handkerchief. 

\  An  Irifa  oath.  §  Irijbfor  a  rwonta». 

||    Dagvers,  or  Jbort  fwords . 

^   Propnfuls  for  the  univerfal  ufe  of  Irifa  manuf 
tures,  fir  •uahid*  Waters  tb-  printer  IOM  fsit 

/«**** 
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We'll  buy   Englifh.  filks  for  our  wives  and  our 

daughters, 
In  fpite  of  his  deanfhip  and  journeyman  Waters. 

In  England  the  dead  in  woollen  are  clad, 

The  dean  and  his  printer  then  let  us  cry  fy  on  ; 
To  be  cloth' d  like  a  carcafe,  would  make  a  Teague 
Since  a  living  dog  better  is  than  a  dead  lion,  [mad, 

Our  wives  they  grow  fullen 

At  wearing  of  woollen, 

And  all  we  poor  fhop-keepers  mufl   our  horns 
pull  in.  [daughters, 

Then  we'll  buy  Englifh  filks  for  our  wives  and  our 
In  fpite  of  his  deanfhip  and  journeyman  Waters. 

Whoever  our  trading  with  England  would  hinder, 
To  inflame  both  the  nations  do  plainly  confpire; 
JBecaufe  Irifh  linen  will  foon  turn  to  tinder, 
And  wool  it  is  greafy,  and  quickly  takes  fire. 
Therefore  I  affure  you, 
Our  noble  grand  jury, 
When  they  faw  the  dean's  book,  they  were  in  a 

great  fury  . 
They  would  buy  Englifh  filks  for  their  wives  and 

their  daughters, 
Jn  fpite  of  his  deanihip  and  journeyman  Waters. 

This  wicked  rogue  Waters,  who  always  is  finning, 

And  before  corum  nobus  fo  oft  has  been  call'd, 
Jienceforward  fliall  print  neither  pamphlets  nor 
linen,  [mawl'd : 

And,  if  fwearing  can  do't,  fhall  be  fwingingiy 
And  as  for  the  dean, 
You  know  whom  I  mean, 

If  the  printer  will  'peach  him,  he'll  fcarce  come  off 
clean.  [daughters, 

Then  we'll  buy  Englifh  filks  for  our  wives  and  our 
In  fpite  of  his  deanfhip  and  journeyman  Waters. 

THE  PROGRESS  OF  BEAUTY. 

1720. 

WHEN  firft  Diana  leaves  her  bed, 

Vapours  and  fleams  her  looks  difgrace,' 

A  frbwzy  dirty-colour'd  red 

Sits  on  her  cloudy  wrinkled  face  : 

But  by  degrees,  when  mounted  high. 

Her  artificial  face  appears 
Down  from  her  window  in  the  fky, 

Her  fpots  are  gone,  her  vifage  clears. 

'Twixt  earthly  females  and  the  moon 

All  parallels  exadlly  run  ; 
If  Celia  fhould  appear  too  foon, 

Alas,  the  nymph  would  be  undone  ! 

To  fee  her  from  her  pillow  rife, 

All  reeking  in  a  cloudy  fleam, 
Crack'd  lips,  foul  teeth,  and  gummy  eyes, 

Poor  Strephon  f  how  would  he  blafpheme"! 

Three  colours,  black,  and  red,  and  white, 

So  graceful  in  their  proper  place, 
Remove  them  to  a  different  fcite, 

They  form  a  frightful  hideous  face  :' 

For  inflance,  when  the  lily  fkips 

Into  the  precin6ls  of  the  rofe, 
And  takes  pofieflion  of  the  lips, 

Leaving  the  purple  to  the  nofe-, 

5 


so  Celia  went  entire  to  bed, 
All  her  complexion  fafe  and  found  ; 
ut,  when  me  rofe,  white,  black,  and  red, 
Though  ilill  in  fight,  had  chang'd  their  grouncfc 

"he  black,  which  would  not  be  confin'd, 

A  more  inferior  flation  feeks  ; 
Leaving  the  fiery  red  behind, 
And.  mingles  in  her  muddy  cheeks. 

3ut  Celia  can  with  eafe  reduce, 

By  help  of  pencil,  paint  and  brufh, 
Hach  colour  to  its  place  and  ufe, 

And  teach  her  cheeks  again  to  blufh. 

5he  knows  her  early  felf  no  more, 

But  fill'd  with  admiration  flands ; 
As  other  painters  oft'  adore 

The  workmanfhip  of  their  own  hand** 

Thus,  after  four  important  hours, 

Celia's  the  wonder  of  her  fex: 
Say,  which  among  the  heavenly  powers 

Could  caufe  fuch  marvellous  effeds  ? 

Venus,  indulgent  to  her  kind, 

Gave  women  all  their  hearts  could  wifh, 

When  firfl  fhe  taught  them  where  to  find 
White  lead  and  Lufitanian*  difh. 

Love  wifh  white-lead  cements  his  wings  : 

White-lead  was  lent  us  to  repair 
Two  brightefl,  brittlefl,  earthly  things, 

A  lady's  face,  and  China-ware. 

She  ventures  now  to  lift  the  fafh  : 

The  window  is  her  proper  fphere  : 
Ah,  loveJy  nymph  !  be  not  too  rafh, 

Nor  k:t  the  beaux  approach  too  near* 

Take  pattern  by  yonrjiftcr  flar : 

Delude  at  once  and  blefs  our  fight ; 
When  you  are  feen,  be  feen  from  far, 

And  chiefly  choofe  to  fhine  by  night* 

But  art  no  longer  can  prevail, 

When  the  materials  all  are  gone  ; 
The  beft  mechanic  hand  mufl  fail, 

Where  nothing's  left  to  work  upohf 

Matter,  as  wife  logicians  fay, 

Cannot  without  a.  form  fubfifl ; 
And/or0z,  fay  I,  as  well  as  they, 

Mufl  fail,  if  matter  brings  no  grift* 

And  this  is  fair  Diana's  cafe  ; 

For  all  aflrologers  maintain, 
Each  night  a  bit  drops  off  her  face, 

When  mortals  fay  file's  in  her  wane  '. 

While  Partridge  f  wifely  fhows  the  cauf^*' 

Efficient  of  the  moon's  decay, 
That  Cancer  with  his  poifonous  claws 

Attacks  her  in  the  ntilly  way  : 

But  Gadbury,  in  art  profound, 

From  her  pale  cheeks  pretends  to 
That  fwain  Eodymion  i;  is  not  found 

Or  elfe  that  Mercury's  her  foe. 

*  Portugal. 

•^  Partridge  and  Gadbury  •wrote  each  an  epkem<rtf» 

%  A  young  Jhephsrd,  of  whom  Diana  was  feigned  t$ 


POEMS. 


But,  let  the  caujfe  be  what  it  will, 

In  half  a  month  fhe  looks  fo  thin, 
That  Flamfteed  f  can,  with  all  his  fkift, 

See  but  her  forehead  and  her  chin. 

Yet,  as  fhe  waftes,  file  grows  difcreet, 
Till  midnight  never  ihows  her  head  : 

So  rotting  Celia  ftrolls  the  ftreet, 
When  fober  folks  are  all  a-bed  : 

por  fure,  if  this  be  Luna's  fate, 

Poor  Celia,  but  of  mortal  race, 
In  vain  expects  a  longer  date 

To  the  materials  of  her  face. 

"When  Mercury  her  treiTes  mows, 

To  think  of  black-lead  eonibs  is  vain  ; 

.No  painting  can  reftore  a  nofe, 
Nor  will  her  teeth  return  again. 

Ye  powers,  who  over  love  prefide  ! 

Since  mortal  beauties  drop  fo  foon, 
If  ye  would  have  us  well  fupply'd, 

Send  us  new  nymphs  with  each  new  moon  ! 

THE  PROGRESS  OF  POETRY. 

THE  farmer's  goofe,  who  in  the  ftubble 
Mas  fed  without  reftraint  or  trouble, 
Grown  fat  with  com,  and  fitting  ftill^ 
Can  fcarce  get  o'er  the  barn-door  fill ; 
And  hardly  waddles  forth  to  cool 
Her  belly  in  the  neighbouring  pool ; 
Nor  loudly  cackles  at  the  door ; 
For  cackling  Ihows  the  goofe  is  poor. 

But,  when  fhe  muft  be  turn'd  to  graze, 
And  round  the  barren  common  flrays, 
Hard  exercife  and  harder  fare 
Soon  make  my  dame  grow  lank  and  fpare  : 
Her  body  light,  fhe  tries  her  wings, 
And  fcorns  the  ground,  and  upward  fprings ; 
While  all  the  parifh,  as  fhe  flies, 
Hear  founds  harmonious  from  the  fkies. 

Such  is  the  poet  frefh  in  pay 
(The  third  night's  profits  of  his  play) ; 
His  morning-draughts  till  noon  can  fwiHr 
Among  his  orethren  of  the  quill : 
With  good  roaft  beef  his  belly  full, 
Grown  lazy,  foggy,  fat,  and  dull, 
Deep  funk  in  plenty  and  delight, 
What  poet  e'er  could  take  his  flight? 
Or  fluff' d  with  phlegm  up  to  the  throat^ 
What  poet  e'er  could  fing  a  note  ? 
Nor  Pegafus  could  bear  the  load 
Along  the  high  celeftial  road  ; 
The  fteed,  opprefs'd,  would  break  his  girth, 
To  raife  the  lumber  from  the  earth. 

But  view  him  in  another  fcene, 
When  all  his  drink  is  Hippocrene, 
His  money  fpent,  his  patrons  fail, 
His  credit  out  for  cheefe  and  ale  ; 
His  two-years  coat  fo  fmooth  and  bare, 
Through  every  thread  it  lets  in  air  ; 
With  hungry  meals  his  body  pin'd, 
His  guts  and  belly  full  of  wind  ; 
And,  like  a  jockey  for  a  race, 
His  flefh  brought  down  t«  flying  cafe  : 
Now  his  exalted  fpirit  loaths 
Incumbrances  of  food  and  clothes  ; 

f  John  Flamflcsd)  the  (eltlnittd  zftronower  royal. 


And  up  he  rifes,  like  a  vapour, 
Supported  high  on  wings  of  paper  J 
He  fmging  flies,  and  flying  fings, 
While  from  below  all  Grub-ftreet  rings. 

THE  SOUTH  SEA  PROJECT. 


<c  Apparent  rari  nantes  in  gurgite  vaflo, 
"  Armavirum,  tabulaeque,etTroiagazaperundas." 

Vine, 

YE  wife  philofophers,  explain 

What  magic  makes  our  money  rife, 

When  dropp'd  into  the  Southern  main  ;. 
Or  do  thefe  jugglers  cheat  our  eyes  J 

Put  in  your  money  fairly  told  ; 

Prejlo  I  be  gone—  'Tis  here  again  «• 
Ladies  and  gentlemen,  behold, 

Here's  every  piece  as  big  as  ten. 

Thus  in  a  bafon  drop  a  milling 

Then  fill  the  veffel  to  the  brim; 
You  fhall  obferve,  as  you  are  filling', 

The  ponderous  metal  feems  to  fwimi 

It  rifes  both  in  bulk  and  height, 

Behold  it  fweiling  like  a  fope  ; 
The  liquid  medium  cheats  your  fight; 

Behold  it  mounted  to  the  top  ! 

In  flock  three  hundred  thoufand  pound  ; 

I  have  in  view  a  lord's  eflate  ; 
My  manors  all  contiguous  round  ; 

A  coach  and  fix,  and  ferv'd  in  plate  ! 

Thus,  the  deluded  bankrupt  raves  ; 

Puts  all  upon  a  defperate  bet  ; 
Then  plunges  in  the  Southern  waves, 

Dipt  over  head  and  ears^—  in  debt. 

So,  by  a  calenture  mifled, 

The  mafriner  with  rapture  fees, 
On  the  fmooth  ocean's  azure  bed, 

Enamel'd  fields  and  verdant  trees  : 

With  eager  hafle  he  longs  to  rove 

In  that  fantaflic  fcene,  and  thinks 
It  muft  be  fome  enchanted  grove  ; 

And  in  he  leaps,  and  down  he  finks. 

Five  hundred  chariots,  juft  befpoke, 
Are  funk  in  thefe  devouring  waves, 

The  horfes  drown'd,  the  harnefs  broke, 
And  here  the  owners  find  their  gravesi 

Like  Pharaoh,  by  diretfors  led  ; 

They  with  their  ff  oils  went  fafe  before  ; 
His  chariots,  tumbling  out  the  dead, 

Lay  fhatter'd  on  the  Red-Sea  fhore. 

Rais'd  up  on  Hope's  afpiring  plumes, 
The  young  adventurer  o'er  the  deep 

An  eagle's  flight  and  ftate  affumes, 
And  fcorns  the  middle-way  to  keep. 

On  paper  wings  he  takes  his  flight, 

With  wax  the  father  bound  them  faft  ; 

The  wax  is  melted  by  the  height, 
And  down  the  towering  boy  is  caft. 

A  moralifl  might  here  explain 
The  rafhnefs  of  the  Cretan  youth  $ 
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Defcribe  his  fall  into  the  main, ' 
And  from  a  fable  form  a  truth. 

His  wings  are  his  paternal  rent, 

He  melts  the  wax  at  every  flame  ; 

His  credit  funk,  his  money  fpent, 
In  Southern  Seas  he  leaves  bis  name. 

Inform  us,  you  that  beft  can  tell, 

Why  in  yon'  dangerous  gulph  profound, 

Where  hundreds  and  where  thoufands  fell, 
Fools  chiefly  float,  the  ivife  are  drown'd  ? 

So  have  I  feen  from  Severn's  brink 
A  flock  oigeefe  jump  down  together  ; 

Swim,  where  the  bird  of  Jove  would  fink, 
And,  fwimming,  never  wet  a  feather. 

But,  I  affirm,  'tis  falfe  in  fact, 
Direflors  better  knew  their  tools ; 

We  fee  the  nation's  credit  crack'd, 

Each  knave  hath  made  a  thoufand  fools. 

One  fool  may  from  another  win, 

And  then  get  off  with  money  ftor'd  ; 

But,  if  zjbarper  once  comes  in, 

He  throws  at  all,  and  fweeps  the  board. 

As  fifties  on  each  other  prey, 

The  great  ones  fwalloAving  up  the  fmall ; 
So  fares  it  in  the  Southern  Sea  ; 

The  whale  directors  eat  up  all. 

Wheny?ca£  is  high,  they  come  between, 
Making  by  fecond-hand  their  offers  ; 

Then  cunningly  retire  unfeen, 

With  eafch  a  million  in  his  coffers. 

So  when  upon  a  moon-fhine  night 
An  afs  was  drinking  at  a  fhream  ; 

A  cloud  arofe,  and  flopp'd  the  light, 
By  intercepting  every  beam  : 

The  day  of  judgment  will  be  foon 
(Cries  out  a  fage  among  the  crowd)  ; 

An  afs  hath  fwallow'd  up  the  moon  ! 
(The  moon  lay  fafe  behind  a  cloud). 

Each  poor  fubfcriler  to  the  fea 

Sinks  down  at  once,  and  there  he  lies  ; 
Directors  fall  as  well  as  they, 

Their  fall  is  but  a  trick  to  rife. 

So  fifties,  rifing  from  the  main, 

Can  foar  with  moiften'd  wings  on  high  ; 
The  moiflure  dry'd,  they  fink  again, 

And  dip  their  fins  again  to  fly. 

IJndone  at  play,  the  female  troops 
Come  here  their  loffes  to  retrieve  ; 

Ride  o'er  the  waves  in  fpacious  hoops. 
Like  Lapland  witches  in  a  fieve. 

Thus  Venus  to  the  fea  defcends, 

As  poets  feign  ;  but  where's  the  moral  ? 

Tt  ftiows  the  Queen  of  .love  intends 

To  fearch  the  deep  for  pearl  and  coral. 

The  fea  is  richer  than  the  land, 

I  heard  it  from  my  grannam's  mouth  ; 

Which  now  I  clearly  underftand, 
For  by  the  fea  flie  meant  the  South. 

Thus  by  direftors  we  are  told, 
«*  Pray,  Gentlemen,  believe  your  eyes  j 


Our  ocean's  cover'd  o'er  with  gold, 
Look  round  and  fee  how  thick  it  lies : 

We,  Gentlemen,  are  your  affifters, 
We'll  come,  and  hold  you  by  the  chin.—'* 

Alas  !  all  is  not  gold  that  glifters, 
Ten  thoufand  fink  by  leaping  in. 

Oh  !  would  thofe  patriots  be  fo  kind, 

Here  in  the  deep  to  ivafb  their  hands , 
Then,  like  Paclolus,  we  mould  find 

The  fea  indeed  had  golden  funds. 

A  fhilling  in  the  taib  you  fling ; 

The  fiiver  takes  a  nobler  hue, 
By  magic  virtue  in  the  fpring, 

And  feems  a  guinea  to  your  view. 

But,  as  a  guinea  will  not  pafs 

At  market  for  a  farthing  more, 
Shown  through  a  multiplying-glufs, 

Than  what  it  always  did  before  : 

So  caft  it  in  the  Southern  Seas, 

Or  view  it  through  a  jobber's  bill ; 
Put  on  what  fpectacles  you  pleafe, 

Your  guinea's  but  a  guinea  {till. 

One  night  a  fool  into  a  brook 

Thus  from  a  hillock  looking  down, 
The  golden  jlars  for  guineas  took, 

Andfttver  Cynthia  for  a  crown. 

The  point  he  could  no  longer  doubt ; 

He  ran,  he  leapt  into  the  flood; 
There  fprawl'd  awhile,  and  fcarce  got  out, 

All  cover'd  o'er  with  flime  and  mud. 

"  Upon  the  water  caft  thy  bread, 

"  And  after  many  days  thou'lt  find  it ;" 

But  gold  upon  this  ocean  fprcad 

Shall  fink,  and  leave  no  mark  behind  it. 

There  is  a  gulph,  where  thoufands  fell, 
Here  all  the  bold  adventurers  came, 

A  narrow  found,  though  deep  as  hell ; 
'Change-Alley  is  the  dreadful  name. 

Nine  times  a  day  it  ebbs  and  flows  ; 

Yet  he  that  on  the  furface  lies, 
Without  a  pilot  feldom  knows 

The  time  it  falls,  or  when  'twill  rife. 

Subfcribers  here  by  thoufands  float, 

And  joftle  one  another  down  ; 
Each  paddling  in  his  leaky  boat ; 

And  here  they  fifh  for  gold,  and  drown. 

"  *  Now  bury'd  in  the  depth  below, 
"  Now  mounted  up  to  heaven  again, 

«  They  reel  and  ftagger  to  and  fro, 

"  At  their  wits  end,  like  drunken  men.M 

Mean  time  fecure  on  Garraway  f  cliffs, 

A  favage  race  by  fhipwrecks  fed, 
Lie  waiting  for  the  founder' d  fkiffs, 

And  ftrip  the  bodies  of  the  dead. 

But  thefe,  you  fay,  are  factious  lies. 
From  fome  malicious  Tory's  brain  ; 

For,  where  Dircflors  get  a  prize, 
The  Swifs  and  Dutch  whole  millions  drain. 

*  Pfalm  cvii.       f  ^  cojfte-bwfe  in  'Change- Alley* 
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Thus,  when  by  roolcs  a  lord  is  ply'd, 
Some  cully  often  wins  a  bet, 

By  venturing  on  the  cheating  fide, 
Though  not  into  the  fecret  let. 

While  fome  build  caftles  in  the  air, 
Dirt-tiers  build  them  in  the  feas  j 

Subferibers  plainly  fee  them  there, 
For  fools  will  fee  as  wife  men  please. 

Thus  oft'  by  mariners  are  fhown 
(Unlefs  the  men  of  Kent  are  liars) 

Earl  Godwin's  caftles  overflown. 
And  palace-roofs,  and  fteeple-fpires. 

Mark  where  the  fly  Dlreftors  creep, 
Nor  to  the  fhore  approach  too  nigh  ! 

The  monfters  neftle  in  the  deep, 
To  feize  you  in  your  pafling  by. 

Then,  like  the  dogs  of  Nile,  be  wife, 
Who,  taught  by  inftin<ft  how  to  llutn 

The  crocodile,  that  lurking  liesj 

Run  as  they  drink,  and  drink  and  run. 

Antseus  could,  by  magic  charms, 
Recover  ftrength  when'er  he  fell  ; 

Alcides  held  him  in  his  arms, 
And  fent  him  up  in  air  to  bell. 

Direftors,  thrown  into  the  fea, 

Recover  ftrength  and  vigour  there  ; 

But  may  be  tam'd  another  way, 
Sufpended  fax  a  while  in  air. 


ors  !  for  'tis  you  I  warn, 
By  long  experience  we  have  found 
What  plannet  rul'd  when  you  were  born  : 
We  fee  you  never  can  be  drown'd. 

Beware,  nor  over-bulky  grow, 

Nor  come  within  your  cully's  reach  ; 

For,  if  the  fea  fhould  fink  fo  low 
To  leave  you  dry  upon  the  beach, 

You  '11  owe  your  ruin  to  your  bulk  : 
Your  foes  already  waiting  {land, 

To  tear  you  like  a  founder'd  hulk, 
While  you  lie  helplefs  on  the  fand. 

Thus,  when  a  whale  has  loft  the  tide, 
The  coafters  crowd  to  feize  the  fpoil  ; 

The  monfter  into  parts  divide, 

And  ftrip  the  bones,  and  melt  the  oil. 

Oh  !  may  fome  ivejlern  tempeft  fwcep 
Thefe  locujls  whom  our  fruits  have  fed, 

That  plague  Directors  to  the  deep, 
Driv'n  from  the  Soiitb-Sea  to  the  Red  ! 

May  he,  whom  Nature's  laws  obey, 
Who  lifts  the  poor,  and  fin  fa  the  proud, 

*  Quiet  the  raging  of  theyk-7, 

"  And  £ill  the  madnefs  of  the  crowd  !" 

But  never  ihall  our  ifle  have  reft, 

Till  thofe  devouring/Tu/w  run  down, 

(The  devils  leaving  the  poffeft) 

And  headlong  in  the  waters  drown. 

The  nation  then  too  late  will  find, 
Computing  all  their  coft  and  trouble, 

Dircflors'  promifes  but  wind, 
Swtb-Sea  at  beft  a  mighty  buUlc* 
VOL.  IX, 


THE  DOG  AND  SHADOW, 

ORE  cibum  portans  catulus  dum  fpectat  in  undis, 
Apparet  liquido  prstdje  melioris  imago  : 
Dum  fpeciofa  diu  damna  admiratur,  et  alte 
Ad  latices  inhiat,  cadit  imo  vortice  prasceps 
Ore  cibus,  nee  non  fimulachrum  corripit  una. 
Occupat  ille  avibiis  deceptis  faucibus  umbram  ; 
Illudit  fpecie?,  ac  dentibus  aera  mordet. 

TO  A  FRIEND, 

Who  had  leen  much  abufed  in  many  different  Libels* 

THE  greateft  monarch  may  be  ftabb'd  by  night, 
AT  id  fortune  hdp  the  murderer  in  his  flight ; 
The  vileft  ruffian  may  commit  a  rape, 
Yet  fafe  from  injur'd  innocence  efcape^ 
And  calumny,  by  working  under  ground, 
Can,  unreveng'd,  the  greateft  merit  wound. 

What's  to  be  done?  Shall  wit  and  learning  chcofe 
To  live  obfcure,  and  have  no  fame  to  lofe  \ 
By  cenfure  frighted  out  of  honour's  road, 
Nor  dare  to  ufe  the  gifts  by  Heaven  beftow'd  ? 
Or  fearlefs  enter  in  through  virtue's  gate, 
And  buy  diftinction  at  the  deareft  rate  ? 

BILLET  TO  THE  COMPANY  OF  PLAYERS. 

THE  inclofed  Prologue  is  formed  upon  the  ftory 
of  the  Secretary's  not  fufFering  you  to  a6l,  unlefs 
you  would  pay  him  300!.  per  annum  ;  upon  which 
you  got  a  licence  from  the  Lord  Mayor  to  a6l  as 
ilrollers. 

The  Prologue  fuppofes,  that,  upon  your  being 
forbidden  to  a&,  a  company  of  country  ftroliers 
came  and  hired  the  Playhoufe,  and  your  ciothes, 
<Scc.  to  a&  in. 

THE     PROLOGUE. 

OUR  fet  of  ftroliers,  wandering  up  and  down, 
Hearing  the  houfe  was  empty,  came  to  town  ; 
And,  with  a  licence  from  our  good  Lord  Mayor, 
Went  to  one  Griffith,  formerly  a  player ; 
Him  we  perfuaded,  with  a  moderate  bribe, 
To  fpeak  to  Erlington  and  all  the  tribe, 
To  let  our  company  fupply  their  places, 
And  hire  us  out  their  fcenes,  and  clothes,  and  faces. 
Ie  not  the  truth  the  truth  ?   Look  full  on  me ; 
I  am  not  Erlington,  nor  Griffith  he. 
When  we  perform,  look  fharp  among  our  crew, 
There's  not  a  creature  here  you  ever  knew. 
The  former  folks  were  fervants  to  the  king; 
We,  humble  ftroliers,  always  on  the  wing. 
Now,  for  my  part,  I  think  upon  the  whole, 
Rather  than  ftarve,  a  better  man  would  flroll. 

Stay,  let  me  fee— -Three  hundred  pounds  a  year, 
For  leave  to  ac"l  in  town  !  'Tis  plaguy  dear. 
Now.  here's  a  warrant ;  Gallants,  pleafe  to  mark, 
For  three  thirteens  and  fixpence  to  the  clerk. 
Three  hundred  pounds  !  Wer .>.  I  the  price  to  fix, 
The  public  fhould  beftow  the  adlors  fix. 
A  fcore  of  guineas,  given  underhand, 
For  a  good  word  or  fo,  we  underftand. 
D 
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To  help  an  honeft  lad,  that's  out  of  place, 
3Vlay  coft  a  crown  or  fo ;  a  common  cafe  : 
And,  in  a  crew,  'tis  no  injuflice  thought 
To  fhip  a  rogue,  and  pay  him  not  a  groat. 
But,  in  the  chronicles  of  f  rmer  ages, 
Who  ever  heard  of  fervants  paying  wages  ? 

I  pity  Eriington  with  all  my  heart ; 
Would  he  were  here  this  night  to  act  my  part ! 
I  told  him  what  it  was  to  be  a  ftroller ; 
How  free  we  acted,  and  had  no  comptroller  : 
J.n  every  town  we  wait  on  Mr.  Mayor, 
jFirft  get  a  licence,  then  produce  our  ware ; 
We  found  a  trumpet,  or  we  beat  a  drum  ; 
Huzza!  the  (fchool-boysroar)  the  players  are  come! 
And  then  we  cry,  to  fpur  the  bumpkins  on, 
Gallants,  by  Tuefday  next  we  muft  be  gone. 
1  told  him,  in  the  fmootheft  way  I  could, 
All  this  and  more,  yet  it  would  do  no  good. 
But  Eriington,  tears  falling  from  his  cheeks, 
He  that  has  fhone  with  Betterton  and  Wilks, 
To  whom  our  country  has  been  always  dear, 
Who  chofe  to  leave  his  deareft  pledges  here, 
Owns  all  your  favours,  here  intends  to  flay, 
And,  as  a  ftroller,  act  in  every  play  : 
And  the  whole  crew  this  refolution  takes, 
To  live  and  die  all  fh'ollers  for  your  fakes ; 
Jtfot  frighted  with  an  ignominious  name, 
^For  your  difpleafure  is  their  only  fhame. 

A  pox  in  Elrington's  majeftic  tone  ! 
INow  to  a  word  of  bufinefs  in  our  own. 

Gallants,  next  Thurfday  night  will  be  our  laft; 
Then,  without  fail,  we  pack  up  for  Belfaft. 
Lofe  not  your  time,  nor  our  diverfions  mifs, 
The  next  we  act  fhall  be  as  good  as  this. 


EPIGRAM. 

folks  are  of  a  finer  mold  ; 
Lord !  how  politely  they  can  fcold ! 
While  a  coarfe  Englilh  tongue  will  itch 
Jor  whore  and  rogue,  and  dog  and  bitch. 

PROLOGUE 

TO    A  PLAY  FOR  THE  BENEFIT  OF  THE  DISTRES 
SED  XVEAVERS,    BY  DR.  SHERIDAN. 

Sfoten  by  Mr.  Erliugton,  1 721. 

CREAT  cry  and  little  wool— is  now  become 
The  plague  and  proverb  of  the  weaver's  loom  : 
KTo  wool  to  work  on,  neither  weft  nor  warp; 
Their  pockets  empty,  and  their  ftomach's  fharp. 
Provok'd,  in  loud  complaints  to  you  they  cry : 
Ladies,  relieve  the  weavers,  or  they  die  ! 
Forfake  your  filks  for  fluffs  ;  nor  think  it  flrange 
To  fhift  your  clothes,  fince  you  delight  in  change. 
One  thing  with  freedom  I'll  prefume  to  tell— 
The  men  will  like  you  every  bit  as  well. 

See,  I  am  drefs1  d  from  top  to  toe  in  fluff; 
And,  by  my  troth,  1  think  I'm  fine  enough : 
My  wife  admires  me  more,  and  fwears  fhe  never, 
In  any  drefs,  beheld  me  look  fo  cleVer. 
And,  if  a  man  be  better  in  fuch  ware, 
What  great  advantage  muft  it  give  the  fair ! 
Our  wool  from  lambs  of  innocence  proceeds  : 
Silks  come  from  maggots,  callicoes  from  weeds: 
Hence  'tis  by  fad  experience  that  we  find 
Ladies  in  fiiks  to  vapou" 
And  what  arc  they  but 


,ots,  camcocs  iroiu  vveeus  : 
srience  that  we  find  ~) 

>urs  much  inclin'c— 
it  maggots  in  the  mind  ?  j 


For  which  I  think  it  reafoil  to  conclude 

That  clothes  may  change  our  temper  like  our  foocf* 

Chintzes  are  gaudy,  and  engage  our  eyes 

Too  much  about  the  party-colour'd  dy£6  : 

Although  the  luftre  is  from  you  begun, 

We  fee  the  rainbow,  and  neglect  the  fun. 

How  fweet  and  innocent's  the  country  maid, 
With  fmall  expence  in  native  wool  array'd ; 
Who  copies  from  the  fields  her  homely  green, 
While  by  her  fhepherd  with  delight  fhe's  feen ! 
Should  our  fair  ladies  drefs  like  her  in  wool, 
How  much  more  lovely,  and  how  beautiful, 
Without  their  Indian  drapery,  they'd  prove, 
Whilfl  wool  would  help  to  warm  us  into  love ! 
Then,  like  the  famous  Argonauts  of  Greece, 
We'd  all  contend  to  gain  the  Golden  Fleece ! 


EPILOGUE  BY  THE  DEAN. 

SPOKEN   BY    MR.  GRIFFITH, 

WHO  dares  affirm  this  is  no  pious  age, 
When  charity  begins  to  tread  the  ftage  ? 
When  actors,  who,  at  beft,  are  hardly  favers« 
Will  give  a  night  of  benefit  to  Weavers  ? 
Stay — let  me  fee,  how  finely  will  it  found ! 
Imprimis,  From  his  Grace  *  an  hundred  pound. 
Peers,  clergy,  gentry,  all  are  benefactors ; 
And  then  conies  in  the  item  of  the  a&ors. 
Item,  The  actors  freely  gave  a  day— 
The  Poet  had  no  more  who  made  the  play. 

But  whence  this  wondrous  charity  in  players  ? 
They  learnt  it  not  at  Sermons,  or  at  Prayers : 
Under  the_  rofe.  fince  here  are  none  but  friends, 
(To  own  the  truth)  we  have  fome  private  ends. 
Since  waiting-women,  like  exacting  jades, 
Hold  up  the  prices  of  their  old  brocades ; 
We'll  drefs  in  manufa&ures  made  at  home, 
Equip  our  kings  and  generals  at  The  Comb  f . 
We'll  rig  from   Meath-flreet   ./Egypt's   haughty 

queen, 

And  Antony  fhall  court  her  in  ratteen. 
In  blue  jballoon  fhall  Hannibal  be  clad, 
And  Scipio  trail  an  Irifti  purple  plaid. 
In  drugget  dreft,  of  thirteen  pence  a  yard, 
See  Philip's  fon  amidft  his  Perfian  guard  ; 
And  proud  Roxana,  fir'd  with  jealous  rage, 
With  fifty  yards  of  crape  fhall  fweep  the  flage. 
In  fhort,  our  kings  and  princefTes  within 
Are  all  refolv'd  this  project  to  begin  ; 
And  you,  our  fubjects,  when  you  here  refort, 
Muft  imitate  the  fafhion  of  the  Court. 

Oh  !  could  1  fee  this  audienc^  clad  mjtujf, 
Though   money's  fcarce,  we  mould  have  tracfe 

enough : 

But  chintz,  brocades,  and  lace,  take  all  away, 
And  fcarce  a  crown  is  left  to  fee  a  play. 
Perhaps  you  wonder  whence  this  friendfhip  fprmg» 
Between  the  Weavers  and  us  Play-houfe  Kings ; 
But  Wit  and  Weaving  had  the  fame  beginning  ; 
Pallas  firft  taught  us  Poetry  and  Spinning  : 
And,  next,  oblerve  how  this  alliance  fits, 
For  Weavers  now  are  juft  as  poor  as  Wits : 


*   Arcbbificp  King. 

f  A  Ji  red  famous  for  Woolltn  Mah-ifa5iur\ 


POEM 


Their  brother  quill-men,  workers- for  the  flage, 
For  forry//tfjr'can  get  a  ctown  a  page  ; 
But  Weavers  will  be  kinder  to  the  Players, 
And  fell  for  twenty-pence  a  yard  of  theirs. 
And,  to  your  knowledge,  there  is  often  let's  in 
The  Poet's  wit,  than  in  the  Player's  dreffing. 

A  POEM,  BY  DR.  DELANY, 

ON  THE  PRECEDING  PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE, 

"  Fdemineo  generi  tribuantur." 

THE  mufes,  whom  the  richeft  filks  array, 
Rftfufe  to  fling  their  mining  gowns  away  :     . 
The  pencil  clothe's  the  nine  in  bright  brocades, 
And  gives  each  colour  to  the  pictur'd  maids; 
Far  above  mortal-drefs  the  lifters  fhine, 
Pride  in  their  Indian  robes,  and  muil  be  fine. 
And  (hall  two  bards  in  concert  rhyme  and  huff, 
And  fret  thefe  mufes  with  their  play-houfe  fluff? 

The  player  in  mimic  piety  may  florm. 
Deplore  the  comb,  and  bid  her  heroes  arm  : 
The  arbitrary  mob,  in  paltry  rage, 
May  curfe  the  belles  and  chintzes  of  the  age  : 
Yet  ftill  the  artift  worm  her  filk  ihall  (hare, 
And  fpin  her  thread  of  life  in  fervice  of  the  fair. 

The  cotton-plant,  whom  fatire  cannot  blaft, 
Shall  bloom  the  favourite  of  thefe  realms,  and 

laft; 

Like  yours,  ye  fair,  her  fame  from  cenfure  grows, 
Prevails  in  charms,  and  glares  above  her  foes : 
Your  injur'd  plant  fliall  meet  a  loud  defence, 
And  be  the  emblem  of  your  innocence. 

Some    bard,    p'erhaps,   whofe   landlord  was  a 

weaver, 

Penn'd  the  low  prologue,  to  return  a  favour  : 
Some  neighbour  wit,  that  would  be  in  the  vogue, 
Work'd  with  his  friend,  and  wove  the  epilogue. 
Who  weaves  the  chaplet,  or  provides  the  bays, 
For  fuch  wool-gathering  fonnetteers  as  thefe  ? 
Hence  then,  ye  bome-fpim  witlings,  that  perfuade 
Mifs  Chloe  to  the  fafhion  of  her  maid. 
Shall  the  wide  hoop,  that  ftandard  of  the  tdwh, 
Thus  act  fubfervient  to  a  poplin  gown  ? 
Who  M  fmell  of  wool  all  over  ?  'Tis  enough 
The  under-petticoat  be  made  of  fluff. 
Lord  1  to  be  wrapt  in  flannel  juft  in  May, 
When  the  fields  drefs'd  in  fiowers  appear  fo 

gayl 
And  fliall  not  Mifs  beflower*d  as  well  as  they. 

In  what  weak  colours  would  the  plaid  appear* 
Work'd  td  a  quilt,  or  ftudded  in  a  chair ! 
The  fkin,  that  vies  with  filk,  would  fret  with  fluff; 
pc  who  could  bear  in  bed  a  thing  fo  rough  ? 
Ye  knowing  fair,  how  eminent  that  bed, 
Where  the  chintze   diamonds  with    the  filken 

thread, 

Where  ruftling  curtains  call  the  curious  eye, 
And  boaft  the  ftreaks  and  paintings  of  the  fky  ! 
Of  flocks  they  'd  have  your  milky  ticking  full ; 
And  all  this  for  the  benefit  of  wool ! 

"  But   where,"  fay  they,    "  mall  we  beftow 
"  thefe  weavers, 

That  fpread  our  ftreets,  and  are  fuch  piteous 

cravers?" 

The  filk-worms  (brittle  beings ! )  prone  to  fate, 
.Demand  their  care  to  make  their  webs  complete  : 


Thefe  may  they  tend,  trieir  promifes  receive  ; 
We  cannot  pay  too  much  for  what  they  give  ! 

ON  GAULSTOWN  HOUSE. 

BY  DR..  DELANt  *. 

'Tis  fo  old,  and  fo  ugly,  and  yetfo  convenient, 
You  're  fometiiries  in  pleafure,  though  often  in  pain 

in't :  [eafe  in  't  ; 

'Tis  fo  large,  you  may  lodge  Jt  few  friends  with 
You  may  turn  and  ftretch  at  your  length  if  you 

pleafe-in't : 

'Tis  fo  little,  the  family  live  in  a  prefs  in't, 
And  poor  Lady  Betty  f  has  fcarce  room  to  drefs 

in't:  [in't ; 

'Tis  fo  cold  in  the  winter,  you  can't  bear  to  lie 
And  fo  hot  in  the  fummer,  you  're  ready  to  fry 

in't :  [a  tun  ; 

'Tis  fo  brittle,  'twould  fcarce  bear  the  weight  of 
Yet  fo  ftaunch,  that  it   keeps  out  a  great  tieal  of 

fun  :  [through  it, 

'Tis  fo  crazy,  the  weather  with  eafe  beats  quite 
And  you  're  forc'd  every  year  in  feme  part  to  re 
new  it. 

'Tis  fo  ugly,  fo  ufeful;  fo  big,  and  fo  little  ; 
'Tis  fo  ftaunch,  and  fo  crazy,  fo  ftrong,  arid  ft? 

brittle ; 

'Tis  at  one  time  fo  hot,  and  another  fo  cold  ; 
It  is  part  of  the  new,  and  part  of  the  old  ; 
It  is  juft  half  a  blefiing,  and  juft  half  a  curfe  — 
I  wifh  then,  dear  George,  it  were  better  or  woVfe* 


THE  COUNTRY-LIFE. 

PART    OF    A    SUMMER    SPENT     AT     0AULSTOWN-* 
HOUSE. 

THALIA,  tell  in fdber  lays, 

How  George  J,  Nim  §,  Dan  Jj,   Dean  ^f,  paft 

their  days; 

And,  fliould  our  Gaulfton's  art  grow  fallow, 
Yet  Negft  $uis  carmina  Gallo  ? 
Here  (by  the  way)  by  Gallus  mean  I 
Not  Sheridan,  but  friend  Delany. 
Begin,  my  Mufe.     Firft  from  our  bowers 
We  fally  forth  at  different  hours  ; 
At  feven  the  Dean,  in  night-gown  dreft, 
Goes  round  the  houfe  to  wake  the  reft ; 
At  nine,  grave  Mim,  arid  George  facetious^ 
Go  to  the  Dean,  to  read  Lucretius ; 
At  teri,  my  lady  comes  and  hectors, 
And  kiffes  George,  and  ends  our  lectures ; 
And  when  (lie  has  him  by  the  neck  fait; 
Halls  him,  and  fcolds  us  down  to  breakfaft. 

*  The  feat  of  George  Rochfort,  Efq.  (father 
to  the  Earl  of  Bskuidere)  ;  where  Dr.  Swift  and 
an  agreeable  Jet  of  friends  f pent  part  of  the  f  urn* 
mer  of  1721. 

f  Daughter  to  the  Earl  of  Drogheda,  and,  the 
wife  of  Mr.  Jfochfort. 

\  Mr.Rochfort. 

\  His  brother,  Mr.  "John  Kochfort,  who  Was 
called  Nimrod,  from  his  great  attachment  to  the 
chafe. 

II  Rev.  Daniel  Jackfin.         fl  Dr.  Swift. 
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We  fqnander  there  an  hour  or  more, 

And  then  all  hands,  boys,  to  the  oar ; 

All,  heteroclite  Dan  except, 

Who  neither  time  nor  order  kept, 

But,  by  peculiar  whimfies  drawn, 

Peeps  in  the  ponds  to  look  for  fpawn  ; 

O'erfees  the  work,  or  Dragon  *  rows, 

Or  mars  a  text,  or  mends  his  hofe  ; 

Or — but  proceed  we  in  our  journal--^ 

At  two,  or  after,  we  return  all : 

From  the  four  elements  afcending, 

Warn'd  by  the  bell,  all  folks  come  trembling : 

From  airy  garrets  tome  defcend, 

Some  from  the  lake's  rernoteit  end  : 

My  Lord  f  and  Dean  the  fire  forfake; 

Dan  leaves  the  earthly  fpade  and  rake  : 

The  loiterers  quake,  no  corner  hides  them, 

And  Lady  Betty  foundly  chides  them. 

Now  water  's  brought,  and  dinner  's  done : 

With  "  Church  and  King"  the  lady  's  gone  ; 

(Not  reckoning  half  an  hour  we  pafs 

In  talking  o'er  a  moderate  glafs). 

Dan,  growing  drowfy,  like  a  thief 

Steals  off  to  dole  away  his  beef; 

And  this  muft  pafsfor  reading  Hammond — 

While  George  and  Dean  go  to  backgammon. 

George,  Nim,  and  Dean,  let  out  at  four, 

And  then  again,  boys,  to  the  oar. 

But  when  the  fun  goes  to  the  deep, 

(Not  to  difturb  him  in  his  deep, 

Or  make  a  rumbling  o'er  his  head, 

iHis  candle  out,  and  he  a-bed) 

We  watch  his  motions  to  a  minute, 

And  leave  the  flood  when  he  goes  in  it. 

Now  Itinted  in  the  fliortening  day, 

We  go  to  prayers,  and  then  to  play, 

*Till  (upper  comes  ;  and  after  that 

We  fit  an  hour  to  drink  and  chat. 

'Tis  late— -the  old  and  younger  pairs, 

JBy  Adam  4  lighted,  walk  up  ftah-s.    „ 

The  weary  Dean  goes  to  his  chamber; 

And  Nim  and  Dan  to  garret  clamber. 

So  when  the  circle  we  have  run, 

The  curtain  falls,  and  all  is  done. 

I  might  have  mention'd  feveral  facts, 
Like  epifodes  between  the  acts ; 
And  tell  who  lofes  and  who  wins, 
Who  gets  a  cold,  who  breaks  his  fhins  ; 
How  Dan  caught  nothing  in  his  net, 
And  how  the  boat  was  overfet. 
For  brevity  I  have  retrench'd 
How  in  the  lake  the  Dean  was  drench'd  : 
It  would  be  an  exploit  to  brag  on, 
How  valiant  George  rode  o'er  the  Dragon  ; 
How  Iteady  in  the  itorm  he  fat, 
And  fav'd  his  oar,  but  loft  his  hat : 
Now  Nimt(no  hunter  e'er  could  match  him) 
Still  brings  us  hares,  when  he  can  catch  them  : 
How  fkilfully  Dan  mends  his  nets; 
How  fortune  fails  him  when  he  fets  : 
Or  how  the  Dean  delights  to  vex 
TRe  ladies,  and  lampoon  their  fex. 

*  Afniall  boat  fo  called. 
t  Mr.  Rorbforfs  father  was  Lord  Chief  Ba 
ron  oftbe  Exchequer  in  Ireland, 
t  'The  Butler. 


I  might  have  told  how  oft'  Dean  PerciVala 

Difplays  his  pedantry  unmerciful ; 

How  haughtily  he  cocks  his  note, 

To  tell  what  every  fchool-boy  knows ; 

And  with  his  finger  and  his  thumb, 

Explaining,  ftrikes  oppoiers  dumb  : 

But  now  there  needs  no  more  be  faid  on't, 

Nor  how  his  wife,  that  female  pedant, 

Shows  all  her  fecrets  of  houfe -keeping ; 

For  candles  how  me  trucks  her  dripping  ; 

Was  forc'd  to  fend  three  miles  for  yeaft, 

To  brew  her  ale,  and  raife  her  pafte  ; 

Tells  every  thing  that  you  can  think  of, 

How  me  cur'd  Charley  of  the-chincough ; 

What  gave  her  brats  and  pigs  the  meafles> 

And  how  her  doves  were  kill'd  by  weafels ; 

How  Jowler  howl'd,  and  what  a  fright 

She  had  with  dreams  the  other  night. 
But  now,  fince  I  have  gone  fo  far  on, 

A  word  or  two  of  Lord  Chief  Baron  ; 

And  tell  how  little  weight  he  fets 

On  all  Whig  papers  and  Gazettes ; 

But  for  the  politics  of  Pue, 

Thinks  every  fyllable  is  true. 

And  fince  he  owns  the  King  of  Sweden 

Is  dead  at  laft,  without  evading, 

Now  all  his  hopes  are  in  the  Czar  : 
'  Why,  Mufcovy  is  not  fo  far  : 
'  Down  the  Black  Sea,  and  up  the  Streights, 
'  And  in  a  month  he's  at  your  gates ; 
'  Perhaps,  from  what  the  packet  brings, 
'  By  Chriftmas  we  mall  fee  ftrange  things." 

Why  fliould  I  tell  of  ponds  and  drains, 

What  carps  we  met  with  for  our  pains  ; 

Of  fparrows  tame,  and  nuts  innumerable 

To  choke  the  girls,  and  to  confume  a  rabble  ? 

But  you,  who  are  a  fcholar,  know 

How  tranfient  all  things  are  below, 

How  prone  to  change  is  human  life  ! 

Laft  night  arriv'd  Clem  *  and  his  wife — 

This  grand  event  hath  broke  our  meafures ; 

Their  reign  began  with  cruel  feizures: 

The  Dean  muft  with  his  quilt  fupply 

The  bed  in  which  thofe  tyrants  lie  : 

Nim  loft  his  wig-block,  Dan  his  Jordan 

(My  lady  fays,  Ihe  can't  afford  one)  ; 

George  is  half-lcar'd  out  of  his  wits, 

For  Clem  gets  all  the  dainty  bits. 

Henceforth  expect  a  different  furvey, 

This  houfe  will  foon  turn  topfy-turvy  : 

They  talk  of  further  alterations, 

Which  caufes  many  fpeculations. 

THOMAS    SHERIDAN,    CLERK,     TO 
GEORGE  NIM-DAN-DEAN,    ESQ^ 

July  *5*  I72I>  at  night. 

I'D  have  you  t'  know,  Georgef,  Danf ,  Dean§,  a  nd 

Nim  |j , 

That  I've  learned  how  verfe  t'  compofe  trim, 
Much  better  b'  half  th'n  you,  n'r  him, 

*  Mr.  Clement  Barry. 

\  Geo.  Rocbfort.        '  J  Mr.  Jackfon. 

|  Dr.  Swift.  ||  J.  Rwbfort. 
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And  tli't  I'd  rid'cule  their  'nd  your  flam-flim. 
Ay'  b't  then,  p'rhaps,  fays  you,  t's  a  m'rry  whim 
With  'bundance  of  mark'd  notes  i'  th'  rim, 
So  th't  I  ought  n't  for  t'  be  morofe  'nd  t'  look  grim, 
Think  n't  your  'p'ftle  put  m*  in  a  meagrim  ; 
Though  'n  rep't't'on  day,  1  'ppear  ver'  dim, 
Th1  laft  bowl  't  Helfham's  did  m'  head  t'  iwim, 
So  th't  I  h'd  man'  aches  'n  'v'ry  fcruhb'd  limb, 
Caufe  th'  top  of  th'  bowl  I  h'd  oft  us'd  t'  Ikim  ; 
And  b'fides  D'lan'  fwears  th't  I  h'd  fwall'w'd 

f  Vr'l  brim 
mers,  'nd  that  my  vis'ge  's  covr'd  o'er  with  r'd  pim 
ples  :  m'r'o'er  though  m'  fcull  were  (s'  tis  n't)  's 

ftrong's  tim 
ber,  't  muft  have  ak'd.     Th'  clans  of  th'  c'lledge 

Sanh'drim, 

Pres'nt  the'r  humbl'  and  'fecTnate  refpecls ;  that 
*st'  fay,  D'lan',  'chlin,  P.  Ludl',  Die'  St'wart, 
H'lfham,  capt'n  P'rr'  Walmfl',  'nd  Longfli'nks 
Timm  *. 

GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN'S  ANSWER. 

DEAR  Sheridan  !  a  gentle  pair 

Of  Gaulftown  lads  (for  fuch  they  are) 

Befides  a  brace  of  grave  divines, 

Adore  the  fmoothneis  of  thy  lines ; 

Smooth  as  our  bafon's  filver  flood, 

Ere  George  had  robb'd  it  of  its  mud ; 

Smoother  than  Pegalus'  old  fhoe, 

Ere  Vulcan  comes  to  make  him  new. 

The  board  on  which  we  let  our  a--s, 

Js  not  fo  fmooth  as  are  thy  veries, 

Compar'd  with  which  (and  that's  enough) 

A  fmoothing-iron  itfelf  is  rough. 

Nor  praife  1  lefs  that  circumcifion, 

By  modern  poets  call'd  ellufion, 

With  which,  in  proper  Itation  plac'd, 

Thy  polifli'd  lines  are  firmly  brac'd. 

Thus  a  wife  tailor  is  not  pinching, 

But  turns  at  every  feam  an  inch  in  ; 

Or  elfe,  be  fure,  your  broad-cloth  breeches 

Will  ne'er  be  fmooth,  nor  hold  their  ftitches. 

Thy  verfe,  like  bricks,  defy  the  weather, 

When  fmooth'd  by  rubbing  them  together  ; 

Thy  words  to  clofely  wedg'd  and  fliort  are 

Like  walls,  more  lading  without  mortar  : 

By  leaving  out  the  needlefs  vowels, 

You  fave  the  charge  of  lime  and  trowels. 

One  letter  ftill  another  locks, 

Each  groov'd  and  dove-tail'd  like  a  box. 

Thy  mufe  is  tuckt-up  and  fuccincl ; 

In  chains  thy  fyllables  are  linkt; 

Thy  words  together  ty'd  in  fmall  hanks, 

Clofe  as  the  Macedonian  phalanx  ; 

Or  like  the  urnbo  of  the  Romans, 

Which  rierceft  foes  could  break  by  no  means. 

The  critic  to  his  grief  will  find, 

How  firmly  thefe  indentures  bind.     , 

So,  in  the  kindred  painter's  art, 

The  Ihortening  is  the  niceft  part. 

Philologers  of  future  ages, 
How  will  they  pore  upon  thy  pages  ! 

*  Dr.  James  Stotford,  afttrwards  bifhop  of 
Cloyye. 


Nor  will  they  dare  to  break  the  joints, 
But  help  thee  to  be  read  with  points : 
Or  elfe,  to  fliow  their  learned  labour,  you 
May  backward  be  perus'd  like  Hebrew, 
Where  they  need  not  lole  a  bit 
Or  of  thy  harmony  or  wit. 
To  make  a  work  completely  fine, 
Number  and  weight  and  rneafure  join  ; 
Then  all  muft  grant  your  lines  are  weighty. 
Where  thirty  weigh  as  much  as  eighty. 
All  muft  allow  your  numbers  more, 
Where  twenty  lines  exceed  fouricore  ; 
Nor  can  we  think  our  meafure  ihort, 
Where  lefs  than  forty  fill  a  quart, 
With  Alexandrian  in  the  dote, 
Long,  long,  long,  long,  like  Dan's  long  nofe. 


GEORGE    NIM-DAN-DEAN  S   JNVITA* 
TION  TO  THOMAS  SHERIDAN. 

Gaulftonvn^  Aug.  %,  1721. 

DEAR  Tom,  this  verfe,  which  however  the  be- 

ginning  may  appear,  yet  in  the  e?id'sjood  metr:t 
Is  lent  to  defire  that,  when  your  Auguit  vac  ation 

comes,  your  friends  you'd  meet  here. 
For  why  fhould  you  ftay  in  that  filthy  hole,  I  mean 

the  city  fofmoky, 
When  you  have  not  one  friend  left  in  town,  or  at 

leaft  not  one  that's  witty,  to  joke  nuj  ye  ? 
For,  as  for  honeft  John*,  though  I'm  not  fure  on't, 

yet  I'll  be  hang'd,  Ic/t  be 
Be  gone  down  to  the  county  of  Wexford  with  that 

great  peer  the  Lord  Anglefey. 
Oh  !  but  I  forgot ;  perhaps,  by  this  time,  you  may 

have  on-j  come  to  town,  but  I  don't  know  whe 
ther  he  be  friend  or  foe,  Delany  : 
But,  however,  if  he  be  come,  bring  him  down,  and 

you  mall  go  back  in  a  fortnight,  for  I  know 

there's  no  delaying  ye. 
Oh  !  I  forgot  too  ;  I  believe  there  may  be  one 

more  :  I  mean  that  great  fat  joker,  friend  Bel- 

fljam>  he 
That  wrote  the  prcloguef,  and  if  you  ftay  with 

him,  depend  ont't,  in  the  end,  he^lljham  ye. 
Bring  down  Long  Shanks  Jim  too  ;  but  new  I 

think  on't,  he's  not  yet  come  from  Courtown,  I 

fancy ; 
For  I  heard,  a  month  ago,  that  he  was  down  there, 

K-courtingJly  Nancy. 
However,  bring  down  yourfelf,  and  you   bring 

down  all ;  for,  to  fay  it  we  may  venture, 
In  thee  Delany's  fpleen,  John's  mirth,  Helfham's 

jokes,  and  the  foft  foul  of  amorous  Jemmy  centre. 


*  Suppofed  to  be  Dr.  Walmjley. 

t  One  J'poken  by  young  Putiand,  1720,  b 
Hippolytmt\  in  "which    Dr.   Sheridan  (-who 
'written  a  prologue  for  the  occajion}  tvas 
ujic&pc&edlv  and  cgregioi'jly  laughed  at. 
the  prologues  are  printed  :::  the  *'  Supplement  t9 
Swift's  Works." 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

1  had  forgot  to  defire  you  to  bring  down  what  I 

fay  you  have,  and  you'll  believe  me  as  fure  as  a 

gitn,  and  o<wn  it  ; 
I  mean,  what  no  other  mortal  in  the  univerfe  can 

boaft  of,  your  own  fpirit  of  pun,  and  own  <wit. 
And  now  I  hope  you'll  excofe  this  rhyming,  which 

Imuft  fay  is  (though  written  fomewhat  at  large} 

trim  and  clean  ; 
And  fo  I  conclude,  with  humble  refpedls  as  ufual, 

Your  moft  dutiful  and  obedient 

GEORGE-NlM-DAN-DEAN. 


TO  GEQRGE  NIM-DAN-DEAN, 
Upon  his  incomparable  Verfes,  \3c. 

BY  DR.  DELANY,  IN  SHERIDAN'S  NAME  » 


,  human  compound  quadrifarious, 
Invincible  as  Wight  Briareus  ! 
Hail  !  doubly-doubled  mighty  merry  one, 
Stronger  than  triple-body'd  Geryon  1 
O  may  your  vaftnefs  deign  t'  excufe 
The  praifes  of  a  puny  mute, 
Unable,  in  her  utmoft  flight, 
To  reach  thy  huge  Coloffian  height, 
T'  attempt  to  write  like  th'ee  were  frantic, 
Whole  lines  are,  like  thyfelf,  gigantic. 

Yet  let  me  blefs,  in  humbler  ftrair*, 
Thy  vaft,  thy  bold  Cambyfian  vein, 
ljour'd  out  t'  enrich  thy  native  ifies 
As  Egypt  wont  to  be  with  Nile. 
Oh,  how  I  joy  to  fee  thee  wander, 
Jn  many  a  winding  loofe  meander, 
In  circling  mazes,  fmooth  and  fupple, 
And  ending  in  a  clink  quadruple  j     • 
Xoud,  yet  agreeable  withal. 
Like  rivets  rattling  in  their  fall  ! 
Thine,  fure,  is  poetry  divine, 
Where  wit  and  majefty  combine  ; 
"Where  every  line,  as  huge  as  feven, 
If  ftretch'd  in  length,  would  reach  to  Heaven  ; 
Here  all  comparing  would  be  flandering, 
The  leaft  is  more  than  Alexandrine. 

Againft  thy  verfe  time  fees  with  pain, 
He  whets  his  envious  fey  the  in  vain  ; 
For,  though  from  thee  he  much  may  pare, 
Yet  much  thdu  ftill  wilt  have  to  fpare.    ' 

Thou  haft.  alone  the  (kill  to  feaft 
W?ith  Roman  elegance  of  tafte, 
Who  haft  of  rhymes  as  faft  refources 
As  Pompey's  calerer  of  courfes. 
1    Oh  thou,  of  all  the  Nine  infpir'cl  ! 
My  languid  foul,  with  teaching  tiv'd* 
How  is  it  raptur'd,  when  it  thinks    • 
On  thy  harmonious  fet  of  clinks  ; 
Each  anfwering  each  in  various  rhymes, 
Like  echo  to  Sf.  Patrick's  chimes  ! 

Thy  rnufe,  majeftic  in  her  rage, 
Moves  like  Statira  on  the  llage  ; 
And  fcarcely  can  one  page1  fuftain 
The  length  of  fuch  a  flowing  train  : 
Her  train,  of  variegated  dye, 
Shows  like  Thaumantia's  in  the  Iky  ; 

*  Tbefc  'were  ali  written  hi  circles, 


Alike  they  glow,  alike  they  pleafe, 
Alike  impreft  by  Phoebus'  rays. 

Thy  verfe—- {Ye   Gods  !  I  cannot  bear  it) 
To  what,  to  what  fhall  1  compare  it  ? 

Tis  like,  what  I  have  oft'  heard  fpoke  on, 
The  famous  ftatue  of  Laocoon. 

Tis  like — O  yes,  'tis  very  like  it, 
The  long,  long  firing,  with  which  you  fly  kit£» 

Tis  like  what  you,  and  one  or  too  moje, 

?loar  to  your  Echo  *  in  good  humour j 
And  every  couplet  thou  haft  writ 

Conclude  like  Raltah-ewhittah-nvhit  f. 

TO  MR.  THOMAS  SHERIDAN. 
Upon  his  Verfes  written  in  Circles. 

BY  DR.  SWIFT. 

IT  never  was  known  that  circular  letters, 
By  humble  companions,  were  fent  to  their  bet 
ters  : 

And,  as  to  the  fubjecl,  our  judgment,  Vfeherc'lf, 
Is  this,  that  you  argue  like  fools  in  a  circle. 
But  now  for  your  verfes ;  we  tell  you,  imprints, 
The  fegment  fo  large  'twixt   your   reaion  "and 

rhyme  is, 

That  we  walk  all  about,  like  a  hoHe  in  a  pound, 
And,   before  we  find   either,  our   noddles   turn 

round.  [rant. 

Sufficient  it  were,  one  would  think,  in  your  mad 
To  give  us  your  meafures  of  line  by  a  quadrant. 
But  we  took  our  dividers,  and  found  your  d—  -n'd 

metre, 

In  each  fmgle  verfe  took  up  a  diameter. 
But  how,  Mr.  Sheridan,  carne  you  to  venture 
George,  Dan,  Dean,  and  Nim,  to  place  in  thfc 

centre  f  ? 
'Twill  appear,  to  your  coft,  you  are  fairly  tre- 

pann*d, 

For  the  chord  of  your  circle  is  now  in  their  hand ; 
The  chord,  or  the  radius,  it  matters  not  whether, 
By  which  jour  jade  Pegafus,  fixt  in  a  tether, 
As  her  betters  are  us'd,  fhall  be  lafli'd  round  the 

ring,  {the^ftring. 

Three  fellows  with  whips,   and  the  Dean  holds 
Will  Hancock  declares,  you  are  out  of  your  com- 

pafs, 

To  encroach  on  his  art  by  writing  of  bombafs; 
And  has  taken  juft  now  a  firm  resolution 
To  anfwer  your  fiyle  without  circumlocution. 
Lady  Betty§  ^relents  youher  fervice  moft  hum- 

ble, 

And  is  not  afraid  your  worfhip  will  grumble. 
That  ihe  makes  of  your  verfes  a  hoop  for  Mi& 


Which  is  all  at  prefent ;  and  fo  I  remain-r 

*  At  Gauljlown  there  is  a  remarkably  famous 
echo. 

f  An  allujion  to  the  found  produced  by  the 
etho. 

|  Their  figures  were  in  the  centre  cf  the  wr» 

Tie  Lady  of  George  Rockfort,  Efq 
jMifs  Tbofttafeti,  Lady  Betty' 


P    O    E 

QN  DR.  SHERIDAN'S  CIRCULAR 

VERSES. 

BY  MR.  GEORGE  ROCHFORT. 

WITH  raufic  and  poetry  equally  bleft, 
A  bard  thus  Apollo  moft  humbly  addreft ; 
**   Great  Author  of  harmony,  verfes,  and  light  1 
"  AfMed  by  thee,  I  b<Jfh  fiddle  and  write. 
'*  Yet  unheeded  I  fcrape,  or  I  fcribble  all  day; 
1  My  verfe  is  neglected,  my  tune's  thrown  away. 
'  Thy  fubftitute  here,  Vice-Apollo^,  difdains 
'  To  vouch  for  my  numbers,  or  lift  to  my  ftrains  ; 

I  Thy  manuel  fignet  refufes  to  put 

'  To  the  airs  I  produce  from  the  pen  or  the  gut. 
4  Be  thou  then  propitious^  great  Phoebus ;  and 

"  grant 

*  Relief,  or  reward,  to  my  merit,  or  want. 
"  Though  the  Dean  and  Delany  tranfcendently 

"  mine, 

<:  O  brighten  one  folo  or  fonnet  of  mine  ! 
"  With  them  I'm  content  thou  ftiould'ft  make 

"  thy  abwde  : 
"  But  vifit  thy  fervant  in  jig  or  in  ode, 

II  Make  one  work  immortal ;  'tis  all  I  requeft." 
Apollo  look'd  pleas'd  ;  and,  refolving  to  jeft, 

Reply'd,  "  Honeft  friend,  I've  cqnfider'd  thy  cafe 
"  Nor  diflike  thy  well  meaniag  and  humourous 

"  face. 

"  Thy  petition  I  grant  :  the  boon  is  not  great  : 
"  Thy  works  fhall  continue  ;  and  here's  the  re- 

"  ceipt, 

"  On  rondeaus  hereafter  thy  fiddle-ftrings  fpend  : 
*4  Write  verfes  in  circles  ;  they  never  fhall  end." 

ON  DAN  JACKSON'S  PICTURE, 
Cut  in  Silk  and  Paper. 

To  fair  Lad"y  Betty,  Dan  fat  for  his  picture, 
And  defy'd  her  to  draw  him  fo  oft'  as  he  piqrfd 

her. 

He  knew  (he'd  no  pencil  or  colouring  by  her, 
And  therefore  he  thought  he  might  fafely  defy 

her. 

Come  fit,  fays  my  Lady  ;  then  whips  up  her  fciffar 
And  cuts  out  his  coxcomb  in  (ilk  in  a  trice,  Sir. 
Dan  fat  with  attention,  and  faw  with  furprize 
How  fhe  lengthen'd  his  chin,   how  me  hollow'( 

his  eyes ; 

But  flatter'di  himfelf  with  a  fecret  conceit, 
That  his  thin  lantern  jaws  all  her  art  would  de 

feat. 

Lady  Betty  obferv'd  it,  then  pulls  out  a  pin, 
And  varies  the  grain  of  the  fluff  to  his  grin ; 
And,  to  make  roafted  filk  to  referable  his  raw 

bone, 

She  rais'd  up  a  thread  to  the  jet  of  his  jaw-bone 
Till  at  length  in  exacteft  proportion  he  rofe, 
From  the  crown  of  his  head  to  the  arch  of  h 

nofe.  [al 

And  if  Lady  Betty  had  drawn  him  with  wig  anc 
:Tis  certain  the  copy  had  out-done  the  original. 


*  S(c  u  Apollo  to  the  Dean ."  p.  t$O. 


M    S.  5$ 

Well,  that's  but  ray  outfide,  fays  Dan  with  a 

vapour. 

ay  you  fo,  fays  my  Lady  ;  I've  lin'd  it  with  pa 
per.  PATR.  BELANYy?z/#, 

ON  THE  SAME  PICTURE. 

CLARISSA  draws  her  fciffars  from  the  cafe, 
To  draw  the  lines  of  poor  Dan  Jackibn's  face. 
One  (loping  cut  made  forehead,  nofe,  and  chin  ;~| 
A  nick  produc'd  a  mouth,  and  made  him  grin,  > 
Such  as  in  tailors'  meafure  you  have  feen.          3 
Jut  ftill  were  wanting  his  grimalkin  eyes, 
"or  which  grey  worded  flocking  paint  fupplies. 
Th'  unravePd  thread  through  needle's  eye  coa- 

vey'd 

Transferr'd  itfelf  into  his  pafteboard  head. 
How  came  the  fciffars  to  be  thus  out-done  ? 
The  needle  had  an  eye,  and  they  had  none,  j 
O  wondrous  force  of  art  !  now  look  at  Dan— 
You'll  fvycar  the  pafteboard  was  the  better  man. 
The  devil  !"  fays  he,  "  the  head  is  not  fo  fall  !" 
[ndeed  it  is—behold  the  paper  fkull. 

THO. 


ON  THE  SAME  PICTURE. 

DAN'S  evil  genius  in  a  trice 
Had  ftripp'd  him  of  his  coin  at  dice. 
Chloe,  obferving  this  difgrace, 
On  Pam  cut  out  his  rueful  face. 
By  G—  ,  fays  Dan,  'tis  very  hard, 
Cut  out  at  dice,  cut  out  at  card  ! 
G. 


ON  THE  SAME  PICTURE. 

WHILST  you  three  merry  poets  traffic 
To  give  us  a  description  graphic 
Of  Dan's  large  nofe  in  modern  Sapphic  ; 
I'fpend  my  time  in  making  Sermons, 
Or  writing  libels  on  the  Germans, 
Or  murmuring  at  Whigs'  preferments. 

But  when  I  would  find  rhyme  for  Rochfort, 

And  look  in  Englifh,  French,  and  Scotch  for't, 

At  laft  I'm  fairly  forc'd  to  botch  fort. 

Bid  Lady  Betty  recollect  her, 

And  tell,  who  was  it  could  direct  her 

To  draw  the  face  of  fuch  a  fpectre. 

I  muft  confefs,  that  as  to  me,  Sirs, 
Though  I  ne'er  faw  her  hold  the  fciffars, 
I  now  could  fafelv  fwear  it  is  hers. 
'Tis  true  no  nofe  could  come  in  better  ; 
'Tis  a  vaft  fubject  ftufTd  with  matter, 
Which  all  may  handle,  none  can  natter. 
Take  courage,  Dan  ;  this  plainly  fliows, 
That  not  the  wifeft  mortal  knows 
What  fortune  may  befall  his  nofe. 
Shew  me  the  brighteft  Irifh  toatl, 
Who  from  her  lover  e'er  could  boaft 
Above  a  fong,  or  two  at  mqft  ; 
For  thee  three  poets  now  are  drudging  all 
To  praife  the  cheeks,  chin,  nofe,  the  bridge  and  al!% 
Bmh  of  the  picture  and  the  original. 
D  a  j 
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Thy  nofe'sjlength  and  fame  extend, 
So  far,  dear  Dan,  that  every  friend 
Tries  who  Ihail  have  it  by  the  end. 

And  future  poets,  as  they  rife, 
Shall  read  with  envy  and  furprife 
Thy  nofe  out-iliining  Caelia's  eyes. 


JON-  SWIFT. 


DAN  JACKSON'S  DEFENCE. 

"  My  verfe  little  better  you'll  find  than  my  face  is 
"   A.  word  to  the  wife — ut  piflura  per/is." 


merry  lads,  with  envy  ftung, 
e  Dan's  face  is  better  hung, 
Combin'd  in  verfe  to  rhyme  it  down, 
Ard  in  ^rs  place  let  up  their  own  ; 
As  if  they'd  run  it  down  much  better 
By  number  of  their  feet  in  metre, 
Or  that  its  red  did  caufe  their  fpite, 
Which  made  them  draw  in  black  and  white. 
Be'  that  as  'twill,  this  is  moft  true, 
They  were  inlpir'd  by  what  they  drew. 
Let  them  fuch  critics  know,  my  face 
Gives  them  their  comlinefs  and  grace: 
Whilit  every  line  of  face  does  bring 
A  line  of  grace  to  what  they  fmg. 
But  yet  methinks,  though  with  difgrace 
Both  to  the  picture  and  the  face, 
I  mould  name  thejn  \vho  dorehearfe 
The  iiiffy  of  the  pidlure-farce  ; 
The  Squire,  in  French  as  hard  as  none, 
Or  ftrong  as  rock,  that's  all  as  one, 
On  face,  on  cards  is  very  brifk,  Sirs, 
Becaufc  on  them  you  play  at  whilk,  Sirs. 
But  much  I  wonder,  why  my  crany 
Should  envy'd  be  by  De-el-any: 
And  yet  much  more,  than  halt-name  fake 
Should  join  a  party  in  the  freak  ; 
For  fwe  I  am  it  was  not  fafe 
Thus  to  abufe  his  better  half, 
A*  I  mall  prove  you,  Dan,  to  be, 
£)i<vi/Im  and  conjunctively. 
£or  if  Dan  love  r.ot  Sherry,  can 
Sherry  be  any  thing  to  Dan  ? 
This,  is  the  cafe  whene'er  you  fee 
Dan  makes  nothing  of  Sherry ; 
Or  fhould  Dan  be  by  Sherry  o'erta'ei\ 
Then  Dan  would  be  poor  Sherridane  : 
'Tis  hard  then  he  fhould  be  decry'4 
By  Dan  with  Sherry  by  his  fide. 
But,  if  the  cafe  muft  be' fo  hard, 
That  faces  f after  by  a  card, 
Let  critics  cewfure,  what  care  \  ? 
Back-biters  only  we  defy  : 
Faces  are  free  from  injury. 

MR,  ROCHFORT'S  REPLY, 

You  fay  your  face  is  better  hung 

Than  ours— by  wiut ?  by  nofe  or  tongue  ? 

In  not  explaining,  you  are  wrong 

to  us,  Sir 

Bocaufe  we  thus  unift  ftate  the  cafe, 
That  you  have  got  a  hanging  face, 
'i'h-  uriumely  e'nd's  a  claran'd  difgrace 

of  npofc.  Sir 


But  yet  be  not  caft  down  •  1  fee 
A  weaver  will  your  hangman  be  ; 
You'll  only  hang  in  tapeltry 

with  many* 
And  then  the  ladies,  I  fuppofe, 
Will  praife  your  longitude  of  nofe, 
For  latent  charms  within  your  clothes, 

dear  Danny. 
Thus  will  the  fair  of  every  age 
From  all  parts  make  their  pilgrimage, 
Worfliip  thy  nofe  with  pious  rage 

of  love,  Sir. 

All  their  region  will  be  fpent 
Abont  thy  woven  monument, 
And  not  one  orifon  be  lent 

to  Jove,  Sir. 

You  the  fam'd  idol  will  become, 
As  gardens  grac'd  in  ancient  Rome, 
JBy  matron's  worfliip'd  in  the  gloom 

of  night» 

O  happy  Dan  !  thrice  happy  fure  ! 
Thy  fame  for  ever  lhall  endure, 
Who  after  death  can  love  fecure 

at  fight. 

So  far  I  thought  it  was  my  duty 
To  dwell  upon  thy  boailed  beauty  ; 
Now  rU  proceed  a  word  or  two  t'  ye, 

in  anfwet 

To  that  party  where  you  carry  on 
This  paradox,  that  rock  and  Itone 
In  your  opinion  are  all  one. 

How  can,  Sir, 

A  man  of  reafoning  fo  profound, 
So  ftupidly  be  run  aground, 
As  things  fo  differently  to  confound 

t'  our  fenfes  ? 

Except  you  judg'd  them  by  the  knock 
Of  near  an  equal  hardy  block: 
Such  an  experimental  ftrokc 

convinces. 

Then  might  you  be, by  dint  of  reafon, 
A  proper  judge  on  this  qccafion  ; 
'Gainit  feeling  there's  no  difputation, 

is  granted. 

Therefore  to  thy  fuperior  .wit. 
Who  made  the  trial,  we  fubmit  j 
Thy  head  to  prove  the  truth  ot  it 

we  wanted. 

In  one  afTertio-n  you're  to  blame, 
Where  Dan  and  Sherry'*  made  the  fame, 
Endeavouring  to  have  your  name 

refin'd,  Sir. 

You'll  fee  moil  grofsly  you  miftook  : 
If  you  confult  your  fpeliing-book, 
(The  better  half  you  fay  you  took) 

you'll  find,  Sir, 

S,  H,  E,Jbe— and  R,  I,  ri, 
Both  put  together  niake  Sherry ; 
D,  A,  N,  Jjan — makes  up  the  three 

fyllables. 

Lan  is  but  one,  and  Sberri  two  ; 
Then,  Sir,  your  choice  will  never  do ; 
Therefore  I've  turn'd,  my  friend,  on  you 

the  tables. 
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DR.  DELANY'S  REPLY. 

ASSIST  me,  my  Mufe,  whilft  I  labour  to  limn  him  : 
Credite,  Pifones,  ifti  tabula  perfimilem. 
You  look  and  you  write  with  fo  different  a  grace, 
That  I  envy  your  verfe,  tho'  1  did  not  your  face. 
And  to  him  that  thinks  rightly,  there's  reafon 

enough, 

'Caufe  one  is  as  fmooth  as  the  other  is  rough. 
But  much  I'm  amaz'd  you  fhould  think  my 

defign  quin  grin, 

Was  to  rhyme  down  your  riofe,  or  your  harle- 
Which  you  yourfelf  wonder  the  de'el  fliould 

malign. 

And  if  'tis  fo  ftrange,  that  your  monfterfhip's  crany 
Should  be  envy'd  by  him,  much  lefs  by  Delany. 
Though  I  own  to  you,  when  I  confider  it  drifter, 
I  envy  the  painter,  although  not  the  picture. 
And  juftly  flic's  envy'd,  fince  a  fiend  of  Hell 
Was  never  drawn  right  but  by  her  and  Raphael. 
Next,  as  to  the  charge,  which  you  tell  us  is  true 
That  we  were  infpir'd  by  the  fubjecT:  we  drew; 
Jnfpir'd  we  were,  and  well,  Sir,  you  knew  it, 
Yet  not  by  your  nofe,  but  the  fair  one  that  drew  it: 
Had  your  note  been  the  mule,  we  had  ne'er  been 

infpir'd, 
Though  perhaps  it  might  juftly  've  been  faid  we 

were  fir'd. 

As  to  the  diviiion  of  words  in  your  ftaves, 
Like   my   countryman's    horn-comb,  into    three 

halves, 

I  meddle  not  with't,  but  prefume  to  make  merry. 
You  call'd  Dan  one  half,  and  t'other  half  Sherry: 
Now  if  Dan's  a  half,  as  you  call 't  o'er  and  o'er, 
Then  it  can't  be  deny'd  that  Sherry's  two  more  : 
For  pray  give  me  leave  to  fay,  Sir,  for  all  you, 
That  Sherry's  at  lead  of  double  the  value- 
But  perhaps,  Sir  you  did  it  to  fill  up  the  verfe  :~\ 
So  crowds  iu  a  concert  (like  aclors  in  farce)        J. 
Piay  two  parts  in  one,  when  fcrapers  are  fcarce.  J 
But  be  that  as  'twill,  you'41  know  more  anon,  Sir, 
When  Sheridan  fends  to  Merry  Dan  anfwer. 


SHERIDAN'S  REPLY. 

THREE  merry  lads  you  own  we  are  ; 
'Tis  very  true,  and  free  from  care  ; 
But  envious  we  cannot  bear, 

believe,  Sir. 

For,  were  all  forms  of  beauty  thine, 
Were  you  like  Nereus  foft  and  fine, 
We  fliould  not  in  the  leaft  repine, 

or  grieve,  Sir. 

Then  know  from  us,  moft  beauteous  Dan, 
That  roughnefs  beft  be~comes  a  man  ; 
'Tis  women  (hould  be  pale  and  wan, 

and  taper. 

And  all  your  trifling  beaux  and  fops, 
Who  comb  their  brows,  and  fleek  their  chops, 
Are  but  the  offspring  of  toy-mops, 

meer  vapour, 

We  know  your  morning-hours  you  pafs 
To  cull  and  gather  out  a  face; 
Is  this  ttye  way  you  take  your  glafs  ? 

Forbear  it. 
J 


Thofe  loads  of  paint  upon  your  toiler, 
Will  never  mend  your  face,  but  fpoil  it ; 
It  looks  as  if  you  did  par-boil  it : 

Drink  claret*' 

Your  cheeks,  by  flecking,  are  fo  lean, 
That  they're  like  Cynthia  in  the  wane. 
Or  breaft  of  goofe  when  'tis  pick'd  clean, 

or  pullet. 

See  what  by  drinking  you  have  done : 
You've  made  your  phiz  a  fkeleton, 
From,  the  long  diftance  of  your  crown 

t'  your  gullet '. 

A    REJOINDER, 

BY  THE  DEAN,  IN  JACKSON'S  NAME- 

WEARIID  with  faying  grace  and  prayer, 
I  haften  down  to  country  air, 
To  read  your  anfwer  and  prepare, 

reply  to*t« 

But  your  fair  lines  fo  grofsly  flatter, 
Pray  do  they  praife  me,  or  befpatter  ? 
I  muft  fufpect.you  mean  the  latter — 

Ah!  fly-boot! 

It  muft  be  fo  !  what  elfe,  alas, 
Can  mean  by  culling  of  a  face, 
And  all  that  fluff  of  toilet,  glafs, 

and  box-comb  ? 

But  be't  as  'twill,  this  you  muft  grant, 
That  you're  a  dawb,  whilfl  I  but  paint ; 
Then  which  of  us  two  is  the  quaint 
er  coxcomb 

I  value  not  your  jokes  of  noofe, 
Your  gibes,  and  all  your  foul  abufe, 
More  than  the  dirt  beneath  my  flioes, 

nor  fear  it 

Yet  one  thing  vexes  me,  I  own, 
Thou  forry  fcare-crow  of  fkin  and  bone ; 
To  be  call'd  lean  by  a  ikeleton, 

who'd  bear  it  ? 

'Tis  true  indeed  to  curry  friends, 
You  feem  to  praife,  to  make  amends, 
And  yet,  before  your  flanza  ends, 

you  flout  me 

'Bout  latent  charms  beneath  my  deaths  j 
For  every  one  that  knows  me  knows 
That  I  have  nothing  like  my  nole 

about  me. 

I  pafs  now  where  you  fleer  and  laugh. 
'Caufe  I  call  Dan  my  better  half! 
Oh  there  you  think  you  have  me  fafe  ! 

But  hold,  Sir, 
Is  not  a  penny  often  found 
to  be  much  greater  than  a  pound  ? 
By  your  good  leave,  my  moft  profound 

and  bold,  Sir. 

Dan's  noble  mettle,  Sherry  bafe  ; 
So  Dan's  the  better,  though  the  lefs  : 
An  ounce  of  gold's  worth  ten  of  brafs, 

dull  pedant ! 

As  to  your  fuelling,  let  me  fee, 
If  SHE  makesy&er,  and  Rl  makes  ry, 
Good  fpelling-mafter  !  your  crany 

has  lead  on'tt 
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ANOTHER  REJOINDER, 

BY  THE  DEAN,  IN  JACKSON'S  NAME. 

THREE  days  for  anfwer  I  have  waited  ; 
1  thought  an  ace  you'd  ne'er  have  bated  ; 
And  art  thou  forc'd  to  yield,  ill-fated 

poetafter  ? 

Henceforth  acknowledge  that  a  nofe 
Of  thy  dimenfion's  fit  for  profe  ; 
But  every  one  that  knows  Dan,  knows 

thy  mafteK 

Blum  for  ill-fpelling,  for  ill  lines, 
And  fly  with  hurry  to  ramifies  ; 
Thy  fame,  thy  genius  now  declines, 

proud  boailer. 

I  hear  with  fome  concern  you  roar, 
And  flying  think  to  quit  the  fcore 
By  clapping  billets  on  your  door 

and  pofts,  Sir, 

Thy  nun,  Tom,  I  never  meant ; 
I'm  griev'd  to  hear  your  banifhment, 
But  pleas'd  to  find  you  do  relent 

and  cry  on. 

I  maul'd  you,  when  you  look'd  fo  bluff, 
But  now  I'll  fecret  keep  your  ftuff ; 
For  know,  proftration  is  enough 

to  th'  lion. 

SHERIDAN'S    SUBMISSION. 

BY  THE  DEAN. 

*'  Cedo  jam,  miferse  cognofcens  prgsmia  rixae, 
'*  3i  rifca  eft,  ubi  tu  pulfas  ego  vapulo  tantum." 

POOR  Sherry,  inglorious, 
To  Dan  the  victorious, 
Prefents  as  'tis  fitting, 
Petition  and  greeting. 

TO  you  victorious  and  brave, 

Your  now-fubdued  and  fuppliant  (lave 

Moft  humbly  fues  for  pardon  ; 
Who  when  I  fought  ftill  cut  me  down, 
And  when  I  vanifh'd  fled  the  town, 

Purfued  and  laid  me  hard  or» 
Now  lowly  crouch'd  I  cry  peccavi, 
And  proftrate  fupplicate  pour  ma  'vie  : 

Your  mercy  I  rely  on  ; 
Tor  you,  my  conqueror  and  my  king, 
In  pardoning  as  in  punifhing, 

Will  fliew  yourfelf  a  lion. 

Alas !  Sir,  I  had  no  defign, 
But  was  unwarily  drawn  in ; 

For  fpite  I  ne'er  had  any  : 
'Twas  the  damn'dfquire  with  the  hard  name; 
The  de'el  too  that  ow'd  me  a  fhame, 

The  devil  and  Delany  ; 
They  tempted  me  t'  attack  your  highnefs, 
And  then,  with  wonted  wile  and  flynefs, 

They  left  me  in  the  lurch  : 
"Unhappy  wretch  !  for  now,  I  ween, 
I've  nothing  left.to  vent  my  fpleen 

But  ferula  and  birch  : 

And  they,  alas  !  yield  fmall  relief, 

Seem  rather  to  renew  my  grief; 

My  wounds  bleed  all  anew  * 


"or  every  ftroke   goes  to  my  heart, 
nd  at  each  lafli  I  feel  the  fmart 
Of  lam  laid  on  by  you. 

To  the  Rev.  DANIEL  JACKSON; 

o  be  humbly  prefented   by  Mr.  SHERIDAN  m 
Perfon,  'with  Refpeft,  Cctrc,  and  Speed. 

DEAR  DAN. 

IE  RE  I  return  my  truft,  nor  afk; 
One  penny  for  remittance  ; 
'I  have  well  perform'd  my  taflc, 
Pray  fend  me  an  acquittance. 
Too  long  I  bore  this  weighty  pack, 
As  Hercules  the  iky  ; 
fow  take  him  you,  Dan  Atlas,  back, 
Let  me  be  ftander-by. 
t  all  the  witty  things  you,  fpeak 
In  compafs  of  a  day, 
ot  half  the  puns  you  make  a  week;, 
Should  bribe  his  longer  (lay. 
With  me  you  left  him  out  at  nurfe, 
Yet  ar*  you  not,  my  debtor  ; 
r,  as  he  hardly  can  be  worfe, 
I  ne'er  could  make  him  better. 
ie  rhymes  and  puns,  and  puns  and  rhymes^ 

Juft  as  he  did  before  ; 
And  when  he's  lafli'd  a  hnndred  times, 

He  rhymes  and  puns  the  more. 
When  rods  are  laid  on  fchool-boys  bums, 

The  more  they  frifk  and  (kip  : 
The  fchool-boy's  top  but  louder  hums, 

The  more  they  ule  the  whip. 
Thus,  a  lean  beaft  beneath  a  load 

(Abeaft  of  Irifli  breed)  , 

Will,  in  a  tedious,  dirty  road, 

Outgo  the  prancing  fteed. 
You  knock  him  down  and  down  in  vainl 

And  lay  him  flat  before  ye  ; 
For,  loon  as  he  gets  up  again, 

He'll  ftrut,  and  cry,  Vi&oria  ! 
At  every  ftroke  of  mine  he  fell : 
'Tis  true  he  roar'd  a»d  cry'd ; 
But  his  impenetrable  fhell 

Could  feel  no  harm  befide. 
The  tortoife  thus,  with  motion  flow, 

Will  clamber  up  a  wall ; 
Yet,  fenlelefs  to  the  hardeft  blow, 
Gets  nothing  but  a  fall. 

Dear  Dan,  then,  why  mould  you  or  I3 

Attack  his  pericrany  ? 
And,  fince  it  is  in  vain  to  try, 

We'll  fend  him  to  Delany. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Lean  Tom,   when  I  faw  him,   laft  week,  on  his 

hori'e  awry, 
Threaten'd  loudly  to  turn  me   to  ftone  with  his 

forcery. 
But,  I  think,  little  Dan,  that,  in  fpight  of  what 

oiir  foe  fays, 
He  will  fed  I  read  Ovid  and  his  Metamorphofis- 
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|\>r  omitting  the"  (firft  where  I  make  a  compan 
ion, 

With  a  fort  of  allufion  to  Putland  or  Harrifon) 
Yet,  by  my  defcription,  you'll  find  he  in  fhort  is 
A  pack  and  a  garran,  a  top  and  a  tortoife. 
So  I  hope  from  henceforward  you  ne'er  will  afk, 

can  I  maul 

This  teazing,  conceited,  rude,  infolent  animal? 
And,  if  this  rebuke  might  turn  to  his  benefit, 
(For  I  pity  the  man)  I  ihould  be  glad  then  of  it. 

TO  DR.  SHERIDAN, 

ON  HIS  "  ART  OF  PUNNING." 

HAD  I  ten  thoufand  mouths  and  tongues, 
Had  I  ten  thoufand  pair  of  lungs, 
Ten  thoufand  fculls  with  brains  to  think, 
Ten  thoufundjlandi/hes  of  ink, 
Ten  thoufand  hands  and  pens,  to  write 
Thy  praife  Fdjludy  day  and  night. 
Oh  may  thy  Work  for  ever  live  ! 
(Dear  Tom,  a  friendly  zeal  forgive) 
May  no  vile  mifcreant  faucy  Cook 
Prefume  to  tear  thy  learned  Book, 
Tojinge  his  fowl  for  nicer  gueft, 
Or  pin  it  on  the  turkey" 's  brenji. 
Keep  it  from  pcijly  bak\l  Q*  flying, 
From  broiling  flake,  or  fritters/ry/Vz^, 
From  lighting  pipe,  or  making  fnuff, 
Or  cafing  up  a. feather  muff; 
From  all  the  feveral  ways  the  Grocer 
(Who  to  the  learned  world's  a  foe,  Sir) 
Has  found  in  t'wijling,  folding,  packing, 
His  brains  and  ours  at  once  a  racking, 
And  may  it  never  curl  the  head, 
Of  either  living  block  or  dead  ! 
Thus,  when  all  dangers  they  have  pafr, 
Your  leaves,  like  leaves  ofbrafs,  fhall  laft, 
No  blajl  fhall  from  a  critic' a  breath, 
By  vile  infiaien,  caufe  their  death, 
Till  they  inflames  at  laft  expire, 
And  help  to  Jet  the  'world  onjire. 

STELLA  TO  DR.  SWIFT, 

ON  HIS  BIRTH-BAY,  NOV.  30.  1721, 

ST.  Patrick's  Dean,  your  country's  pride, 

My  early  and  my  only  guide, 

Let  me  among  the  relt  attend, 

Your  pupil  and  your  humble  friend, 

To  celebrate  in  female  flrains 

The  day  that  paid  your  mother's  pains* 

JDefcend  to  take  that  tribute  due 

In  gratitude  alone  to  you. 

When  men  began  to  call  me  fair, 
You  interpos'd  your  timely  care  ; 
You  early  taught  me  to  clefpife 
The  ogling  of  a  coxcomb's  eyes; 
Showed  where  my  judgment  was  mifplac'd  ; 
Refin'd  my  fancy  and  my  tafte. 

Behold  that  beauty  juft  decay'd, 
Invoking  art  to  nature's  aid  : 
Forfook  by  her  admiring  train, 
She  fpreads  her  tatter'd  acts  in. vain: 


Short  was  her  part  upon  the  ftage  ; 
Went  fmoothly  on  for  half  a  page  ; 
ler  bloom  was  gone,  fhe  wanted  art, 

the  fcene  chang'd,  to  change  her  part 
She,  whom  no  lover  could  refill, 
3efore  the  fecond  act  was  hiis'd.- 
Such  is  the  fate  of  female  race 
With  no  endowments  but  a  face  ; 
Before  the  thirtieth  year  of  life, 
A  maid  forlorn,  or  hated  wife. 

Stella  to  you,  her  tutor,  owes 
That  (lie  has  ne'er  refembled  thofe; 

r  was  a  burden  to  mankind 
With  half  her  courie  of  years  behind, 
You  taught  how  I  might  youth  prolong-, 
By  knowing  what  was  right  and  wrong  ; 
How  from  my  heart  to  bring  fupplies 
Of  luftre  to  my  fading  eyes  ; 
How  foon  a  beauteous  mind  repairs 
The  lofs  of  chang'd  or  falling  hairs  ; 
How  w-it  and  virtue  from  within 
Send  out  a  frnoothnefs  o'er  the  {kin.  ? 
Your  lectures  could  my  fancy  fix, 
And  I  can  pleafe  at  thirty-fix. 
The  fight  of  Chloe  at  fifteen 
Coquetting,  gives  me  not  the  fpleen  ; 
The  idol  now  of  every  fool, 
Till  time  fhall  make  their  paffions  cool  ; 
Then  tumbling  down  time's  fteepy  hill, 
While  Stella  holds  her  ftation  ftill. 
Oh  '.  turn  your  precepts  into  laws, 
Redeem  the  women's  ruin'd  caufe  ; 
Retrieve  loft  empire  to  our  fex, 
That  men  may  bow  their  rebel  necks. 

Long  bo  the  day  that  gave  you  birth, 
Sacred  tofriendfhip,  wit,  and  mirth! 
Late  dying  may  you  caft  a  fhred 
Of  your  rich  mantle  o'er  my  head  ; 
To  bear  with  dignity  my  forrow, 
One  day  alone,  then  die  to-morrow  ' 

TO   STELLA, 

ON  HER  BIRTH-DAY. 


WHILE,  Stella,  to  your  laftmg  praife, 

The  Mufe  her  annual  tribute  pays, 

While  I  aiTign  myfelf  a  taflc 

Which  you  expect,  but  fcorn  to  afk  ; 

If  I  perform  this  talk  tv-ith  pain, 

Let  me  of  partial  fate  complain  ; 

You  every  year  the  debt  enlarge, 

I  grow  lets  equal  to  the  charge  .- 

In  you  each  virtue  brighter  Chines, 

But  my  poetic  vein  declines  ; 

My  harp  will  foon  in  vain  be  ft  run  <•<-, 

And  all  your  virtues  left  unfung  : 

For  none  among  the  upftart  race 

Of  poets  dare  aiiume  ijny  place  ; 

Your  worth  will  be  to  them  unknown, 

They  muft  have  Stella's  of  their  own; 

And  thus,  my  Hock  of  wit  decay'd,j 

I  dying  leave  the  debt  unpaid, 

Unlefs  Delany,  as  my  heir, 

Will  an/wer  for  the  whole  arrear, 


fio 
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ON  THE  GREAT  BURIED  BOTTLE. 

BY   DR.    DELANY. 

AMPHORA,  qn&  maefturn  linquis,  laetumque  revifes 
Arentfcjn'  dominiim,  fit  tibi  terra  levis.  [mor  ; 

Tu  quoque  depofitum  ferves,  neve  opprime,  mar- 
Amphora  non  meruit  tarn  pretiofa  mori. 

EPITAPH,  BY  THE  SAME. 

Hoc  tumulato  jacet  proles  Lenaea  fepulchro, 
Iroatortale  genus,  nee  peritura  jacet; 
•<£uin  oritura  iterum,  rnatris  concreditur  alvo; 
JJisnatvun  referunt  te  quoque,  Bacche  Pater. 

STELLA'S    BIRTH-DAY: 

A  great  Bottle  of  Wine,  long  buried,  being  that 
Day  dug  up.     1722-3. 

RESOLV'D  my  annual  verfe  to  pay, 
By  beauty  bound,  on  Stella's  day,        t 
FoEBJuVd  with  paper,  pens,  and  ink, 
I  gravely  fat  me  down  to  think  : 
I  bit  my  nails,  and  fcratch'd  my  head, 
But  found  my  wit  and  fancy  fled  : 
Or,  if  with  more  than  ufual  pain, 
A  thought  came  flowly  from  my  brain, 
It  cott  me  Lord  knows  how  much  time 
To  fhape  it  into  fenfe  and  rhyme  : 
And,  what  was  yet  a  greater  curfe. 
long  thinking  made  my  fancy  worfe. 

Fodakert  by  th*  infpiring  Nine, 
I  waited  at  Apollo's  mrine : 
I  told  him  what  the  world  would  fay, 
If  Stella  were  unfung  to-day ;. 
How  1  flwruld  hide  my  head  for  fhame, 
When  both  the  Jacks  and  Robin  came  ; 
How  Ford  would  frown,  how  Jim  would  leer ; 
How  Sheridan  the  rogue  would  fneer, 
And  fwear  it  does  not  always  follow, 
Tb&tfemel  rn  anno  ridet  Apollo. 
I  have  affur'd  them  twenty  times, 
That  Phoebus  help'd  me  in  my  rhymes  j 
Pfcoebiis,  iufpiv'd  me  from  above, 
And  he  and  I  were  hand  and  glove. 
But,  finding'  me  fo  dull  and  dry  fince> 
They'll  call  it  all  poetic  licence  ; 
And,  when  a  brag  of  aid  divine, 
Tbtnk  Eufderc's  right  as  good  as  mine. 

Nor  do  I  afk  for  Stella's  fake  ; 
"Tis  my  own  credit  lies  at  ftake  : 
And  Stella  will  be  fung,  while  I 
Can  only  be  a  ftander-by. 

Apollo,  having  thought  a  little, 
Retum'd  this  anlwer  to  a  tittle. 

Though  you  fliould  live  like  old  Methufalem, 
I  fornifh  hints,  and  you  fhall  ufe  all  'em, 
Yon  yearly  ling  as  fne  grows  old, 
You'd  leave  her  virtue's  half  untold. 
But,  to  fay  truth,  fuch  dullnefs  reigns 
Through  the  whole  fet  of  Irifh  deans, 
I'm  daily  ftnnn'd  with  fuch  a  medley, 
Dean  W — ,Dean  ]B — ,  and  Dean  Smedley, 
That,  let  what  Dean  foever  come, 
My  orders  are,  I'm  not  at  home  ; 
And,  if  your  voice  had  not  been  loud, 
You  mult  have  pafs'd  among  the  crowd. 


But  now,  your  danger  to  prevent, 
You  mull  apply  to  Mrs.  Brent ; 
For  me,  as  prieftefs,  knows  the  rites 
Wherein  the  god  of  earth  delights, 
Firft,  nine  ways  looking,  let  her  ftand 
With  an  old  poker  in  her  band ; 
Let  her  defcribe  a  circle  round 
In  Saunders'  cellar,  on  the  ground : 
A  fpade  let  prudent  Archy  hold, 
And  with  difcretion  dig  the  mould  j 
Let  Stella  look  with  watchful  eye, 
Rebecca,  Ford,  and  Grattans  by. 

Behold  the  bottle,  where  it  lies 
With  neck  elated  towards  the  fkies  • 
The  god  of  winds  and  god  of  fire 
Did  to  its  wondrous  birth  confpire  ; 
And  Bat chus,  for  the  poet's  ufe, 
Pour'd  in  a  ftrong  infpirmg  juice. 
See  !  as  you  raife  it  from  its  tomb, 
It  drags  behind  a  fpacious  womb, 
And  in  the  fpacious  womb  contains 
A  fovereign  medicine  for  the  brains. 

You'll  find  it  foon,  if  fate  confents ; 
If  not,  a  thoufand  Mrs.  Brents, 
Ten  thoufand  Archys  arm'd  with  fpades, 
May  dig  in  vain  to  Pluto's  Ihades. 

From  thence  a  plenteous  draught  infufe, 
And  boldly  then  invoke  the  Mule 
(But  firft  let  Robert,  on  his  knees, 
With  caution  drain  it  from  thee  lees)  : 
The  Mufe  will  at  your  call  appear, 
With  Stella's  praife  to  crown  the  year. 

A   SATIRICAL   ELEGY 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  LATE  FAMOUS  GENERAL, 

His  Grace  !  impoflible  I  what  dead  ! 
Of  old  age  too,  and  in  his  bed  ! 
And  could  that  mighty  warrior  fall, 
And  fo  inglorious,  after  all ! 
Well,  fince  he's  gone,  no  matter  how, 
The  iaft  loud  trump  muft  wake  him  now  : 
And,  truft  me,  as  the  noife  grows  ftronger, 
He'd  wifli  to  ileep  a  little  longer. 
And  could  he  be  indeed  fo  old 
As  by  the  news-papers  we  're  told  ? 
Threescore,  I  think  is  pretty  high  ; 
'Twas  time  in  conference  he  fliould  die  1 
This  world  he  cumber'd  long  enough  ; 
He  burnt  his  candle  to  the  fnuff; 
And  that's  the  reafon  fome  folks  think, 
He  left  behind  _/o  great  a  f — £. 
Behold  his  funeral  appears, 
Nor  widow's  fighs,  nor  orphan's  tears, 
Wont  at  fuch  times  each  heart  to  pierce, 
Attend  the  progrefs  of  his  herfe. 
But  what  of  that  ?  his  friends  may  fay, 
He  had  thofe  honours  in  his  day. 
True  to  his  profit  and  his  pride, 
He  made  them  weep  before  he  dy'd. 
Come  hither,  all  ye  empty  things  I 
Ye  bubbles  rais'd  by  breath  of  kings  ! 
Who  float  upon  the  tide  of  ftate  ; 
Come  hither,  and  behold  your  fate  ; 
Let  pride  be  taught  by  this  rebuke, 
How  very  jfleaa  a  thing  's  a  Duke  ; 
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From  all  his  ill-got  honour's  flung, 
Turn'd  to  that  dirt  from  whence  he  fprung. 


DEAN  SMEDLEY'S  PETITION  TO  THE 

DUKE  OF  GRAFTON. 


"  Non  domus  aut  fundus— •' 


HOR. 


IT  was,  my  lord,  the  dextrous  fliift 
Of  t'other  Jonathan,  viz.  Swift ; 
But  now  St.  Patrick's  faucy  dean, 
With  filver  verge  and  furplice  clean, 
Of  Oxford,  or  of  Ormond's  grace, 
In  loofer  rhyme  to  beg  a  place. 
A  place  he  got,  yclept  ajlall, 
And  eke  a  thoufand  pounds  withal ; 
And,  were  he  a  lefs  witty  writer, 
He  might  as  well  have  got  a  mitre. 

Thus  I  the  Jonathan  of  Clogher, 
In  humble  lays  my  thanks  to  offer, 
Approach  your  grace  with  grateful  heart, 
My  thanks  and  verfe  both  void  of  art, 
Content  with  what  your  bounty  gave, 
No  larger  income  do  I  crave  ; 
Rejoicing  that,  in  better  tilths, 
Grafton  requires  my  loyal  lines. 
Proud  !  while  my  patron  is  polite, 
I  likewife  to  the  patriot  write  ! 
Proud  !  that  at  once  I  can  commend 
King  George's  and  the  Mufes'  friend  ! 
Endear'd  to  Britain  ;  and  to  thee 
(Disjoin'd,  Hibernia,  by  the  fea) 
Endear'd  by  twice  three  anxious  years, 
Employ'd  in  guardian  toils  and  cares; 
By  love,  by  wifdom,  and  by  (kill ; 
For  he  has  fav'd  thee  'gainft  thy  wilL 

But  where  fliall  Smedley  make  hi$  neft, 
And  lay  his  wandering  head  to  reft  ? 
Where  fliall  he  find  a  decent  houfe, 
To  treat  his  friends  and  cheer  his  fpoufe  ? 
Oh  !  tack,  my  lord,  fome  pretty  cure  ; 
In  wholefome  foil,  and  aether  pure  ; 
The  garden  ftor'd  with  artlefs  flowers, 
In  either  angle  fliady  bowels. 
No  gay  parterre,  with  coftly  green, 
Within  the  ambient  hedge  be  feen : 
Let  Nature  freely  take  her  courfe, 
Nor  fear  from  me  ungrateful  force ; 
No  flieers  fliall  check  her  fprouting  vigour,] 
Nor  mape  the  yews  to  antic  figure  : 
A  limpid  brook  fliall  trout  fupply, 
In  May,  to  take  the  mimic  fly  ; 
Round  a  fmall  orchard  may  it  run, 
Whofe  apples  redden  to  the  fun. 
Let  all  be  fnug  and  warm,  and  neat ; 
For  fifty  turn'd  a  fafe  retreat. 
A  little  Eufton  may  it  be, 
Eufton  I'll  crave  on  every  tree. 
But  then,  to  keep  it  in  repair, 
My  lord — tiuice  fifty  pounds  a  year 
Will  barely  do  ;  but  if  your  grace 
Could  make  them  hundreds — charming  place 
Thou  then  would'ft  fhow  another  face. 

Clogher  !  far  north,  my  lord,  it  lies, 
Midftinowy  hills,  inclement  flues ; 
One  fhivers  with  the  arctic  wind  j 
One  hears  the  -polar  axis  grind. 


Good  John  *  indeed,  with  beef  and  claret, 
Vlakes  the  place  warm  that  one  may  bear  its 
He  has  a  purfe  to  keep  a  table, 
And  eke  a  foul  as  hofpitable. 
My  heart  is  good  ;  but  aflets  fail, 
To  fight  with  ftorms  of  fnow  and  hail. 
Befides  the  country's  thin  of  people, 
Who  feldom  meet  but  at  the  fteeple : 
The  {trapping  dean,  that's  gone  to  Dovrn, 
Me'er  namM  the  thing  without  a  frown  ; 
When,  much  fatigu'd  with  fermon-ftudy, 
Se  felt  his  brain  grow  dull  and  muddy; 
^o  fit  companion  could  be  found, 
To  pum  the  lazy  bottle  round  ; 

ure  then,  for  want  of  better  folks 
To  pledge,  bis  clerk  was  orthodox. 

Ah  I  how  unlike  to  Gerard-ftreet, 
Where  beaux  and  belies  in  parties  meet; 
Where  gilded  chairs  and  coaches  throng, 
And  joftle  as  they  trowl  along : 
Where  tea  and  coffee  hourly  flow, 
And  gape-feed  does  in  plenty  grow ; 
And  Griz  (no  clock  more  certain)  cries, 
Exadl  at  feven,  "  Hot  mutton-pies !" 
There  lady  Luna  in  her  fphere 
Once  flione,  when  Paunceforth  was  not  near  j 
But  now  me  wanes,  and,  as  'tis  faid, 
Keeps  fober  hours,  and  goes  to  bed. 
There— but  'tis  endlefs  to  write  down 
All  the  amufements  of  the  town  ; 
And  fpoufe  will  think  herfelf  quite  undone, 
To  trudge  to  Connor  f  from  fweet  London  5 
And  care  we  muft  our  wives  to  pleafe, 
Or  elfe— we  mail  be  ill  at  cafe. 

You  fee,  nay  lord,  what  'tis  I  lack ; 
'Tis  only  fome  convenient  tack, 
Some  parfonage«houfe,  with  garden  fwect, 
To  be  my  late,  my  laft  retreat ; 

A  decent  church  clofe  by  its  fide, 
There  preaching,  praying,  to  relide ; 
And,  as  my  time  fecurely  rolls, 
To  fave  my  own,  and  other  fouls. 


THE  DUKE  S  ANSWER. 

BY  D*.  SWIFT.  - 

DEAR  Smed,  I  read  thy  brilliant  lines, 

Where  wit  in  ail  its  glory  mines ; 

Where  compliments,  with  all  their  pride, 

Are  by  their  numbers  dignified :  ... 

I  hope  to  make  you  yet  as  clean 

As  that  fame  Viz.  St.  Patrick's  dean. 

I'll  give  theefurj>lice,  verge,  and^a//. 

And  may  be  lomething  elfe  withal ; 

And,  were  you  not  fo  good  a  writer, 

I  fliould  prefent  you  with  a  mitre. 

Write  worfe  then,  if  you  can — Be  wife — 

Believe  me,  'tis  the  way  ts  rife. 

Talk  not  of  making  of  thy  neft  : 

Ah  .'  never  lay  thy  head  to  reft  I 

That  headfo  well  with  ivifdo7H fraught, 

That  writes  without  the  toil  of  thought ! 

*  Bifiop <  Sterne. 

f  Ibe  bi/Jjoprick  of  Connor  is  united  to  that  of 
but  there  are  two  deant. 


fHE    WORKS    OF    SWIFT. 


While  others  rack  their  bufy  brains, 

You  are  not  in  the  lead  at  pains. 

Dowii  to  your  deanry  now  repair, 

And  build  a  co/il?  in  the  air. 

I'm  fure  a  man  of  your  fine  fenfe 

Can  do  it  with  a  fmall  expence. 

There  your  dearf^onfe  and  you  together 

May  breathe  your  bellies  full  of  <ztber. 

When  lady  Luna  is  your  neighbour, 

She'll  help  your  <wifc  when  (he's  in  labour ; 

Well  fkiU'd  in  midwife  artifices, 

For  fhe  herfelf  oft  falls  in  pieces. 

There  you  fliall  fee  a  rarfefionv 

Will  make  you  fcorn  this  world  below, 

When  you  behold  the  milky  way, 

As  white  as  fnow,  as  bright  as  day  ; 

The  glittering  conftellations  roll 

About  the  grinding  Ai  clic  pole  ; 

The  lovely  tingling  in  your  ears, 

Wrought  by  the  mufic  of  the  fphereS — 

Your  fpoufe  fhall  then  no  longer  hector,' 

"You  need  not  fear  a  curtain-lecture ; 

Nor  fhall  fhe  think  that  fhe  is  undone 

For  quitting  her  belov'd  London. 

When  Ihe's  exalted  in  the  ikies, 

She'll  never  think  of  mutton-pies ; 

When  you're  advanc'd  above  dean  Viz,' 

You'll  never  think  of  goody  Griz. 

But  ever,  ever,  live  at  eafe,  , 

And  ftrive,  and  ftrive,  your  'wife  to  pleaje  ; 

In  her  you'll  centre  all  your  joys, 

And  get  ten  thoufand  girls  and  boys  : 

Ten  thoufand  girls  and  boys  you'll  get, 

And  they  like  ftars  fliall  rife  znAfet ; 

While  you  and  fpoufe,  transform'^,  mail  foon 

Be  a  nenv  fun  and  a  new  moon : 

Nor  mail  you  drive  your  horns  to  hide, 

For  then  your  horns  fhall  be  your  pride. 


VERSES  BY  STELLA, 

IF  it  be  true,  celeftial  Powers, 

That  you  have  form'd  me  fair, 
And  yet,  in  all  my  vaineft  hours, 

My  mind  has  been  my  care  ; 
Then,  in  return,  I  beg  this  grace, 

As  you  were  ever  kind, 
What  envious  Time  takes  from  my  face, 

Beftow  upon  my  mind  ! 

JEALOUSY.     BY  THE  SAME*. 

0  SHIELD  me. from  his  rage,  celeftial  Powers ; 
This  tyrant  that  imbitters  all  my  hours  ! 

Ah,  Love  !  you've  poorly  play'd  the  hero's  part : 
You  conquer'd,  but  you  can't  defend  my  heart. 
When  firft  I  bent  beneath  your  gentle  reign, 

1  thought  this  mctafter  banifh'd  from  your  train  : 
But  you  would  raife  him  to  fupport  your  throne  ; 
And  now  he  claims  your  empire  as  his  owe. 

Or  tell  me,  tyrants !  have,  you  both  agreed, 
That  where  one  reigns,  the  other  {hall  fucceed  ? 

*  On  the  publication  of  "  Catcnys  and  \7a- 
<?  nefa." 


DR.  DELANY'S  VILLA, 

WOULD  you  that  Delville  I  defcribe  ? 
Believe  me,  Sir,  I  will  not  gibe  : 
For  who  would  be  fatirical 
Upon  a  thing  fo  very  fmall  ? 

You  fcarce  upon  the  borders  enter, 
Before  you're  at  the  very  centre. 
A  fingle  crow  can  make  it  night, 
When  o'er  your  farm  fhe  takes  her  flight ; 
Yet,  in  this  narrow  conrlpafs,  we 
Obferve  a  vaft  variety  ; 
Both  walks,  walls,  meadows,  and  parterres, 
Windows  and  doors,  and  rooms  and  flairs, 
And  hills  and  dales,  and  woods  and  fields, 
And  hay,  and  grafs,  and  corn,  it  yields  ; 
All  to  your  haggard  brought  io  cheap  in, 
Without  the  mowing  or  the  reaping  : 
A  razor,  though  to  fay't  I'm  loth, 
Would  fhave  you  and  your  meadows  both. 

Though  fmall's  the  farm,  yet  here's  a  houfe 
Full  large  to  entertain  a  moufe, 
But  where  a  rat  is  dreaded  more 
Than  favage  Caledonian  boar ; 
For,  if  it's  enter'd  by  a  rat, 
There  is  no  room  to  bring  a  cat. 

A  little  rivulet  feems  to  fleal 
Down  through  a  thing  you  call  a  valef 
Like  tears  adown  a  wrinkled  cheek, 
Like  rain  along  a  blade  of  leek  ; 
And  this  you  call  your  fweet  meander, 
Which  might  be  fuck'd  up  by  a  gander, 
Could  he  but  force  his  nether  bill 
To  fcoop  the  channel:  of  the  rill : 
For  fure  you'd  make  a  mighty  clutter1, 
Were  it  as  big  as  city-gutter. 

Next  come  I  to  your  kitchen-garden, 
Wkere  one  poor  moufe  would  fare  but  hard  in  j 
And  round  this  garden  is  a  walk, 
No  longer  than  a  tailor's  chalk  : 
Thus  I  compare  what  fpace  is  in  it, 
A  fnail  creeps  round  it  ia  a  minute. 
One  lettuce  makes  a  fhift  to  fqueeze 
Up  through  a  tuft  you  call  your  trees ; 
And,  once  a  year,  a  fingle  rofe 
Peeps  from  the  bud,  but  never  blows;; 
In  vain  then  you  expect  its  bloom  ! 
It  cannot  blow  for  want  of  room. 

In  fhort,  in  all  your  boafted  feat, 
There's  nothing  but  yourielf  that's  GREAT*. 


ON  ONE  OF  THE  WINDOWS  AT  DEL 
VILLE. 

A  BARD,  grown  defirows  of  faving  his  pelf, 
Built  a  houfe  he  was  fure  would  hold  none  but 

himfelf. 

This  enfag'd  god  Apollo,  who  Mercury  fent, 
And  bid  him  go  afk  what  his  votary  meant. 
"  Some  foe  to  my  empire  has  been  his  advifer  : 
"  'Tis  of  dreadful  portent  when    a   poet   turn* 

mifer  ! 
"  Tell  him,  Hermes,  from  me,  tell  thatfubjecl: 

"  of  mine, 
"  I  have  fworn  by  the  Styx  to  defeat  his  defign ; 
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*€  For  wherever  ke  lives,  the  Mufes  fhall  reign  ; 
tl  And  the  Mufes,  he  knows,  have  a  numerous 
"  train." 

CARBERI/E  KUPES, 

IN   COMITATU    CORGAGENSI.       1723. 

ECCE  ingens  fragmen  fcopuli,  quod  vertice  tummo 
Defuper  impendet,  nullo  fundamine  nixum 
Decidit  in  fluctus :  maria  undique  Sc  undique  faxa 
Horrifono  Itridore  tenant,  et  ad  sthera  murmur 
Etigitur ;  trepidatque  fuis  Neptunus  in  undis. 
Nam,  longa  venti  rabias,  atque  afpergine  crebra 
./Equorei  laticis,  fpicus  ima"  rape  cavatur  : 
Jam  ultura  ruit,  jam  fumma  cacumina  nutant ; 
Jam  cadit  in  praeceps  moles,  et  verberat  undas. 
Attonitus  credas,  hinc  dejecifie  Tonantem 
Montibiis  impofitos  monies,  et  Pelion  altum 
In  capita  anguipedum  coelo  jaculafle  gigantum. 

Saepe  etiam  fpelunca  immani  aperitur  hiatu 
Exefa  e  fcopulis,  et  utrinque  foramina  pandit, 
Hinc  atque  hinc  a  ponto  ad  pontum  pervia  Phoebo. 
Cautibus  enorme  jnnclis  laquearia  tedli 
Formantur ;  moles  olim  ruitura  fuperne. 
Fornice  fublimi  nidos  pofuere  paLumbes, 
Inque  imo  ftagni  pofuere  cubilia  phocaj. 

Sed,  cum  faevit  hyems,  et  venti,  carcere  rupto, 
Immenfos  volvunt  fiuctus  ad  culmina  raontis  ; 
Non  obfeflje  arces,  non  fulmina  rindice  dextra 
Miffa  Jovis,  quoties  inimicas  fafevit  in  utbes, 
Exacquant  fonitum  undarum,  veniente  procellS  : 
Littora  littaribus  reboant ;  vicinia  late, 
Gens  aflueta  mari,  et  pedibus  percurrere  rupes, 
Terretur  tamen,  et  longe  fugit,  arva  relinquens. 

Gramina  dum  carpunt  pendentes  rape  capellse, 
Vi  falientis  aque  de  fummo  praecipitantur, 
Et  dukes  animas  imo  fub  gurgite  linquunt. 

Pifcator  terra  non  audet  vellere  funem  ; 
Sed  latet  in  portu  tremebundus,  et  ae'ra  fudum 
Haud  fperans,  Nereum  precibus  votifque  fatigat. 

CARBERY  ROCKS, 

TRANSLATED  BY  DR.  DUNKIN. 

Lo  !  from  the  top  of  yonder  cliff,  that  fhrouds 
Its  airy  head  amidft  the  azure  clouds, 
Hangs  a  huge  fragment;  deftitute  of  propa, 
Prone  on  the  waves  the  rocky  ruin  drops ; 
With  hoarfe  rebuff  the  fwelling  fcas  rebound, 
From  fliore  to  more  the  rocks  return  the  found : 
The  dreadful  murmur  heaven'shigh  convex  cleaves, 
And  Neptune  flirinks  beneath  his  fubjecl  waves ; 
For  long  the  whirling  winds  and  beating  tides 
Had  fcoop'd  a  vault  into  its  nether  fides. 
Now  yields  the  bafe,  the  fummits  nod,  now  urge 
Their    headlong    courfe,    and  lafli  the  founding 

furge. 

Not  louder  noife  could  fhake  the  guilty  world, 
When   JoVe    heap'd   mountains  upon  mountains 

hurl'd ; 

Retorting  Pelion  from  his  dread  abode, 
To  crufli  Earth's  rebel-fors  beneath  the  load; 

Oft'  too  with  hideous  yawn  the  cavern  wide 
Prefents  an  orifice  on  either  iide, 
A  difmal  orifice,  from  fea  to  iea 
Intended,  pervious  to  the  God  of  Day : 


Uncouthlyjoin'd,  the  rocks  ftupendous  form 
An  arch,  the  ruin  of  a  future  ftorm  : 
High  on  the  cliff"  their  nefts  the  Woodquefts  make, 
And  Sea-calves  ftable  in  the  oozy  lake. 

But  when  bleak  Winter  with  his  fullen  train 
Awakes  the  winds  to  vex  the  watery  plain  ; 
When  o'er  the  craggy  fteep  without  control, 
Big  with  the  blaft,  the  raging  billows  roll ; 
Not  towns  heleaguer'd,  not  the  flaming  brand, 
Darted  from  Heaven  by  Jove's  avenging  hand, 
Oft'  as  on  impious  men  his  wrath  he  pours, 
Humbles  their  pride,  and  blafts  their  gilded  towers, 
Equal  the  tumult  of  this  wild  uproar  : 
Waves  rufh  o'er  waves,  rebellows  more  to  fhore. 
The  neighbouring  race,  though  wont  to   brave 

the  fhocks 

Of  angry  feas,  and  run  along  the  rocks, 
Now  pale  with  terror,  while  the  ocean  foams, 
Fly  far  and  wide,  nor  truft  their  native  homes. 

The  goats,  while  pendent  from  the  mountain-top 
The  wither'd  herb  improvident  they  crop, 
Wafh'd  down  the  precipice  with  fudden  fweep, 
Leave  their  fweet  lives  beneath  th*  unfathom'cj 
deep. 

The  frighted  fuller,  with  defponding  eyes, 
Though  fafe,  yet  trembling  in  the  harbour  lies, 
Nor  hoping  to  behold  the  Ikies  ferene, 
Wearies  with  vows  the  monarch  of  the  maia. 


UPON  THE  HORRID  PLOT  DISCOVERED 
BY  HARLEQUIN, 

THE  BISHOP  OF  ROCHESTER'S  FRENCH  DOG  *. 

Li  a  Dialogue  between  a  Whig  and,  a  Tory.  1723. 

I  ASK'D  a  Whig  the  other  night, 
How  came  this  wicked  plot  to  light  ? 
He  anfwer'd,  that  a  dog  of  late 
Inform'd  a  minifter  of  ftate. 
Said  I,  from  thence  I  nothing  knojur; 
For  are  not  all  informers  fo  ? 
A  villait>  who  his  friend  betrays, 
We  ftyle  him  by  no  other  phrafe  ; 
And  fo  a  perjur'd  dog  denotes 
Porter,  and  Prendergaft,  and  Gates, 
And  forty  others  I  could  name. 

fWjig.  But,  you  muft  know,  this  dog  was  lame* 

Tory.  A  weighty  argument  indeed  ! 
Your  evidence  was  lame  :~-proceed  : 
Come,  help  your  lame  dog  o'er  thejlyle. 

Whig.  Sir,  you  miftake  me  all  this  while : 
I  mean  a  dog  (without  a  joke) 
Can  howl,  and  bark,  but  never  fpoke. 

Tory.  I'm  ftill  to  fpeak,  which  dog  you  mean  5 
Whether  cur  Plunkeit,  or  whelp  Skean, 
An  Englifh  or  an  Irifh  hound  ; 
Or  t'other  puppy,  that  was  drown'd  ; 
Or  Mafon,  that  abandon'd  bitch  : 
Then  pray  be  free^  and  tell  me  which  : 
For  every  ftander-by  was  marking 
That  all  the  noife  they  made  was  barking. 
You  pay  them  well ;  the  dogs  have  got 
Their  dog-heads  in  a  porridge  pot : 

*  See  the  "  State  Trials,"  Vcl.  VI* 


04  THE    WORKS 

And  'twas  but  juft ;  for  wife  men  fay, 

That  every  dog  nmji  have  his  day. 

Dog  Walpole  laid  a  quart  of  nog  on't, 

He'd  either  make  a  hog  or  dog  orft  ; 

And  look'd,  fince  he  has  got  his  wifh, 

As  if  he  had  thrown  down  a  difh. 

Yet  this  I  dare  foretel  you  from  it, 

He'll  foon  return  to  his  own  'vomit. 

Whig.  Befides,  this  horrid  plot  was  found 

By  Neynoe,  after  he  was  drown'd. 

Tory.  Why  then  the  proverb  is  not  right, 

Since  you  can  teach  dead  dogs  to  bite. 
mig.  I  prov'd  my  propofition  full : 

But  Jacobites  are  flrangely  dull. 

Now  let  me  tell  you  plainly,  Sir, 

Our  witnefs  is  a  real  cur, 

A  dog  of  fpirit  for  his  years, 

Has  twice  two  lags,  two  hanging  ears ; 

His  name  is  Harlequin,  I  wot, 

And  that's  a  name  in  every  plot : 

Refolv'd  to  fave  the  Britifh  nation, 

Though  French  by  birth  and  education ; 

His  correfpondence  plainly  dated, 

Was  all  decypher'd  and  tranjlated  : 

His  anfwers  were  exceeding  pretty 

Before  the  fecret  wife  committee  : 

Confefs'd  as  plain  as  he  could  bark  ; 

Then  with  his  fore-foot  fet  his  mark- 
Tory.  Then  all  this  while  have  I  been  bubbled, 

I  thought  it  was  a  dog  in  doublet : 

The  matter  now  no  longer  fticks ; 

For  ftatefnaen  never  want  dog-tricks. 

But  fince  it  was  a  real  cur, 

And  not  a  dog  in  metaphor, 

I  give  you  joy  of  the  repprt, 

That  he's  to  have  a  place  at  court. 

Whig.  Yes,  and  a  place  he  will  grow  rich  in  ; 

A  tura-fpit  in  the  royal  kitchen. 

Sir,  to  be  plain,  I  tell  you  what, 

We  had  occafion  for  a  plot : 

And,  when  we  found  the  dog  begin  it, 

We  guefs'd  the  bifhop's  foot  was  in  it. 
Tory^L  own  it  was  a  dangerous  project; 

And  you  have  prov'd  it  by  dog-logic. 

Sure  fuch  intelligence  between 

A  dog  and  biihop  ne'er  was  feen, 

Till  you  began  to  change  the  breed ; 

Ytur  bifhops  all  are  dogs  indeed  ! 


STELLA  AT  WOOD-PARK. 

4  Houfe  of  Charles  Ford,  Efq.  near  Lublin.  1 7  23. 

"  — Cuicumque  nocere  volebat, 
"  Veilimenta  dabat  pretiofa." 

DON  Carlos  in  a  merry  fpight, 
Did  Stella  to  his  houfe  invite  ; 
He  entertain' d  her  half  a  year 
With  generous  wines  and  coftly  cheer. 
Don  Carlos  made  her  chief  director, 
That  fhe  might  o'er  the  fervants  hector. 
In  half  a  week  the  dame  grew  nice, 
Got  all  things  at  the  higheft  price  : 
Now  at  the  table-head  flie  fits, 
Prefemed  with  the  niceft  bits : 
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She  look'd  on  partridges  with  (corn, 

Except  they  tafted  of  the  corn  ; 

A  haunch  of  venifon  made  her  fweat, 

Unlefs  it  had  the  right  fumette. 

Don  Carlos  earneftly  would  beg, 

Dear  madam,  try  this  pigeon's  leg ; 

Was  happy,  when  he  could  prevail 

To  make  her  only  touch  a  quail. 

Through  candle-light  fhe  view'd  the  wine, 

To  fee  that  every  glafs  was  fine. 

At  laft,  grown  prouder  than  the  devil 

With  feeding  high  and  treatment  civil, 

Don  Carlos  now  began  to  find 

His  malice  work  as  he  defign'd. 

The  winter-fky  began  to  frown ; 

Poor  Stella  muft  pack  oft" to  town : 

From  purling  ftreams  and  fountains  bubbling, 

To  Liffy's  (linking  tide  at  Dublin  ; 

From  wholefome  exercife  and  air, 

To  faffing  in  an  eafy  chair ; 

From  ftomach  fharp,  and  hearty  feeding, 

To  piddle  like  a  lady  breeding ; 

From  ruling  there  the  houfehold  fingly, 

To  be  directed  here  by  Dingley  *  ; 

From  every  day  a  lordly  banquet, 

To  half  a  joint,  and  God  be  thanked  ; 

From  every  meal  Pontack  in  plenty, 

To  half  a  pint  one  day  in  twenty  ; 

From  Ford  attending  at  her  call, 

To  vifits  of 

From  Ford  who  thinks  of  nothing  mean, 
To  the  poor  doings  of  the  Dean  ; 
From  growing  richer  with  good  cheer, 
To  running-out  by  ftarving  here. 

But  now  arrives  the  difmal  day ; 
She  muft  return  toOrmond  Quay  f. 
The  coachman  ilopt ;  fhe  look'd,  and  fwore 
The  ratcal  had  miitook  the  door : 
At  coming  in,  you  faw  her  ftoop ; 
The  entry  brufh'd  againfl  her  hoop  : 
Each  moment  rifmg  in  her  airs, 
She  curft  the  narrow  winding  flairs ; 
Began  a  thoufand  faults  to  fpy  : 
The  cieling  hardly  fix  feet  high  ; 
The  fmutty  wainfcoat  full  of  cracks,- 
And  half  the  chairs  with  broken  backs : 
Her  quarter's  out  at  Lady-day  ; 
She  vows  flie  will  no  longer  flay 
In  lodgings  like  a  poor  Grizette, 
While  there  are  lodgings  to  be  let. 

Howe'er  to  keep  her  fpirits  up, 
She  fent  for  company  to  fup  : 
When  all  the  while  you  might  remark, 
She  drove  in  vain  to  ape  Wood-park. 
Two  bottles  call'd  for  (half  her  flore  ; 
The  cupboard  could  contain  but  four)  : 
A  fupper  worthy  of  herfelf, 
Five  nothings  in  five  plates  of  dclf. 

Thus  for  a  week  the  farce  went  on 
When,  all  her  country-favings  gone, 
She  fell  into  her  former  fcene, 
Small  beer,  a  herring,  and  the  Dean. 

Thus  far  in  jeft  :  though  now,  I  fear, 
You  think  my  jefting  too  fevere  ; 

*  The  conjlant  companion  of  Stella. 
f  Where  the  two  ladies  lodged. 
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But  poets,  when  a  hint  is  new, 
No  matter  whether  falfe  or  true  : 
Yet  raillery  gives  no  offence, 
Where  truth  has  not  the  leaft  pretence  ; 
Nor  can  be  more  fecurely  plac'd 
Than  on  a  nymph  of  Stella's  taflr. 
I  muft  confefs,  your  wine  and  vittle 
I  \vas  too  hard  upon  a  little  : 
Your  table  neat,  your  liriten  fine  ; 
And,  though  in  miniature,  you  fhine  : 
Yet,  when  you  figh  to  leave  Wood-park, 
The  fcene,  the  welcome,  and  the  fpark, 
To  languifli  in  this  odious  town, 
And  pull  your  haughty  ftomach  down ; 
We  think  you  quite  roiftake  the  cafe, 
The  virtue  lies  not  in  the  place  : 
For,  though  my  raillery  were  true, 
A  cottage  is  Wood-park  with  you. 

COPY  OF  THE  BIRTH-DAY  VERSES 

ON  MR.  FORD. 

COM*,  be  content,  fince  out  it  muft, 
For  Stella  has  betray'd  her  truft  ; 
And,  whifpering,  charg'd  me  not  to  fay 
That  Mr.  Ford  was  born  to-day  ; 
Or,  if  at  latt  I  needs  muft  blab  it, 
According  to  my  ufual  habit, 
She  bid  me,  with  a  ferious  face, 
Be  fure  conceal  the  time  and  place ; 
And  not  rr.y  compliment  to  fpoil, 
By  calling  this  your  native  foil  ; 
Or  vex  the  ladies,  when  they  knew 
That  you  are  turning  forty-two  : 
But,  if  thefe  topics  lhall  appear 
Strong  arguments  to  keep  you  here, 
I  think,  though  you  judge  hardly  of  it, 
Good-manners  muit  give  place  to  profit. 

The  nymphs  with  whom  you  firft  began 
Are  each  become  a  harridan  ; 
And  Montague  fo  far  decay'd, 
Her  lovers  now  muft  all  be  paid  ; 
And  every  belle  that  fince  arofe 
Has  her  contemporary  beaux. 
Your  former  comrades,  once  fo  bright, 
With  whom  you  toafted  half  the  night, 
Of  rheumatifm  and  pox  complain, 


And  bid  adieu  to  dear  cham 


paign. 


Your  great  protectors,  once  in  power, 
Are  now  in  exile  or  the  Tower. 
Your  foes  triumphant  o'er  the  laws, 
Who  hate  your  perfon  and  your  caufe, 
If  once  they  get  you  on  the  fpot, 
You  muft  be  guilty  of  the  plot  : 
For,  true  or  falfe,  they'll  ne'er  inquire, 
But  ufe  you  ten  times  worfe  than  Prior. 

In  London  !  what  would  you  do  there  ? 
Can  you,  my  friend,  with  patience  bear 
(Nay,  would  it  not  your  paflion  raife 
Worfe  than  a  pun,  or  Irifli  phrafe  ?) 
To  fee  a  fconndrel  ftrut  and  hector, 
A  foot-boy  to  fome  rogue  director, 
To  look  on  vice  triumphant  round, 
And  virtue  trampled  on  the  ground  ? 
Obferve  where  bloody  *****  fta 
With  torturing,  engines  in  his  hands  5 
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Hear  him  blafpheme,  and  fvrear,  and  rail, 
Threatening  the  pillory  and  jail : 
f  this  you  think  a  pleafirtg  fcene, 
To  London  ftraight  return  again; 
Where,  you  have  told  us  from  experience, 
Are  fwarms  of  bugs  and  prefbyterians, 

I  thought  my  very  fpleen  would  bunt, 
When  fortune  hither  drove  me  firft  ; 
Was  full  as  hard  to  pleafe  as  you, 

r  perforis  names  nor  places  knew  t 
3ut  now  I  act  as  other  folk, 
Like  prifoners  when  their  jail  is  broke. 

If  you  have  London  icill  at  heart, 
We'll  make  a  fmall  one  here  by  art : 
The  difference  is  not  much  between 
t.  James's  Park,  and  Stephen's  Green  ; 
vnd  Dawfon-ftreet  will  ferve  as  well 
To  lead  you  thither  as  Pall-Mail. 
STor  want  a  paffage.  through  the  palace, 
To  choke  your  fight,  and  raife  your  malice  2 
The  Deanry-houfe  may  well  be  match'd, 
Under  correction,  with  the  Thatcht  *. 
Kor  fhall  I,  when  you  hither  come, 
Demand  a  crown  a  quart  for  ftum. 
Then,  for  a  middle-aged  charmer, 
Stella  may  vie  with  your  Monthermer  j 
She's  now  as  handfome  every  bit, 
And  has  a  thoufand  times  her  wit. 
The  Dean  and  Sheridan,  I  hope, 
Will  half  fupply  a  Gay  and  Pope. 
Corbet  f ,  though  yet  I  know  his  worth  not, 
No  doubt  will  prove  a  good.Arbuthnot. 
I  threw  into  the  bargain  Tim  ; 
In  London  cun  you  equal  him  ? 
What  think  you  of  my  favourite  clan, 
Robin  f ,  and  Jack,  and  Jack  and  Dan, 
Fellows  of'modeft  worth  and  parts, 
With  cheerful  looks  and  honeft  hearts  ? 
Can  you  on  Dublin  look  with  (corn  ? 
Yet  here  were  you  and  Ormoncl  born. 

Oh  !  were  but  you  and  I  fo  wife, 
To  fee  with  Robert  Grattarf  s  eyes  I 
Robin  adores  that  fpot  of  earth, 
That  literal  fpot  which  gave  him  birth  ; 
And  fwears,  "  Belcamp  [|  is,  to  his  tafte, 
"  As  fine  as  Hampton-court  at  leaft." 
When  to  your  friends  you  would  enhance 
The  praife  of  Italy  or  France, 
For  grandeur,  elegance,  and  wit, 
We  gladly  hear  you,  and  fubmit : 
But  then,  to  come  and  keep  a  clutter, 
For  this  or  that  fide  of  the  gutter, 
To  live  in  this  or  t'  other  ifle, 
We  cannot  think  it  worth  your  while  j 
For,  take  it  kindly  or  amifs, 
The  difference  but  amounts  to  this : 
We  bury  on  our  fide  the  channel 
In  linen  j  and  on  yours  in  flannel  §. 


*  .A  famous  tavern  in  St-  fames'  $  Jlreet. 

\  Dr.  Corbet,  afterwards  dean  of  St.  Pa 
ir  ic&s. 

\  R.  and  I.  Grattan,  and  J.  and  D.  Jackfan. 

||  In  Fingall,  about  ji<ue  miles  from  Dublin. 

$  The  law  for  bur-jivg  in  'woollen  was  extended. 
(o  Irelftnd,  in  17^3- 


You  for  the  news  are  ne7er  to  feek ; 
While  we,  perhaps,  may  wait  a  week : 
You  happy  folks  are  fure  to  meet 
An  hundred  whores  in  every  ftreet ; 
While  we  may  trace  all  Dublin  o'er 
Before  we  find  out  half  a  fcore. 

You  fee  my  arguments  are  ftrong ; 
I  wonder  you  held  out  fo  long  : 
But,  fince  you  are  convinc'd  at  laft, 
We'll  pardon  you  for  what  is  paft. 
So— let  us  now  for  whift  prepare ; 
Twelve-pence  a  corner,  if  you  dare. 

JOAN  CUDGELS  NED.   '17*3. 

JOAN  cudgels  Ned,  yet  Ned  *s  a  bully ; 
Will  cudgels  Befs,  yet  Will's  a  cully. 
Die  Ned,and  Befs ;  give  Will  to  Joan, 
She  dares  not  fay  her  life  's  her  own. 
Die  Joan  and  Will ;  give  Befs  to  Ned» 
And'every  day  fhe  combs  his  head. 

A   QJJIBBLING    ELEGY, 

ON  JUDGE  BOAT.    1723. 

To  mournful  ditties,  Clio,  change  thy  note, 
Since'cruel  fate  hathy«w^>our  juftice  Boat. 
Why  fhould  he  Jink,  where  nothing  feem'd  to 

prefs, 

His  lading  little,  and  his  lallaji  lefs  ? 
Toft  in  the  waves  of  this  tetnpejluous  world, 
At  length,  his  anchor  fixt  and  canvas  furl'd, 
To  Lazy-hill  *  retiring  from  his  court, 
At  his  Ring's-end  *  he  founders  in  the  port. 
With  water  f  fill'd,  he  could  no  longer  j2ofl£, 
The  common  death  of  many  a  ftronger  boat. 

A  poft  fo  fill'd  on  nature's  laws  entrenches : 
Benches  on  boats  are  plac'd,  not  boats  on  benches. 
And  yet  our  -loat  (how  mall  I  reconcile  it  ?) 
Was  both  a  Boat,  and  in  one  fenfe  a  pilot 
With  every  wind  he  faird,  and  well  could  tack  ; 
Had  many  pendents,  but  abhorr'd  a  Jack  J. 
He's  gone,  although  his  friends  began  to  hope 
That  he  might  yet  be  lifted  by  a  rope. 

Behold  the  awful  bench>  on  which  he  fat ! 
He  was  as  bard  and  ponderous  wood  as  that : 
Yet,  when  hhfand  was  out,  we  find  at  laft, 
That  death  has  overfet  him  with  a  blaji. 
Our  Boat  is  now  faiVd  to  the  Stygian  ferry, 
There  to  fupply  old  Charon's  leaky  wherry : 
Charon  in  him  will  ferry  fouls  to  hell ; 
A  trade  our  Boat  §  hath  pra&is'd  here  fo  well : 
And  Cerberus  hath  ready  in  his  Daws 
Both  i  'rrb  and  brvnjlonf^  to  fill  up  hisjlaws. 
Yet,fpitc  of  death  and  fate,!  here  maintain 
We  may  place  Boat  in  his  old  pdjt  again. 
The  way  is  thus ;  and  well  deferves  your  thanks : 
Take  the  three  ftrongeft  of  his  broken  planks, 
Fix  them  on  high,  confpicuous  to  be  feen, 
form'dlike  the  triple -tree  neai StephenV^reen  jj; 

*  Two  villages  near  the  *fecu 

f  It  was  '/aid  he  died  of  a  dropfy. 

|  A  cant  word  for  a  Jacobite. 

\  In  condemning  malefaflors,  as  a  judge. 

f   Where  the  Dublin  gallows  Jiands* 
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And,  when  we  view  it  thus  with  thief  at  end 
en  't,  [the  pendant  f 

We'll  cry,  Look,  here's  our   Boat,  and   there's 
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HERE  lies  judge  Boat  within  a  coffin  ; 
Pray,  gentle  folks,  forbear  your  fcoffing. 
A  Boat  a  judge  !  yes  ;  where's  the  blunder  ? 
A  wooden  judge  is  no  fuch  wonder. 
And  in  his  robes,  ypumuft  agree, 
No  Boat  was  better  deckt  than  he. 
'Tis  needlefs  to  defcribe  him  fuller ; 
In  fliort,  he  was  an  zblefculler. 

PETHOX  *  THE  GREAT. 

FROM  Venus  born,  thy  beauty  fhows ; 

But  who  thy  father,  no  man  knows : 

Nor  can  the  fkilful  herald  trace 

The  founder  of  thy  ancient  race  ; 

Whether  thy  temper,  full  of  fire, 

Difc overs  Vulcan  for  thy  fire, 

The  god  who  made  Scamander  boil, 

And  round  his  margin  fing'd  the  foil 

(From  whence,  philosophers  agree, 

An  equal  power  defcends  to  thee) ; 

Whether  from  dreadful  Mars  you  claim 

The  high  defcent  from  whence  you  came. 

And,  as  a  proof,  fhpw  numerous,  fears 

By  fierce  encounters  made  in  wars, 

Thole  honourable  wounds  you  bore 

From  head  to  foot,  and  all  before, 

And  ftill  the  bloody  field  frequent, 

Familiar  in  each  leader's  tent; 

Or  whether,  as  the  le?rn'd  contend, 

You  from  the  neighbouring  Gaul  defcend  j 

Or  from  Farthenope  the  proud, 

Where  numberlefs  thy  votaries  crowd ; , 

Whether  thy  great  forefather  came 

From  realms  that  bear  Vefputio's  name 

(For  fo  conjeclurers  would  obtrude, 

And  from  thy  painted  fkin  conclude)  ; 

Whether,  as  Epicurus  fhows, 

The  world  from  juftling  feeds  arofe, 

Which,  mingling  with  prolific  itrife 

In  chaos,  kindled  into  life  : 

So  your  production  was  the  fame, 

And  from  contending  atoms  came. 

Thy  fair  indulgent  mother  crown'd 
Thy  head  with  fparkling  rubies  round  : 
Beneath  thy  decent  Reps  the  road 
Is  all  with  precious  jewels  ftrow'd. 
The  bird  of  Pallas  knows  his  poft, 
Thee  to  attend,  where'er  thou  goeft. 
Byzantians  boaft,  that  on  the  clod 
Where  once  their  Sultan's  horfe  had  trod, 
Grows  neither  grafs,  nor  flirub,  nor  tree  : 
The  fame  thy  fubjecls  boaft  of  thee. 

The  greateft  lord,  when  you  appear, 
Will  deign  your  livery  to  wear, 
In  all  the  various  colours  feen 
Of  rtd  and  yellow,  blue  and  green. 

With  half  a  word,  when  you  require, 
The  man  of  tmfmefs  muft  retire. 

*  This  name  is  plainly  an  anagram., 


POEMS. 


The  haughty  minifter  of  ftate 
With  trembling  muft  thy  leifure  wait ; 
And,  while  his  fate  is  in  thy  hands, 
The  bufinefs  of  the  nation  ftands. 

Thoudar'ft  the  greatefl  prince  attack, 
Canft  hourly  fet  him  on  the  rack ; 
And,  as  an  inftance  of  thy  power, 
Inclofe  him  in  a  wooden  tower. 
With  pungent  pains  on  every  fide : 
So  Regulus  in  torments  dy'd. 

From  thee  our  youth  all  virtues  learn, 
Dangers  with  prudence  to  difcern  ; 
And  well  thy  fcholars  are  endued 
With  temperance,  and  with  fortitude ; 
With  patience,  which  all  ills  fupports ; 
And  fecrecy,  the  art  of  courts. 

The  glittering  beau  could  hardly  tell, 
Without  your  aid,  to  read  or  fpell; 
But,  having  long  convers'd  with  you, 
Knows  how  to  write  a  billet-doux. 

With  what  delight,  methinks,  I  trace 
Your  blood  in  every  noble  race  ! 
In  whom  thy  features,  fhape,  and  mien, 
Are  to  the  life  diftinctly  feen  ! 
The  Britons,  once  a  favage  kind, 
By  you  were  brighten'd  and  refin'd, 
Defendants  to  the  barbarous  Huns, 
With  limbs  robuft,  and  voice  that  ftuns : 
But  you  have  moulded  them  afrefh, 
Remov'd  the  tough  fuperfluous  fleft, 
Taught  them  to  modulate  their  tongues, 
And  fpeak  without  the  help  of  lungs. 

Proteus  on  you  beftow'd  the  boon 
To  change  yourvifage  like  the  moon  ; 
You  fometimes  half  a  face  produce, 
Keep  t'  other  half  for  private  ufe. 

How  fam'd  thy  conduct  in  the  fight 
With  Hermes,  fon  of  Pleias  bright ! 
Out-number'd,  half-encorapafs'd  round, 
You  ftrove  for  every  inch  of  ground  ; 
Then,  by  a  foldiery  retreat, 
Retir'd  to  your  imperial  feat. 
The  victor,  when  your  fteps  he  trac'd, 
Found  all  the  realms  before  him  wafte  : 
You,  o'er  the  high  triumphal  arch 
Pontific,  made  your  glorious  march  ; 
The  wondrous  arch  behind  you  fell, 
And  left  a  chafm  profound  as  hell : 
You,  in  your  capitol  fecur'd, 
A  fiege  as  long  as  Troy  endur'd. 


MARY  THE  COOK-MAID's  LETTER  TO 
DR.  SHERIDAN.     1723. 

WELL,  if  ever  I  faw  fuch  another  man  fince  my 
mother  bound  my  head  ' 

You  a  gentleman  !  many  come  up !  I  wender 
where  you  were  bred. 

I  'rn  fure  fuch  words  do  not  become  a  man  of 
your  cloth  ; 

I  would  not  give  fuch  language  to  a  dog,  faith 
and  troth. 

Yes,  you  call'd  my  mafler  a  knave  :  fie,  Mr.  She 
ridan  !  'tis  a  fliame 

For  a  parfon,  who  fhould  know  better  things,  to 
come  out  with  fuch  a  name, 


Knave  in  your  teeth,  Mr.  Sheridan  !  'tis  both   a 

ihame  and  a  fin  ; 
And  the  Dean,  my  mafter,  is  an  honefter  man 

than  you  and  all  your  kin  : 
He  has  more  goodnefs  in  his  little  finger,  than 

you  have  in  your  whole  body  : 
My  matter  is  a  parfonable  man,  and  not  a  fpindle- 

fhank'd  hoddy-doddy. 
And  now,  whereby  I  find  you  would  fain  make  an 

excufe, 
Becaufe  my  mafter  one  day,  in  anger,  call'd  you 

goofe ; 
Which,  and  I  am  fure  I  have  been  his  fervant 

four  years  fince  October, 
And  he  never  call'd  me  worfe  than  fweet-heart, 

drunk  or  fober  : 
Not  that  I  know  his  reverence  was  ever  concerned 

to  my  knowledge, 
Though  you  and  your  come-rogues  keep  him  out 

fo  late  in  your  college. 
You  fay  you  will  «at  grafs  on  his  grave  :   a  chrif- 

tian  eat  grafs  ! 
Whereby  you  now  confefs  yourfelf  to  be  a  goofe 

or  an  afs : 
But  that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  that  my  mafter 

fliould  die  before  ye  ; 
Well,  well,  that  's  as  God  pleafes ;  and  I  don't 

believe  that  's  a  true  llory  : 
And  fo  fay  I  told  you  fo,  and  you  may  go  tell  my 

mafter  ;  what  care  I  ? 
And  I  don't  care  who  knows  it;  'tis  all  one  to 

Mary, 
Every  body  knows  that  I  love  to  tell  truth  and 

fliame  the  devil ; 
I  am  but  a  poor  fervant ;  but  I  think  gentlefolks 

fliould  be  civil. 
Befides,  you  found  fault  with  our  victuals  one  day 

that  you  was  here  : 
I  remember  it  was  on  a  Tuefday  of  all  days  in 

the  year. 
And  Saunders  the  man  fays  you  are  always  jeft. 

ing  and  mocking ; 
Mary,  faid  he,   (one  day  as  I  was  mending  my 

matter's  ftocking) 
My  mafter  is  fo  fond  of  that  minifter  that  keeps 

the  fchool — 
I  thought  my  mafter  a  wife  man,  but  that  man 

makes  him  a  fool. 
Saunders,  faid  I,  I  would  rather  than  a  quart  of 

ale 
He  would  come  into  our  kitchen,  and  I  would  pin 

a  difli-clout  to  his  tail. 
And  now  I  muft  go,  and  get  Saunders  to  direct 

this  letter; 

For  I  write  but  a  fad  fcrawl ;  but  my  lifter  Mar- 
get,  flie  writes  better. 
Well,  but  I  muft  run  and  make  the  bed,  before 

my  mafter  comes  from  prayers  ; 
And  fee  now,  it  ftrikes  ten,  and  I  hear  him  com 
ing  up  flairs ; 
Whereof  I  could  fay  more  to  your  verfes,  if  I  could 

write  written  hand  : 
And  fo  I  remain,  in  a  civil  way,  your  fervant  to 

command, 

MARY. 


ft  THE  WORKS   GE  SWIFT, 

A  NEW-YEAR'S-GIFT 

FOR   BEC*.       1723-4. 


RETURNING  Janus  now  prepares, 
Tor  Bee,  anew  lupply  of  cares, 
Sent  in  a  bag  to  Doctor  Swift, 
Who  thus  difplays  the' New-year's- gift. 

Firft,  this  large  parcel  brings  you  tidings 
Of  our  good  Dean's  eternal  chidirigs  ; 
Of  Nelly's  pertnefs,  Robin's  leafings, 
And  Sheridan's  perpetual  teafings. 
This  box  is  eramm'd  on  every  fide 
With  Stella's  magifterial  pride.     ' 
Behold  a  cage  with  fparrows  fill'd, 
jfrtt  to  be  fondled,  then  be  kill'd. 
Now  to  this  hamper  I  invite  you, 
With  fix  imagin'd  cares  to  fright  yoiu 
Jlere  in  this  bundle  Janus  fends 
Concerns  by  thoufands  for  jour  friends: 
And  here's  a  pair  of  leathern  pokes, 
To  hold  your  cares  for  other  folks. 
Here  from  this  barrel  you  may  broach 
j\  peck  of  troubles  for  a  coach. 
This  ball  of  wax  your  ears  will  darken, 
Still  to-be  curious,  never  hearken. 
jLeft  you  the  town  may  have  lefs  trouble  in, 
Bring  all  your  Quilca's  f  cares  to  Dublin, 
For  which  he  fends  this  empty  fack; 
And  fo  take  all  upon  your  back. 

DINGLEY  AND  BRENT  J. 

A    SONG, 

To  the  Tune  of  "'  Ye  Commons  and  Peers." 

DINGLEY  and  Brent, 

Wherever  they  went» 
Ne'er  minded  a  word  that  was  fpoken ; 

Whatever  was  faid, 

They  ne'er  troubled  their  head, 
But  laugh'd  at  their  own  filly  joking. 

Should  Solomon  wife 

In  majefty  rife, 
JLnd  fliow  them  his  wit  and  his  learning ; 

They  never  would  hear,  • 

But  turn  the  deaf  ear, 
As  a  matter  they  had  no  concern  in. 

You  tell  a  good  jeft, 

And  pleafe  all  the  reft  ; 
Comes  Dingley,  and  afks  you,  What  was  it  ? 

And,  curious  to  know,      .        • 

Away  me  will  go 
To  feck  an  old  rag  in  the  ciofet. 


TO  STELLA.     1623-4. 

Written  on  the  Day  of  her  Birth,  but  not  on  the 
.     Subjtft,  ivben  I  was  Jick  in  Bed, 

TORMENTED  with  inceffant  pains, 
Can  I  devife  poetic ''ftrains  ? 

*  Mrs.  Dinghy,  Stellas  friend  and  companion* 
\  Acountrv-hojtfe  of  Dr.  Sheridan 
}  Dr.  £wj" 


Time  was,  when  I  could  yearly  paj 

My  verfe  on  Stella's  native  day  : 

But  now,  unable  grown  to  write, 

I  grieve  fhe  ever  faw  the  light. 

Ungrateful  \  fince  to  her  I  owe 

That  I  thele  pains  can  undergo. 

She  tends  me,  like  an  humble  Have  ; 

And,  when  indecently  I  rave, 

When  out  my'brutifh  paflions  break, 

With  gall  in  every  word  I  fpeak, 

She,  with  foft  fpeech,  my  anguifh  cheers. 

Or  melts  my  pallions  down  with  tears  : 

Although  'tis  eafy  to  deicry 

She  wants  affiftance  more  than  I ; 

Yet  feems  to  feel  my  pains  alone, 

And  is  a  Stoic  in  her  own. 

When,  among  fcholars,  can  we  find 

So  Toft,  and  yet  fo  firm  a  mind  ?      " . 

All  accidents  of  life  confpire 

To  raife  up  Stella's  virtue  higher, 

Or  elfe  to*  introduce  the  red 

Which  had  been  latent  in  her  breaft. 

Her  firm viefs  who  could  e'er  have  known, 

Had  (Tie  not  evils  of  her  own  ? 

Ker  kindnefs  who  could  ever  guefs, 

Had  not  her  friends  been  in  diftrefs  ? 

Whatever  bafe  returns  you  find 

From  me,  dear  Stella,  Hill  be  kind. 

In  your  own  heart  you'll  reap  the  fruit, 

Though  I  continue  ftill  a  brute. 

But,  when  I  once  am  out  of  pain, 

I  promife  to  be  good  agam  : 

Mean  time,  your  other  j niter  friends 

Shall  for  my  follies  make  amfends;    ' 

So  may  we  long  continue  thi. 

Admiring  you,  you  pitying  us-'. 


ON  DREAMS. 


AN  IMITATION  OF  PETRONIUS. 

"  Somnia  quae  mentes  ludunt  volitantibus  urn- 
"  bris,'"&c. 

THOSE  dreams  that  on  the  filent  night  intrude, 
And  with  falfe  flitting  fliades  our  minds  delude^ 
Jove  never  fends  us  downward  from  the  Ikies  j    • 
Nor  can  they  from  infernal  manfions  rife  ; 
But  all  are  mere  productions  of  the  brain, 
And  fools  confult  interpreters  in  vain. 

For,  when  in  bed  we  reft  our  weary  limbs, 
The  mind  unburden'd  fports  in  various  whims  j 
The  bufy  head  with  mimic  art  runs  o'er 
The  fcenes  and  actions  of  the  day  before. 

The  drowfy  tyrants,  by  his  minions  led, 
To  regal  rage  devotes  fome  patriot's  head. 
With  equal  terrors,  not  with  equal  guilt, 
The  murderer  dreams  of  all  the  blood  he  fpilt. 

The  foldier  fmiling  hears  the  widow's  cries, 
And  ftabs  the  fon  before  the  mother's  eyes. 
With  like  remorfe  his  brother  of  the  trade, 
The  butcher,  fells  the  lumb  beneath  his  blade. 

The  ftatefman  rakes  the  town  to  find  a  plot,, 
And  dreams  of  forfeitures  by  yeaion  got. 


POEMS, 


NOT  lefs  Tom-t— d-man,  of  true  ftatd'man  mold, 
Collects  the  city  filth  in  fei'.rch  of  gold. 

Orphans  around  his  bed  the  lan-yer  fees, 
And  takes  the  plaintiff's  and  defendant's  fees. 
.His  fellow  pick-purfe,  watching  for  a  job, 
Fancies  his  fingers  in  the  cully's  fob. 

The  kind  phylician  grants  the  hufband's  prayers 
Or  gives  relief  to  long  expecting  heirs. 
The  fleeping  hangman  ties  the  fatal  noofe, 
Nor  unfuccefsful  waits  for  dead  men's  fhoes. 

The  grave  divine,  with  knotty  points  perpiext, 
As  if  he  was  awake,  nods  o'er  his  text : 
While  the  fly  mountebank  attends  his  trade, 
Harangues  the  rabble,  and  is  better  paid. 

The  hireling  fenator  of  modern  days 
Bedaubs  the  guilty  great  with  naufeous  praife  : 
And  Dick  the  fcavenger,  with  equal  grace, 
Flirts  from  his  cart  the  mud  in  *  *  *  *  *'s  face. 

WHITS HED'S  *   MOTTO 

ON  HIS  COACH.    1714. 

LIBERTAS  et  natale  folum : 

Fine  words  \  \  wonder  where  you  ftole  'em. 

Could'  nothing  but  thy  chief  reproach 

Serve  for  a  moto  on  thy  coach  ? 

But  let  me  now  the  words  tranflate  : 

Natale  folum,  my  eftate  ; 

My  dear  eftate,  how  well  I  love  it  ! 

My  tenants,  if  you  doubt,  will  prove  it. 

They  fwear  I  am  fo  kind  and  good, 

I  hug  them,  till  I  fqueeze  their  blood, 

Liberia*  bears  a  large  import  : 
Firft,  how  to  fwagger  in  a  court ; 
And,  fecondly,  to  fliow  my  fury 
Againft  an  un-compiytng  jury  ; 
And,  thirdly,  'tis  a  new  invention, 
To  favour  Wood,  and  keep  my  penfion  ; 
And,  fourthly,  'tis  to  play  an  odd  trick, 
Get  the  great  fetil,  and  turn  out  Broderick  ; 
And,  fifthly,  (you  know  whom  I  mean) 
To  humble  that  vexatious  Dean  ; 
And,  fixthly,  for  my  foul,  to  barter  it 
For  fifty  times  its  worth  to  Carteret  f. 

Now,  fince  your  motto  thus  you  conftrue, 
I  muft  confefs  you've  fpoken  once  true. 
Libert  as  ft  natale  folum  : 
You  had  gobd  reaion,  when  you  ftole  'em. 

SENT  BY  DR.  DELA.NY  TO  Dr.  SWIFT, 

In  order  to  be  admitted  to  fpeak  to  him  ivbfn  1:e 
<was  deaf.  1724. 

DEAR  fir,  I  think  'tis  doubly  hard, 

Your  ears  and  doors  fhould  both  be  barr'd. 

Can  any  thing  be  more  unkind  ? 

Muft  I  not  fee,  'caufe  you  are  blind  ? 

Methinks  a  friend  at  night  fliould  cheer  you, 

A  friend  that  loves  to  fee  and  hear  you. 

Why  am  Irobb'd  of  that  delight, 

When  you  can  be  no  lofer  by't  ? 

Nay,  when  'tis  plain  (for  what  is  plainer  ?) 

That,  if  you  heard,  you'd  be  no  gainer  ? 

*  The  cliff jufiice  who  profccKttil  tbt  Brapicr, 
f  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland. 


For  fure  you  are  not  yet  to  learn, 
That  hearing  is  not  your  concern. 
Then  be  your  doors  no  longer  barr'd  .* 
Your  bufiriefs,  fir,  is  to  be  heard. 

THE  ANSWER. 

THE  wife  pretend  to  make  it  clear, 
'Tis  no  great  lofs  to  lofe  an  ear. 
Why  are  we  then  fo  fond  of  two, 
When  by  experience  one  would  do  ? 

'Ti.s  true,  fay  they,  cut  off  the  head. 
And  there's  an  end  ;  the  man  is  dead  ; 
Becaute,  among  all  human  race, 
None  e'er  was  known  to  have  a  brace  : 
But  confidently  they  maintain, 
That  where  we  find  the  members  twain, 
The  lofs  of  one  is  no  fuch  trouble, 
Since  t'  other  will  in  ftrength  be  double. 
The  limb  furviving,  you  may  fwear, 
Becomes  his  brother's  lawful  heir  : 
Thus,  for  a  trial,  let  me  beg  of 
Your  reverence  but  to  cut  one  leg  off, 
And  you  will  find,  by  this  device, 
The  other  will  be  ftronger  twice  ; 
For  every  day  you  fhall  be  gaining 
New  vigour  to  the  leg  remaining. 
So,  when  an  eye  has  loft  its  brother, 
You  fee  the  better  with  the  other. 
Cut  off  your  hand,  and  you  may  do 
With  t'  other  hand  the  work  of  two  ; 
Becaufe  the  foul  her  power  contracts, 
And  on  the  brother  limb  re-afis. 

But  yet  the  point  is  not  fo  clear  in. 
Another  cafe,  the  fenfe  of  hearing  : 
For,  though  the  place  of  either  ear 
Be  diftant  as  one  head  can  bear; 
Yet  Galen  moft  acutely  mows  you, 
(Confult  his  book  dcpartium  ufu) 
That  from  each  ear,  as  he  obfewes, 
There  creep  two  auditory  nerves, 
Not  to  be  feen  without  a  glafs, 
Which  near  the  os  pctrofum  pafs; 
Thence  to  the  neck ;  and  moving  thorough  there, 
One  goes  to  rhi«,  and  one  to  t'  other  ear ; 
Which  made  my  grand-dams  always  ftuff  her 

ears, 

Both  right  and  left,  as  fellow-fufferers. 
You  fee  my  learning  ;  but,  to  fhorten  it, 
When  my  left  ear  WHS  deaf  a  fortnight, 
To  t'  other  earl  felt  it  coming  on : 
And  thus  1  folve  this  hard  phenomenon. 

'Tis  true,  a  glafs  will  bring  fupplies 
To  weak,  or  old,  or  clouded  eyes; 
Your  arms,  though  both  your  eyes  \vere  l6.fr> 
Would  guard  your  nofe  againft  a  poft  ; 
Without  your  legs,  two  legs  of  wood 
Are  itronger  and  almoft  as  good ; 
And  as  for  hands,  there  have  been  tliofe 
Who,  wanting  both,  have  us'd  their  foes  *. 
But  no  contrivance  yet  appears 
To  furmfh  artificial  ears. 


*  There  tia-jf  been  in/lances  of  a  m<rn*s  writing 
with  bis  foot. 

siij 


THE  WORKS   OF  SWIFT. 


A  QUIET  LIFE  AND  A  GOOD  NAME. 
To  a  friend  ivbo  married  a  Shrew.     1724. 

NELL  Icolded  in  fo  loud  a  din, 
That  Will  durft  hardly  venture  in  ; 
He  rnark'd  the  conjugal  difpute  ; 
Nell  roar'd  incefTant,  Dick  fat  mute  ; 
But,  when  he  faw  his  friend  appear, 
Cry'd  bravely,  Patience,  good  my  dear  ! 
At  fight  of  Will,  flie  bawl'd  no  more, 
But  hurry 'd  out,  and  clapp'd  the  door. 

Why  Dick  !  the  devil's  in  thy  Nell, 
(Quoth  Will)  thy  houfe  is  worfe  than  hell : 
Why  what  a  peal  the  jade  has  rung  ! 
D — m  her,  why  don't  you  flit  her  tongue  ? 
For  nothing  elfe  will  make  it  ceafe. 
Dear  Will,  I  fuffer  this  for  peace  : 
I  never  quarrel  with  my  wife  ; 
I  bear  it  for  a  quiet  life. 
Scripture,  you  know,  exhorts  us  to  it; 
Bids  us  tofeek  peace,  and  enfue  it. 

Will  went  again  to  vint  Dick  j 
And  entering  in  the  very  nick, 
He  faw  virago  Nell  belabour, 
With  Dick's  oxvn  ftaff,  his  peaceful  neighbour  : 
Poor  Will,  who  needs  muft  interpofe, 
Receiv'd  a  brace  or  two  of  blows, 

But  now,  to  make  my  ftory  Ihort, 
Will  drew  out  Dick  to  take  a  quart. 
Why,  Dick,  thy  wife  has  devilifh  whims ; 
Ods-buds  !  why  don't  you  break  her  limbs  ? 
If  me  were  mine,  and  had  fuch  tricks, 
I'd  teach  her  how  to  handle  flicks : 
Z— nds !  I  would  fliip  her  to  Jamaica, 
Or  truck  the  carrion  for  tobacco  : 
I'd  fend  her  far  enough  away — 
Dear  Will;  but  what  would  people  fay  ? 
Lord  !  I  fliould  get  fo  ill  a  name, 
The  neighbours  round  would  cry  out  fhame. 

Dick  fufFer'd  for  his  peace  and  credit ; 
But  who  believ'd  him,  when  he  faid  it ! 
Can  he  who  makes  himfelf  a  flave, 
Confult  his  peace,  or  credit  fave  ? 
Dick  found  it  by  his  ill  fuccefs. 
His  quiet  fmall,  his  credit  lefs. 
She  ferv'd  him  at  the  ufual  rate  ; 
She  ftunn'd,  and  then  fhe  broke,  his  pate  : 
And,  what  he  thought  the  hardeft  cafe, 
The  parifli  jeer'd  him  to  his  face  ; 
Thofe  men  who  wore  the  breeches  leaft, 
CalPd  him  a  cuckold,  fool,  and  beaft. 
At  home  he  was  purfued  with  noiie  ; 
Abroad  was  pefter'd  by  the  boys' : 
Within  his  wife  would  break  his  bones ; 
Without,  they  pelted  him  with  ftones  : 
The  'prentices  procur'd  a  riding  *, 
To  acl  his  patience,  and  her  chiding. 

Falfe  patience  and  miftaken  pride  ! 
There  are  ten  thoufand  Dicks  befide, 
Staves  to  their  quiet  and  good  name, 
Are  us'd  like  Dick,  and  bear  the  blame. 

*  A  ivell-knoivn  humourous   cavalcade^  in  ri 
dicule  ofafcoidvig  wife  and  ben-peck" d  hit/band. 


THE  BIRTH  OF  MANLY  VIRTUE, 
Infcrib'd  to  Lord  CARTERET,  1724. 

"  Gratior  &.  pulchro  veniens  in  corpora  Virtus." 

VJ.RG. 

ONCE  on  a  time,  a  righteous  fage, 
Griev'd  at  the  vices  of  the  age, 
Applied  to  Jove  with  fervant  prayer  : 

"  O  Jove,  if  Virtue  be  fo  fair 
"  As  it  was  deem'd  in  former  days 
"  By  Plato  and  by  Socrates, 
"  Whofe  beauties  mortal  eyes  efcape, 
"  Only  for  want  of  outward  fliape  ; 
"  Make  then  its  real'excellence, 
"  For  once,  the  theme  of  human  fenfe  : 
"  So  fliall  the  eye,  by  form  confin'd, 
"  Direct  and  fix  the  wandering  mind, 
"  And  long-deluded  mortals  fee 
"  With  rapture  what  they  us'd  to  flee." 

Jove  grants  the  prayer,  gives  Virtue  birth, 
And  bids  him  blefs  aud  mend  the  earth. 
Behold  him  blooming  frefh  and  fair, 
Now  made — ye  gods — a  fon  and  heir: 
An  heir  ;  and,  ftranger  yet  to  hear, 
An  heir ;  an  orphan  of  a  peer ; 
But  prodigies  are  wrought  to  prove 
Nothing  impoflible  to  Jove. 

Virtue  was  for  this  fex  defign'd 
In  mild  reproof  to  womankind ; 
In  manly  form  to  let  them  fee 
The  lovelinefs  of  modelty, 
The  thoufand  decencies  that  fhone 
With  leflen'd  luftre  in  their  own  ; 
Which  few  had  learn'd  enough  to  prize, 
And  fome  thought  modifh  to  defpife. 

To  make  his  merit  more  difcern'd, 
He  goes  to  fchool — he  reads — is  learn'd  ; 
Rais'd  high,  above  his  birth,  by  knowledge, 
He  fliines  diftinguifh'd  in  a  college ; 
Refolv'd  nor  honour,  nor  eftate, 
Himfelf  alone  fliould  make  him  great. 
Here  foon  for  every  art  renown'd, 
His  influence  is  diffus'd  around  ; 
Th' inferior  youth,  to  learning  led, 
Lefs  to  be  fam'd  than  to  be  fed, 
Behold  the  glory  he  has  won, 
And  blufli  to  fee  them  felves  outdone  ; 
And  now  inflam'd  with  rival  rage, 
In  fcientific  ftrife  engage  ; 
Engage— and,  in  the  glorious  ftrife, 
The  arts  new-kindle  into  life. 

Here  would  our  hero  ever  dwell, 
Fix'd  in  a  lonely  learned  cell ; 
Contented  to  be  truly  great, 
In  Virtue's  beft-belov'd  retreat ; 
Contented  he-. -but  Fate  ordains, 
He  now  fliall  fliine  in  nobler  fcenes 
(Rais'd  high,  like  fome  celeftial  fire, 
To  fliine  the  more,  ft.il!  riling  higher)  ; 
Completely  form'd  in  every  part, 
To  win  the  foul  and  glad  the  heart. 
The  powerful  voice,  the  graceful  mien,  j 
Lovely  alike,  or  heard,  or  leen  ; 
The  outward  form  and  inward  vie, 
His  foul  bright  beaming  from  his  eye, 
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Ennobling  every  a&  and  air, 
With  juft,  and  generous,  and  fincere. 
Accomplifh'd  thus,  his  next  refort 
Is  to  the  council  and  the  court, 
Where  Virtue  is  in  leafl  repute, 
And  intereft  the  one  purfuit ; 
Where  right  and  wrong  are  bought  and  fold, 
Barter'd  for  beauty,  and  for  gold  ; 
Here  Manly  Virtue,  even  here, 
Pleas'd  in  the  perfon  of  a  peer, 
A  peer ;  a  fcarcely-bearded  youth, 
Who  talk'd  of  juftice  and  of  truth, 
Of  innocence  the  fureft  guard, 
Tales  here  forgot,  or  yet  unheard  ; 
That  he  alone  deferv'd  efteem, 
Who  was  the  man  he  wifh'd  to  feem  ; 
Call'd  it  unmanly  and  unwife, 
To  lurk  behind  a  mean  difguife ; 
(Give  fraudful  Vice  the  mafic  and  fcreen, 
'Tis  Virtue's  iritereft  to  be  feen) ; 
Call'd  want  of  fhame  want  of  fenfe, 
And  found,  in  bluflies,  eloquence. 

Thus,  aciing  what  he  taught  fo  well, 
He  drew  dumb  Merit  from  her  cell, 
Led  with  amazing  art  along 
The  bafliful  dame,  and  loos'd  her  tongue  ; 
And,  whilft  he  made  her  value  known, 
Yet  more  difplay'd  and  rais'd  his  own. 

Thus  young,  thus  proof  to  all  temptations, 
He  rifes  to  the  higheft  ftations 
(For  where  high  honour  is  the  prize, 
True  Virtue  has  a  right  to  rife)  : 
Let  courtly  flaves  low  bend  the  knee 
To  Wealth  and  Vice  in  high  degree : 
Exalted  Worth  difdains  to  owe 
Its  grandeur  to  its  greateft  foe. 

Now  rais'd  on  high,  fee  Virtue  (hows 
The  godlike  ends  for  which  he  rofe  ; 
For  him,  let  proud  Ambition  know 
The  height  of  glory  here  below, 
Grandeur,  by  goodnefs  made  complete! 
To  blefs,  is  truly  to  be  great ! 
He  taught  how  men  to  honour  rife, 
Like  gilded  vapours  to  the  flues, 
Which,  howfoever  they  difplay 
Their  glory  from  the  god  of  day, 
Their  nobleft  ufe  is  to  abate 
His  dangerous  excefs  of  heat, 
To  fhield  the  infant  fruits  and  flowers, 
And  blefs  the  earth  with  genial  fhowers. 
Now  change  the  fcene  ;  a  nobler  care 
Demands  him  in  a  higher  fphere  *  : 
Diftrefs  of  nations  calls  him  hence, 
Permitted  fo  by  Providence  ; 
For  models,  made  to  mend  our  kind, 
To  no  one  clime  fliould  be  confin'd  ; 
And  Manly  Virtue,  like  the  fun, 
His  courfe  of  glorious  toils  Ihould  run ; 
Alike  diffufmg  in  his  flight 
Congenial  joy,  and  life,  and  light. 
Pale  Envy  fickens,  Error  flies, 
And  Difcord  in  his  prefence  dies ; 
Oppreflion  hides  with  guilty  dread, 
And  Merit  rears  her  drooping  head  ; 


*  Ltrd  Carterei  had  the  honour  of  mediating 
far  £ivtdtn  ivitb  Dermnyrk  ami  ivitk  the  Czar* 


The  arts  revive,  the  vallies  fing, 

And  winter  foftens  into  fpring  : 

The  wondering  world,  where'er  he  moves, 

With  new  delight  looks  up  and  loves ; 

One  fex  confenting  to  admire, 

Nor  lefs  the  other  to  defire  ; 

Whilft  he,  though  feated  on  a  throne, 

Confines  his  love  to  one  alone  ; 

The  reft  condemn'd,  with  rival  voice 

Repining,  do  applaud  his  choice. 

Fame  now  reports,  the  Weftern  Ifle 
Is  made  his  manlion  for  a  while, 
Whofe  anxious  natives  night  and  day 
(Happy  beneath  his  righteous  fway) 
Weary  the  gods  with  ceafelefs  prayer, 
To  blefs  him,  and  to  keep  him  there  ; 
And  claim  it  as  a  debt  from  fate, 
Too  lately  found,  to  lofe  him  late. 

VERSES  ON  THE  UPRIGHT  JUDGE 

Who  condemned  the  Drapitr's  Printer. 

THI  church  I  hate,  and  have  good  reafon 
For  there  my  grandfire  cut  his  weazand  : 
He  cut  his  weazand  at  the  altar  ; 
I  keep  my  gullet  for  the  halter. 

ON  THE  SAME. 

IN  church  your  grandfire  cut  his  throat : 
To  do  the  job  too  long  he  tarry'd  ; 

He  ihould  have  had  my  hearty  vote 
To  cut  his  throat  before  he  marry'd. 

ON  THE  SAME. 
(the  Judge  fpeah.) 

I'M  not  the  grandfon  of  that  afs  *  Quin  ; 

Nor  can  you  prove  it,  Mr.  Pafquin. 

My  grand-dame  had  gallants  by  twenties, 

And  bore  my  mother  by  a  'prentice. 

This  when  my  grandfire  knew,  they  tell  us  he 

In  Chrift-Church  cut  his  throat  for  jealoufy. 

And,  fince  the  alderman  was  mad  you  fay, 

1  hen  I  muft  be  fo  too,  ex  traduce. 


RIDDLES 

BY  DR.  SWIFT  AND  HIS  FRIENDS. 

Written  in  or  about  the  year  1724. 
I.     ON  A  PEN. 

IN  youth  exalted  high  in  air, 

Or  bathing  in  the  waters  fair, 

Nature  to  form  me  took  delight, 

And  clad  my  body  all  in  white, 

My  perfon  tall,  and  flender  waift, 

On  either  fide  with  fringes  grac'd ; 

Till  me  that  tyrant  manefpy'd, 

And  dragg'd  me  from  my  mother  s  fide : 

No  wonder  now  I  look  fo  thin  : 

The  tyrant  ftript  me  to  the  flcin : 


*  An  alderman. 
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My  fkin  he  flay'd,  my  hair  he  cropt ; 

At  head  and  foot  my  body  lopt ; 

And  then,  with  heart  more  hard  than  {tone, 

He  pick'd  my  marrow  from  the  bone. 

To  vex  me  more,   he  took  a  freak 

To  flit  my  tongue,  and  make  me  fpeak  5 

But,  that  which  \vonderful  appears, 

I  fpeak  to  eyes,  and  not  to  ears. 

He  oft'  employs  me  in  difguife, 

And  makes  me  tell  a  thouiand  lies : 

To  me  he  chiefly  gives  in  truft 

To  pleafe  his  malice  or  his  luft : 

from  me  no  fecrct  he  can  hide  J 

I  fee  his  vanity  and  pride  : 

And  my  delight  is  to  expofe 

His  follies  £o  his  greateft  foes. 

All  languages  I  can  command, 
Yet  not  a  word  I  undcrftand. 
"Without  my  aid,  the  beft  divine 
In  learning  would  not  know  a  line  : 
The  lawyer  muft  forget  his  pleading  ; 
The  fcholar  could  not  fliow  his  reading1. 

Nay,  man'  my  mafter  is  my  flave  ; 
I  give  command  to  kill  or  lave  ; 
Can  grant  ten  thoufand  pounds  a-year, 
And  make  a  beggar's  brat  a  peer. 

But,  while  1  thus  my  life  relate, 
1  only  haften  on  my  fate. 
My  tongue  is  black,  my  mouth  is  furr'd, 
I  hardly  now  can  force  a  word. 
I  die  unpitied  and  forgot, 
And  on  ibme  dunghill  left  to  rot. 

It     ON  GOLD. 

ALL- RULING  tyrant  of  the  earth, 
To  vileft  flaves  I  owe  my  birth. 
How  is  the  greateft  monarch  bleft, 
When  in  my  gaudy  livery  dreft  ! 
!No  haughty  nymph  has  power  to  run 
From  me,  or  my  embraces  fhun. 
Stabb'd  to  the  heart,  condemn'd  to  flamej 
My  conftancy  is  ftill  the  fame. 
The  favourite  meflenger  of  Jove, 
And  Lemnian  god,  conullting  ftrove 
To  make  me  glorious  to  the  fight 
Of  mortals,  and  the  gods  delight. 
Soon  would  their  altars'  flame  expire, 
If  I  refufe  to  lend  them  fire. 

III. 

BY  fate  exalted  high  in  place, 
JLo,  here  I  ftand  with  double/. ice  ; 
Superior  none  on  earth  I  find ; 
But  fee  below  me  all  mankind. 
Yet,  as  it  oft'  attends  the  great, 
I  almofty?«£  with  my  own  weight* 
At  every  motion  undertook, 
The  vulgar  all  confult  my  look. 
1  fometimes  give  advice  in  writing^ 
But  never  of  my  own  inditing. 
\  am  a  courtier  in  my  way ; 
For  thofe  who  raised  me,  I  betray  ; 
And  fome  give  out,  that  I  entice 
To  luft,  and  luxury,  and  dice  ; 
"Who  punifhments  on  me  inflict ; 
Becaufe  they  find  their  pockets  pi?kt, 


By  riding  pojl,  I  lofe  my  health  j 
And  only  to  get  others  wealth, 

IV.    ON  THE  POSTERIORS. 

BECAUSE  I  am  by  nature  blind \ 
I  wifely  choofe  to  walk  behind ; 
However,  to  avoid  difgrace,  * 
I  let  no  creature  fee  my  face. 
My  ivords  are  few,  but  fpoke 
And  yet  m.jj]btaiing  gives  offence  : 
Or,  if  to  tuLifper  I  prefume, 
The  company  will  fly  the  room. 
By  all  the  world  I  am  opprejl ; 
And  my  opfrefflon  gives  them  rejl. 
Through  me,  though  fore  againft  my  wil 
Injiruttors  every  art  inftil. 
By  thoufands  I  am  fold  and  bought, 
Who  neither  get  nor  lofe  a  groat ; 
For  none,  alas  !  by  me  can  gain, 
But  thofe  who  give  me  grcatejl pain. 
Shall  man  prefume  to  be  my  mafter, 
Who's  but  my  caterer  and  tajler? 
Yet,  though  I  always  have  my  will, 
I  am  but  a  mere  dcpender  ftill ; 
An  humble  banger  on  at  beft, 
Of  whom  all  people  make  ajcfl. 
In  me  detractors  feek  to  find 
Two  vices  of  a  different  kind  : 
I'm  too  profufe,  fome  cenfurers  cry  ; 
And  all  I  get,  I  let  it  fy  : 
While  others  give  me  many  a  curfe, 
Becaufe  too  clofe  I  hold  my  purfe. 
But  this  I  know,  in  either  cafe 
They  dare  not  charge  me  to  my  face. 
'Tis  true  indeed,  fometimes  Ifave, 
Sometimes  run  out  of  all  I  have  ; 
But,  when  the  year  is  at  an  end, 
Computing  what  I  get  and  fp endy 
My  goings-out,  and  comings-in^ 
\  cannot  find  I  lofe  or  win  ; 
And  therefore  all  that  know  me  fay, 
I  juftly  keep  the  middle  "way. 
I'm  always  by  my  betters  led ; 
1  \a&  get  up,  and  firft  a-bed  ; 
Though,  if  I  rife  before  my  time, 
The  learn'd  in  fcicnces  fublime 
Confult  the  ftars,  and  thence  foretel 
Good  luck  to  thofe  with  whom  I  dwell* 


V.    ON  A  HORN. 

THE  joy  of  man,  the  pride  of  brutes, 
Domeftic  fubjects  for  difputes, 
Of  plenty  thou  the  emblem  fair, 
Adorn'd  by  nymphs  with  all  their  care  ! 
I  faw  thee  rais'd  to  high  renown, 
Supporting  half  the  Britifh  crown ; 
And  often  have  I  feen  thee  grace 
The  chafte  Diana's  infant  face  ; 
And  whcnfoe'er  you  pleafe  to  fhine, 
Lcfs  ufeful  is  her  light  than  thine : 
Thy  numerous  fingers  know  their  way, 
And  oft  in  Celia's  treffes  play. 

To  place  thee  in  another  view, 
I'll  fliow  the  world  ftrange  things  and  true 
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What  lords  and  dames  of  high  degra£ 
May  juilly  claim  their  birth  from  thee. 
The  foul  of  man  with  fpleen  you  vex ; 
Of  fpleen  you  cure  the  female  fex. 
Thee  for  a  gift  the  courtier  fends 
With  pleafufe  to  his  fpecial  friends  : 
He  gives,  and  with  a  generous  pride, 
Contrives  all  means  the  gift  to  hide  ; 
Nor  oft'  can  the  receiver  know, 
Whether  he  has  the  gift  or  no. 
On  airy  wings  you  take  your  flight, 
And  fly  unfeen  both  day  and  night ; 
Conceal  your  form  with  various  tricks ; 
And  few  know  how  or  where  you  fix  ; 
Yet  fome,  who  ne'er  beftow'd  thee,  boaft 
That  they  to  others  give  thee  moft. 
Mean  time,  the  wife  a  queftion  ftart, 
If  thou  a  real  being  art ; 
Or  but  a  creature  of  the  brain, 
That  gives  imaginary  pain. 
But  the  fly  giver  better  knows  thee, 
Who  feels  true  joys  when  he  bellows  thee. 

VI.    ON  A  CORKSCREW. 

THOUGH  I,  alas  !  a  prifoner  be, 
My  trade  is  prifoners  to  fet  free. 
No  flave  his  lord's  commands  obeys 
With  fuch  infinuating  ways. 
My  genius,  piercing, Jkarpt  and  bright, 
Wherein  the  men  of  wit  delight. 
The  clergy  keep  me  for  their  eafe 
And  turn  and  'wind  me  as  they  pleafe. 
A  new  and  wondrous  art  I  fhow 
Of  raifmg  fpirits  from  below  ; 
\r\fcarh-t  fome,  and  fome  in  •white  ; 
They  rife,  walk  round,  yet  never  fright. 
In  at  each  mouth  the  fpirits  pais, 
DiftindUy  feen,  as  through  a  glafs ; 
O'er  head  and  body  make  a  rout, 
And  drive  at  laft  all  fecrets  out : 
And  ftill,  the  more  I  fhow  my  art, 
The  more  they  open  every  heart. 

A  greater  chemift  none  than  I, 
Who  from  materials  hard  and  dry 
Have  taught  men  to  extrafl  with  fkill 
More  precious  juice  than  from  a  ftill. 
^  Although  I'm  often  out  of  cafe , 
I'm  not  afham'd  to  fhow  my  face. 
Though  at  the  tables  of  the  great 
I  near  the  fide-board  take  my  feat ; 
Yet  the  plain  'fquire,  when  dinner's  done, 
Is  never  pleas'd  till  I  make  one  : 
He  kindly  bids  me  near  him  ftand, 
And  often  takes  me  by  the  band. 
I  twice  a  day  a  bunting  go, 
Nor  ever  fail  to  fei~e  my  foe  ; 
And,  when  I  have  him  by  the  folet 
I  drag  him  upwards  from  his  hole  ; 
Though  fome  are  of  fo  itubborn  kind, 
I'm  forc'd  to  leave  a  limit  behind. 

I  hourly  wait  fome  fatal  end  ; 
For  I  can  break,  but  fcorn  to  bend. 


VII. 


THE  GULF  OF  ALL  HUMAN  POS 
SESSIONS. 


Come  hither,  and  behold  the  fruits, 
Vain  man  !  of  all  thy  vain  purfuits, 


Take  wife  advice,  and  look  lel'md* 
Bring  all  pajl  actions  to  thy  mind. 
Here  you  may  fee,  as  in  a  glafs, 
How  foon  all  human  pleafures  pals. 
How  will  it  mortify  thy  pride, 
To  turn  the  true  impartial  fide ! 
How  will  your  eyes  contain  their  tears, 
When  all  the  fad  reverfe  appears  ! 

This  cave  within  its  womb  confines 
The  laft  refult  of  all  defigns  : 
Here  lie  depofited  the  fpoils 
Of  bufy  mortals'  endlefs  toils : 
Here,  with  an  eafy  fearch,  we  find 
The  foid  corruptions  of  mankind. 
The  wretched  purchafe  here  behold 
Of  traitors  who  their  country  fold. 

This  gulf  infatiable  imbibes 
The  lawyer's  fees,  the  ftatefman's  bribes, 
Here,  in  their  proper  fliape  and  mien, 
Fraud,  perjury,  and  guilt  are  feen. 

Neceffity,  the  tyrant's  law, 
All  human  race  muft  hither  draw  \ 
All  prompted  by  the  fame  defire, 
The  vigorous  youth,  and  aged  fire. 
Behold,  the  coward  and  the  brave, 
The  haughty  prince,  the  humble  flavc, 
Phyfician,  lawyer,  and  divine, 
All  make  oblations  at  this  fhrine. 
Some  enter  boldly,  fome  by  Health, 
And  leave  behind  their  fruitlefs  wealth. 
For  while  the  bafhful  fylvan  maid, 
As  half  afham'd,  and  half  afraid, 
Approaching  finds  it  hard  to  part 
With  that  which  dwelt  fo  near  her  hearty 
The  courtly  dame,  unmov'd  by  fear, 
Profufely  pours  her  offerings  here. 

A  treafure  here  of  learning  lurks, 
Huge  heaps  of  never-dying  work*; 
Labours  of  many  an  ancient  fage, 
And  millions  of  the  prefent  age. 

In  at  this  gulf  all  offerings  pafs 
And  lie  an  undiftinguilh'd  mafs. 
Deucalion,  to  reftore  mankind, 
Was  bid  to  throw  the  Hones  behind ; 
So  thofe  who  here  their  gifts  convey 
Are  forc'd  to  look  another  tvay  ; 
For  few,  a  chofen  few,  muft  know 
The  myfteries  that  lie  below. 

Sad  charnel-houfe  !  a  difinal  dome, 
For  which  all  mortals  leave  their  home  * 
The  young,  the  beautiful,  and  brave, 
Here  bury'd  in  one  common  grave  I 
Where  each  fupply  of  dead  renew* 
Unwholefome  damps,  offenfive  deius  ; 
And  lo  !   the  "writing  on  the  "walls 
Points  out  where  each  new  "victim  falls; 
The  food  of  -worms  and  beafts  obfcene, 
Who  round  the  vault  luxuriant  reign. 

See  where  thofe  mangled  corpfes  lie, 
Condemn'd  by  female  hands  to  die  ! 
A  comely  dame,  once  clad  in  white, 
Lies  there  confign'd  to  endlefs  night ; 
By  cruel  hands  her  blood  was  fpilt, 
And  yet  her  ivealth  was  all  her  guilt. 

And  here  fix  virgins  in  a  tomb, 
All-beauteous  offspring  of  one  womV, 
Oft'  in  the  train  of  Venus  feen,- 
As  fair  and  lovely  as  their  queen  ;• 
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In  royaf  garments  each  was  drefl, 
Each  with  a  gold  and  purple  vcft  ; 
1  faw  them  of  their  garments  ftript ; 
Their  throats  were  cut,  their  bellies  ript ; 
Twice  were  they  bury'd,  tivice  were  born* 
Twice  from  their  fepulchrea  were  torn ; 
But  now  difmember'd  here  are  caft^ 
And  find  a  refting-place  at  laft. 

Here  oft'  the  curious  traveller  finds 
The  combat  of  oppofmg  -winds  ; 
And  feeks  to  learn  the  fecret  caufe, 
Which  alien  feems  from  nature's  laws, 
Why  at  this  cave's  tremendous  mouth 
He  feels  at  once  both  north  andfoutb  ; 
"Whether  the  winds,  in  caverns  pent, 
Through  clefts  oppugnant  force  a  vent ; 
Or  whether,  opening  all  bisjlores> 
Fierce  jEoIus  in  tempeft  roars. 

Yet,  from  this  mingled  mafs  of  things, 
In  time  a  new  creation  fprings. 
Thefe  crude  materials  once  ihall  rife 
To  fill  the  earth,  and  air,  and  flues ; 
In  various  forms  appear  again, 
Of  vegetables,  brutes,  and  men. 
So  Jove  pronounc'd  among  the  gods, 
Olympus  trembling  as  he  nods. 


VIII.    LOUISA  *  TO  STREPHON. 

An  !  Strephon,  how  can  you  defpife 
Her  who  without  thy  pity  dies  ? 
To  Strephon  I  have  ftill  been  true, 
And  of  as  noble  blood  as  you  ; 
Fair  iflue  of  the  genial  bed, 
A  virgin  in  thy  bofom  bred  ; 
Embrac'd  thee  clofer  than  a  wife  ; 
When  thee  I  leave,  I  leave  my  life. 
Why  fhould  my  fhepherd  take  amifs, 
That  oft'  I  wake  thee  with  a  kifs  ? 
Yet  you  of  every  kifs  complain ; 
Ah !  is  not  love  a  pleafing  pain  ? 
A  pain  which  every  happy  night 
You  cure  with  eafe  and  with  delight ; 
With  pleafure,  as  the  poet  fings, 
Too  great  for  mortals  lefs  than  kings. 

Chloe,  when  on  thy  breafl  I  lie, 
Obferves  me  with  revengeful  eye  : 
If  Chloe  o'er  thy  heart  prevails, 
She'll  tear  me  with  her  defperate  nails, 
And  with  relentlefs  hands  deftroy 
The  tender  pledges  of  our  joy. 
Nor  have  I  bred  a  fpurious  race  ; 
They  all  were  born  from  thy  embrace. 
Confider,  Strephon,  what  you  do  ; 
For,  fhould  I  die  for  love  of  you, 
I'll  haunt  thy  dreams,  a  blcodlefs  ghoft ; 
And  all  my  kin  (a  numerous  hoft, 
Who  down  direct  our  lineage  bring 
From  victors  o'er  the  Memphian  king ; 
Renown'd  in  fieges  and  campaigns, 
Who  never  fled  the  bloody  plains, 
W  ho  in  tempeftuous  feas  can  fport, 
And  fcorn  the  pieafures  of  a  court, 
From  whom  great  Sylla  found  his  doom, 
Who  fcourg'd  to  death  that  fcourge  of  Rome) 


This  Riddle  isfilved  by  an 


Shall  on  thee  take  a  vengeance  dire ; 
Thou,  like  Alcides,  malt  expire, 
When  his  envenom'd  Ihirt  he  wore, 
And  Ikin  and  flefh  in  pieces  tore. 
Nor  lefs  that  fhirt,  my  rival's  gift, 
Cut  from  the  piece  that  made  her  fliift, 
Shall  in  thy  dearefl  blood  be  dy'd, 
And  make  thee  tear  thy  tainted  hide. 

IX. 

DEPRIV'H  of  root,  and  branch,  and  rind, 

Yet  flowers  I  bear  of  every  kind ; 

And  fuch  is  my  prolific  power, 

They  bloom  in  lefs  than  half  an  hour ; 

Yet  ftanders-by  may  plainly  fee 

They  get  no  nourifhment  from  me. 

My  head  with  giddinefs  goes  round, 

And  yet  I  firmly  ftand  my  ground : 

All  over  naked  I  am  feen, 

And  painted  like  an  Indian  queen. 

No  couple-beggar  in  the  land 

E'er  join'd  fuch  numbers  hand  in  hand ; 

I  join  them  fairly  with  a  ring ; 

Nor  can  our  parfon  blame  the  thing : 

And,  though  no  marriage  words  are  fpoke, 

They  part  not  till  the  ring  is  broke  ; 

Yet  hypocrite  fanatics  cry, 

I'm  but  an  idol  rais'd  on  high : 

And  once  a  weaver  in  our  town, 

A  damn'd  Cromwellian,  knock' d  me  down. 

I  lay  a  prifoner  twenty  years, 

And  then  the  jovial  cavalliers 

To  their  old  poll,  reftor'd  all  three, 

I  mean  the  church,  the  kiiig,  and  me. 

X.    ON  THE  MOON. 

I  WITH  borrowed  filver  fliine, 

What  you  fee  is  none  of  mine. 

Firft  I  fhow  you  but  a  quarter, 

Like  the  bow  that  guards  the  Tartar ; 

Then  the  half,  and  then  the  whole, 

Ever  dancing  round  the  pole. 

And  what  will  raiie  your  admiration, 

I  am  not  one  of  God's  creation, 

But  fprung  (and  I  this  truth  maintain) 

Like  Pallas  from  my  father's  brain. 

And,  after  all,  I  chiefly  owe 

My  beauty  to  the  (hades  below. 

Moft  wondrous  forms  you  fee  me  wear, 

A  man,  a  woman,  lion  bear, 

A  fifh,  a  fowl,  a  cloud,  a  field, 

All  figures  heaven  or  earth  can  yield ; 

Like  Daphne,  fometimes  in  a  tree  : 

Yet  am  not  one  of  all  you  fee. 


XI.    ON  A  CIRCLE. 

I'M  up  and  down,  and  round  about, 
Yet  all  the  world  can't  find  me  out ; 
Though  hundreds  have  employ'd  their  leifure, 
They  never  yet  could  find  my  meafure. 
I'm  found  almoft  in  every  garden, 
Nay  in  the  compafs  of  a  farthing. 
There's  neither  chariot,  coach,  nor  mil]. 
Can  move  an  inch,  except  I  will, 
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XII.   ON  INK. 

I  AM  jet  black,  as  you  may  fee, 

The  fon  of  pitch,  and  gloomy  night, 

Yet  all  that  know  me  will  agree, 
I'm  dead  except  I  live  in  light. 

Sometimes  in  panegyric  high, 
Like  lofty  Pindar,  I  can  foar ; 

And  raife  a  virgin  to  the  iky, 
Or  fink  her  to  a  pocky  whore. 

My  blood  this  very  day  is  fweet, 
To-morrow  of  a  bitter  juice  ; 

Like  milk,  'tis  cried  about  the  ftreet, 
And  fo  apply 'd  to  different  ufe. 

Moft  wondrous  is  my  magic  power : 
For  with  one  colour  I  can  paint ; 

I'll  make  the  devil  a  faint  this  hour, 
Next  make  a  devil  of  a  faint. 

Through  diftant  regions  I  can  fly, 
Provide  me  but  with  paper  wings  ; 

And  fairly  fhow  a  reafon,  why 

There  ihould  be  quarrels  among  kings. 

And,  after  all,  you'll  think  it  odd, 
When  learned  doctors  will  difpute, 

That  I  fhould  point  the  word  of  GOD, 
And  Ihow  where  they  can  beft  confute. 

Let  lawyers  bawl  and  ftrain  their  throats 
'Tis  I  that  muft  the  lands  convey, 

And  ftrip  the  clients  to  their  coats, 
Nay,  give  their  very  fouls  away. 


XIII.    ON  THE  FIVE  SENSES. 

""  ALL  of  us  in  one  you'll  find, 
Brethren  of  a  wondrous  kind ; 
Yet  among  us  all  no  brother 
Knows  one  tittle  of  the  other. 
We  in  frequent  councils  are, 
And  our  marks  of  things  declare, 
Where,  to  us  unknown,  a  clerk 
Sits,  and  takes  them  in  the  dark. 
He's  the  regifter  of  all 
In  our  ken,  both  great  and  fmall ; 
By  us  forms  his  laws  and  rules  : 
He's  our  mafter,  we  his  tools ; 
Yet  we  can  with  greateft  eafe 
Turn  and  wind  him  where  we  pleafe. 

One  of  us  alone  can  fleep, 
Yet  no  watch  the  reft  will  keep, 
But  the  moment  that  he  clofes, 
Every  brother  elfe  repofes. 

If  wine's  bought,  or  victuals  dreft, 
One  enjoys  them  for  the  reft. 

Pierce  us  all  with  wounding  fteel, 
One  for  all  of  us  will  feel. 

Though  ten  thoufand  cannons  roar, 
Add  to  them  ten  thoufand  more, 
Yet  but  one  of  us  is  found 
Who  regards  the  dreadful  found. 

Do  what  is  not  fit  to  tell, 
There's  but  one  of  us  can  fmell. 


XIV.   FONTINELLA  TO  FLORINDA* 

WHEN  on  my  bofom  thy  bright  eyes, 
Florinda,  dart  their  heavenly  beams, 

feel  not  the  leaft  love-furprife. 
Yet  endlefs  tears  flow  down  in  ftreamsj 
There's  nought  fo  beautiful  in  thee, 

Jut  you  may  find  the  fame  in  me. 

The  lilies  of  thy  flcin  compare ; 

In  me  you  fee  them  full  as  white. 
The  rofes  of  your  cheeks,  I  dare 

Affirm,  can't  glow  to  more  delight. 
Then,  fince  I  fhow  as  fine  a  face, 
Can  you  refufe  a  foft  embrace  ? 
Ah  !  lovely  nymph,  thou'rt  in  thy  prime  1 

And  fo  am  I  whilft  thou  art  here ; 
But  foon  will  come  the  fatal  time, 

When  all  we  fee  (hall  difappear. 
Tis  mine  to  make  a  juft  reflexion. 
And  yours  to  follow  my  direction. 

Then  catch  admirers  while  you  may ; 

Treat  not  your  lovers  with  difdain  ; 
For  time  with  beauty  flies  away, 

And  there  is  no  return  again. 
To  you  the  fad  account  I  bring, 
Life's  autumn  has  no  fecond  fpring . 

XV.  ON  AN  ECHO. 

NEVER  fleeping,  ftill  awake, 

Pleating  moft  when  moft  I  fpeak; 

The  delight  of  old  and  young, 

Though  I  fpeak  without  a  tongue. 

Nought  but  one  thing  can  confound  me, 

Many  voices  joining  round  me ; 

Then  I  fret,  and  rave,  and  gabble, 

Like  the  labourers  of  Babel. 

Now  I  am  a  dog,  or  cow; 

I  can  bark,  or  I  can  low  3 

I  can  bleat,  or  I  can  fing 

Like  the  warblers  of  the  fprlng. 

Let  the  love-fick  bard  complain, 

And  I  mourn  the  cruel  pain ; 

Let  the  happy  fwain  rejoice, 

And  I  join  my  helping  voice  ; 

Both  are  welcome,  grief  or  joy, 

I  with  either  fport  or  toy. 

Though  a  lady,  I  am  flout, 

Drums  and  trumpets  bring  me  out : 

Then  I  clafh,  and  roar,  and  rattle, 

Join  in  all  the  din  of  battle. 

Jove,  with  all  his  loudeft  thunder, 

When  I'm  vext,  can't  keep  me  under ; 

Yet  fo  tender  is  my  ear, 

That  the  loweft  voice  I  fear. 

Much  I  dread  the  courtier's  fate, 

When  his  merit's  out  of  date  ; 

For  I  hate  a  filent  breath, 

And  a  whifper  is  my  death. 

XIV.   ON  A  SHADOW  IN  A  GLASS. 

BY  fomething  form'd,  I  nothing  am, 
Yet  every  thing  that  you  can  name. 
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In  no  place  have  I  ever  been, 
Yet  every  where  I  may  be  feen ; 
In  all  things  falfe,  yet  always  true, 
I'm  ftill  the  fame— but  ever  new. 
JLifelefs,  life's  perfect  form  I  wear, 
Can  fhow  a  nofe,  eye,  tongue,  or  ear, 
Yet  neither  fmell,  fee,  tafte,  or  hear. 
All  fhapes  and  features  I  can  boaft, 
No  flefh,  no  bones,  no  blood — no  ghoft ; 
AH  colours,  without  paint,  put  on, 
And  change  like  the  cameleon. 
Swiftly  I  come,  and  enter  there, 
"Where  not  a  chink  lets  in  the  air ; 
Like  thought,  I'm  in  a  moment  gone, 
Nor  can  I  ever  be  alone  ; 
All  things  on  earth  I  imitate, 
Fatter  than  nature  can  create ; 
Sometimes  imperial  robes  I  wear, 
Anon  in  beggar's  rags  appear  ; 
A  giant  now,  and  ftrait  an  elf, 
I'm  every  one,  but  ne'er  myfelf ; 
Ne'er  fad  I  mourn,  ne'er  glad  rejoice; 
I  move  my  lips,  but  want  a  voice ; 
1  ne'er  was  born,  nor  e'er  can  die  ; 
Then  prythee  tell  me  what  am  1. 


XVII. 

MOST  things  by  me  do  rife  and  fall, 

And  as  I  pleafe  they're  great  and  fmall  ; 

Invading  foes,  without  refinance, 

With  eafe  I  make  to  keep  their  diftance  ; 

Again,  as  I'm  difpos'd,  the  foe 

Will  come,  though  not  a  foot  they  go. 

Both  mountains,  woods,  and  hills,  and  rocks, 

And  gaming  goats,  and  fleecy  flocks, 

And  lowing  herds,  and  piping  fwains, 

Come  dancing  to  me  o'er  the  plains. 

The  greateft  whale  that  fwims  the  fea 

Does  inftantly  my  power  obey. 

In  vain  from  me  the  failor  flies  ; 

The  quickeft  fhip  I  can  furprife, 

And  turn  it  as  I  have  a  mind, 

And  move  it  againfl  tide  and  wind. 

Nay,  bring  me  here  the  talleft  man, 

I'll  fqueeze  him  to  a  little  fpan  ; 

Or  bring  a  tender  child  and  pliant, 

You'll  fee  me  flretch  him  to  a  giant  ; 

Nor  fhall  they  in  the  leaft  complain, 

Becaufe  my  magic  gives  no  pain. 


XVIII.    ON  TIME. 

EVER  eating,  never  cloying, 
All  devouring,  all  deflroying, 
Never  finding  full  repaft, 
Till  I  eat  the  world  at  laft. 


XIX.    ON  THE  GALLOWS. 

THERK  is  a  gate,  we  know  full  well, 

That  ftands  'twixt  heaven,  and  earth,  and  hell, 

Where  many  for  a  pafiage  venture,^ 

Yet  very  few  are  fond  to  enter ; 

Although  'tis  open  night  and  day, 

They  for  that  reafon  fliun  this  way ; 


Soth  dukes  and  lords  abhor  its  woocf, 
They  can't  come  near  it  for  their  bloo& 
What  other  way  they  take  to  go, 
Another  time  I'll  let  you  know. 
Vet  commoners  with  greateft  eafe 
Can  find  an  entrance  when  they  pleafe. 
The  pooreft  hither  march  in  ftate 
'Or  they  can  never  pafs  the  gate), 
Like  Roman  generals  triumphant, 
f\.nd  then  they  take  a  turn  and  jump  on't. 
if  graveft  parfons  here  advance, 
They  cannot  pafs  before  they  dance  ; 
There's  not  a  foul  that  does  refort  here, 
But  ftrips  himfelf  to  pay  the  porter. 

XX.    ON  THE  VOWELS. 

WE  are  little  airy  creatures, 
All  of  different  voice  and  features : 
One  of  us  in  glafs  is  fet, 
One  of  us  you'll  find  in  jet, 
T'other  you  m^y  fee  in  tin, 
And  the  fourth  a  box  within ; 
If  the  fifth  you  fhould  purfue, 
It  cun  never  fly  from  you. 


XXI.    ON  SNOW. 

FROM  heaven  I  fall,  though  from  earth  1  begin : 

No  lady  alive  can  fhow  iuch  a  flcin. 

I'm  bright  as  an  angel,  and  light  as  a  feather ; 

But  heavy  and  dark  when  you  fqueeze  me  together. 

Though  candour  and  truth  in  my  afpect  I  bear, 

Yet  many  poor  creatures  I  help  to  enfnare. 

Though  fo  much  of  heaven  appears  in  my  make, 

The  fouleft  imprcfllons  I  eafily  take. 

My  parent  and  I  produce  one  another, 

The  mother  the  daughter,  the  daughter  the  mother* 


XXII.   ON  A  CANON. 

BEGOTTEN,  and  born,  and  dying  with  noife, 
The  terror  of  women,  and  pleafure  of  boys, 
Like  the  fiction  of  poets  concerning  the  wind, 
I'm  chiefly  unruly  when  ftrongeft  confin'd. 
For  filver  and  gold  I  don't  trouble  my  head, 
But  all  1  delight  in  is  pieces  of  lead ; 
Except  when  I  trade  with  a  ihip  or  a  town, 
Why  then  I  make  pieces  of  iron  go  down. 
One  property  more  I  would  have  you  remark. 
No  lady  was  ever  more  fond  of  a  fpark; 
The  moment  I  get  one,  my  foul's  all  a-fire, 
And  I  roar  out  my  joy,  and  in  tranfport  expire, 


XXIII.    ON  A  PAIR  OF  DICE. 

WE  are  little  brethren  twain, 
Arbiters  of  lofs  and  gain  ; 
Many  to  our  counters  run, 
Some  are  made,  and  fome  undone  : 
But  men  find  it  to  their  coft, 
Few  are  made,  but  numbers  loft. 
Though  we  play  them  tricks  for  ever, 
Yet  they  always  hope  our  favour. 
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XXIV.    ON  A  CANDLE. 

TO    LADY    CARTERET. 

OF  all  inhabitants  on  earth, 

To  man  alone  1  owe  my  birth  ; 

And  yet  the  cow,  the  fheep,  the  bee, 

Are  all  my  parents  more  than  he. 

I,  a  virtue  ftrange  and  rare, 

Make  the  faireft  look  more  fair  ; 

And  myfelf,  which  is  yet  rarer, 

Growing  old,  grow  ilill  the  fairer. 

Like  fots,  alone  I'm  dull  enough, 

When  dos'd  with  fmoke,  and  linear' d  with  fnuff; 

But,  in  the  midfl  of  mirth  and  wine, 

I  with  double  luftre  fhine. 

Emblem  of  the  fair  am  I, 

Polifh'd  neck,  and  radiant  eye  ; 

In  my  eye  my  greateft  grace, 

Emblem  of  the  Cyclop's  race  ; 

Metals  I  like  them  fubdue, 

Slave  like  them  to  Vulcan  too. 

Emblem  of  a  monarch  old, 

Wife,  and  glorious  to  behold, 

Wafted  he  appears,  and  pale, 

Watching  for  the  public  weal : 

Emblem  of  the  baihful  dame, 

That  in  fecret  feeds  her  flame, 

Often  aiding  to  impart 

All  the  fecrets  of  her  heart. 

Various  is  my  bulk  and  hue ; 

Big  like  Befs,  and  fmall  like  Sue  ; 

Now  brown  and  burnifh'd  as  a  nut, 

At  other  times  a  very  flut ; 

Often  fair,  and  loft,  and  tender, 

.Taper,  tall,  and  fmootli,  and  flender ; 

Like  "Flora  deck'd  with  various  flowers ; 

Like  Phoebus,  guardian  of  the  hours : 

But,  "whatever  be  my  drefs, 

Greater  be  my  fize  or  lefs, 

Swelling  be  my  fhape  or  fmall, 

Like  thyfelf  I  fhine  in  all 

Clouded  if  my  face  is  feen, 

My  complexion  wan  and  i^reen, 

Languid  like  a  love-lick  maid, 

Steel  affords  me  prefent  aid. 

Soon  or  late,  my  date  is  done, 

As  my  thread  of  life  is  fpun ; 

Yet  to  cut  the  fatal  thread 

Oft'  revives  my  drooping  head  : 

Yet  I  perilh  in  my  prime, 

Seldom  by  the  death  of  time; 

Die  like  lovers  as  they  gaze, 

Die  for  thofe  I  live  to  pleafe  ; 

Pine  unpitied  to  my  urn, 

Nor  warm  the  fair  for  whom  I  burn  ; 

Unpitied,  unlamented  too, 

Die  like  all  that  look  on  you. 


XXV.    TO  LADY  CARTERET. 

BY  DR.  DELANY. 

|  REACH  all  things  near  me,  and  far  off  to  boot, 
Without  llretching  a  finger,  or  ftirring  a  foot ; 
I  take-them  all  in  too,  to  add  to  your  wonder, 
Though  many  a,nd  various,  and  l.trgs  an.d  afuuder. 


Without  joftling  or  crowding  they  pafs  fide  by  fide, 
Through  a  wonderful  wicket,  not  half  an  inch 

wide : 

Then  I  lodge  them  at  eafe  in  a  very  large  fiore, 
Of  no  breadth  or  length,  with  a  thoufand  things 

more. 

All  this  I  can  do  without  witchcraft  or  charm ; 
Though  fometimes,  they  fay,  I  bewitch  and  do 

harm. 

Though  cold,  I  inflame  ;  and  though  quiet, invade; 
And  nothing  can  fhield  from  my  fpell  but  a  fhade. 
A  thiel  that  has  robb'd  you,  or  done  you  difgrace, 
In  magical  mirror  I'll  fhow  you  his  face  : 
Nay,  if  you'll  believe  what  the  poets  have  faid, 
They'll  tell  you  I  kill,  and  can  call  back  the  dead. 
Like  conjurers  lafe  in  my  circle  1  dwell ; 
I  love  to  look  black  too,  it  heightens  my  fpell. 
Though  my  magic  is  mighty  in  every  hue, 
Who  fee  all  my  power  muft  fee  it  in  YOU. 

ANSWERED  BY  DR.  SWIFT. 

WITH  half  an  eye  your  riddle  I  fpy. 
I  obferve  your  wicket  hemm'd  in  by  a  thicket, 
And  whatever  paffes  is  {trained  through  glaffe?. 
You  fay  it  is  quiet :  I  flatly  deny  it. 
It  wanders  about,  without  ftirring  out; 
No  paflion  fo  weak  but  gives  it  a  tweak ; 
Love,  joy,  and  devotion,  &t  it  always  in  motion. 
And  as  for  the  tragic  effecls  of  its  magic, 
Which  you  fay  it  can  kill  or  revive  at  its  will, 
The  dead  are  all  found,  and  revive  above  ground* 
After  all  you  have  writ,  it  cannot.be  wit ; 
Which  plainly  does  follow,  fmce  it  fliesfrom  Apollo. 
Its  cowardice  fuch,  it  cries  at  a  touch  : 
'Tis  a  perfedt  milkfop,  grows  drunk  with  a  drop* 
Another  great  fault,  it  cannot  bear  fait : 
And  a  hair  can  difarm  it  of  every  charm. 


A    RECEIPT 

TO  RESTORE  STELLA'S  YOUTH.      1734-5. 

THE  Scottifh  hinds,  too  poor  to  houfe 
In  frofty  nights  their  ftarving  cows, 
While  not  a  blade  of  grafs  or  hay 
Appears  from  Michaelmas  to  May, 
Muft  let  their  cattle  range  in  vain 
For  food  along  the  barren  plain. 
Meagre  and  lank  with  failing  grown, 
And  nothing  left  but  fkin  and  bone  ; 
Expos'd  to  want,  and  wind,  and  weather. 
They  juft  keep  life  and  foul  together, 
Till  fummer-fhowers  and  evening's  dew 
Again  the  verdant  glebe  renew  ; 
And,  as  the  vegetables  rife, 
The  famifh'd  cow  her  want  fupplies : 
Wi'Jiout  an  ounce  of  laft  year's  flefh, 
Wliate'er  fhe  gains  is  young  and  frefh  ; 
Grows  plump  and  round,  and  full  of  mettle, 
As  riling  from  Medea's  kettle, 
With  youth  and  beauty  to  inchant 
Europa's  counterfeit  gallant. 

Why,  Stella,  fhould  you  knit  your  brow, 
If  I  compare  you  to  the  cow  ? 
'Tis  juft  the  cafe;  for  you  have  fafted 
So  long,  till  all  your  flefh  is  wafted. 


TrlE   WORKS   OF  SWIFT. 


And  rnuft  againft  the  warmer  days 
Be  fent  to  Quilca  down  to  graze  ; 
"Where  mirth,  and  exercife,  and  air, 
"Will  foon  your  appetite  repair: 
The  nutriment  will  from  within, 
Round  all  your  body,  plump  your  ikin ; 
Will  agitate  the  lazy  flood, 
And  fill  your  veins  with  fprightly  blood : 
Nor  flefh  nor  blood  will  be  the  fame, 
Nor  aught  of  Stella  but  the  name  ; 
for  what  was  ever  underftood, 
38y  human  kind,  but  flefli  and  blood  ? 
And  if  your  flefh  and  blood  be  new, 
You'll  be  no  more  the  former  you; 
But  for  a  blooming  nymph  will  pafs, 

?rft  fifteen,  coming  fummer's  grafs, 
our  jetty  locks  v/ith  garlands  crown'd  : 
"While  all  the  'fquires  for  nine  miles  round, 
Attended  by  a  brace  of  curs, 
With  jocky  boots  and  filver  fpurs, 
No  lefs  than  juftices  o'quorum, 
Their  cow-boys  bearing  cloaks  before  'em, 
Shall  leave  deciding  broken  pates, 
To  kifs  your  fteps  at  Quilca's  gates. 
Bat,  left  you-fhould  my  fkill  difgrace, 
Come  back  before  you're  out  of  cafe  : 
For  if  to  Michaelmas  .you  ftay, 
The  new-born  flefh  will  melt  away  ; 
The  'fquire  in  fcorn  will  fly  the  houfe 
For  better  game,  and  look  for  groufe  ; 
But  here,  before  the  froft  can  mar  it, 
"We'll  make  it  firm  with  beef  and  claret. 


STELLA' a  BIRTH-DAY.    1724-5, 

As,  when  a  beauteous  nymph  decays, 
We  fay,  flic's  part  her  dancing-days  j 
So  poets  lofe  their  feet  by  time, 
And  can  no  longer  dance  in  rhyme. 
Your  annual  bard  had  rather  chofe 
To  celebrate  your  birth  in  profe  : 
Yet  merry  folks,  who  want  by  chance 
A  pair  to  make  a  country-dance, 
Call  the  old  houfe-keeper,  and  get  her 
To  fill  a  place,  for  want  of  better  : 
"While  Sheridan  is  off  the  hooks, 
And  friend  Delany  at  his  books, 
That  Stella  may  avoid  difgrace, 
Once  more  the  Dean  fupplies  their  place. 

Beauty  and  wit,  too  fad  a  truth  ! 
Have  always  been  confin'd  to  youth  ; 
The  god  of  wit,  and  beauty's  queen, 

He  twenty-one,  and  flae  fifteen. 

No  poet  ever  fweetly  fung, 

Unlefs  he  were,  like  Phoebus,  young ; 

3N"or  ever  nymph  infpir'd  to  .rhyme, 

Unlefs,  Hke  Venus,  in  her<prirne. 

At  fifty-fix,  if  this  be  true, 

Am  I  a  poet  fit  for  you  ?     . 

Or,  at  the  age  of  forty-three, 

Are  you  a  fubjecl:  fit  for  me  ? 

Adieu  !  bright  wit,  and  radiant  eyes ! 

You  muft  be  grave,  and  I  be  wife. 

Our  fate  in  vain  we  would  oppofe  : 

But  Fll  btriHll  your  friend  in  profe '. 

Efteem  and  friendihip  to  exprefs, 

Will  not  require  poetic  dreis ; 


,  if  the  mufe  deny  her  aid 
^o  have  them/z/«f ,  they  may  \>tfai<?* 

But,  Stella,  fay,  what  evil  tongue 
Reports  you  are  no  longer  young ; 

hat  Time  fits,  with   his  fcythe,  to  mow 
Vhere  erft  fat  Cupid  with  his  bow  ; 
'hat  half  your  locks  are  turn  d  to  gray  ? 
'11  ne'er  believe  a  word  they  fay. 
Tis  true,  but  let  it  not  be  known, 
Vly  eyes  are  fomewhat  dimmifh  grown  : 
<or  nature,  always  in  the  right, 
[Vyour  decays  adapts  my.fight ; 
And  wrinkles  undiftinguifh'd  pafs, 
;or  I'm  afham'd  to  ufe  a  glafs  ; 
And  till  I  fee  them  with  thefe  eyes, 
Whoever  fays  you  have  them,  lies. 

No  length  of  time  can  make  you  quit 
rlcnour  and  virtue,  fenfe  and  wit : 
Thus  you  may  ftill  be  young  to  me, 
While  I  can  better  hear  thany^. 
Oh,  ne'er  may  fortune  fhow  her  fpight, 
To  make  me  deaf,  and  mend  myftgbtf 

AN  EPIGRAM  ON  WOOD's  BRASS  MONEY. 

CARTE  RET  was  welcomed  to  the  fliore 

Firft  with  the  brazen  cannons  roar  ; 

To  meet  him  next  the  ioldier  comes, 

With  brazen  trumps  and  brazen  drums ; 

Approaching  near  the  town  he  hears 

The  brazen  bells  falute  his  ears  : 

But,  when  Wood's  brafs  began  to  found, 

Guns,  trumpets,  drums,  and  bells,  were  drown'd. 


A    SIMILE, 

ON    OUR    WANT    OF    SILVER 
And  the  only  Way  to  Remedy  it. 

As  when  of  old  fome  forcerefs  threw 
O'er  the  moon's  face  a  fable  hue, 
To  drive  unfeen  her  magic  chair, 
At  midnight,  through  the  darken'd  air 
Wife  people,  who  bcliev'd  with  rcafon 
That  this  eclipfe  was  out  of  feafon, 
Affirm'd  the  moon  was  fick,  and  fell 
To  cure  her  by  a  counter-fpell. 
Ten  thoufand  cymbals  now  begin 
To  rend  the  flcies  with  brazen  din ; 
The  cymbals'  rattling  founds  difpel 
The  cloud,  and  drive  the  hag  to  hell. 
The  moon  deliver'd  from  her  pain, 
Difplays  h-erfi/ver  face  again 
(Note  here,  that  in  the  chemic  ftyle, 
The  moon  is  filver  all  this  while). 

So  (if  my  fimile  ycu  minded, 
Which  I  confefs  is  too  long-winded) 
When  late  a  feminine  magician  *, 
Jcin'd  with  a  braztn  politician, 
Expos'd,  to  blind  the  nation's  eyes, 
A  parchment  f  of  prodigious  fize  ; 
Conceal'd  behind  that  ample  fcreen, 
There  was  no  filver  to  be  feen. 


*  A  great  lady  ivasfaidto  ha<ve  been  brilcd by  Wood. 
\   The  patent  for  coining  halfpence. 


POEMS. 


But  to  this  parchment  let  the  Drapier 

Oppofe  his  counter-charm  of  paper, 

And  ring  Wood's  copper  in  our  ears 

So  loud  till  all  the  nation  hears ; 

That  found  will  make  the  parchment  fhrivel, 

And  drive  the  conjurers  to  the  devil : 

And,  when  the  fky  is  grown  ferene, 

Our  filver  will  appear  again. 

WOOD  AN  INSECT.    1725. 

BY  long  obfervation  I  have  underftood, 
That  two  little  vermin  are  kin  to  Will  Wood. 
The  fir  ft  is  an  infecT:  they  call  a  tt>W-loufe, 
That  folds  up  itfelf  in  itfelf  for  a  houfe, 
As  round  as  a  ball,  without  head,  without  tail, 
Inclos'd  cap-a-pe  in  a  ftrong  coat  of  mail. 
And  thus  William  Wood  to  my  fancy  appears 
In  fillets  of  brafs  roll'd  up  to  his  ears : 
And  over  thefe  fillets  he  wifely  has  thrown, 
To  keep  out  of  danger,  a  doublet  of  ftone  *. 
The  loufe  of  the  ivood  for  a  med'cine  is  us'd, 
Or  fwallow'd  alive,  or  fkilfully  bruis'd. 
And,  let  but  our  mother  Hibernia  contrive 
To  fwallow  Will  Wood  either  bruis'd  or  alive, 
She  need  be  no  more  with  the  jaundice  pofleft, 
Or  fick  of  obftruflions,  and  pains  in  her  cbejl. 

The  next  is  an  infedl  we  call  a  woorf-worm, 
That  lies  in  old  ivood  like  a  hare  in  her  form  ; 
With  teeth  or  with  claws  it  will  bite  or  will  fcratch; 
And  chambermaids  chriften  this  worm  a  dead- watch, 
Becaufe  like  a  watch  it  always  cries  click  : 
Then  woe  be  to  thofe  in  the  houfe  who  are  fick ; 
For,  as  fure  as  a  gun,  they  will  give  up  the  ghofl, 
If  the  maggot  cries  click  when  it  fcratches  the  poft. 
But  a  kettle  of  fcalding  hot  water  injected 
Infallibly  cures  the  timber  affected  : 
The  omen  is  broken,  the  danger  is  over ; 
.The  maggot  will  die,  and  the  fick  will  recover. 
Such  a  worm  was  Will  Wood,  when  he  fcratch'd 

at  the  door 

Of  a  governing  ftatefman  or  favourite  whore  : 
The  death  of  our  nation  he  feem'd  to  foretell, 
'  And  the  found  of  his  brafs  we  took  for  our  knell. 
But  now,  fince  the  Drapier  hath  heartily  maul'd  him, 
I  think  the  beft  thing  we  can  do  is  to  fcald  him. 
For  which  operation  there's  nothing  more  proper 
Than  the  liquor  he  deals  in,  his  own  melted  copper; 
Unlefs,  like  the  Dutch,  you  rather  would  boil 
This  coiner  of  raps  f  in  a  cauldron  of  oil. 
Then  choofe  which  you  pleafe,  and  let  each  bring 
a  faggot,  [maggot 

For  our  fear's  at  an  end  with  the  death  of  the 


ON  WOOD  THE  IRONMONGER.    1725. 

SALMONEUS,  as  the  Grecian  tale  is, 
Was  a  mad  copperfmith  of  Elis  ; 
Up  at  his  forge  by  morning-peep, 
.No  creature  in  the  lane  could  fleep  ; 
Among  a  crew  of  royftering  fellows 
Would  fit  whole  evenings  at  the  alehoufe : 


*   He  ivas  in  goal  for  debt* 
Counterfeit  balffcmt. 


His  -wife  and  children  wanted  bread, 
While  he  went  always  drunk  to  bed. 
This  vapouring  fcab  muft  needs  devife 
To  ape  the  thunder  of  the  Ikies  : 
With  brafs  two  fiery  ileeds  he  (hod, 
To  make  a  clattering  as  they  trod. 
Of  polifh'd  brafs  his  flaming  car 
Like  lightning  dazzled  from  afar; 
And  up  he  mounts  into  the  box, 
And  he  muft  thunder,  with  a  pox. 
Then  furious  he  begins  his  march, 
Drives  rattling  o'er  a  brazen  arch  ; 
With  fquibs  and  crackers  arm'd,  to  tlutrar 
Among  the  trembling  crowd  below. 
All  ran  to  prayers,  both  priefts  and  laity, 
To  pacify  this  angry  deity  ; 
When  Jove,  in  pity  to  the  town, 
With  real  thunder  knock'd  him  down. 
Then  what  a  huge  delight  were  all  in, 
To  fee  the  wicked  varlet  fprawling  ; 
They  fearch'd  his  pockets  on  the  place, 
And  found  his  copper  all  was  bafe  ; 
They  laugh'd  at  fuch  an  Irifh  blunder, 
To  take  the  noife  of  brafs  for  thunder. 

The  moral  of  this  tale  is  proper, 
Apply'd  to  Wood's  adulter'd  copper  ; 
Which,  as  he  fcatter'd,  we  like  dolts, 
Miftook  at  firft  for  thunder-bolts  ; 
Before  the  Drapier  ihot  a  letter, 
(Nor  Jove  himfelf  could  do  it  better) 
Which,  lighting  on  th'  impoftor's  crown, 
Like  real  thunder  knock'd  him  down. 

WILL  WOOD'S  PETITION 

TO  THE  PEOPLE  OF  IRELAND; 

Being  an  excellent  Neiv  Song,  fuppofed  to  he  made  ttvH 
fung  in  the  Jlreets  of  Dublin,  by  William  Wocf., 
Ironmonger  and  Halfpenny-monger. 


My  dear  Irilh  folks, 

Come  leave  off  your  jokes, 
And  buy  up  my  halfpence  fo  fine  ; 

So  fair  and  fo  bright, 

They'll  give  you  delight  ; 
Obferve  how  they  gliften  and  Jhine  ! 

They'll  fell,  to  my  grief, 

As  cheap  as  neck-beef, 
For  counters  at  cards  to  your  wife  ; 

And  every  day 

Your  children  may  play 
Span-farthing,  or  tofs  on  the  knife. 

Come  hither,  and  try  ; 

I'll  teach  you  to  buy 
A  pot  of  good  ale  for  a  farthing  : 

Come  ;  three-pence  a  fcore, 

I  afk  you  no  more, 
And  a  fig  for  the  Drapier  and  Hardinge  *. 

When  tradefmen  have  gold, 
The  thief  will  be  bold, 
3y  night  and  by  day  for  to  rob  him  : 
My  copper  is  fuch, 
No  robber  will  touch, 

you  may  daintily  bob  him. 

*  The  Drapier*  s  printer. 


THfi    WORKS    OF   SWIFT. 


The  little  "blackguard, 

Who  gets  very  hard 
His  halfpence  for  cleaning  your  fhoes ; 

When  his  pockets  are  cramnrd 

With  mine  and  be  d — 'd, 
He  may  fwear  he  has  nothing  to  lofe. 

Here's  halfpence  in  plenty, 

For  one  you'll  have  twenty, 
Though  thousands  are  not  worth  a  pudden  : 

Your  neighbours  will  think, 

When  your  pocket  cries  chink, 
You  are  grown  plaguy  rich  on  a  fudden. 

You  will  be  my  thankers, 

I'll:  make  you  my  bankers, 
As  good  as  Ben  Burton  or  Fade  * : 

For  nothing  Ihall  pafs 

But  my  pretty  brafs, 
And  then  you'll  be  all  of  a  trade. 

I'm  a  fon  of  a  whore 

If  I  have  a  word  more 
To  fay  in  this  wretched  condition. 

If  my  coin  will  not  pafs, 

I  muft  die  like  an  afs  ; 
And  fo  I  conclude  my  petition. 

A  NEW  SONG 

ON    WOOD'S   HALFPENCE. 

YE  people  of  Ireland,  both  country  and  city, 
Come  liften  with  patience,  and  hear  out  my  ditty: 
At  this  time  I'll  choofe  to  be  wifer  than  witty. 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 

The  halfpence  are  coming,  the  nation's  undoing. 
There's  an  end  of  your  ploughing,  and  baking, 

and  brewing : 
In  fhort,  you  muft  all  go  to  rack  and  to  ruin. 

Which,  &c. 

Both  high  men  and  low  men,  and  thick  men  and 

tall  men,  [thrall  men 

And  rich  men  and  poor  men,  and  free  men  and 

Willfuffer;  and  this  man,and  that  man,and  all  men. 

Which,  &c. 

The  foldier  is  ruin'd,  poor  man  !  by  his  pay ; 
His  five-pence  will  prove  but  a  farthing  a  day, 
for  meat,  or  for  drink ;  or  he  muft  run  away. 

Which,  &c. 

When  he   pulls  out  his   two-pence,   the    tapfter 

fays  not, 

That  ten  times  as  much  he  muft  pay  for  his  fliot; 
And  thus  the  poor  foldier  muft  foon  go  to  pot. 

Which,  &c. 

If  he  goes  to  the  baker,  the  baker  will  huff, 
And  twenty-pence  have  for  a  two-penny  loaf, 
Then,  dog,  rogue,  and  rafcal,  and  fo  kick  and  cuff 

Which,  &c 

Again,  to  the  market  whenever  he  goes, 
The  butcher  and  foldier  muft  be  mortal  foes ; 
Qne  cuts  off  an  ear,  and  the  other  a  nofe. 

Which,  &c 


*   Two  famous  bankers* 


The  butcher  is  flout,  and  he  values  no  fwagger  ; 
A  cleaver's  a  match  any  time  for  a  dagger, 
And  a  blue  fleeve  may  give  fuch  a  cuff  as  may 
ftagger. 

Which,  &c. 

The  beggars  themfelves  will  be  broke  in  a  trice, 
When  thus  their  poor  farthings  are  funk  in  their 

price ; 

When  riothing  is  left,  they  muft  live  on  their  lice. 

Which,  &c. 

The  fquire  poffefs'd  of  twelve  thoufand  a  year, 
O  Lord !  what  a  mountain  his  rents  would  appear ! 
Should  he  take  them,  he  would  not  have  houfe- 
room,  I  fear. 

Which,  &c. 

Though  at  prefent  he  lives  in  a  very  large  houfe, 
There  would  then  not  be  room  in  it  left  for  amoufe ; 
But  the  fc[uire's  too  wife,  he  will  not  take  a  foufe 

Which,  &c. 

The  farmer,  who  comes  with  his  rent  in  this  cafh, 
For  taking  thefe  counters,  and  being  fo  rafh, 
Will  be  kick'd  out  of  doors,  both  himfclf  and  his  trafh. 

Which,  &c. 

For,  in  all  the  leafes  that  ever  we  hold, 

We  muft  pay  our  rent  in  good  filver  and  gold, 

And  not  in  brafs  tokens  of  fuch  a  bafe  mold. 

Which,  &c. 

The  wifeft  of  lawyers  all  fwear,  they  will  warrant 
No  money  but  filver  and  gold  can  be  current ; 
And,fincetheywillfwearit,weallmaybe  fure  on't. 

Which,  &c. 

And  I  think,  after  all,  it  would  be  very  ftrange 
To  give  current  money  for  bafe  in  exchange, 
Like  a  fine  lady  fwapping  her  moles  for  the  mange. 

Which,  &c. 

But  read  the  king's  patent,  and  there  you  will  find, 
That  no  man  need  take  them  but  who  has  a  mind, 
For  which  we  muft  fay  that  his  Majefty's  kind. 

Which,  &c. 

Now  God  blefs  the  Drapier  who  open'd  our  eyes! 
I'm  lure,  by  his  book,  that  the  writer  is  wife  ; 
He  Ihows  us  the  cheat,  from  the  end  to  the  rife. 

Which,  &c. 

Nay,  farther,  he  fhows  it  a  very  hard  cafe, 
That  this  fellow  Wood,  of  a  very  bad  race, 
Should  of  all  the  fine  gentry  of  Ireland  take  place. 

Which,  &c.    I 

That  he  and  his  halfpence  fhould  come  to  weigh    ; 

down 

Our  fubje&s  fo  loyal  and  true  to  the  crown  ; 
But  1  hope,  after  all,  that  they  will  be  his  own. 

Which,  &c. 

This  book,  I  do  tell  you,  is  writ  for  your  goods, 
And  a  very  good  book  againft  Mr.  Wood's ; 
If  you  ftand  true  together,  he's  left  in  the  Aids, 

Which,  &c. 

Ye  fhqp-men,  and  trades-men,  and  farmers,  go 

read  it ; 

For  I  think  in  my  foul  at  this  time  that  you  need  it; 

Or  egad,  if  you  don't,  there's  an  end  of  your  credit. 

Which  nobody  can  deny* 


POEM     S. 


A   S  TRIO  US   POEM 

Ui'OX   WILLIAM   WOOD, 

.v,   Tinker ,  ffardiuarftxuuif  Cottier^  Founder^  and 

'.iff. 

YV'HEN  foes  arc  overcome,  we  prefcrve  them  from 

(laughter, . 

To  be  b.c«v:rs  of  TOCOS',  and  t'l-ati^-r,  of  water. 
Now,  although  to  draiu  ?uti;?r  is  not  very  good ; 
Yet  we  all  ihould  rejoice  to  be  L fivers  if  /;". 
I  own,  it  has  often  provok'd  me  to  matter, 
That  a  rogue  fo  olfcun-  ihould  make  fucha  clatter: 
But  ancient  Philofoph<  .  ;v.rk, 

old  rotten  Wtmd  will  thine  in  the  dark. 
Tho  Heat-hens,  we  r.-ad,  had  Gc,/,-  made  of  7'^^, 
"Who  could  do  them  no  harm,  if  they  did  them  no 
But  this  idol  Wood  may  do  us  g«^eat  evil ;     [good  : 
Their  Gods  were  of  Wood;  but  our  JfWisthe  Dt-jil. 
To  cut  down  fine  Wood,  is  a  very  bad  th'ng; 
And  yet  we  al!  know  much  gel J  it  will  'p 

.i,if  cuttingdo'wn  /KWbrings  money  good  {lore, 
Onr  money  to  keep,  let  Us  cut  doivn  one 

Now  hear  an  old  tale.     There  anciently  ftocd 
(I  forget  in  what  church)  an  image  of  Wood. 
Concerning  this  image  there  went  a  prediction, 
It  would  burn  a  whole  fcrcjl ;  nor  was  it  a  fieiion. 
"Twas  cut  into  faggots  and  put  to  the  flame, 
To  burn  an  old  Friar,  one  Fonjl  by  name, 
tale  is  a  wife  one,  if  well  undcrftood : 
Find  you  but  the  Friar ;  and  I'll  find  the  WcoS. 

I  hear,  among  fcholars  there  is  a  great  doubt 
From  what  kind  of  tree  this  Wood  was  hewn  out. 
Teague  made  a  good  pun  by  a  brogue  in  hisfpeech; 
And  faid,  J5y  my  /lm<l,  he's  the  fin  of  a  BEECH. 
Some  call  him  a  Thorn,  the  curfe  of  the  nation, 
As  Thorns  were  defign'd  to  be  from  the  creation. 
Some  think  him  cut  out  from  the  poifonous  Tciv, 
JBeneath  whofe  ill  fhade  no  plant  ever  grew. 
Some  fay  he's  a  Birch,  a  thought  very  odd  ; 
For  none  but  a  dunce  would  come  under  his  rod. 
But  I'll  tell  you  the  fecret ;  but  pray  do  not  blab ; 
He  is  an  old  ftump  cut  out  of  a  Grab  ; 
And  England  has  put  this  Crab  to  a  hard  ufc, 
To  cudgel  our  bones,  and  for  drink  give  us  •verjuice; 
And  therefore  his  ivitneffes  juRly  may  boafl, 
That  none  are  more  properly  knights  of  the  Pcjl. 

I  ne'er  could  endure  ray  talent  to  fmother ; 
I  told  you  one  tale,  and  I'll  tell  you  another. 
A  joiner,  to  fatten  a  faint  in  a  niich, 
Bor'd  a  large  auger-hole  in  the  image's  breech ; 
Jiut,  finding  the^jfue  to  make  no  complaint, 
He  would  ne'er  be  convinc'd  it  was  a  true  faint. 
"Whenthe/rw*?  Wood arrives, ashefoofiwill,no doubt, 

•  that's  but  a  fhahi  Wood  they  carry  about  *) 
*\\T\\?.+f.ujf  he  is  made  of  you  quickly  may  find, 
If  you  make  the  fame  trial,  and  bore  him  behind. 

\  hold  you  a  groat,  when  you  •wimble  his  bumt 
He'll  bellow  as  loud  as  the  Devil  in  a  drum. 
From  me,  1  declare,  you  flir.Il  have  co  denial; 
A-ud  there  can  be  no  harm  in  making  a  trial : 
And,  when  to  the  joy  of  your  hearts  he  hasroar'd, 
.You  may  fhow  him  afeout  for  knew  «to<n:i;;g-l>eard. 

Hear  one  fiery  more,  and  then  I  will  flop. 
1  dreamt  Wood  was  told  he  Ihould  die  by  a  drop; 

*   He  ic as  fi'f qui. '        -  .-/7.j-y, 

VOL.  IX.  ** 


So  methought  he  refolved  no  liquor  to  taile, 
For  fear  the _/>/?  drop  might  as  well  be  his  la/1. 
But  d:- earns  are  like  oracles;  'tis  hard  to  explain  'era; 
For  it  prov'd  that  he  died  of  a  drvp  at  Kilniaiaham  *. 

1  with  dciiph.t;  and  not  without  hope, 
Very  loon  to  fee  Wood  drop  down  from  a  rops. 
Hoy/  he!  and  how  we$  at  each  other  fhould  griu'. 
'Tis  kindm-fs  to  I. old  a  friend  up  by  the  chin. 
But  foft!  fays  the  Herald;  I  cannot  agree; 
For  metal  on  aieinl  is  Tiiic  Heraldry. 
Why,  that  may  be  true  :  yet  Wood  upon  Wood, 
I'll  maintain  with  my  life,  is  Heraldry  good. 

TO  DR.  SHERIDAN. 

SlR,  Dec.  14.  1719  f ,  9  at  mvlh 

IT  is  impofiibte  to  know  by  your  letter  whethef 
the  wine  is  to  be  bottled  to-morrow,  or  no. 

If  it  be,  or  be  not,  why  did  not  you,  in  plain  Eng- 
lifli,  tell  usfo? 

For  my  part,  it  was  by  mere  chance  I  came  to  fit 
with  the  ladies  \  this  night : 

And  if  they  had  not  told  me  there  was  a  letter  from 
you ;  and  your  man  Alexander  had  not  gone, 
and  come  back  from  the  deanry ;  and  the  boy 
here  had  not  been  font  to  let  Alexander  know 
I  was  here ;  I  fhould  have  miffed  the  letter  out* 
right. 

Truly  I  don't  know  who's  bound  to  be  fending  fof 
corks  to  ftop  your  bottle?,  with  a  vengeance. 

Make  a  pnge  of  your  own  age,  and  fend,  your  mart 
Alexander  to  buy  corks ;  for  Saunders  already 
has  gone  above  ten  jaunts. 

Mrs.  Dingley  ahd  Mrs.  Johnfon  fay,  truly  they* 
don't  care  for  yov.r  wife's  company,  though  they 
like  your  wine  ;  but  they  had  rather  have  it  at 
their  own  houfe  to  drink  in  quiet. 

However,  they  own  it  is  very  civil  in  Mr.  Sheri 
dan  to  make  the  offer ;  and  they  cannot  deny  it. 

I  wifh  Alexander  fafe  at  St.  Catharine's  to-night, 
with  ail  my  heart  and  foul,  upon  my  word  and 
honour : 

But  I  think  it  bafe  in  you  to  fend  a  poor  fellow 
out  fo  late  at  this  time  of  year,  \vhen  one  would 
not  turn  out  a  dog  that  one  valued  ;  I  appeal  to 
your  friend  Mr.  Connor. 

I  would  prefent  my  humble  fervice  to  my  lady 
Mountcaf^el ;  but  truly  I  thought  fhe  would 
have  made  advances  to  have  been  acquainted 

.    with  me,  as  fhe.  pretended. 

But  now  1  can  write  no  more,  for  you  fee  plainly 
my  paper  is  ended. 

i  !>.  S. 

I  wifh,  when  you  prated,  your  letter  you'd  dated: 

Much  plague  it  created.     I  fcolded  and  rated  ; 

My.foul.is  much  grated;  for  your  man  I  long  waited. 

I  think  you  are  fated,  like  a  oear  to  be  baited : 

Your  man  is  belated;  the  eafe  I  have  ftated  ; 

And  me  you  have  cheated.     My  flable's  unflated. 

Come  back  t'  us  well  freighted. 

I  remember  my  late  head;  and  wifh  you  tranfiated, 

For  teazing  me. 


*    Their  place  of  execution. 

f    This  i*  probably  datei  too  early. 

\   Mrs,  Dingley  and  Mrs.  Jobnfoi 


ZP.  S. 

Mrs.  Dingley  defires  me  fingly  [y°u  '-> 

Her  fervice  to  prefent  you  ;  hopes  that  will  content 
But  Johnfon  Madam  is  grown  a  fad  dame, 
For  want  of  converfe,  and  cannot  fend  one  verfe. 

3  P.  S. 
You  keepfuch  a  twattling  with  you  and  your  bot 

tling  ; 

But  I  fee  the  fum  total,  we  {hall  ne'er  have  a  bottle; 
The  long  and  the  fhort,  we  fhall  not  have  a  quart. 
I  wifh  you  would  figrr  't,  that  we  have  a  pint. 
For  all  your  colloguing,  I'd  be  glad  of  a  knoggin  : 
But  I  doubt  'tis  a  (ham;  you  won't  give  us  a  dram. 
"Tis  of  fnine  a  month  moon-full,  you  won't  part 

with  a  fpoonful  ; 

And  I  muft  be  nimble,  if  I  can  fill  my  thimble.  . 
You  fee  I  won't  flop,  till  I  come  to  a  drop  ; 
But  I  doubt  the  oraculum  is  a  poor  fupernaculunv, 
'though  perhaps  you  tell  it  for  a  grace,  if  we  fmell  it. 

STELLA. 

TO  QUILCA, 

A  COUNTRY-HOUSE  OF  DR.  SHERIDAN, 
In  ,-c,  very  good  Repair.     1  725. 

LET  me  thy  properties  explain  ; 
A  rotten  cabbin  dropping  rain  ; 
Chimnies  with  fcorn  rejecting  fnioke  ; 
Stools,  tablesj  chairs,  and  bedfteads  broke. 
Here  elements  have  loft  their  ufes, 
Air  ripens  not,  nor  earth  produces  ; 
In  vain  we  make  poor  Sheelah  *  toil, 
Fire  will  not  roaft,  nor  water  boil. 
Through  all  the  valleys,  hills,  and  plains, 
The  goddefs  Want  in  triumph  reigns  ; 
And  her  chief  officers  of  Hate, 
Sloth,  Dirt,  and  Theft,  around  her  wait. 

THE  BLESSINGS  OF  A  COUNTRY"  LIFE. 


THE   WORKS    OF   SWIFT; 

Now  War  del' s  in  hafte,  and  begins  to  complain ; 
Your  moil  humble  fervant,  Dear  Sir,  I  remain, 

T.  S N. 


FAR  from  our  debtors  ;  no  Dublin  letters^ 
Not  feen  by  our  betters. 

THE  PLAGUES  OF  A  COUNTRY  LIFE. 
A  COMPANION  with  news;  a  great  want  of  fhoes; 
Eat  lean  meat,  or  choofe  ;  a  church  without  pews. 
Our  horfes  aftray;  no  draw,  oats,  or  hay; 
December  in  May;  our  boys  run  away;  all  fer- 
vants  at  play. 

DR.  SHERIDAN  TO  DR.  SWIFT. 

To  have  you  to  know,  as  fure  as  you're  Dean, 
On  Thurfday  my  caflc  of  Obrien  I'll  drain: 
If  my  wife  is  not  willing,  I  fay  fhe's  a  quean  ; 
And  my  right  to  the  cellar,  egad  I'll  maintain 
As  bravely  as  any  that  fought  at  Dunbhin  : 
Go  tell  it  her  over  and  over  again. 
,1  hope,  as  I  ride  to  the  town,  it  won't  rain  ; 
For,  fliould  it,  I  fear  it  will  cool  my  hot  brain, 
Entirely  extinguifh  my  poetic  vein  ; 
And  then  I  fhouhTbe  as  flupid  as  Kain. 
Who  preach'd  on  three  heads,  though  he  men- 
tion'd  but  twain. 

*   The.  name  of  an  Irifb  fcrvant* 


Get  Helfliam,  Walmfley,  Delany, 
And  forae  Grattans,  if  there  be  any  *  : 
Take  care  you  do  not  bid  too  many. 

DR.  SWIFT's  ANSWER. 

THE  verfes  you  fent  on  the  bottling  you?  wine 

Were,  in  every  one's  judgment,  exceedingly  fine  ; 

And  I  muft  confefs,  as  a  dean  and  divine, 

I  think  you  infpir'd  by  the  Mufes  all  nine. 

I  nicely  examin'd  them  every  line,  [fhine. 

And  the  worft  of  them  all  like  a  barn-door  did 

Oh,  that   jcve  would  give  me  fuch  a  talent  as 

thine ! 

With  Delany  or  Dan  I  would  fcorn  to  combine. 
1  know  they  have  many  a  wicked  defign ; 
And,  give  Satan  his  due,  Dan  begins  to  refine. 
However,  I  wifh,  honeil  comrade  of  mine, 
You  would  really  on  Thurfday  leave  St.  Catharinef , 
Where  I  hear  you  are  cramm'd  every  day  like  a 

fwine ; 

With  me  you'll  no  more  have  a  ftomach  to  dine, 
Nor  after  your  victuals  lie  fleeping  fupine  : 
So  I  wifh  you  were  toothlefs,  like  Lord  Mafferine. 
But,  were  you  as  wicked  as  lew'd  Aretine, 
I  wifh  you  would  tell  me  which  way  you  incline 
If,  when  you  return,  your  road  you  don't  line, 
On  Thurfday  I'll  pay  my  refpedts  at  your  fhrine, 
Wherever  you  bend,  wherever  you  twine, 
In  fquare,  or  in  oppofite  circle,  or  trine. 
Your  beef  will  on  Thurfday  be  falter  than  brine : 
I  hope  you  have  fwill'd,  with  new  milk  from  the 

kiae, 

As  much  as  the  Liffee's  outdone  by  the  Rhine  ; 
And  Dan  fhall  be  with  us,  with  nofe  afquiline. 
If  you  do  not  come  back,  we  fhalJ  weep  out  our 

eyne; 

Or  may  your  gown  never  be  good  Lutherine. 
The  beef  you  have  got,  I  hear,  is  a  chine  : 
But,  if  too  many  come,  your  madam  will  whine  ; 
And  then  you  may  kifs  the  low  end  of  her  fpine. 
But  enough  of  this  poetry  Alexandrine  : 
I  hope  you  will  not  think  this  •a.pafquine. 

A    PORTRAIT 

FROM   THE  LIFE. 

COME  fit  by  my  fide,  while  this  picture  I  draw : 

In  chattering  a  magpie,  in  pride  a  jackdaw  ; 

A  temper  the.  devil  himfelf  could  not  bridle  ; 

Impertinent  mixture  of  bufy  and  idle ; 

As  rude  as  a  bear,  no  mule  half  fo  crabbed  ; 

She  fwills  like  a  fow,  and  fhe  breeds  like  a  rabbit  r 

A  houfewife  in  bed,  at  table  a  flattern  ; 

For  all  an  example,  for  no  one  a  pattern. 

Now  tell  me,  friend  Thomas  f,  Ford§,  Grattan||, 

and  merry,  Dan  f , 
Has  this  any  likenefs  to  good  madam  Sheridan  ? 


*   i.  e.  In  Dublin. 

f   The  feat  of  Lady  Mountcajbel,  near  Dublin. 

\  Dr.  ^Thomas  Sheridan. 

Claries  Ford  of  Woodpark,  Efq. 

Reve  rend  John  Graf  tan. 

Reverend  Daniel  Jaclfon, 


O     E     M    3. 


UPON  STEALING  A  CROWN,  WHEN  THE 
DEAN  WAS  ASLEEP. 

BY  DR.  SHERIDAN. 

DEAR  Dean,  fmce  you  in  fleepy  wife  t 

Have  op'd  your  mouth  and  clos'cl  your  eyes; 
Like  ghoft,  I  glide  along  your  floor, 
And  foftly  {hut  the  parlour-door  : 
For,  fhould  I  break  your  fvveet  repofc, 
Who  knows  what  money  you  might  lofe  ; 
Since  oftentimes  it  lias  been  found, 
A  dream  has  given  ten  thoufand  pound  ? 
Then  ileep,  my  friend  ;   dear  Dean,  fleep  on, 
And  all  you  get  fhall  be  your  own  ; 
Provided  you  to  this  agree, 
That  all  you  iofe  belongs  to  me. 

•THE  DEAN'S  ANSWER. 

So,  about  twelve  at  night,  the  punk  . 

Steals  from  the  cully  when  he's  drunk  ; 

Nor  is  contented  with  a  treat, 

Without  her  privilege  to  cheat. 

Nor  can  I  the  leafl  difference  find, 

But  that  you  left  no  clap  behind. 

But,  jeft  apart,  reftore,  you  capon  ye, 

My  twelve  thirteens*  and  fix-pence  ha'penny. 

To  eat  my  meat,  and  drink  my  mcdlicot, 

And  then  to  give  me  fuch  a  deadly  cut—  - 

But  'tis  obferv'd,  that  men  in  gowns 

Are  moft  inclin'd  to  plunder  crowns. 

Could  you  but  change  a  crown  as  eafy 

As  you  can  fteal  one,  how  'twould  pleafe  ye  ! 

I  thought  the  lady  f  at'St.  Catharine's 

Knew  how  to  fet  you  better  patterns  ; 

For  this  I  will  not  dine  with  Agmondifham  f., 

And  for  his  victuals  let  a  ragman  difh'em. 

THE  STOR?vI  : 
MINERVA'S  PETITION. 

PALLAS,  a  goddefs  chafte  and  wife, 

Defcending  lately  from  the  fkies, 

To  Neptune  went,  and  begg'd  in  forni 

He'd  give  his  orders  for  a  ilorm  ; 

A  llorm,  to  drown  that  rafcal  Horte, 

And  ihe  would  kindly  thank  him  for't  : 

A  wretch  !  whom  Englifh  rogues,  to  fpite  her, 

Had  lately  honour'd  with  a  mitre, 

The  god,  who  favour'd  her  requeft, 
AiTur'd  her  he  would  do  his  beffc  : 
But  Vtmjs  had  been  there  before, 
Pleaded  the  biihop  lov'd  a  whore, 
And  had  enlarg'd  her  empire  wide  ; 
He  own'd  no  deity  befi.de. 
At  fea  or  land,  if  e'er  you  found  him 
Without  a  miftrefs,  hang  or  drown  him. 
Since  Burnet's  death,  the  biihop's  bench,  ' 
Till  Hcrte  arriv'd,  ne'er  kept  a  wench  : 
If  Horte  muft  fink,  fhe  grieves  to  tell  it, 
She'Jl  not  have  left  one  fingle  prelate  ; 


i^  pajfcth  for  thirteen  pence  in  Ireland. 
"j"  Lady  J\tfountCijfl>el. 

\   'Agtnendijbam   Fcffy,   Efq.   a  'very  I'.'ort 
an^r  -.vkw  I\T  L<ur.  had  a  great  efte&m. 


For,  to  fay  truth,  fhe  did  inicnd  him, 
Elect  of  Cyprus  in  commendam. 
And,  fince  her  birth  the  ocean  gave  her, 
She  could  not  doubt  her  uncle's  favour. 
Then  Proven;;  urtfd  the  fame  requsfr, 

carutfl,  half  in  jtfl;  ;. 
•Sind  he — "  f '  ,  the  main, 

"  To  drown  h'm  all  attempts  arc  vain  ; 
"  Ho  .,  .us  than  I, 

"  A  rake,  a  bully,  pimp,  or  fpy  ; 
"  Can  creep  cr  ruii,  or  fly  or  fwkn  ; 
"  All  motions  are  alike  to  h 
«  Turn  him  adrift,,  and  you  ft  all  find 
"  He  knows  to  fail  with  every  v/ind  : 
"  Or,  throw  him  overboard,  he:il  ride 
"  As  well  againft  as  with  the  tide. 
"  But,  Pallas,  you've  apply 'd  too  late; 
"  For  'tis  decreed,  by  Jove  and  Pate, 
«  That  Ireland  niUit  be  .foon  deftroy'd, 
"  And  who  but  Horte  can  be  employ 'd  ? 
"  You  need  not  then  Lave  been  lo  pert, 
"  In  fending  Bolton  *  to  Clonfert. 
"  I  found  you  did  it,  by  your  grinning  ; 
"  Your  bufinefs  is,  to  mind  your  fpinnino", 
"  But  how  you  came  to  interpofc 
"  In  making  bifhops,  no  one  snows  : 
"  Or  who  regarded  your  report ; 
"  For  never  v/ere  you  fecn  at  court. 
"  And  if  you  muft  have  your  petition, 
"  There's  Berkeley -f  in  the  fame  condition; 
"  Look,  there  he  flauus,  and  'tis  but  juft, 
"  If  one  muft  drown  the  other  muft  ; 
"  But,  if  you'll  leave  us  bilhop  Judr.s, 
"  We'll  give  rou  Berkeley  for  Bermudas. 
"  Now,  if  'twill  gratify  your  fpight, 
"  To  put  him  in  a  plaguy  fright, 
"  Although  'tis  hardly  worth  the  coir., 
"  You  foon  fhall  fee  him  foundly  toft. 
"  You'll  find  him  fw^ar,  blafpheme,  and 
"  (And  every  inoment  take  a  dram) 
"  His  ghaftly  vifage  with  an  air 
Of  reprobation  and  defpair  : 
Or  elfe  fome  hid-ng-hole  he  feeks, 
"  For  fear  the  reft  fhould  fay  he  fqueaks; 
Or,  as  Fitzpatrick  j:  did  before, 
Refolvc  to  perifh  \vit!i  his  whore  ; 
Or  elfe  he  raves,  and  roars,  and  fwears, 
And,  but  for  fhaine,  would  fay  his  prayers, 
"  Or,  would  you  fee  his  fpirits  fink, 
"  Relaxing-  downwards  in  a  ftink  ? 
If  fuch  a  fight  as  this  can  pleafc  ye, 
Good  madam  Pallas,  pray  be  eafy, 
"  To  Neptune  fpeak,  and  he'll  confent ; 
But  he  11  come  back  the  knave  he  went."( 
The  goddefs,  who  conceiv'd  an  hope 
That  Hcrte  was  deftin'd  to  a  rope, 
Believ'd  it  beft  to  ccndefcend 
To  fpare  a  foe,  to  fave  a  friend : 
But,  fearing  Berkeley  might  be  fcar'dj 
She  left  him  virtue  for  a  guard. 


*  Afterwards  ArcbbiJLsp  of  CaJbelL 

•f  Dr.  George  Berkeley^  dean  of  D~~rry,   and  after- 


\   Brigadier  Fitzpatrick   inis   droivnsd  in  one  of  tbt 
packet-Louts  in  tbt  lay  of  Dublin,  in  a  grsat Jliirm, 

Fij 
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ODE  ON  SCIENCE. 

$H,  heavenly-born  !  in  deepeft  dells 
If  faireft  fcience  ever  dwells 

Beneath  the  moffy  cave; 
tndulge  the  verdure  of  the  woods ; 
With  azure  beauty  gild  the  floods, 

And  flowery  carpets  lave  ; 

For  melancholy  ever  reigns 
Delighted  in  the  fylvan  fcenes 

With  fcientific  light ; 
While  Dian,  huntrefs  of  the  vales, 
Seeks  lulling  founds  and  fanning  gale*. 

Though  wrapt  fro'in  mortal  Tight. 

'Vet,  goddefs;  yet  the  way  explore 
With  magic  rites  and  heathen  lore 

Obftructed  and  deprefs'd ; 
Till  Wifd6m  give  the  facred  Nine, 
Untaught,  not  uninfpirM,  to  fhine, 

By  Reafon' s  power  redrefs'd. 

When  6oion  and  Lycurgus  taught 
To  moralize  the  human  thought 

Of  mad  opinion's  maze, 
To  erring  zeal  they  gave  new  laws'. 
Thy  charms,  O  Liberty,  the  caufe 

That  blends  congenial  rays. 

Bid  bright  Aftraa  gild  the  morn, 
Or  bid  a  hundred  funs  be  born, 

To  hecatomb  the  year  ; 
Without  thy  aid,  in  vain  the  poles, 
In  vain  the  zodiac  fyftem  rolls, 

In  vain  the  lunar  fphcre. 

Come,  faireft  princefs  of  the  throng, 
Bring  fwift  Philofophy  along 

In  metaphyfic  dreams  ; 
While  raptur'd  bards  no  more  behold 
A  vernal  age  of  purer  gold 

In  Heliconian  ftreams. 

Drive  Thraldom  with  malignant  hand? 
To  cnrfe  fome  other  deftin'd  land 

By  Folly  led  aftray  : 
lerne  bear  on  azure  wing  ; 
Energic  let  her  foar  and  fing 

Thy  univerfal  fway. 

So,  when  Amphion  bade  the  lyre 
To  more  majeftic  found  afpire, 

Behold  the  madding  throng, 
In  wonder  and  oblivion  drown'd, 
To  fculpture  turn'd  by  magic  found 

And  petrifying  fong. 


STELLA'S  BIRTH-DAY. 

March  13.  1726. 

THIS  day,  whate'er  the  fates  decree, 
Shall  ftill  be  kept  with  joy  by  me  : 
This  day  then  let  us  not  be  told, 
That  you  are  fick,  and  I  grovn  old  ; 
Nor  think  on  your  approachif  g  ills, 
And  talk  of  fpectacles  and  pills  : 
To-morrow  will  be  time  enough 
To  hear  fuch  mortifying  ftuff. 


ret,  fmce  from  reafon  may  be 
A  better  and  more  pleafing  thought, 
Which  can,  in  fpite  of  all  decays, 

upport  a  few  remaining  days  ; 
From  not  the  graveft  of  Divines 
Accept  for  once  fome  ferious  lines. 

Although  we  now  can  form  no  more 
Long  fchemes  of  life,  a-s  heretofore  ; 
Yet  you,  while  time  is  running  faft, 
Can  look  with  joy  on  what  is  paft. 
Were  future  happinefs  and  pain 
A  mere  contrivance  of  the  brain  ; 
As  atheifts  argue,  to  entice 
And  fit  their  profelytes  for  vice 
(The  only  comfort  they  propose, 
To  have  companions  in  their  woes)  : 
Grafit  this  the  cafe  ;  yet  fure  'tis  hart! 

That  virtue,  ftyl'd  its  own  reward, 
And  by  all  fages  underftood 
To  be  the  chief  of  human  good, 
Should  acting  die ;  nor  leave  behind 
Some  lafting  pleafure  in  the  mind, 
Which  by  remembrance  will  affuage 

Grief,  ficknefs,  poverty,  and  age, 

And  ftrongly  fhoot  a  radiant  dart 

To  fhine  through  life's  declining  part. 
Say,  Stella,  feel  you  no  content, 

Reflecting  on  a  life  well  fpent ; 

Your  fkilful  hand  employ 'd  to  fave 

Defpairing  wretches  from  the  grave  ; 

And  then  fupporting  with  your  ftore 

Thole  whom  you  dragg'd  from  death  before? 

So  Providence  on  mortals  waits, 

Preferving  what  it  firft  creates. 

Your  generous  boldnefs  to  defend 

An  innocent  and  abfent  friend  ; 

That  courage  which  pan  make  you  juft 

To  merit  humbled  in  the  duft  ; 

The  deteftation  you  exprefs 

For  vice  in  all  its  glittering  drcfs ; 

That  patience  under  tottering  pain, 

Where  ftubborn  ftoics  would  complain  ; 

Muil  thefe  like  empty  fhadows  pafs, 

Or  forms  neglected  from  a  glafs  ? 

Or  mere  chimeras  in  the  mind, 

That  fly,  and  leave  no  mark  behind  ? 

Does  not  the  body  thrive  and  grow 

By  food  of  twenty  years  ago  ? 

And,  had  it  not  been  ftill  iupply'd, 

It  muft  a  thoufand  times  have  died. 

Then  who  with  reafon  can  maintain 

That  no  effects  of  food  remain  ? 

And  is  not  virtue  in  mankind 

The  nutriment  that  feeds  the  mind ; 

Upheld  by  each  good  action  paft, 

And  ftill  continued  by  the  laft  ? 

Then,  who  with  reafon  can  pretend 

That  all  effects  of  virtue  end  ? 

Believe  me,  Stella,  when  you  fhow 

That  true  conterhpt  for  things  below* 

Nor  prize  your  life  for  other  ends 

Than  merely  to  oblige  your  friends ; 

Your  former  actions  claim  their  part, 

And  join  to  fortify  your  heart. 

For  virtue,  in  her  daily  race, 

Like  Janus,  bears  a  double  face  ; 

Looks  back  with  joy  where  fhe  has  gone\ 

And  therefore  gx>es  with  courage  on  ; 


POEMS. 


your  ficklr  couch  will  wait, 
And  guide  you  to  a  better  ilate. 

O  then,  whatever  Heaven  intends, 
Take  pity  on  your  pitying  friends ! 
Nor  let  your  ills  affect  your  mind, 
To  fancy  they  can  be  unkind. 
Me,  furely  me,  you  ought  to  fpare, 
"Who  gladly  would  your  fuSering  fhare  : 
Or  give  my  fcrap  of  life  to  you, 
And  think  it  far  beneath  your  due  ; 
You  to  whole  care  fo  oft  I  owe 
That  I'm  alive  to  tell  you  fo. 

HORACE,    BOOK  I.     O  D  E  XIV. 

Tfiraphrafed,  and  infcribed  to  Ireland.     1726. 

THE    INSCRIPTION. 

Poor  floating  ifle,  toft  on  ill-fortune's  waves, 
Oi'Jain'd  by  fate  to  be  the  land  of  (laves  ; 
Shall  moving  Delos  now  deep-rooted  ftand  ; 
Thou,  fix'd  of  old,  be  now  the  moving  land  ? 
Although  the  metaphor  be  worn  and  ftale, 
Betwixt  a  ftate  and  veflel  under  fail ; 
Lat  me  fuppofe  thee  for  a  fliip  a  while, 
And  thus  addrels  thee  in  the  failor's  ftyle : 

UNHAPPY  fliip,  thon  art  returned  in  vain  : 
New  waves  fhail  drive  thee  to  the  deep  again. 
Look  to  tKyfelf,  and  be  no  more  the  fport 
Of  giddy  winds,  but  make  fome  friendly  port. 
Loft  are  thy  pars,  that  us'd  thy  courfe  to  guide, 
Like  faithful  counfellors,  on  either  fide. 
Thy  maft,  which  like  fome  aged  patriot  flood 
The  fingle  pillar  for  his  country's  good, 
To  lead  thee,  as  a  ftaff  directs  the  blind, 
^Behold  it  cracks  by  yon  rough  taftern  wind. 
Your  cable's  burft,  and  you  iriuft  quickly  feel 
The  waves  impetuous  enter  at  your  keel. 
Thus  commonwealths  receive  a  foreign  yoke, 
When  the  ftrong  cojrds  of  union  cnce  are  broke. 
Torn  by  a  fudden  ternpeft  is  thy  fail, 
Expanded  to  invite  a  milder  gale. 

As  when  fome  writer  in  the  public  caufe 
His  pen,  to  fave  a  linking  nation,  draws. 
While  all  is  calm,  his  arguments  prevail ; 
The  people's  voice  expands  his  paper-fail  • 
Till  power,  difcharging  all  her  ftormy  bags, 
Flutters  the  feeble  pamphlet  into  rags. 
The  nation  fcar'd,  the  author  doom'd  to  death, 
Who  fondly  put  his  truft  in  poplar  breath. 

A  larger  iacrirlce  in  vain  you  vow; 
There's  not  a  power  above  will  help  you  now  : 
A  nation  thus, "who  oft'  Heaven's  call  neglects, 
In  vain  from  injur'd  Heaven  relief  expects. 

'Twill  not  avail, when  thy  ftrong  fides  are  broke 
That  thy  defcent  is  from  the  Britifli  oak ; 
Or,  when  your  name  nnd  family  you  boaft, 
From  fleets  triumphant  o'er  the  Gallic  coaft. 
Such  was  lerne's  claim,  as  juft  as  thine, 
Her  fons  defcended  from  the  Britilh  line  ; 
Her  matcnlefs  fons,  whofe  valour  ftill  remains 
On  French  records  for  twenty  long  campaigns : 
Yet,  from  an  emprels  now  a  captive  grown, 
She  fav'd'Britannia's  rights  and  loft  her  own. 

In  fliips  decay 'd  no  mariner  confides, 
Lur'd  by  tJje  gilded  Item  and  painted  fic'ss ; 


Yet  at  a  ball  unthinking  fools  delight 
In  the  gay  trappings  of  a  birth-day  night : 
They  on  the  gold  brocades  and  fatins  rav'd, 
And  quite  forgot  their  country  was  enflavM. 
Dear  veflel,  ftill  be  to  thy  rteeraee  juft. 
Nor  change  thy  courfe  with  every  fudden  guft ; 
Like  fupple  patriots  of  the  modern  fort, 
Who  turn  with  every  gale  that  blows  from 

Weary  and  fea-fick  when  in  thee  confined, 
Now  for  thy  fafety  cares  diftract  my  mind ; 
As  thofe  who  long  have  flood  the  ftorms  of  ftate 
Retire,  yet  ftill  bemoan  their  country's  fate. 
Beware  ;  and  when  you  hear  the  furges  roar, 
Avoid  the  rocks  on  Britain's  angry  iliore. 
They  lie,  alas  !  too  eafy  to  be  found  ; 
For  thee  alone  they  lie  the  ifland  round. 

VERSES 
ON  THE  SUDDEN  DRYING  UP  OF  ST.  PATRICK'S 

WELL, 

Near  Trinity  College,  Dublin.     1726. 

BY  holy  zeal  infpirM,  and  led  by  fame, 

To  thee,  once  favourite  ifle,  with  joy  I  came  ; 

What  time  the  Goth,  the  Vandal,  and  the  Huns 

Had  my  own  flative  Italy  *  o'er-run. 

leme,  to  the  world's  remoteft  parts, 

Renown'd  for  valour,  policy  and  arts. 

Hither  from  Colchosf,  with  the  fleecy  ore, 
Jafon  arriv'd  two  thoufand  years  before. 
Thee,  happy  ifland,  Pallas  call'd  her  own, 
When  haughty  Britain  was  a  land  unknown  J  : 
From  thee,  with  pride,  the  Caledonian^  trace 
The  glorious  founder  of  their  kingly  race  : 
Thy  martial  fons,  whom  now  they  dare  defpife, 
Did  once  their  land  fubdue  and  civilize  : 
Their  drefs,  their  language,  and  the  Scottifh  name, 
Cv>nfefs  the  foil  from  whence  the  victors  came  §. 
yv'ell  may  they  boaft  that  ancient  blood  whick 

runs 
Within  their  veins,  who  are  thy  younger  fons  ||, 


*  Italy  was  not  properly  the  native  place  of 
St.  Patrick,  but  the  place  of  his  education,  and 
'where  he  received  bis  wiffion  ;  andbecqufe  he  had 
his  neiu  birth  there,  henc^,  by  poetical  licence,  and. 
by  fcripture  figure,  our  author  calls  that  country 
his  native  Italy,  IRISH  ED. 

f  Orpheus,  or  the  ancient  author  of  the  Greek 
poem  on  the  Argonautic  expedition,  luhoever  he 
be,  fays,  that  Jafon,  'who  manned  the  j'uip  Argas 
at  Theffaly,  failed  to  Ireland.  IRISH  ED. 

\  Tacitus,  in  the  life  of  Julius  Agricola,  fays, 
that  the  harbours  of  Ireland,  on  account  of  thefe 
commerce,  were  better  known  to  the  world  than 
thofe  of  Britain.  IRISH  ED. 

§  The  argument  here  turns  on,  tuhat  the  authon- 
of  courfe  took  for  granted,  the  prefect  Scots  being 
the  defcendants  of  Iriffj  emigrants. 

j|  On  the  authority  of  Bucianan  and  his  prc- 
dece/ors,  the  hijtor'ical  part  of  this  poem  feem*. 
founded,  as  'well  as  the  notes  figged  IRISH  ED,, 
fome  of  which,  it  is  fuppofe  d,  >u.fre  *i.-iirten  £y 
tkc  D-.an  himfelf. 
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A  conquer!  snd  a  colony  ficra  thee. 
The  mother-kingdom  left  her  children  free  ; 
From  thee  no  mark  of flavery  they  felt : 
Not  fo  with  thee  thy  bale  invaders  dea-lt; 
Invited  here  to  vengeful  Morrough's  aid  *, 
Thofe  whom  they  could   not  conquer,  they  be 
tray 'd. 

Britain,  by  thee  \ve  fell,  ungrateTul  ifle  ! 
Not  by  thy  valour,  but  fuperior  guile  : 
Britain,  .with  fuame,  confefs  this  land  of  mine 
Firft  taught  thee  human  knowledge  and  divine  f  ; 
My  prelates  and  my  ftudents,  fent  from  hence, 
Madp  your  fons  converts  both  to  God  and  feme  : 
Not  like  the  pallors  of  thy  ravenous  breed, 
Who  come  to  fleece  the  flocks,  and  not  to  feed. 

Wrjtched  lerne  !  with  what  grief  I  fee 
The  fatal  changes  Time  hath  mads  on  thee  ! 
The  Chriftian  rites  I  introduc'd  in  vain  : 
Lo  !  infidelity  feturad  again  ! 
Freedom  r.nJ  virtue  in  thy  fens  I  found, 
AVho  now  in  vice  and  flavcry  are  drown'd. 

By  faith  and  prayer,  this  crofter  in  my  hand, 
I  drove  the  venom 'd  ferpent  from  thy  land; 
The  rtiepherd  in  his  bower  might  ilecp  or  inig  |, 
Nor  dread  the  adderi>  tooth,  nor  fcorpion's  fling. 

With  omens  oft'  I  f:rove  to  warn  thy  fwains, 

r.s,  the  types  of  thy  impending  chains. 
1  fent  the  rmirrpie  from  the  Eritifh  foil, 
With  reftlefs  beak  thy  blooming  fruit  to  fpo'.l, 
To  din  thine  ears  Wii.ii  unharmonious  clack, 
And  haunt  thy  holy  walls  in  white  and  black. 
What  elie  are  thole  thou  feeft  in  Bifliops'  geer, 
Who  crop  the  nurftries  of  learning  here  ; 
Afpiring,  greedy,  fall  of  fenfelefs  prate, 
Devour  the  church,  and  chatter  to  the  it  ate  ? 

As  you  grew  more  dcgeneratg  and  bale, 
I  fent  you  millions  of  the  croaking  race  : 
Emblems  of  infccTs  vile,  who  fpread  their  fpawn 
Through  all  thy  land,  in  armour,  fur,  and  lawn  ; 
A  naufeous  brood,  that  fills  your  fenate  walls, 
And  in,  the  chambers  of  your  viceroy  crawls  ! 


*  In  the  reign  of  King  Henry  II.  tier  mot. 
M'Morrougb,  king  of  Leinjtcr,  being  deprived  of 
bis  kingdom  by  Roderick  O'Connor,  ki?/g  of  Con- 
naught,  be  invited  the  Engl;fh  over  as  auxilia 
ries,  ami  promifcd  Richard  titrangbow,  Earl  of 
Pembroke,  his  daughter  and  all  his  dominions  as 
a  portion.  By  this  ajfi/lance,  M'Morrongh  re 
covered  his  crown,  and  Str-JUgLc-'j  became  pof- 
fffjed  ofallLeinftcr.  IRISH  ED. 

f  St.  Patrick  arrived  in  Ireland  in  the  year 
431,  and  completed  the  ccnverfioji  of  the  natives, 
*iihich  had  besn  begun  by  Palladius  and  others. 
Ami,  as  bijhop  Nicholfon  olferves,  Ireland  foon 
liffime  the  fountain  of  Iearni7ig,  to  which  all  the 
Weflern  Chrijiians,  as  wall  as  the  Englijb,  had  re- 
fcwfe.  not  only  for  itiftrii&icns  in  the  principles 
(f  religion,  but  in  all  forts  of  literature ,  viz.  Le- 
gendi  et  fcholafticse  eruditionis  gratia.  IRISH 
Er>. 

J  There  are  nofnakes,  vipers,  or  toads,  in  ire- 
land  ;  and  even  frogs  were  not  known  here  un 
til  ai  out  the  year  1700.  The  magpies  came  a 
•  time  before ;  aud.  tk.e  Norway  rats  llnce. 
£o.  * 


See,  where  that  new-devouring  vermin  run?,, 
Sent  in  my  anger  from  the  land  of  Huns  ! 
With  harpy-claws  it  undermines  the  ground, 
And  fudden  fpreads  a  numerous  offspring  round. 
Th'  amphibious  tyrant,  with  his  ravenous  band, 
Drains  all  thy  lakes  of  filli,  of  fruits  thy  land. 

Where  is  the  holy  well  that  bore  my  name  ? 
Fled  to  the  fountain  back,  from  whence  it  came  ! 
Fair    Freedom's  emblem  once,  which   irnoothly 
And  bleflings  equally  on  all  bellows.  [flows, 

Here,  from  the  neighbouring  *  nurfery  of  arts, 
The  itudents,  drinking,  raised  their  wit  and  parts  ; 
Here,  for  an  age  and  mare,  improv'd  their  vein, 
Their  Phccbus  I,  my  fpring  their  Hippocrene. 
Difcourag'd  youths  !  now  all  their  hopes  muft  fail, 
Coudemn'd  to  country  cottages  and  ale  ; 
To  foreign  prelates  make  a  flavifli  court, 
A.nd  by  their  fwcat  procure  a  mean  fupport ; 
Or,  for  the  clatncs,  read  "  TV  Attorney's  Guide;" 
CollecT:  excife,  or  wait  upon  the  tide. 

Oh  !  that  I  had  been  apoftle  to  the  Swifs, 
Qr  hardy  Scot,  or  any  land  but  this ; 
Cornbiu'din  arms,  they  had  their  fees  defied, 
And  kept  their  liberty,  or  bravely  died. 
Thou  flill  with  tyrants  in  fucceflion  curft, 
The  laft  invaders  trampling  on  the  fir  It : 
Now  fondly  hope  for  fomc  reverie  of  fate, 
Virtue  herleif  v-ould  now  return  too  late. 
Not  half  thy  courie  of  mifery  is  run, 
Thy  greateft  evils  yet  are  fcarce  begun. 
Soon  mail  thy  fons  (the  time  is  juit  at  hand) 
Be  all  made  captives  in  their  native  land  ; 
When,  for  the  ufe  of  no  Hibernian  born, 
Shall  rife  one  blade  of  grafs,  one  car  of  corn  ; 
When  {hells  and  leather  fiiall  for  money  pals, 
Nor  thy  oppreffing  lords  afford  the  bra  is  ]-. 
But  all  turn  leafers  to  that  \  mongrel  breed, 
Who,  from  .thee  fprung,  yet  on  thv  vitals  feed  j 
Who  to  yon  ravenous  ifle  thy  treatures  bear, 
And  vvafte  in  luxury  thy  harvefls  there  ; 
For  priclq  and  ignorance  a  proverb  grown, 
The  jeftof  wit?,  and  to  the  court  unknown. 

I  icorn  thy  fpuiious  and  degenerate  line, 
And  from  this  hour  my  patronage  rcfign. 

ON  READING  DR.  YOUNG'S  SATIRES 

CALLED    THE    UNIVERSAL    PASSION, 

By  which  he  means  Pride.     17:6". 

IF  there  be  truth  in  what  you  ling, 
Such  godlike  virtues  in  the  king  ; 
A  minifter  §  fo  fill'd  with  zeal 
And  wifdom  for  the  common-weal : 


*  The  Univerfity  of  Dublin,  celled  Trinity 
College,  was  founded  by  Queen  Elizabeth  in  1591. 
IRISH  ED. 

f  IVovd1  s  ruinous proj eft  in  1724.     IRISH  ED, 
I  The  abfentees,  who  fpcnt  the  income  of  their 

Iriflj  ejlales,  f  laces,  and  peujions,  in  England. 

IRISH  ED. 

§  Sir  Robert  Walpzle,  afterwards  Earl  ofQr- 
ford. 
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If  he  *  who  in  the  chair  prefides 
So  fteadiJy  -the  fenate  guides  : 
If  others,  whom  you  make  your  theme, 
Are  feconds  in  the  glorious  fcheme  : 
If  every  peer  whom  yon  commend, 
To  worth  and  learning  be  a  friend  : 
If  this  be  truth,  as  you  atteft, 
What  land  was  ever  half  fo  bled  ? 
No  falfehood  now  among  the  great, 
And  tradefmen  now  no  longer  cheat  ; 
Now  on  the  bench  fair  Juiiice  fhines, 
Her  fcale  to  neither  fide  inclines ; 
Now  pride  and  cruelty  are  flown, 
And  mercy  here  exalts  her  throne  : 
For  fuch  is  good  example's  power 
It  does  its  office  every  hour, 
Where  governors  are  good  and  wife; 
'Or  elfe  the  trued  maxim  lies : 
For  fo  we  find  all  ancient  fages 
Decree,  that,  ad  exeniplum  regis, 
Through  all  the  realm  his  virtues  run» 
Ripening  and  kindling  like  the  fun. 
If  this  be  true,  then  how  much  more 
When  you  have  nam'd  at  leaft  a  fcore 
Of  courtiers,  each  in  their  degree, 
If  poffible,  as  good  as  he  ? 

Or  take  it  in  a  different  view. 
I  afk  (if  what  you  fay  be  true) 
If  you  affirm  the  prefent  age 
Deferves  your  fatire's  keeneft  rage  : 
If  that  fame  univerfal  pajjion 
With  every  vice  had  fill'd  the  nation  : 
If  virtue  dares  not  venture  down 
A  fingle  ftep  beneath  the  crown  : 
If  clergymen,  to  fhow  their  wit, 
Praife  daffies  more  than  holy  writ : 
If  bankrupts,  when  they  are  undone, 
Into  the  fenate-houfe  can  run, 
And  fell  their  votes  at  fuch  a  rate 
As  will  retrieve  a  lott  eftate  : 
If  law  be  fuch  a  partial  whore, 
To  fpare  the  rich,  and  plague  the  poor: 
If  thefe  be  of  all  crimes  the  worit, 
What  land  wisever  halffo  emit? 

THE  DOG  AND  THIEF.     1726. 

CUJOTH  the  thief  to  the  dog,  let  me  into  your  doon 

And  I'll  give  you  thefe  delicate  bits. 
Quoth  the  dog,  1  ihaii  then  be  more  villian  than 
•    And  befides  mull  be  out  of  my  wits.      [you're, 

Your  delicate  bits  will  not  ferve  me  a  meal, 
But  my  maftereach  day  gives  me  bread; 

You'll  fly,  when  you  get  what  ye  came  here  to 
And  I  muft  be  hang'd  in  your  ftead.          [fteal, 

*  The  ftock-jobber  thus  from  'Change-alley  goes 
And  tips  you  the  freeman  a  wink  ;          [down, 
Let  .me  have  but  your  vote  to  ferve  for  the  town, 
And  here  is  a  guinea  to  drink. 

Says  the  freeman,  your  guinea  to-night  will  be 
Y0ur  offers  of  bribery  ceafe  :  [1'pent ! 

I'll  vote  for  my  landlord,  to  whom  I  pay  rent, 
Or  elfe  I  may  forfeit  my  leafe. 

*  Sir  Spencer  Comptoiz,  then,  fpeakfr,  after 
wards  Earl  of  Wilmington* 


From  London  they  come,  filly  people  to  choofe, 
Their  lands  and  their  faces  unknown  : 

Who'd  vote  a  rogue  into  the  parliarnent-houfe, 
That  would  turn  a  man  out  of  his  own  ! 

ADVICE 

TO  THE  GRUB-STREET  VERSE-WRITERS.    1726. 

YE  poets  ragged  and  forlorn, 

Down  from  your  garrets  hafte  ; 
Ye  rhymers  dead  as  ibon  as  born, 

Not  yet  confign'd  to  pafte  ; 

I  know  a  trick  to  make  you  thrive  ;  ' 

O,  'tis  a  quaint  device: 
Your  ftiil-born  poems  fhall  revive. 

And  fcorn  to  wrap  up  fpice. 

Get  all  your  verfes  printed  fair, 

And  let  them  well  be  dried  ; 
And  Curll  muft  have  a  fpecial  care 

To  leave  the  margin  wide. 

Lend  thefe  to  paper-fparing  *  Pope  ; 

And  when  he  fits  to  write, 
No  letter  with  an  envelope 

Could  give  him  more  delight. 

When  Pope  has  fill'd  the  margins  round, 

Wh.y  then  recall  your  loan  ; 
Sell  them  to  Curll  for  fifty  pound, 

And  fvvear  they  are  your  own. 

TO     A    LADY, 

WHO    DESIRED    THE    AUTHOR    TO    WRITE    SOME 
VERSES    UPON    HER    IN    THE    HEROIC    STYLE. 

Written  at  London^  in  1726. 


venting  all  my  fpite, 
Tell  me,  what  have  I  to  write  ? 
Every  error  I  could  find 
Through  the  mazes  of  your  mind, 
Have  my  bufy  Mufe  employ'd 
Till  the  company  was  cloy'd. 
Are  you  pofitive  and  fretful, 
Heedlefs,  ignorant,  forgetful  ? 
Thofe,  and  twenty  follies  more, 
I  have  often  told  before. 

Hearken  what  my  lady  fays  : 
Hare  I  nothing  then  to  praife  ? 
Ill  it  fits  you  to  be  witty, 
Where  a  fault  fhould  move  your  pity, 
If  you  think  me  too  conceited, 
Or  to  paffion  quickly  heated  ; 
If  my  wandering  head  be  lefs 
Set  on  reading  than  on  drefs  ; 
If  I  always  feem  too  dull  t'ye  ; 
I  can  folve  the  diffi  —  culty. 

You  would  teach  me  to  be  wife  ; 
Truth  and  honour  how  to  prize  ; 


*  Tie  original  copy  of  Mr.  Papers  celebrated 
tranjlation  of  Homer  (prefer-ved  in  the  Eritijlj 
IVLufewti}  is  almnjt  entirely  'written  on  the  covers 
of  letter^  andfometimes  between  the  lint  s  of  tbf. 
tetters  than/elves. 
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How  to  mine  in  converfation, 
And  with  credit  fill  my  ftation 
How  to  relifh  notions  high  ; 
How  to  live,  and  how  to  die. 

Bat  it  was  decreed  by  fate — : 
Mr.  Dean,  you  come  too  late. 
"Well  I  know,  you  can  difcern, 
I  am  now  too  old  to  learn  : 
Tollies,  from  my  yoftth  inftill'd, 
Have  my  foul  entirely  fill'd  ; 
In  my  head  and  heart  they  centre, 
INor  will  let  your  lefTons  enter. 

Bred  a,  fondling  and  an  heirefs, 
Dreil  like  any  Lady  Mayorefs, 
Cocker'd  by  the  fervants  round, 
Was  too  good  to  touch  the  ground ; 
Thought  the  life  of  ev,ery  lady 
Should  be  one  continual  play-day--- 
Balls,  and  mafcmerades,  and  mows, 
yifits,  plays,  and  powder'd  beaux. 

Thus  you  have  my  cafe  at  large, 
And  may  now  perform  your  charge. 
Thofe  materials  I  have  furnifh'd, 
When  by  you  renn'd  and  burniih'd, 
Mutt,  that  all  the  world  may  know  'ern, 
Be  rcduc'd  into  a  poem. 

But,  I  beg,  fufpcnd  a  while 
That  fame  paltry,  burlefque  ftyle  ; 
Drop  for  once  your  conftant  rule, 
Turning  ail  to  ridicule  ; 
Teaching  others  how  to  ape  you  ; 
Court  nor  Parliament  can  'icape  you  : 
Treat  the  public  and  your  friends 
Both  alike,  while  neither  mends. 

Sing  my  praife  in  ftrain  fublime  : 
Treat  me  not  with  doggrel  rhyme. 
'Tis  but  juit,  you  mould  produce, 
With  each  fault,  each  fault's  excufe; 
Kot  to  publifh  every  trifle, 
And  my  few  perfections  ftifie, 
With  fome  gifts  at  leaft  endow  me^ 
iWhictt  my  very  foes  allow  me. 
Am  I  fpightful,  proud,  unjuft  ? 
Did  I  ever  break  my  trull? 
Which  of  all  our  modern  dames 
Cenfures  lefs,  or  lei's  defames  ? 
In  good  manners  am  I  faulty  ? 
Clan  you  call  me  rude  or  haughty  ?. 
Did  I  e'er  my  mite  withhold 
From  the  impotent  and  old  ? 
When  did  ever  I  omit 
Due  regard  for  men  of  wit  ? 
"When  have  I  efteev  exprefs'd 
For  a  coxcomb  gaily  drefs'd  ? 
Do  I,  like  the  female  tribe, 
Think  it  wit  to  fleer  and  gibe  2 
Who  with  lefs  deligning  ends 
Kindlier  entertains  their  friends  ; 
With  good  words,  and  countenance  fprightty ; 
Strives  to  treat  them  more  politely  ? 

Think  not  cards  my  chief  diveriion : 
''Tis  a  wrong,  unjuft  afperfion: 
Never  knew  I  any  good  in  'em, 
But  todofc  my  head  like  laudanum. 
"We  by  play,  as  men  by  drinking, 
Pafs  our  nights,  to  drive  out  thinking. 
f  From  my  ailments  give;  me  leifure, 
I  flull  read  and  think  with  pleafure ; 


onverfation  learn  to  reilib, 

nd  with  books  my  mind  ernbelhlls* 
Now,  methinks,  I  hear  ytm  cry, 
Mr.  Dean,  you  mult  reply. 

Madam,  I  allow  'tis  true  : 
All  thefe  praifes  are  your  due. 
You,  like  forne  acute  philosopher, 

very  fault  have  draw^ri  a  glofs  over  s 

'lacing  in  the  ftrongeft  light 
All  your  virtues  to  my  fight. 

Though  you  lead  a  blamelefs  life, 
Are  an  humble  prudent  wife, 
Anfvver  all  domeftic  ends  ; 
What  is  this  to  us  your  friends  ? 

"hough  your  children  by  a  nod 

tand  in  awe  without  a  rod  ; 
Though,  by  your  obliging  fway, 

ervants  love  you,  and  obey  ; 

Though  you  treat  us  with  a  fmile  ; 
Clear  your  looks,  and  fmooth  your  ftylej 

d  our  plates  from  every  dim ; 
This  is  not  the  thing  we  wifh. 

Colonel •  may  be  your  debtor  ; 

We  expect  employment  better. 

You  muft  learn,  if  you  would  gain  us 

With  good  fenle  to,  entertain  us. 

Scholars, when  good  fenfe  de&ribing^ 

Call  it  tajiitig  and  imbibing  : 

Metaphoric  meat  and  drink 

Is  to  underila'nd  and  think  : 

We  may  carve  for  others  thus  j 

And  let  others  carve  for  us  : 

To  difcourie  and  to  attend, 

Is  to  help  yourfetf  and  friend. 

Converfation  is  but  carving  ; 

Carve  for  all,  yourfelf  is  itarving  *, 

Give  no  more  to  every  gueft, 

Than  he's  able  to  digeit ; 

Give  him  always  of  the  prime, 

And  but  a  little  at  a  time. 

Carve  to  all  but  juft  enough  ; 

Let  them  neither  ftarve  nor  ftuff: 

And,  that  you  may  have  your  due, 

Let  your  neighbours  carve  for  you, 

This  comparifon  will  held, 

Could  it  well  in  rhyme  be  told 
How  converting,  liftening,  thinking, 
Juftly  may  refemble  drinking  ; 
For  a  friend  a  glafs  you  fill, 
What  is  this  but  to  inilill  ? 

To  conclude  this  long  effay ; 
Pardon,  if  I  difobey  : 
Nor,  againft  rny  natural  vein, 
Treat  you  in  heroic  Itrain. 
I,  as  all  the  parifh  knows, 
Hardly  can  be  grave  in  profe  : 
Still  to  lafli,  and  lafning  fmile, 
111  befits  a  lofty  ftyle. 
From  the  planet  of  my  birth 
I  encounter  vice  with  mirth. 
Wicked  minifters  of  ftate 
I  can  eaiier  icorn  than  hate  : 
And  I  find  it  anfwers  right ; 
Scorn  torments  them  more  than  fpight. 
All  the  vices  of  a  court 
Do  but  ferve  to  make  me  fport. 
Where  I  in  fome  foreign  realm/ 
Which  all  vices  overwhelm  \ 


POEMS. 


Should  a  monkey  wear  a  crown, 
jVluft  I  tremble  at  his  frown  ? 
Could  I  not,  through  all  his  ermine  ? 
Spy  the  ftrutting,  chattering  vermin  ? 
Safely  write  a  (mart  lampoon, 
To  expofe  the  briik  baboon  *  ? 

When  my  Mufe  officious  ventures 
On  the  nation's  reprefenters : 
Teaching  by  what  golden  rules 
tnto  knaves  they  turn  their  tools  : 
How  the  helm  isrul'd  by  Walpole, 
At  whofe  oars, like  Hayes,  they  all  pull; 
Let  the  veffel  fplit  on  ftielves ; 
With  the  freight  enrich  themfelves  : 
Safe  within  my  little  wherry, 
All  their  madnefs  makes  me  merry  ; 
Like  the  watermen  of  Thames, 
I  row  by,  and  call  them  names  ; 
Like  the  ever-laughing  fage, 
In  a  jeft  I  fpend  my  rage 
(Though  it  ir.uft  be  understood, 
I  would  hang  them,  if  I  could) : 
If  I  can  but  rill  my  nitch, 
I  attempt  no  higher  pitch  ; 
Leave  to  D'Anvers  and  'his  mate 
Maxims  wife  to  rule  the  ftate. 
Pultney  deep,  accomplifiVd  St.  Johns, 
Scourge  the  villains  with  a  vengeance  : 
Let  me,  though  the  fmell  be  noifome, 
Strip  their  bums;  let  f  Caleb hoife'emj 
Then  apply  Alecla's  whip, 
Till  they  wriggle,  howl,  and  fkip. 

Deuce  is  in  you,  Mr  Dean  : 
What  can  all  this  paffion  mean  ? 
Mention  courts !  you'll  ne'er  be  quiet 
)n  corruptions  running  riot. 
*nd  as  it  bents  your  ftation  ; 
Come  to  ufe  and  application  ; 
Nor  with  fenates  keep  a  fufs. 
i  fubmit ;  and  anfwer  thus : 

If  the  machinations  brewing, 
To  complete  the  public  ruin, 
Never  once  could  have  the  power 
To  affec~l  me  half  an  hour; 
Sooner  would  I  write  in  bufldns, 
Mournful  elegies  on  f  Bluefkins. 
If  I  laugh  at  Whig  and  Troy, 
I  conclude,  a  fortiori, 
All  your  eloquence  will  fcaroe 
Drive  me  from  my  favourite  farce* 
This  I  muft  infift  on  ;  for,  as 
It  is  well  obferv'd  by  §  Horace, 
Ridicule  hath  greater  power 
To  reform  the  world,  than  four. 
Horfes  thvis,  let  jockies  judge  elfe, 
Switches  better  guide  than  cudgels. 


*  This  poem,  for  an  obvious  refifon,  has  been 
mutilated  in  many  editions. 

f  Caleb  D'Anvers  was  the  name  ajj'umed  by 
Amhurjl,  the  ojlcnfible  writer  of  the  Craft/mail. 
'This  unfortunate  man  was  ncglcBed  by  his  no 
ble  patrons,  and  died  in  want  and  obfcurity. 

|  The  famous  thief,  who,  whifft  cu  his  trial 
ti  the  Old  Bailey,  Jtabled  Jonathan 

J  "  Ridiculum  acri,  "fcfa.11. 


Baitings  heavy,  dry,  obtufe, 
Only  dulnefs  can  produce  ; 

hile  a  little  gentle  jerking 
Sets  the  fpirits  all  a-working. 

Thus,  I  find  it  by  experiment, 
Scolding  moves  you  leis  than  merriment 
[  may  fterm  and  rage  in  vain  ; 
It  but  ftupifies  your  brain. 
But  with  raillery  to  nettle, 
Sets  your  thoughts  upon  their  mettle  ; 
Gives  imagination  fcope  ; 
Never  lets  the  mind  elope  ; 
Drives  out  braagling  and  contention, 
Brings  in  reafori  and  invention. 
For  your  fake  as  well  as  mine, 
I  the  lofty  ityle  decline. 
I  fhould  make  a  figure  fcurvy, 
And  your  head  turn  topfy-turvy. 

I,  who  love  to  hive  a  fling 
Both  at  fenate-houfe  and  king  ; 
That  they  might  fome  better  way  trea^ 
To  avoid  the  public  hatred; 
Thought  no  method  more  commodious, 
Than  to  fliow  their  vices  odious- 
Which  I  chofe  to  make  appear, 
Not  by  anger,  but  a  fncer. 
As  my  method  of  reforming 
Is  by  laughing,  not  by  ftorming 
(For  my  friends  have  always  thought 
Tendernefs  my  greatcft  fault)  ; 
Would  you  hi^ve  me  change  my  ftyle? 
On  your  faults  no  longer  Imile  ; 
But,  to  patch  up  all  our  quarrels, 
Quote  you  texts  from  Plutarch's  Morals- 
Or  from  Solomon  produce 
Maxims  teaching  Wifdom's  ufe  ? 

If  I  treat  you  like  a  crown'd-head, 
You  have  cheap  enough  compounded  j 
Can  you  put-in  higher  claims, 
Than  the  owners  of  St.  James? 
You  are,  not  lo  great  a  grievance, 
As  the  hirelings  of  St.  Stephen's, 
You  are  of  a  lower  clafs 
Thau  my  friend  Sir  Robert  Brafs. 
None  of  theie  have  mercy  found ; 
I  have  laugh'd,  and  lafh'd  then*  round. 

Have  you  feen  a  rocket  fly  ? 
You  would  fwear  it  pierc'd  the  Iky  ; 
It  but  reach'd  the  middle  air, 
Burfting  into  pieces  there  : 
Thoufand  fparkles  falling  down 
Light  on  many  a  coxcomb's  crown; 
See  what  mirth  the  fport  creates ; 
Singes  hair,  but  breaks  no  pates. 
Thus,  fhould  I  attempt  to  clinjb^ 
Treat  you  in  a  ftyle  fublime, 
Such  a  rocket  is  my  mufe  : 
Should  I  lofty  numbers  choofe, 
Ere  I  rqach'd  Parnafl'us'  top, 
I  fhould  burft,  and  burfting  drop  • 
All  myjire  would  fall  in  fcraps  ; 
Give  your  head  fome  gentle  raps  ; 
Only  make  it  fmart  awhile  : 
Then  could  I  forbear  to  Imile, 
When  I  found  the  tingling  pain 
Entering  warm  your  frigid  brain; 
Make  you  able  upon  fight 
To  decide  of  wrong  and 
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Talk  with  fenfe  whatever  you  pleafe  on ; 
Learn  to  relifli  truth  and  reaion  ? 

Thus  we  both  fliail  gain  our  prize  : 
I  to  laugh,  and  you  grow  wife. 

A  YOUNG  LADY'S  COMPLAINT, 

Tor  the  Stay  of  the  DEAN  iu  ENGLAND.  1726. 

BLOW,  ye  Zephyrs,  gentle  gales; 
Gently  fill  the  fuelling  fails, 
Neptune,  wuh  thy  trklent  long, 
Trident  three  -fork'd,  trident  ftrong  ; 
And  ye  Nereids  fair  and  gay, 
Fairer  than  the  role  in  May, 
Nereidi  living  in  deep  caves, 
Gently  wafh'd  with  gentle  waves; 
Nereids,  Neptune,  lull  afleep 
Ruffling  ftornis,  and  ruffled  deep  ; 
All  around,  in  pompous  Irate, 
On  this  richer  Argn  wait : 
Argo,  bring  my  Golden  Fleece  ; 
Argo,  bring  him  to  his  Greece. 
"Will  Cadenus  longer  ft  ay  ? 
Come,  Cadenus,  come  away  ; 
Come  with  all  the  hafte  of  love, 
Come  unto  thy  turtle-dove. 
The  ripen'd  cherry  on  the  tree 
Hangs,  and  only  hangs  for  thce  ; 
Lucious  peaches,  mellow  pears, 
Ceres  with  her  yellow  ears, 
And  the  grape,  both  red  arc!  white, 
Grape  Inlpiring  juft  delight ; 
All  are  ripe,  and  courting  {tie 
To  be  pluck'd  and  prefs'd  by  you. 
pinks  have  loft  their  blooming  red, 
Mourning  hang  their  droopingTiead  j 
Every  flower  languid  feems, 
Wants  the  colour  of  thy  beams, 
Beams  of  wondrous  force  and  power, 
Beams  reviving  every  flower. 
Come,  Cadenus,  blefs  once  more, 
jBlefs  again  thy  native  more  ; 
Blefs  again  this  drooping  ifle, 
Make  its  weeping  beauties  fmiJe, 
"Beauties  that  thine  abfence  mourn, 
Beauties  wifhing  ihy  return. 
Come,  Cadenus,  come  with  hafte, 
Come  before  the  winter's  blaft  ; 
Swifter  than  the  ligntnine;  fly  • 
Or  I,  like  Vaneffa,  die. 

A  LETTER  TO  THE  DEAN, 

WHEN  IN  ENGLAND.    I>jz6. 

You  will  excufe  me,  I  fuppofe, 
For  fending  rhyme  inltead  of  profe, 
JBecaufe  hot  weather  makes  me  lazy, 
To  write  in  metre  is  more  eafy. 
^  While  you  arc  trudging  London  town, 
I'm  (trolling  Dublin  up  and  down  ; 
While  you  converfe  with  lords  and  dukes, 
I  have  their  betters  here,  my  books : 
Fix'd  in  an  elbow-chair  at  eafe, 
I  choofe  companions  as  I  pleafe. 
I'd  rather  have  one  fingle  flielf 
Than  all  my  friends,  except  yonrfelf ; 
For,  after  all  that  can  be  faid, 
Our  beft  acquaintance  are  the  deadi 


While  you're  in  raptures  with  Fauftina  *; 
I'm  charmM  at  home  with  our  Sheelina. 
While  you  are  (larving  there  in  ftate, 
I'm  cramming  here  with  butchers  meai. 
You  fay,  when  with  thofe  lords  you  dine, 
They  treat  you  with  the  beft  of  wine, 
Burgundy,  Cyprus,  and  Tokay ; 
Why  fo  can  we,  as  well  as  they. 
No  reafon  then,  my  dear  good  Dean, 
But  you  fliould  travel  home  again. 
What  though  you  may  n't  in  Ireland  hope 
To  find  fuch  folk  as  Gay  and  Pope  ; 
If  you  with  rhymers  here  would  fhare 
But  half  the  wit  that  you  can  fpare, 
I'd  lay  twelve  eggs,  that,  in  twelve  days, 
You'd  make  a  dozen  of  Popes  and  Gays. 

Our  weather's  good,  our  fky  is  clear ; 
We've  every  joy,  if  you  were  here  ; 
So  lofty  and  fo  bright  a  fky 
Was  never  feen  by  Ireland's  eye  1 
I  think  it  fit  to  let  you  know, 
This  week  I  mall  to  Chiilca  go ; 

o  fee  M'Fayden's  horny  brothers 
Firft  fuck,  and  after  bull  their  mothers; 
To  fee,  alas !  my  wither'd  trees ! 
To  fee  what  all  the  country  fees  ! 
My  ftunted  quicks,  my  famifh'd  beeves, 
My  fervants  fuch  a  pack  of  thieves ; 
My  fhatter'd  firs,  my  blafted  oaks, 
My  houfe  in  common  to  all  folks; 
No  cabbage  for  a  fingle  fnail,  ' 
My  turnips,  carrots,  parfnips,  fail ; 
My  no  greeen  peas,  my  few  green  fprouts; 
My  mother  always  in  the  pouts; 
My  horfes  rid,  or  gone  aftray  ; 
My  fim  all  ftol'n,  or  run  away; 
My  mutton  lean,  my  pullets  old, 
My  poultry  ftarv'd,  the  corn  all  fold. 

A  man,  come  now  from  Quilca,  fays, 

They've t  ftol'n  the  locks  from  all  your  keys:" 
But,  what  muft  fret  and  vex  me  more, 
He  fays,  "  They  ftole  the  keys  before. 

They  've  ftol'n  the  knives  from  all  the  forks  ; 

And  half  the  cows  from  half  the  fturks." 
Nay  more,  the  fellow  fwears  and  vows, 

Jjey  've  ftoi'n  the  fturks  from  half  the  cows' ;" 
//ith  many  more  accounts  of  woe. 
Yet,  though  the  devil  be  there,  I'll  go4 
Twixt  you  and  me,  the  reafon's  clear, 
iiecaufe  I've  more  vexation  here. 

P  A  L  I  N  O  D  I  A. 

HORACE,  BOOK  I.  ODE  XVI. 

JREAT  Sir,  than  Phoebus  more  divine, 
Whofe  verfes  far  his  rays  out -mine, 

Look  down  upon  your  quondam  foe ; 
)h  !  let  me  never  write  again, 
f  e'er  I  difoblige  you,  Dean, 

Should  you  companion  fhow. 
"ake  thofe  Iambics  which  I  wrote, 
Vhen  anger  made  me  piping  hot, 

*'  Signora  Fazijiina,  a  famous  Italian  finger. 

f  They  is  the  grand  thief  of  the  county  of  Ca^ 
>an  ;  for  whatever  is  flolen,  if  you  inquire  of  a 
e want  about  it,  the  anfiver  is,  "  They  have/iy- 
"  ten  it." 
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'.ml  give  them  to  your  cook, 
To  iinge  your  fowl,  or  fave  your  pafte, 
The  next  time  when  you  have  a  feaft ; 

They'll  lave  you  many  a  book. 
To  burn  them,  you  are  not  content  j 
J  give  you  then  my  free  confent, 

To  link  them  in  the  harbour  : 
Jf  not,  they'll  ferve  to  fet  offblocks, 
To  roll  on  pipes,  and  twift  in  locks  ; 
So  give  them  to  your  barber. 
Or,  when  you  next  your  phyfic  take, 
I  muft  entreat  you  then  to  make 

A  proper  application ; 
'Tis  what  Tve  clone  myfelf  before, 
With  Dan's  fine  thoughts,  and  many  more, 

Who  gave  me  provocation. 

What  cannot  mighty  anger  do  ? 

It  makes  the  weak  the  flrong  purfue, 

A  goofe  attack  a  fwan  ; 
It  makes  a  woman,  tooth  and  nail, 
Her  hufband's  hands  and  face  aiTail, 

While  he's  no  longer  man. 
Though  feme,  we  find,  are  more  difcreet, 
Before  the  world  are  wondrous  fweet, 

And  let  their  hufbands  hector  : 
But,  when  the  world's  aileep,  they  wake, 
That  is  the  time  they  choofe  to  ipeak  ; 

Witnefs  the  curtain-lecture. 
Such  was  the  cafe  with  you,  I  find  : 
All  day  you  could  conceal  your  mind  ; 

But  when  St.  Patrick's  chimes 
Awak'd  your  mufe  (my  midnight  curfe, 
When  I  engag'd  for  better  for  worie), 

You  fcolded  with  your  rhymes. 

Have  done  !  have  done  !  1  quit  the  field- 
To  you,  as  to  my  wife,  I  yield  : 

As  flie  muft  wear  the  breeches ; 
So  (hall  you  wear  the  laurel-crown, 
Win  it,  and  wear  it,  'tis  your  own  ; 

The  poet's  only  riches. 

EEC'S  BIRTH-DAY. 

NOVEMBER  8.  1725. 

THIS  day,  dear  Bee,  is  thy  nativity  ; 
Had  Fate  a  luckier  one,  Ihe'd  give  it  ye  ; 
She  chofe  a  thread  of  greateft  length, 
And  doubly  twifted  it  for  urength  ; 
Nor  will  be  able  with  her  fliears 
To  cut  it  offthefe  forty  years. 
Then  who  fays  care  will  kill  a  cat  ? 
Rebecca  fhows  they're  out  in  that. 
For  me,  though  over-run  with  care, 
Continues  healthy,  fat,  and  fair. 

As,  if  the  gout  fhould  fieze  the  head, 
Doctors  pronounce  the  patient  dead  ; 
But,  if  they  can,  by  all  their  arts, 
Eject  it  to  th'  extremeft  parts, 
They  give  the  fick  man  joy,  and  praife 
The  gout,  that  will  prolong  his  days ; 
Rebecca  thus  I  gladly  greet, 
Who  drives  her  cares  to  hands  and  feet : 
For,  though  philofophtrs  maintain 
The  limbs  are  guided  by  the  brain, 
Quite  contrary  Rebecca's  led, 
Her  hands  and  feet  conduct  her  head. 


By  arbitrary  power  convey  her ; 
She  ne'er  confiders  why,  or  where : 
Her  hands  may  meddle,  feet  may  wander, 
Her  head  is  but  a  mere  by-ftander ; 
And  all  her  buttling  but  fupplies 
The  part  of  wholefome  exercife. 
Thus  nature  hath  reiblv'd  to  pay  her 
The  cat's  nine  lives,  and  eke  the  care. 

Long  may  fhe  live,  and  help  her  friends 
Whene'er  it  fuits  her  private  ends ; 
Domestic  bufinefs  nevermind 
Till  coffee  has  her  ftomach  lin'd  ; 
But,  when  her  breakfaft  gives  her  courage,. 
Then  think  on  Stella's  chicken-porridge  ; 
I  mean  when  Tiger  *  has  been  ferv'd, 
Or  elfe  poor  Stella  may  be  ftarv'd. 

May  Bee  have  many  an  evening  nap, 
With  Tiger  Clabbering  in  her  lap  j 
But  always  take  a  fpecial  care 
She  does  not  overfet  the  chair  ! 
Still  be  flie  curious,  never  hearken 
To  any  fpeech  but  Tiger's  barking  ! 

And  w hen  (he's  in  another  fcerie,, 
Stella  long  dead,  but  firft  the  Dean, 
May  fortune  and  her  coffee  get  her 
Companions  that  may  pleafe  her  better  1 
Whole  afternoons  will  fit  befide  her, 
Nor  for  neglects  or  blunders  chide  her, 
A  goodly  let  as  can  be  found 
Of  hearty  goffips  prating  round; 
Frefh  from  a  wedding  or  a  ch ripening, 
To  teach  her  ears  the  art  of  liftening. 
And  pleafe  her  more  to  hear  them  tattle, 
Than  the  Dean  ftorm,  or  Stella  rattle. 

Late  be  her  death,  one  gentle  nod, 
When  Hermes  waiting  with  his  rod, 
Shall  to  JZJyfian  fields  invite  her. 
Where  there  fhall  be  no  cares  to  fright  her! 

ON  THE  COLLAR  OF  TIGER, 

MRS.  DINGLEY'S  LAP-DOG. 
PRAY  fteal  me  not ;  I'm  Mrs.  Dingley's, 
Whole  heart  in  this  four-footed  thing  lies. 


EPIGRAMS  ON  WINDOWS. 
Mo  ft  of  them  written  in  1726. 

I.    ON  A  WINDOW  AT  AN  INN, 

WE  fly  from  luxury  and  wealth, 
To  hardships,  in  purfuit  of  health  ; 
From  generous  wines  and  coftly  fare, 
And  doling  in  an  eafy  chair  ; 
Purfue  the  Goddefs  Health  in  vain, 
To  find  her  in  a  country  fcene, 
And  every  where  her  footfteps  trace, 
And  fee  her  marks  in  every  face ; 
And  Hill  her  favourites  we  meet, 
Crowding  the  roads  with  naked  feet. 
But,  oh  !  fo  faintly  we  purfue, 
We  ne'er  can  have  her  in  full  view. 


Mrs,  Dingley's  favourite 


THE     WORKS     OF    SWIFT. 


II. 


AN  INN  IN  ENGLAND. 


THE  gl"-fs,  by  lovers  nonfcnfe  blurr'd, 

Dims  and  obicures  our  light  : 
So  when  our  paffions  Love  hath  flirr'd, 

It  darkens  Reafon's  light. 

III.     ANOTHER. 

THE  church  and  clergy  here  no  doubt, 
Are  very  near  a-kin; 
Both  weather-beaten  are  without, 
And  empty  both  within. 

IV.     AT  CHESTER. 

"Mr  landlorci  is  civil, 
Uut  dear  as  the  d—  1  : 
Your  pockets  grow  empty, 
With  nothing  ta  tempt  ye  : 
The  wine  is  lb  four, 
rTwill  give  you  a  fcour  \ 
The  beer  and  the  ale, 
Are  mingled  with  ftale  j 
The  veal  is  fuch  carrion, 
A  dog  would  be  weary  on. 
All  this  I've  felt, 
for  1  Jive  on  a  fmelt. 

V.    ANOTHER,  IN  CHESTER, 

TffE  trails  of  this  town, 

Are  full  of  renown, 

Anetltrangers  delight  to  walk  round  'em  : 

But  as  for  the  dwellers, 

Both  buyers  and  fellers, 
For  me,,  you  may  hang  'em,  or  drown  -em. 

VI.    ANOTHER,  AT  HOLYHEAD*- 
O  NEPTUNE  !.  Neptune  !  muft  I  ftill 
!Be  here  detain'd  againft  my  will  ? 
Is  this  your  juflice  when  I'm  come 
Above  two  hundred  miles  from  home  ? 
O'er  mountains  ftcep,  o'er  dully  plains, 
Half  chek'd  with  duft,  half  drown'd  with  rains  ;    ' 
Only  your  godihip  to  implore, 
To  let  me  kils  your  other  fliore  ? 
A  boon  lb  fmall  !  but  1  may  weep*  * 

While  you're,  like  Baal,  fait  afleep. 

WII.     ANOTHER,  'written  upon  a  window  tuber? 
there  <was  no  writing  before* 

THANKS  to  my  ftars,  I  once  can  fee 

A  window  here  from  fcribbling  free  ; 

Here  no  conceited  coxcombs  pafs, 

To  fcratch  their  paltry  drabs  on  glafs  ; 

Nor  party-fool  i$  calling  names, 

Or  dealing  crowns  to  George  and  James. 

VIII.    Cn  feeing  verfes  written 

at  inns. 
THE  fage  who  faid  he  mould  be  proud 

Of  windows  in  his  breaft, 
Becaufe  he  ne'er  a  thought  allow'd 

That  might  not  be  confeft  ; 

*  fbefe  verfes  arefigned  J—  K—  ,  tut  written* 
*s  it  u$re£fwejt  fa  Dr. 


His  window  fcrawl'd  by  every  rake, 

His  breaft  again  would  cover; 
And  fairly  bid  the  devil  take 

The  diamond  and  the  lover. 

IX.     ANOTHER. 

BY  Satan  taught,  all  conjurers  know 
Your  miltrefs  in  a  glafs  to  mow, 

And  you  can  do  as  much : 
In  this  the  devil  and  you  agree  : 
None  e'er  made  verfes  worie  than  he, 

And  thine  I  fwear  are  fuch. 

X.  ANOTHER. 

THAT  love  is  the  devil,  I'll  prove  when  requir'd  $ 
Thofe  rhymers  abundantly  fliow  it : 

They  fwear  that  they  all  by  love  are  infpir'd, 
And  the  devil's  a  damnable  poet. 

TO    JANUS,  ON  THE   NEW-YEAR'S-DAT 

Two-fac'd  Janus,  god  of  Time  ! 
Be  my  Phoebus  while  I  rhyme ; 
To  oblige  your  crony  Swift, 
Bring  our  dame  a  new-year's-gift ; 
She  has  got  but  half  a  face  : 
Janus,  lince  thou  haft  a  brace, 
To  my  lady  once  be  kind ; 
Give  her  half  thy  face  behind. 

God  of  Time,  if  you  be  wife? 
Look  not  with  yocir  future  eyes ; 
What  imports  thy  forward  light 
Well,  if  you  could  lofe  it  quite. 
Can  you  take  delight  in  viewing 
This  poor  *  ille's  approaching  ruin. 
When  thy  retrofpection  vaft 
Sees  the  glorious  ages  pad  ? 
Happy  nation,  were  we  blind, 
Or  had  only  eyes  behind  ! 

Drown  your  morals,  madam  cries. 
Til  have  none  but  forward  eyes; 
Prudes  decay'd  about  may  tack, 
Straii-i  their  necks  with  looking  back. 
Give  me  Time  when  coming  on  : 
Who  regards  him  when  he's  gone  ? 
By  the  Dean  though  gravely  told, 
New-years  help  to  make  me  old ; 
Yet  I  find  a  new-year's  lace 
Burnifiies  an  old  year's  face  : 
Give  me  velvet  and  quadrille. 
I'll  have  youth  and  beauty  itill. 

A  PASTORAL  DIALOGUE, 

WRITTEN    #FTER    THE    NEWS    OF    THE  f  KING'S 
DEATH. 

RICHMOND-LODGE  is  a  houfe  with  a  fmall  park 
belonging  to  the  crown.  It  was  ufually  grant 
ed  by  the  Crown  for  a  leafe  of  two  years.  The 
Duke  of  Ormond  was  the  laft  who  had  it. 
Alter  his  exile,  it  was  given  to  the  Prince  of 

*  Ireland. 

t  George  L  iubo  died  after  ajbort  faknefs  by 
eating  a  melon,  cat  Ofnaburg,  in  his  way  to  Han." 
over,  "June  il.  1727 — The  poem  nvas  carrriedtb 
court,  and  r%a.l  to  King  George.  1 1  and 
Caroline. 
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of  Wales  by  the  King.  The  Prince  and  Princefs 
ufuatty  paffecl  their  fnmmer  there.  It  is  with 
in  a  mile  of  Richmond. 

MARBLE-HILL  is  a  houfe  built  by  Mrs.  Howard, 
then  of  the  bed-chamber,  now  Countefs  of  Suf 
folk,  and  groom  of  the  ftole  to  the  Queen.  It 
is  on  the  Middltfex  fide,  near  Twickenham, 
where  Mr.  Pope  lived,  and  about  two  miles 
from  Richmond-lodge.  Mr.  Pope  was  the  con- 
triver  of  the  gardens,  Lord  Herbert  the  archi 
tect,  the  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's  chief  butler  and 
keeper  of  the  Ice-houfe.  Upon  King  George's 
death,  thefe  two  houfes  met,  and  had  the  fol 
lowing  Dialogue. 

IN  fpite  of  Pope,  in  fpite  of  Gay, 
And  all  that  he  or  they  can  fay, 
Sing  on  I  muft,  and  (ing  I  will 
Of  Richmond-lodge  and  Marble-hill. 

Laft  Friday  night,  as  neighbours  uie, 
This  couple  met  to  talk  of  news  : 
For  by  old  proverbs  it  appears, 
That  walls  have  tongues,  and  hedges  ears. 

MARBLE-HILL. 

Quoth  Marble-hill,  right  well  I  ween, 
Your  miftreis  now  is  grown  a  queen  : 
You'll  find  it  foon  by  woeful  proof; 
She'll  come  no  more  beneath  your  roof. 

RICHMOND-LODGE. 

The  kingly  prophet  well  evinces, 
That  we  fhcwld  put  no  truft  in  princes : 
My  royal  mafter  promis'd  roe 
To  raife  me  to  a  high  degree  ; 
But  he's  now  grown  a  king,  God  wot, 
I  fear  I  ftiall  be  foon  forgot. 
You  fee,  when  folks  have  got  their  ends, 
How  quickly  they  neglect  their  friends ; 
Yet  I  may  fay,  'twixt  me  and  you, 
Pray  God,  they  now  may  find  as  true  ! 

MARBLE-HILL. 

My  houfe  was  built  but  for  a  fhow, 
My  lady's  empty  pockets  know  ; 
And  now  flic  will  not  have  a  (lulling, 
To  raife  the  ftairs,  or  build  the  ceiling  ; 
For  all  the  courtly  madams  round 
Now  pay  four  ihillings  in  the  pound  : 
'Tis  come  to  what  I  always  thought : 
My  dame  is  hardly  worth  a  groat. 
Had  you  and  I  been  courtiers  born, 
We  fhould  not  thus  have  lain  forlorn : 
For  thofe  we  dextrous  courtiers  call, 
Can  rife  upon  their  matter's//?//; 
But  we,  unlucky  and  unwife, 
Muftyh//  becaufe  our  mailers  rife. 

RICHMOND- LODGE. 

My  mafter,  fcarce  a  fortnight  fince, 
Was  grown  as  wealthy  as  a  prince  ; 
But  now  it  will  be  no  fuch  thing, 
For  he'll  be  poor  as  any  king  ; 
And  by  his  crown,  will  nothing  get, 
But  like  a  king  to  run  in  debt. 
MARBLE-HILL. 

No  more  tlje  Dean,  that  grave  divine, 
Shall  keep  the  key  of  my  no- -wine  ; 
My  ice-houfe  rob,  as  heretofore, 
And  Heal  my  at tichokes  no  mgre  • 


Poor  Patty  Blount  n§  mof?  be  fe«i 
Bedraggled  in  my  walks  to  green  : 
Plump  Johnny  Gay  will  now  elope  ; 
And  here  no  more  will  dangle  Pope. 

RICHMOND-LODGE. 

Here  won't  the  Dean,  when  he's  to  feel:,, 
To  fpunge  a  breakt'aft  once  a  week  ; 
To  cry  the  bread  was  ftale,  and  muttei? 
Complaints  agamft  the  royal  butter. 
But  now  I  fear  it  will  be  faid, 
No  butter  fticks  upon  his  bread. 
We  foon  fhall  lind  him  full  of  ipleen, 
For  want  of  tattling  to  the  queen  ; 
Stunning  her  royal  ears  with  talking  ; 
His  reverence  and  her  bighntfs  walking  i 
Whilft  lady  Charlotte  *,  like  a  ilroller, 
Sits  mounted  on  the  garden-roller, 
A  goodly  fight  to  fee  her  ride 
With  ancient  Mirmont  f  at  her  fide, 
In  velvet  cap  his  head  lies  warm  ; 
His  hat  for  fhow  beneath  his  arm, 

MARBLE-HILL. 

Some  South  Sea  broker  from  the  city 
Will  purchafe  me,  the  more's  the  pity; 
Lay  all  my  fine  plantations  wafte, 
To  fit  them  to  his  vulgar  tafte  : 
Chang'd  for  the  worfe  in  every  part, 
My  mafter  Pope  will  break  his  heart. 

RICHMOND-LODGE. 

In  my  own  Thames  may  I  be  drowndec!. 
If  e'er  I  ftoop  beneath  a  crown'd  head  : 
Except  her  majefty  prevails 
To  place  me  with  the  prince  of  Wales ; 
And  then  fhall  I  be  free  from  fears, 
For  he'll  be  prince  thefe  fifty  years. 
I  then  will  turn  a  courtier  too, 
And  ferve  the  times,  as  others  do. 
Plain  loyalty,  not  built  on  hope, 
I  leave  to  your  contriver,  Pope  : 
None  loves  his  king  and  conntry  better^ 
Yet  none  was  ever  lefs  their  debtor. 

MARBLE-HILL. 

Then  let  him  come  and  take  a  nap 
In  fummer  on  my  verdant  lap  ; 
Prefer  our  villas,  where  the  Thames  is; 
To  Kenfington,  or  hot  St.  James's : 
Nor  fhall  I  dull  in  filence  fit ; 
For  'tis  to  me  he  owes  his  wit ; 
My  groves,  my  echoes,  and  my  birds, 
Have  taught  him  his  poetic  words. 
We  gardens,  and  you  wilderneffes, 
Affift  all  poejs  in  diilrefies. 
Him  twice  a  week  I  here  expect, 
To  rattle  Moody  \  for  neglect ; 
An  idle  rogue,  who  fpends  his  quartridje 
Jn  tippling  at  the  Dog  and  Partridge  ; 
And  I  can  hardly  get  him  down 
Three  times  a  week  to  brufh  my  gown. 

RICHMOND-LODGE. 

I  pity  you,  dear  Marble-hill; 
But  hope  to  fee  you  flo-iriih  ftill. 
All  happinefs — and  fo  adieu. 

*  Lady  Charlotte  de  Retujfy,  a.  Trench  lad 
f  Marquis  de  Mirmont ,  a  French  ma:i 
lity. 

\  Thf  gardsner. 
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MARBLE-HILL. 
Kind  Richmond-lodge,  the  fame  to  you. 

DESIRE  AND  POSSESSION.     1727. 

Tis  ftrange,  what  different  thoughts  infpire 

In  men,  Pofleffion  and  Defire  ; 

Think  what  they  wifli  fo  great  a  bleffing  ; 

So  difappointed  when  poffeffing  ! 
A  moralift  profoundly  fage 

(I  know  not  in  what  book  or  page, 

Or  whether  o'er  a  pot  of  ale) 

Related  thus  the  following  tale. 
Pofleffion,  and  Defire  his  brother, 

But  ftill  at  variance  with  each  other, 

Were  feen  contending  in  a  race  ; 

And  kept  at  firft  an  equal  pace  : 

Tis  faid  their  courfe  continued  long ; 

For  this  was  active,  that  was  ftrong  : 

Till  Envy,  Slander,  Sloth,  and  Doubt, 

Mifled  them  many  a  league  about. 

Seduc'd  by  fome  deceiving  light, 

They  take  the  wrong  way  for  the  right ; 

Through  flippery  by-roads  dark  and  deep, 

They  often  climb,  and  often  creep. 
Defire,  the  fwifter  of  the  two, 

Along  the  plain-  like  lightning  flew ; 

Till,  entering  on  a  broad  highway, 
Where  power  and  titles  fcatter'd  lay, 
He  drove  to  pick  up  all  he  found, 
And  by  excurfions  loft  his  .ground  : 
No  fooner  got,  than  with  difdain 
He  threw  them  on  the  ground  again ; 
And  hafted  forward  to  purfue 
Frefh  objects  fairer  to  his  view, 
Jn  hope  to  fpring  fome  nobler  game  ; 
But  all  he  took  was  juft  the  fame  : 
Too  fcornful  now  to  flop  his  pace, 
He  fpurn'd  them  in  his  rival's  face. 
Pofleffion  kept  the  beaten  road, 
And  gather'd  all  his  brother  ftrow'J; 
But  overcftarg'd,  and  out  of  wind, 
Though  ftrong  in  limbs,  he  lagg'd  behind. 

Defire  had  now  the  goal  in  fight : 
It  was  a  tower  of  monftrous  height, 
Where  on  tne  fummit  Fortune  ftands, 
A  crown  and  f"Ptre  '"  her  hands  ? 
Beneath,  a  ch^mas  deep  as  hell 
Where  many  a  bold  adventurer  fell. 
Defire  in  raptureSazdawI"le> 
And  faw  the  f  ^herous  goddefs  fmile  ; 
But,  as  he  climb  d  to  graip  the  crown, 
She  knock'd  him  *"**  the  fceptre  down. 
He  tumbled  in  the  fuIPh  Profound, 
There  doom'd  to  whlrl  an  ™*[&  round. 

Poffeffion's  load  was  grown  fo  great, 
He  funk  beneath  the  cumberous  weight  : 
And,  as  he  no\7  expiring  lay, 
Flocks  every  ominous  bird  of  prey  ; 
The  raven,  vulture,  owl,  and  kite, 
At  once  upon  his  carcafe  light, 
And  ftrip  his  hide,  and  pick  his  bones, 
Regardlefs  of  his  dying  groans. 

ON  CENSURE.     1727. 

YE  wife,  inftrufl  me  to  endure 
An  evil  which  admits  no  eure  ; 


Or  how  this  evil  can  be  borne, 

Which  breeds  at  once  both  hate  and  fcora. 

Bare  innocence  is  no  fupport, 

When  you  are  try'd  in  Scandal's  court. 

Stand  high  in  honour,  wealth,  or  wit : 

All  others  who  inferior  fit, 

Conceive  themfelves  in  conference  bound 

To  join,  and  drag  you  to  the  ground. 

Your  altitude  offends  the  eyes 

Of  thofe  who  want  the  power  to  rife. 

The  world,  a  willing  ftander-by, 

Inclines  to  aid  a  fpecious  lye  ; 

Alas  !  they  would  not  do  you  wrong ; 

But  all  appearances  are  ftrong  ! 

Yet  vthence  proceeds  this  weight  we  lay 
On  what  detracting  people  fay  ? 
For  let  mankind  difcharge  their  tongues 
In  venom,  till  they  burft  their  lungs, 
Their  utmoft  malice  cannot  make 
Your  head,  or  tooth,  or  finger  ake  ; 
Nor  fpoil  your  fiiape,  diilcrt  your  face, 
Or  put  one  feature  out  of  place ; 
Nor  will  you  find  your  fortune  fink 
By  what  they  fpeak  or  what  they  think  j 
Nor  can  ten  hundred  thoufand  lies 
Make  you  lefs  virtuous,  learn'd,  or  wife. 

The  moft  effectual  way  to  baulk 
Their  malice,  is — to  let  them  talk. 

THE  FURNITURE  OF  A  WOMAN'S  MIND, 
1727. 

A  SET  of  phrafes  learnt  by  rote  ; 
A  paflion  for  a  fcarlet  coat  ? 
When  at  a  play,  to  laugh,  or  cry, 
Y"et  cannot  tell  the  reafon  why ; 
Never  to  hold  her  tongue  a  minute 
Arhile  all  ihe  prates  has  nothing  in  it ; 
Whole  hours  can  with  a  coxcomb  fit, 
And  take  his  nonfenfe  all  for  it ; 
ler  learning  mounts  to  read  a  fong, 
5ut  half  the  words  pronouncing  wrong : 
lath  every  repartee  in  ftore 
She  fpoke  ten  thoufand  times  before ; 
Can  ready  compliments  fupply 
On  all  occafions,  cut  and  dry  ; 
Such  hatred  to  a  parfon's  gown, 
The  fight  will  put  her  in  a  fwoon  ; 
•"or  converfation  well  endued, 
she  calls  it  witty  to  be  rude  ; 
Ind,  placing  raillery  in  railing, 
.Vill  tell  aloud  your  greateft  failing; 
vTor  make  a  fcruple  to  expofe 
Your  bandy  leg,  or  crooked  nofe  ; 
Can  at  her  morning  tea  run  o'er 
?he  fcandal  of  the  day  before  ; 
mproving  hourly  in  her  fkill 
"o  cheat  and  wrangle  at  quadrille* 

In  choofing  lace,  a  critic  nice,       i 
Cnows  to  a  groat  the  loweft  price  ; 
!!an  in  her  female  clubs  difpute, 
/Vhat  linen  befl  the  filk  will  fuit, 
A^hat  colours  each  complexion  match, 
And  where  with  art  to  place  a  patch. 

If  chance  a  moufe  creeps  in  her  fight. 
Can  finely  counterfeit  a  fright  ; 
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So  fweefly  fcreams,  if  it  romes-near  her, 

She  ravilhes  all  hearts  to  hear  her. 

Can  dextroufly  her  hufband  teaze, 

By  taking  fits  whene'er  flie  pleafe  ; 

By  frequent  pra&ice  learns  the  trick 

At  proper  feafons  to  be  fick  ; 

Thinks  nothing  gives  one  airs  fo  pretty, 

At  once  creating  love  and  pity. 

If  Molly  happens  to  be  carelefs, 

And  but  neglects  to  warm  her  hair  lace, 

She  gets  a  cold  as  fure  as  death, 

And  vows  (lie  fcarce  can  fetch  her  breath ; 

Admires  how  modeft  women  can 

Be  fo  robuflious,  like  a  man. 

In  party,  furious  to  her  power  ; 
A  bitter  Whig,  or  Tory  four  ; 
Her  arguments  diredlly  tend 
A^ainit  the  fide  Ihe  would  defend ; 
Will  prove  herfelf  a  Tory  plain, 
From  principles  the  Whigs  maintains ; 
And  to  defend  the  Whiggiili  caufe, 
Her  topics  from  the  Tories  draws. 

O  yes!   if  any  man  can  find 
More  virtues  in  a  woman's  mind, 
Let  them  be  fent  to  Mrs   Harding  * ; 
Shell- pay  the  charges  to  a  farthing  ; 
Take  notice,  fiie  has  my  commiffioa 
To  add  them  in  the  next  edition  ; 
They  may  out-fell  a  better  thing  : 
So,  halloo,  boys ;  God  fave  the  king  ! 

CLEVER  TOM  CLINCH  GOING  TO  BE 
HANGED.     1727. 

As  clever  Tom  Clinch,    while  the  rabble  was 

bawling,  {calling, 

Rode   ftately   through   Holbourn  to    die  in   his 
He  ftopt  at  the  George  for  a  bottle  of  lack, 
And  promis'd  to  pay  for  it  when  he  came  back. 
His  waiftcoat,  and  ftockings,  and  breeches,  were 

white ; 

His  cap  had  a  new  cherry  riband  to  tie't. 
The  maids  to  the  doors  and  the  balconies  ran, 
And  faid,  -"  Lack-a-day  !   he's  a  proper  young 

man  '." 

But,  as  from  the  windows  the  ladies  he  fpy'd, 
Like  a  beau  in  the  box,  he  bow'd  low  on  each 

fide ;  [cry, 

And  when  his  laft  fpeech  the  loud  hawkers  did 
He  fwore  from  his  cart,    "  It  was  all  a  damn'd 

"  lie  !" 

The  hangman  for  pardon  fell  down  on  his  knee  ; 
Tom  gave  him  a  kick  in  the  guts  for  his  fee  : 
Then  faid,  I  mufl  fpeak  to  the  people  a  little  ; 
But  I'll  fee  you  all  damn'd  before  I  will  whittle)?. 
My  haneft  friend  Wild  \  may  he  long  hold  his 

place, 

He  lengthened  my  life  with  a  whole  year  of  grace 
Take  courage,  dear  comrades,  and  be  not  afraid, 
Nor  flip  this  occafion  to  follow  your  trade  ; 

*  Widow  of  John  Harding,  the  Drapier's  prin 
ter. 

\  A  cant  word  for  ccnf effing  at  the  gallows. 

\  The  noted  thief-catcher,  under-keeper  of 
Newgate,  who  wai  hanged  for  receiving  flolen 
foods. 


My  confcience  is  clear,  and  my  fpirlts  are  calm, 
And  thus  I  go  off  without  prayer-book  or  pfalm  ; 
Then  follow  the  practice  of  clever  Tom  Clinch, 
Who  hung  like  a  hero,  and  never  \vould  flinch. 

DR.  SWIFT  TO  MR.  POPE, 

WHILE  HE  WAS  WRITING  THE   DUNCIAJX 

POPE  has  the  talent  well  to  fpeak, 

But  not  to- reach  the  ear; 
His  loudeft  voice  is  low  and  weak, 

The  Dean  too  deaf  to  hear. 

Awhile  they  on  each  other  look, 

Then  different  iludies  choofe  : 
The  Dean  fits  plodding  on  a  book  ; 

Pope  walks,  and  courts  tlie  mufe. 

Now  backs  of  letters  *,  though  defign'd 
For  thofe  who  more  will  need  'em, 

Are  fill'd  with  hints,  and  interlin'd, 
Himfelf  can  hardly  read  'em. 

Each  atom  by  fome  other  ftruck 

All  turns  and  motions  tries  : 
Till,  in  a  lump  together  fluck, 

Behold  a  Poem  rife  ! 

Yet  to  the  Dean  his  fliare  allot ; 

He  claims  it  by  a  canon  ; 
That  without  which  a  thing  is  not? 

Is,  caufajine  qua  non. 

Thus  Pope,  in  vain  you  boaft  your  wit ; 

For,  had  our  deaf  Divine 
Been  for  your  converfation  fit, 

You  had  not  writ  a  line. 

Of  Sherlockf  thus,  for  preaching  fam'dy 

The  Sexton  reafon'd  well ; 
Andjuftly  half  the  merit  claim'd, 

Becaufe  he  rang  the  bell. 

A  LOVE  POEM  FROM  A  PHYSICIAN 
TO  HIS  MISTRESS. 

WRITTEN  AT  LONDON  IN  THE  YEAR 


BY  poets  we  are  well  affur'd 

That  love,  alas  !  can  ne'er  be  citr'd : 

A  complicated  heap  of  ills, 

Defpifing  bolufes  and  pills. 

Ah  !  Chloe,  this  I  find  is  true, 

Since  firfirl  gave  my  heart  to  you, 

Now,  by  your  cruelty  hard  bound,      ^ 

I  ftrain  my  guts,  my  colon  wound. 

Now  jealoufy  my- gnimbling  tiipes 

Affaults  with  grating,  grinding  gripes. 

When  pity  in  thofe  eyes  1  view, 

My  bowels  wambling  make  m&fpewi 

When  I  an  amorous  kifs  defign'd, 

I  belched  a  hurricane  of  wind. 

Once  you  a  gentle  figh  let  fall ; 

Remember  how  I  fuck' d  it  all : 

What  colic  pangs  from  thence  I  felt. 

Had  you  but  known,  your  heart  would  melc, 

*  An  allujion  to  the  fingntarity  mentioned  in' 
Advice  to  the  Grub-Jlrest  Verfe  Writers,  1726. 
t  The  Dean  of  St.  Paul's,  father  to  the  bifioj>, 
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Like  rufHing  winds  in  caverns  pent, 

Till  Nature  pointed  out  a  vent. 

How  have  you  torn  my  heart  to  pieces 

With  maggots,  humours,  and  caprices  ! 

By  which  1  got  the  haemorrhoids  ; 

Andloathfome  worms  rny  anus  voids, 

Whene'er  I  hear  a  ri^il  nam'd, 

I  feel  my  body  all  inflam'd  ; 

"Which,  breaking  out  in  boils  and  blanes, 

With  yellow  filth  my  linen  (tains  ; 

Or,  parch'd  with  unextinguifh'd  thirft, 

Small  beer  I  guznle  till  1  bur  ft  : 

And  then  I  drag  a  bloatsd  corpus, 

S  well'd  with  a  dropfy,  like  a  porpoife  ; 

When,  if  I  cannot  purge  ov  flale, 

I  muft  be  tapp'd  to  fill  a  fail. 

DEAN  SWIFT  AT  SIR  ARTHUR  ACHESON's 

IN  -fHE  NORTH  OF  IRELAND, 

THE  Dean  would  vifit  Market-hill  ; 

Our  invitation  was  but  flight  : 
I  faid—  Why  let  him,  if  he  will  ; 

And  fo  I  bade  Sir  Arthur  write. 

His  manners  would  not  let  him  wait, 

Left  \ve  mould  think  ourfelves  neglecled  ; 

And  fo  we  faw  him  at  our  gate 

Three  days  before  he  was  expecled. 

After  a  week,  a  month,  a  quarter, 

And  day  fucceeding  after  4  ay, 
Says  not  a  word  of  his  departure, 

Though  not  a  foul  would  have  him  ft  ay, 

I've  faid  enough  to  make  him  blufh, 

Methinks,  or  elfe  the  devil's  in't  ; 
But  he  cares  not  for  it  a  rufh, 

Nor  for  my  life  will  take  the  hint. 


But  you,  my  dear,  may  let 
In  civil  language,  if  he  flays, 

How  deep  and  foul  the  roads  may  grow, 
Arid  that  he  may  command  the  chaife. 

Or  you  may  fay  —  My  wife  intends, 

Though  I  fhould  be  exceeding  proud, 
This  winter  to  invite  fome  friends  ; 

And,  Sir,  J  know,  you  hate  a  crowd. 
Or,  Mr.  Dean-—  I  fliould  with  joy 

Beg  you  would  here  continue  itill  ; 
But  we  muft  go  to  Aghnacloy  *, 

Or  Mr.  Moore  will  take  it  ill. 

The  houfe  accounts  are  daily  rifing  ; 

So  much  his  Hay  doth  fvvell  the  bills  ; 
My  deareft  life,  it  is  furprifing 

How  much  he  eats,  how  much  he 


His  brace  of  puppies  how  they  ftuffi 
And  they  muft  have  three  meais  a  day, 

Yet  never  think  they  get  enough  ; 
His  horfes  too  eat  all  our  hay.  • 

Oh  !  if  I  could,  how  I  would  maul 
His  tallow  face,  and  wainfcot-paws, 

His  beetle-brows,  and  eyes  of  wall, 
And  make  h,im  foon  give  up  the  caufe  } 

*  Tkejeat  of  Achefon  Moore,  Efy. 


Mutt  I  be  every  moment  chid 

With  "*  Skinny  bonia,  Snipe,  and  Lesn  ? 

Oh  !  that  I  could  but  once  be  rid 
Of  this  infulting  Tyrant  Dean  '. 

ON  A  VERY  OLD  GLASS  AT  MARHET-HILL. 

FRAIL  glafs  !  thoit  bear'ft  that  name  as  well  as  I* 
Though  none  can  tell,  which  of  us  firit  lhall  die. 

ANSWERED  EXTEMPORE  BY  DR.  SWIFT. 

ME  only  chance  can  kill ;  thou,   frailer  creature, 
May'ft  die,  *like  me,  by  chance  ;  but  muft  by  na 
ture. 

ON  CUTTING  DOWN  THE  OLD  THORN 
AT  MARKET-HILL  f. 

AT  Market-Hi]],  as  well  appears, 

By  chronicle  of  ancient  date, 
There  ftood  for  many  hundred  years 

A  fpacious  thorn  before  the  gate. 

Hither  came  every  village  maid, 

And  on  the  boughs  her  garland  hung; 

And  here,  beneath  the  ipreading  made, 
Secure  from  fatyrs  fat  and  fang. 

Sir  Archibald f,  that  valorous  knight, 

The  lord  of  all  the  fruitful  plain, 
Would  come  and  liftcn  with  delight ; 

For  he  was  fond  of  rural  (train. 

(Sir  Archibald,  whofe  favourite  name 

Shall  ftand  for  ages  on  record, 
By  Scottifli  bards  of  higheft  fame.f 

Wife  Hawtho'rden  and  Stirling's  lord  §0 

But  time  with  iron  teeth,  I  ween, 
Has  canker'd  all  its  branches  round  ; 

No  fruit  or  bloffom  to  be  ieen, 

Its  head  reclining  towards  the  ground. 

This  aged,  fickly,  faplefs  thorn, 

Which  muft,  alas !  no  longer  ftano*, 
Behold  the  cruel  Dean  in  fcorn 
\    Guts  down  with  facrilegious  hand. 

Dame  Nature,  when  fhe  faw  the  blovir, 

Aftonifh'd,  gave  a  dreadful  fhriek  ; 
And  mother  Tellus  trembled  fo, 
"  She  fcarce  recover'd  in  a  week. 

*  The  Dean  ufcd  to  call  Lady  Achefon  by  thofe 
Jiarnes. 

f  A  village  near  the  feat  of  Sir  Arthur  Ache-- 
for?,  where  the  Dean  fo?nctimes  made  a  long  vijit. 
'The  tree,  which  was  a  remarkable  one,  'was  muck 
admired  by  the  knight.  Tet  the  Dean,  in  one  of 
bis  unaccountable  humours,  gave  directions  for 
cutting  it  down  in  the  abfence  of  Sir  Arthur,  whs 
was  of  cuurfe  highly  incenfed,  nor  would  fee 
Swift  for  fome  time  after.  By  way  of  making  his 
pffice,  the  Dean  wrote  this  poem  ;  which  had  the 
defired  e/eft. 

\  Sir  Archibald  Achefon,  fecretary  ofjlatefor 
Scotland. 

§  Drummoftd  of  Hawthornden,  and  Sir  Wil 
liam  Alexander  Earl  of  Stirling,  who  were  both 
friends  to  Sir  Archibald^  and  famous  for  ft  fir 
p octry. 
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The  fylvan  powers,  with  fear  perplex'd, 

In  prudence  and  companion,  fent 
(For  none  could  tell  whole  turn  was  next) 

Sad  omens  of  the  dire  event. 
The  magpie,  lighting  on  the  ftock, 

Stood  chatterirg  with  inceffant  din ; 
And  with  her  beak  gave  many  a  knock, 

To  roufe  and  wain  the  nymph  within. 

The  owl  forefaw,  in  penfive  mood, 

The  ruin  of  her  ancient  feat ; 
And  fled  in  hafte,  with  all  her  brood, 

To  feek  a  more  fecure  retreat. 

Laft  trolled  forth  the  gentle  fwine, 

To  eafe  her  itch  again'}  the  fcump, 
And  difmally  was  heard  to  whine, 

All  as  flie  fcrubb'd  her  meafly  rump. 
The  nymph  who  dwells  in  every  tree, 

(If  all  be  true  that  poets  chant) 
Condemned  by  Fate's  fupreme  decree, 

Muft  die  with  her  expiring  plant. 

Thus,  when  the  gentle  Spina  found 
The  thorn  committed  to  her  care 

Receiv'd  its  lait  and  deadly  wound,  ' 
She  fled,  and  vanifli'd  into  air. 

But  from  the  root  a  difmal  groan 

Firft  ifluing  ftruck  the  murderer's  ears; 

And,  in  a  fhrill  revengeful  tone, 
This  prophecy  he  trembling  hears : 

"  Thou  chief  contriver  of  my  fall, 
"  Relentlefs  Dean,  to  mifchief  born  ; 

"  My  kindred  oft'  thine  hide  mail  gall, 
"   Thy  gown  and  caflbck  oft'  be  torn. 

"  And  thy  confederate  dame,  who  brags 
"  That  me  condemn'd  me  to  the  fire, 

'*  Shall  rend  her  petticoats  to  rags, 

"  And  wound  her  legs  with  every  brier. 

"  Nor  thou,  lord  Arthur  *,  ihalt  efcape ; 

"  To  thee  I  often  calPd  in  vain, 
"  Againft  that  aflaflin  in  crape  ; 

"  Yet  thou  couldft  tamely  fee  me  flain. 

"  Nor,  when  I  felt  the  dreadful  blow, 

"  Orchid  the  Dean,  or  pinch'd  thy  fpoufe ; 

"  Since  you  could  fee  me  treated  fo 
"  (An  old  retainer  to  your  houfe)  : 

11  May  that  fell  Dean,  by  w.hofe  command 
"  Was  form'd  this  Machiavilian  plot, 

"  Not  leave  a  thiitle  on  thy  land ; 

"  Then  who  will  own  thee  for  a  Scot  ? 

"  Pigs  and  fanatics,  cows,  and  leagues, 
"  Through  all  thy  empire  I  ibreiee, 

"  To  tear  thy  hedges,  join  in  leagues, 
"  Sworn  to  revenge  my  thorn  and  me. 

"  And  now,  the  wretch  ordain'd  by  fate, 

"  Neal  Gahagan,  Hibernian  clown, 
"  With  hatchet  blunter  than  thy  pate, 

"  To  hack  my  hallow'd  timber  down ; 
"  When  thou,  fufpended.  high  in  air, 

"  Dy'ft  on  a  more  ignoble  tree 
"  (For  thou  malt  fteal  thy  landlord's  mare), 

"  Then,  bloody  caitif !  think  on  me. 

*  Sir  Arthur  Ache/on. 
Vox,,  IX. 


CANTATA  #. 


IN  harmony  would  you  excel, 

Suit  your  words  to  your  muuc  well ; 

For  Pegafus  runs  every  race 

By  galloping  high,  or  level  pace, 

Or  ambling,  or  fweet  Canterbury, 

Or  with  a  down,  a  high  down  derry. 

No  victory  he  ever  got 

By  joggling,  joggling,  joggling  trot; 

No  Mule  harmonious  entertains 

Rough,  roiflering,  niftir,  roaring  flrains. 

Nor  ihall  you  twine  the  crackling  bays 

By  fneaking,  fniveling  roundelays. 

Now  flowly  move  jour  fiddle-ftick ; 
Now,  tantan,  tantantivi,  quick  ; 
Now  trembling,  Ihivermg,  quivering, quaking, 
Set  hoping  hearts  of  lovers  aching. 
Fly,  fly,  above  the  Iky, 

Rambling,  gambling,  trolloping,  lolloping,  gal 
loping. 

Now  iweep,  fweep  the  deep. 
St  e  Celia,  Celia  dies, 
While  true  lovers'  eyes 
Weeping  deep,  Sleeping  weep, 
Weeping  fleep,  Bo  peep,  bo  peep. 

EPITAPH 

AT    BERKELEY,   GLOUCESTERSHIRE. 

HERE  lies  the  Earl  of  Suffolk's  fool, 

Men  call'd  him  Dicky  Pearce  ; 
His  folly  ferv'd  to  make  folks  laugh, 

When  wit  and  mirth  were  icarce. 
Poor  Dick,  alas  !  is  dead  and  gone, 

What  fignifies  to  cry  ? 
Dickys  enough  are  ftill  behind, 

To  laugh  at  by  and  by. 

Buried  June  18,  1728,  aged  63. 


MY  LADY'S  f  LAMENTATION  AND  COM-. 
PLAINT  AGAINST  THE  DEAN. 

July  28.  172!. 

SURE  never  man  did  fee 
A  wretch  like  poor  Nancy, 

*  This  Cantata  is  printed  with  tbe  nntfic  in  all 
the  London  editions  of  Swift.     Dr.  Beattie,  after 
cenfuring  the  prd&ice  of  what  he  calls  "  illicit 
'  imitation"  obfer-ves,  that  "  this  abufe  of  a  no 
ble  art  did  not  efcape  the  fatire  of  Swift ;  who, 
though  deaf  to  the  charms  of  mufic,  was  not 
blind  to  the  abfurdity  ofmujicians.     He  recom 
mended  it  to  Dr.  Echlin,  an  ingenious  gentle 
man  o/ 'Ireland ',  to  compofe  a  Cantata  in  ri 
dicule  of  this  puerile  mimicry.     Mere  we  have 
motions  imitated,  which   are  the  mojl  inhar 
monious  >  and  founds  the  rncjl  vnmitjical — In  a 
word,  Swift's  Cantata  may  convince  any  per- 
'  f°">    that  mufic,    if  only  imitative,  would  be 
ridiculous" 
\  Lady^Achcf'jn, 
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5o  teas'd  day  and  night 
By  a  Dean  and  a  Knight. 
To  punifh  my  fins, 
Sir  Arthur  begins, 
And  gives  me  a  wipe 
With  Skinny  and  Snipe  j 
His  malice  is  plain, 
Hallooing  the  Dean. 
The  Dean  nqver  Hops 
When  he  opens  his  chops  j 
I  m  quite  over-run 
With  rebus  and  pun. 

Before  he  came  here 
To  fpunge  tor  good  checr^ 
J  fate  with  delight 
From  morning  till  night. 
With  two  bony  thumbs 
<Could  rub  my  old  gums. 
Or  fcratching  my  nofe, 
And  jogging  my  toes ; 
But  at  prefent,  forfooth, 
I  muft  not  rub  a  tooth. 
When  my  elbows  he.  fees 
Held  up  by  my  knees, 
My  arms,  like  two  props, 
Supporting  my  chops, 
And  juft  as  |  handle  'em 
Moving  all  like  a  pendulum; 
He  trips  up  my  props, 
And  down  my  chin  drops, 
From  my  head  to  my  heels, 
Like  a  clock  without  wheels « 
J  fink  in  the  fpleen, 
An  ufelefs  machine. 

If  he  had  his  will, 
I  fhould  never  fit  flill : 
He  comes  with  his  whims, 
I  muft  move  my  limbs ; 
I  cannot  be  fweet 
Without  ufing  my  feet ; 
To  lengthen  my  breath, 
He  tires  me  to  death. 
By  the  worft  of  all  fquires, 
Through  bogs  and  through  briefs,. 
Where  a  cow  would  be  ftartled,   ' 
I'm  in  fpite  of  my  heart  led  j 
And,  fay  what  I  will, 
Haul'd  up  every  hill ; 
Till,  daggled  and  tatter'd. 
My  fpirits  quite  fhatter'd,' 
I  return  home  at  night, 
And  faft,  out  of  fpite  : 
For  I'd  rather  be  dead, 
Than  it  e'er  ftiould  be  fajd^ 
"I  was  better  for  him 
In  ftomach  or  limb. 

But  now  to  my  diet ; 
No  eating  in  quiet, 
He's  ft  ill  finding  fault, 
Too  four  or  too  fait : 
The  wing  of  a  chick 
I  hardly  can  pick  ; 
But  trafh  without  meafure 
3  fwallow  with  pleafure. 

Next  for  his  diverfiow 
He  rails  at  nny  perfon  : 
What  court-breeding  is  this  I 
lie  takes  »e  to  piece?  ; 


From  fhoulder  to  flank 
I'm  lean  and  am  lank  ; 
My  nole,  long  and  thin, 
Grows  down  to  my  chin  j  ' 
My  chin  will  not  ftay, 
But  meets  it  halfway  ; 
My  fingers,  prolix, 
Are  ten  crooked  fticks : 
He  fwears  my  el — bows 
Are  two  iron  crows, 
Or  fharp-pointed  rocks, 
And  wear  out  my  fmocks ; 
To  'fcape  them,  Sir  Arthur 
Is  forc'd  to  lie  farther, 
Or  his  fides  they  would  gore 
Like  the  tufk  of  a  boar. 

Now,  changing  the  fccne., 
But  ftill  to  the  Dean : 
He  loves  to  be  bitter  at 
A  lady  illiterate ; 
If  he  fees  her  but  once, 
He'll  fwear  flic's  a  dunce  ; 
Can  tell  by  her  looks 
A  hater  of  books ; 
Through  each  line  of  her  face 
Her  folly  can  trace  ; 
Which  fpoils  every  feature 
Beftow'd  her  by  nature  ; 
But  fenfc  gives  a  grace 
To  the  homelieft  face : 
Wife  books  and  reflection 
Will  mend  the  completion ; 
(A  civil  Divine  \ 
I  fuppofe,  meaning  mine)  \ 
No  lady  who  wants  them 
Can  ever  be  handfome. 

I  guefs  well  enough 
What  he  means  by  this  fluff: 
He  haws  and  he  hums, 
At  laft  out  it  cpmes  : 
What,  Madam  \  No  walking, 
No  reading,  nor  talking  ? 
You  're  now  in  your  prime, 
Make  ufe  of  your  time. 
Confider,  before 
You  come  to  threefcore, 
How  the  huflies  will  fleer 
Where'er  you  appear : 
"  That  filly  old  pufs 
Would  fain  be  like  us. 
What  a  figure  fhe  made 
In  her  tarnifh'd  brocade  !" 

And  then  he  grows  mild  3 
Come,  be  a  good  child : 
If  yon  are  inclin'd 
To  polifh  your  mind, 
Be  ador'd  by  the  men 
Till  threefcore  and  ten, 
And  kill  with  the  fpleea 
The  jades  of  fixteen ; 
I  '11  fliow  you  the  way: 
Read  fix  hours  a  day. 
The  wits  will  frequent  ye, 
And  think  you  but  twenty* 

Thus  was  I  drawn  in ; 
Forgive  me  my  fin. 
At  breakfaft  he'll  afk 
An  account  of  my  Ufi£3 


Put  a  word  Cut  of  joint, 
Or  mifs  but  a  point, 
He  rages  and  frets, 
His  manners  forgets  ; 
And,  as  I  am  ferious, 
Is  very  imperious. 
No  book  for  delight 
Muft  come  in  my  fight ; 
J3ut,  inftead  of  new  plays, 
Dull  Bacon's  Efifays, 
And  pore  every  day  on 
That  nafty  Pantheon. 
If  I  be  not  a  drudge, 
Let  all  the  world  judge. 
'Twere  better  be  blind, 
Than  thus  be  confin'd. 

But,  while  in  an  ill  tone, 
I  murder  poor  Milton, 
The  Dean,  you  will  fwear, 
Is  at  ftudy  or  prayer. 
He's  all  the  day  fauntering, 
With  labourers  bantering, 
Among  his  colleagues, 
A  parcel  of  Teagues, 
(Whom  he  brings  in  among  us, 
And  bribes  with  munduagus). 
Hail  fellow,  well  met, 
All  dirty  and  wet : 
Find  out,  if  you  can, 
Who 's  mafter,  who  's  man  ; 
Who  makes  the  beft  figure, 
The  Dean  or  the  digger ; 
And  which  is  the  beft 
At  cracking  a  jeft. 
How  proudly  he  talks 
Of  zigzags  and  walks ; 
And  all  the  day  raves 
Of  cradles  and  caves ; 
And  boafts  of  his  feats, 
His  grottos  and  feats ; 
Shows  all  his  gew — gaws^ 
And  gapes  for  applaufe  ; 
A  fine  occupation 
For  one  in  his  ftation ! 
A  hole  where  a  rabbit 
Would  fcorn  to  inhabit,. 
Dug  out  in  an  hour  ; 
He  calls  it  a  bower. 

But,  oh  !  how  we  laugh 
To  fee  a  wild  calf 
Come,  driven  by  heat, 
And  foul  the  green  feat ; 
Or  run  helter.fkelter 
To  his  arbor,  for  ftielter, 
Where  all  goes  to  ruin 
The  Dean  has  been  doing : 
The  girls  of  the  village 
Come  flocking  for  pillage, 
Pull  down  the  fine  briars 
And  thorns,  to  make  fires ; 
But  yet  are  fo  kind 
To  leave  fomething  behind  : 
No  more  need  be  faid  on  't, 
I  fmell  when  I  tread  on  't. 

Dear  friend,  doctor  Jenny, 
If  I  could  but  winfcye, 
Or  Walmfiey  or  Whaley, 
vFq  come  hithef  daily^ 


OEMS* 

Since  Fortune,  my  foe, 
Will  needs  have  it  fo, 
That  I  'm,  by  her  frowns, 
Condemn'd  to  black  gown?; 
No  fquire  to  be  found 
The  neighbourhood  round 
(For,  under  the  rofe, 
I  would  rather  choofe  thofe)  5 
If  your  wives  will  permit  ye, 
Come  here,  out  of  pity, 
To  eafe  a  poor  lady, 

And  beg  her  a  play-day. 

So  may  you  be  feen 

No  more  in  the  fpleen  ! 

May  Walmfley  give  wine, 

Like  a  hearty  divine  1 

May  Whaley  difgrace 

Dull  Daniel's  whey-face! 

And  may  your  three  fpoufes 

Let  you  lie  at  friends'  houfes ! 

A  PASTORAL  DIALOGUE. 

DERMOT.      SHEELAH. 


A  NYMPH  and  fwain,  Sheelah  and  Dermot  hight. 
Who  wont  to  weed  the  court  of  *  Gosford  Knight; 
While  each  with  ftubbed  knife  remov'd  the  roots, 
That  rais'd  between  the  ftones  their  daily  ihoots  ; 
As  at  their  work  they  fate  in  counterview., 
With  mutual  beauty  fuait,  their  paffion  grew. 
Sing,  heavenly  Mule,  infw^etly  flowing  ftrain 
The  foft  endearments  of  the  nymph  and  Twain. 

DERMOT. 

My  love  to  Sheelah  is  more  firmly  fixt, 
Than  ftrongeft  weeds  that  grow  thefe  ftones  b«* 

twixt: 

My  fpud  thefe  nettles  from  the  ftones  can  part  ; 
No  knife  fo  keen  to  weed  thee  from  my  heart. 

SHEELAH. 

My  love  for  gentle  Dermot  fafter  grows, 
Than  yon  tall  clock  that  riles  to  thy  nofe. 
Cut  down  the  dock,  'twill  fprout  again :  but  oh  1 
Love  rooted  out,  again  will  never  grow. 

DER.MOT. 

No  more  that  brier  thy  tender  leg  mail  rake 
(Ifpare  the  thiftles  for  Sir  Arthur's  f  fake). 
Sharp  are  the  ftones ;  take  thou  this  rulhy  mat ; 
The  bardelt  bum  will  bruife  with  fitting  fquat. 

SHEELAH. 

Thy  breeches,  torn  behind,  ftand  gaping  wide  ; 
This  petticoat  fhall  fave  thy  dear  backfide  : 
Nor  need  I  blufli ;  although  you  feel  it  wet, 
Dermot,  I  vow,  'tis  nothing  elfe  but  fweat. 

DERMOT. 

At  an  old  ftubborn  root  I  chanc'd  to  tug. 
When  the  Dean  threw  me  this  tobacco-plug  : 
A  longer  ha'porth  never  did  I  fee  ; 
This,  deareft  Sheelah,  thou  (halt  fhare  with  me» 

SHEELAH. 

In  at  the  pantry-door  this  morn  I  dipt, 
And  from  the  (helf  a  charming  cruft  I  whipf: 
1  Dennis  was  .out,  and  I  got  hither  fafe ; 
And  thou,  my  dear,  malt  have  the  bigger  half. 

*  Sir  Arthur  Achefon. 

\  Who  was  a  great  lover  of  ScQtlqnj*. 

j  Sir  Arthur's  butter. 

G.ij 
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BERMOT. 

When  you  faw  Tady  at  long-bullets  play, 
You  fare  and  lous'd  him  all  a  fun-fhine  day. 
How  could  you,  Sheelah,  liften  to  his  tales, 
Or  crack  fuch  lice  as  his  betwixt  your  nails  ? 

SHEELAH. 

When  you  with  Onah  flood  behind  a  ditch, 
I  peep'd,  and  faw  you  kifs  the  dirty  bitch. 
Dermot,  how  could  you  touch  thefe  nafty  fluts  ? 
I  almoll  wilh'd  this  fpud  were  in  your  guts. 

DERMOT. 

If  Onah  once  I  kifs'd,  forbear  to  chide  ; 
Her  aunt's  my  goffip  by  my  father's  fide  : 
But,  if  I  ever  touch  her  lips  again, 
May  I  be  doom'd  for  life  to  weed  in  rain  ! 

SHEELAH. 

Dermot,  I  fwear,   though  Tady's  locks  could 

hold 

Ten  thoufand  lice,  and  every  loufe  was  gold  ; 
Him  on  my  lap  you  never  more  mall  fee  ; 
Or  may  I  lole  my  weeding  knife  —  and  thee  ! 

DERMOT. 

Oh,  could  I  earn  for  thee,  my  lovely  lafs, 
A  pair  of  *  brogues  to  bear  thee  dry  to  mafs  ! 
But  fee,  where  Norah  with  the  fowins  comes—  - 
Then  let  us  rife,  and  reft  our  weary  bums. 

ON  THE  FIVE  LADIES  AT  SOT'S-HOLE  f, 

WITH  THE  DOCTOR  J  AT  THEIR  HEAD. 

N.  B.  Tfje  ladies  treated  the  Do£lor. 
Sent  as  from  an  OFFICER  in  the  ARMY. 


ladies,  number  five, 

Who,  in  your  merry  freaks, 
-With  little  Tom  contrive 

To  fealt  on  ale  and  fteaks  ; 
While  he  fits  by  a-grinning, 

To  fee  you  fafe  in  Sot's-hole, 
Set  up  with  greafy  linen, 

And  neither  mugs  nor  pots  whole  i 
Alas  !  I  never  thought 

A  prieft  would  pleafe  your  palate  • 
Befides,  I'll  hold  a  groat, 

He'll  put  you  in  a  ballad  ; 
Where  I  mall  fee  your  faces 

On  paper  daub'd  fo  foul, 
They'll  be  no  more  like  Graces, 

Than  Venus  like  an  owl. 

And  we  mail  take  you  rather 

To  be  a  midnight  pack 
Of  witches  met  together, 

With  Beelzebub  in  black. 
It  fills  my  heart  with  woe, 

To  think,  fuch  ladies  fine 
Shall  be  reduc'd  fo  low 

To  treat  a  dull  divine. 


*  Shoes  with  flat  low  heels. 
t  An  aleboufe   in  Dublin,   famous  for  beef- 
Jleaks. 

{  Dr.  Tbomos  Sheridan. 


Be  by  a  parfon  cheated  ! 

Had  you  been  cunning  (lagers, 
You  might  yourfelves  be  treated 

By  captains  and  by  majors. 
See  how  corruption  grows, 

While  mothers,  daughters,  aunts, 
Inftead  of  powdered  beaux, 

From  pulpits  choofe  gallants  ! 
If  we,  who  wear  our  wigs 

With  fan-tail  and  with  fnake, 
Are  bubbled  thus  by  prigs ; 

Z — ds  !  who  would  be  a  rake  ? 
Had  I  a  heart  to  fight,      . 

I'd  knock  the  Doctor  down  : 
Or  could  I  read  or  write, 

Egad  !  I'd  wear  a  gown. 

Then  leave  him  to  his  birch  * ; 

And  at  the  Rofe  on  Sunday, 
The  parfon  fafe  at  church, 

I'll  treat  you  with  burgundy. 

THE  FIVE  LADIES'  ANSWER  TO  THE 
BEAU. 

WITH  THE  WIG  AND  WINGS  AT  HIS  HEAD. 

You  little  fcribbling  beau, 

What  daemon  made  you  write  ? 
Becaufe  to  write  you  know 

As  much  as  you  can  fight. 
For  compliment  fo  fcurvy, 

I  wifli  we  had  you  here  ; 
We'd  turn  you  topfy-turvy 

Into  a  mug  of  beer. 
You  thought  to  make  a  farce  on 

The  man  and  place  we  chofe ; 
We're  Cure  a  fingle  parfon 

Is  worth  an  hundred  beaux. 
And  you  would  make  us  vafials, 

Good  Mr.  Wig  and  Wings, 
To  filver-clocks  and  taflels  ; 

You  would,  you  Thing  of  Things! 

Becaufe  around  your  cane 

A  ring  of  diamonds  is  fet ; 
And  you,  in  fome  bye -lane, 

Have  gain'd  a  paltry  grizette ; 

Shall  we,  of  fenfe  refin'd, 

Your  trifling  nonfenfe  bear, 
As  noify  as  the  wind, 

As  empty  as  the  air  ?  « 

We  hate  your  empty  prattle  ; 

And  vow  and  fwear  'tis  true, 
There's  more  in  one  child's  rattle 

Than  twenty  fops  like  you. 

THE  BEAU'S  REPLY 

TO   THE   FIVE    LADIESJ*  ANSWER, 

WHY,  how  now,  dapper  Black  ! 
I  fmell  your  gown  and  cafibck, 

#  JDr,  Sheridan  was  ajchool-majler'. 


As  fh-onor  tipon  your  back, 
As  Tifdall  *  fraells  of  a  fock. 

To  write  fuch  fcurvy  fluff"! 

Fine  ladies.never  do't ; 
I  know  you  well  enough, 

And  eke  your  cloven  foot. 
Fine  ladies,  when  they  write, 

Nor  fcold,  nor  keep  a  fplutter : 
Their  verfes  give  delight, 

As  foft  and  tweet  as  butter. 
But  Satan  never  faw 

Such  haggard  lines  as  thefe  : 
They  flick  athwart  my  maw, 

As  bad  as  Suffolk-cheefe. 


THE  JOURNAL 

OF  A  MODERN  LADY. 

In  a  Letter  to  a  Perfon  of  Quality,     1728. 

SIR,. 

IT  was  a  moft  unfriendly  part 
In  you,  who  ought  to  know  my  heart, 
Are  well  acquainted  with  my  zeal 
For  all  the  female  commonweal — 
How  could  it  come  into  your  mind 
To  pitch  on  me,  of  all  mankind, 
Againft  the  fex  to  write  a  fatire, 
And  brand  me  for  a  woman-hater  ? 
On  me,  who  think  them  all  fo  fair, 
They  rival  Venus  to  a  hair  ; 
Their  virtues  never  ceas'd  to  fing, 
Since  firft  I  learn'd  to  tune  a  firing  ? 
Methinks  I  hear  the  ladies  cry, 
Will  he  his  character  belie  ? 
Muft  never  our  misfortunes  end  ? 
And  have  we  loft  our  only  friend  ? 
Ah,  lovely  nymphs,  remove  your  fears, 
No  more  let  fall  thofe  precious  tears. 
Sooner  fliall,  &c. 

[Here  feveral  verfes  are  omitted.] 
The  hound  be  hunted  by  the  hare, 
Than  I  turn  rebel  to  the  fair. 

'T  was  you  erigag'd  me  firft  to  write, 
Then  gave  the  fubjecl  out  of  fpite  : 
The  journal  of  a  modern  dame 
Is  by  my  promife  what  you  claim. 
My  word  is  paft,  I  muft  fubmit ; 
And  yet  perhaps  you  may  be  bit. 
I  but  tranfcribe  ;  for  not  a  line 
Of  all  the  fatire  fha!l  be  mine. 
Compell'd  by  you  to  tag  in  rhymes 
The  common  flanders  of  the  times, 
Of  modern  times,  the  guilt  is  yours, 
And  me  my  innocence  fecufes. 
Unwilling  mufe,  begin  thy  lay, 
1  he  annals  of  a  female  day. 

By  nature  turri'd  to  play  the  rake  well 
(As  we  fliall  ihow  you  in  the  fequel), 
The  modern  dame  is  wak'd  by  noon 
(Some  authors  fay,  not  quite  fo  foon), 
Becaufe,  though  fore  againft  her  will, 
She  fate  all  night  up  at  quadrille. 

*  A  clergyman  in  the  north  of  England,  w 
bad  made  propofals  of  marriage  tv  Stella, 
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She  ftretches,  gapies,  unglues  her  eyes, 

And  afks  if  it  be  time  to  rife ; 

Of  head-ach  and  the  fpleen  complains; 

And  then,  to  cool  her  heated  brains, 

Her  night-gown  and  her  flippers  brought  hefj 

Takes  a  large  dram  of  citron-water. 

Then  to  herglafs;  arid,  "  Betty,  pray 

"  Don't  I  look  frightfully  to-day  ? 

"  But  was  it  not  confounded  hard  ? 

"  Well,  if  I  ever  touch  a  card  ! 

"  Four  mattadores,  and  lofe  codille  f 

"  Depend  upon  't,  I  never  will. 

"  But  run  to  Tom,  and  bid  him  fix 

"  The  ladies  here  to-night  by  fix." 

"  Madam,  the  goldfmith  waits  below; 

"  He  fays,  his  bufinefs  is  to  know 

"  If  you  '11  redeem  the  filver  cup 

"  He  keeps  in  pawn  ?" — •"  Firfl,  fhow  him  up.^ 

"  Your  dreflirig-plate.he  '11  be  content 

"  To  take,  for  intereft  cent,  per  cent. 

"  And,  Madam,  there's  my  lady  Spade 

"  Hath  fent  this  letter  by  her  maid." 

"  Well,  I  remember  what  fhe  won  ; 

"  And  hath  flie  fent  fo  foon  to  dun  ? 

"  Here,  carry  down  thofe  ten  pifloles, 

"  My  hulband  left  to  pay  for  coals : 

"  I  thank  my  ftars,  they  all  are  light ; 

"  And  I  may  have  revenge  to-night." 

Now,  loitering  o'er  her  tea  and  creanis 

She  enters  on  her  ufual  theme  ; 

Her  lafl  night's  ill  fuccefs  repeats, 

Calls  lady  Spade  a  hundred  cheats : 

"  She  Qiptfpadillo  in  her  breaft, 

"  Then  thought  to  turn  it  to  a  jeft : 

"  There  's  Mrs.  Cut  and  fhe  combine, 

;<  And  to  each  other  give  the  fign." 

Through  every  game  purfues  her  tale"> 

Like  hunters  o'er  their  evening  ale. 

Now  to  another  fcene  give  place  : 
Enter  the  folks  with  filks  and  lace  : 
Frefh  matter  for  a  world  of  chat, 
Right  Indian  this,  right  Mechlin  that : 
Obferve  this  pattern  ;  there  's  a  fluff  j 
I  can  have  cuftomers  enough. 
Dear  madam,  yoii  are  grown  fo  hard— 
This  lace  is  worth  twelve  pounds  a  yard: 
Madam,  if  there  be  truth  in  man, 
I  never  fold  fo  cheap  a  fan." 
This  bufinefs  of  importance  o'er, 
And  madam  almoft  drefs'd  by  four; 
The  footman,  in  his  ufual  phrafe, 
Comes  up  with,  "  Madam,  dinner  flays.", 
'he  anfwers,  in  her  ufual  ftyle, 
'  The  cbok  muft  keep  it  back  awhile : 

I  never  can  have  time  to  drefs 
'  (No  woman  breathing  takes  up  lefs} 

I'm  hurried  fo,  it  makes  me  fick ; 
*  I  wifli  the  dinner  at  Old  Nick." 
At  table  now  fhe  acts  her  part, 
Has  all  the  dinner  cant  by  heart : 
'  I  thought  we  were  to  dine  alone, 
'  My  dear ;  for  fure,  if  I  had  knowtf 

This  company  would  come  to  day— * 
'  But  really  'tis  my  fpoufe's  way  ! 
«  He  's  fo  unkind,  he  never  fends 
'  To  tell  when'  he  invites  his  friends  s 
I  wifli  ye  may  but  have  enough  !" 
rid  while  with  aU  this  paltry  fluff 
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She  fits  tormenting  every  gueft, 
Nor  gives  her  tongue  one  moment's  reft, 
In  phrafes  batter'd,  ftale,  and  trite, 
Which  modern  ladies  call  polite  j 
You  fee  the  booby  hufband  fit 
In  admiration  at  her  wit. 

But  let  me  now  awhile  farvey 
Our  madam  o'er  her  evening-tea  j 
Surrounded  with  her  noify  clans 
Of  prudes,  coquettes,  and  harridans ; 
When,  frighted  at  the  clamorous  crewr 
Away  the  God  of  Silence  flew, 
And  fair  difcretion  left  the  place, 
And  modefty  with  blufliing  face  : , 
!Now  enters  overweening  pride, 
And  fcandal  ever  gaping  wide  ; 
Hypocrify  with  frown  fevere, 
Scurrility  with  gibing  air  ; 
Rude  laughter  feeming  like  to  burft, 
And  malice  always  judging  worft  j 
And  vanity  with  pocket-glafs, 
And  impudence  with  front  of  brafs ; 
And  ftudy'd  affectation  came, 
Each  limb  and  feature  out  of  frame ; 
'While  ignorance,  with  brain  of  lead, 
^Flew  hovering  o'er  each  female  head. 
Why  fhould  I  alk  of  thee,  my  Mufe, 
An  hundred  tongues,  as  poets  ufe, 
When,  to  give  every  dame  her  due, 
An  hundred  thoufand  were  too  few  ? 
Or  how  fhall  I,  alas,  relate 
The  fum  of  all  their  fenfelefs  prate, 
Their  innuendos,  hints,  and  flanders, 
Their  meanings  lewd,  and  double  entendres  ? 
INow  comes  the  general  fcandal-charge ; 
.What  fome  invent,  the  reft  enlarge  ; 
And,  "  Madam,  if  it  be  a  lie, 
'  You  have  the  tale  as  cheap  as  I : 

I  muft  conceal  my  author's  name  ; 
"  But  now  'tis  known  to  common  fame." 

Say,  foolifli  females,  bold  and  blind, 
Say,  by  what  fatal  turn  of  mind, 
Are  you  on  vices  moft  fevcre, 
Wherein  yourfelves  have  greateil  fliare  ? 
Thus  every  fool  herfelf  deludes ; 
The  prudes  condemn  the  abi'ent  prudes  : 
Mopfa,  who  flinks  her  fpoufe  to  death, 
Accuies  Chloe's  tainted  breath  ; 
Hircina,  rank  with  fweat,  prefumes 
To  cenfure  Phyllis  for  perfumes  ; 
While  crooked  Cynthia,  fneering,  fays, 
That  Flcrimel  wears  iron  ftays : 
'Chloe,  of  every  coxcomb  jealous, 
Admires  how  girls  ean  talk  with  fellows; 
And,  full  of  indignation,  frets, 
That  women  fhould  be  fuch  coquettes : 
Iris,  for  fcandal  moft  notorious, 
Cries,  "  Lord,  the  world  is  ib  cenforious  I" 
And  Rufa,  with  her  combs  of  lead, 
Whifpers  that  Sappho's  hair  is  red  : 
Aura,  whofe  tongue  you  hear  a  mile  hence, 
Takes  half  a  day  in  praife  of  filence  : 
Ariel  Sylvia  full  of  inward  guilt, 
Calls  Amoret  an  arrant  jilt. 

Now  voices  over  voices  rife, 
While  each  to  he  the  toudeft  vies  : 
They  contradict,  affirm,  clifpute, 
•No  Tingle  tongas  one  moment  mate ; 


All  mad  to  fpeak,  and  none  tohearke«, 

'hey  fet  the  very  lap-dog  barking  ; 

"heir  chattering  makes  a  louder  din 
Than  filh-wives  o'er  a  cup  of  gin: 
Slot  fchool-boys  at  a  barring-out 
Lais'd  ever  fuch  incefiant  rout : 
The  jumbling  particles  of  matter 

n  chaos  made  not  fuch  a  clatter ; 
Far  lefs  the  rabble  roar  and  rail, 
When  drunk  with  four  election- ale. 
Nor  do  they  truft  their  tongues  alone, 

kit  fpeak  a  language  ef  their  own ; 
Can  read  a  nod,  a  fiirug,  a  look, 

"ar  better  than  a  printed  book  ; 
Convey  a  libel  in  a  frown, 
And  wink  a  reputation  down  ; 

)r,  by  the  toffing  of  the  fan, 

Defcribe  the  lady  and  the  man. 
But  fee,  the  female  club  difband?, 

•Lach  twenty  vifits  on  her  hands. 

Slow  all  alone  poor  madam  fits 

[n  vapours  and  hyfteric  fits : 

'  And  was  not  Tom  this  morning  fent  ? 

'  I  'd  lay  my  life  he  never  went : 

"  Paft  fix,  and  not  a  living  foul ! 

"  I  might  by  this  have  won  a  vole»" 

A  dreadful  interval  of  fpleen  ! 

How  fliail  we  pafs  the  time  between  ? 
Here,  Betty,  let  me  take  my  drops ; 
*'  And  feel  my  pulfe,  I  know  it  ftops  : 
This  head  of  mine,  Lord,  how  it  fwims  3 

"  And  fuch  a  pain  in  all  my  limbs  !'* 

"  Dear  madam,  try  to  take  a  nap."— • 

But  now  they  hear  a  footman's  rap  : 

"  Go,  run  and  light  the  ladies  up  : 

"  It  muft  be'one  before  we  fup." 
The  tablej  cards,  and  counters,  fet, 

And  all  the  gamefter-ladies  met, 

Her  fpleen  and  fits  recover'd  quite, 

Our  madam  can  fit  up  all  night : 

"  Whoever  comes,  I  'm  not  within.1* 

Quadrille's  the  word,  and  fo  begin. 
How  can  the  mufe  her  aid  impart, 

Unlkill'd  in  all  the  terms  of  art  ? 

Or  in  harmonious  numbers  put 

The  deal,  the  fliuffle,  and  the  cut  ? 

The  fuperftitious  whims  relate, 

That  fill  a  female  gamefter's  pate  ? 

What  agony  of  foul  fhe  feels 

To  fee  a  knave's  inverted  heels ! 

She  draws  up  card  by  card,  to  find 

Good  fortune  peeping  from  behind  ; 

With  panting  heart,  and  earneft  eyes, 

In  hope  to  fee  fpadillo  rife : 

In  vain,  alas !  her  hope  is  fed; 

She  draws  an  ace,  and  fees  it  red  ; 

In  ready  counters  never  pays, 

But  pawns  her  fnuff-box,  rings,  and  keys  ; 

Ever  with  fome  new  fancy  (truck, 

Tries  twenty  charms  to  mend  her  luck. 
"  This  morning,  when  the  parfon  came, 

*'  I  faid  I  fliould  not  win  a  game. 

"  This  odious  chair,  how  came  I  ftuck  in 't? 
"  I  think  I  never  had  good  luck  in  't. 
"  I  'm  fo  uneafy  in  my  ftays  ; 
"  Your  fan  a  moment,  if  you  pleafe. 
"  Stand  further,  girl,  or  get  you  gone  j 
"  I  always  lofe  when  you  look  on." 
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Lord  !  madam,  yau  have  loft  codille : 

I  never  faw  you  play  fo  ill." 

Nay,  madam,  give  rne  leave  to  fay, 

'Twas  you  that  threw  the  game  away  : 

"When  lady  Trickfey  play'd  a  four, 

You  took  it  with  a  rnattadore ; 
*  'I  faw  you  touch  your  wedding-ring 
"  Before  my  lady  call'd  a  king ; 
*'  You  fpoke  a  word  began  with  H, 
"  And  I  know  whom  you  meant  to  teach, 
*'  Becaufe  you  held  the  king  of  hearts ; 
"  Fie,  madam,  leave  thefe  little  arts." 
"  That  's  not  fo  bad  as  one  that  rubs 
"  Her  chair,  to  call  the  king  of  clubs  ; 
"  And  makes  her  partner  umierftand 
*'  A  rnattadore  is  in  her  hand." 
"  Madam,  you  have  no  caufe  to  flounce; 
"  I  fwear  I  faw  you  thrice  renounce." 
"  And  truly,  madam,  I  know  when, 
"  Inftead  of  five,  you  fcor'd  me  ten. 
*'  Spadillo  here  has  got  a  mark  ; 
"  A  child  may  know  it  in  the  dark : 
"  I  gueft  the  hand  :  it  feldom  fails : 
"  J  wifli  fome  folks  would  pair  their  nails." 

While  thus  they  rail,  and  fcold,  and  ftorra; 
It  pafles  but  for  common  form  : 
But,  confcious  that  they  all  fpeak  true, 
And  give  each  other  but  their  due, 
It  never  interrupts  the  game, 
Or  makes  them  fenfible  of  fhame. 

The  time  too  precious  now  t<a  wafte, 
The  fupper  gobbled  up  in  hafte  i 
Again  afrefh  to  cards  they  run, 
As  if  they  had  but  juft  begun. 
But  I  (hall  not  again  repeat, 
How  oft'  they  fquabble,  fnarl,  and  cheat. 
At  laft  they  hear  the  watchmen  knock, 
"  A  frofty  morn— paft  four  o'clock." 
The  chairmen  are  not  to  be  found, 
"  Come,  let  us  play  the  other  round." 

Now  all  in  hafte  they  huddle  on 
Their  hoods,  their  cloaks,  and  get  them  gone  ; 
But,  firft,  the  winner  muit  invite 
The  company  to-morrow  night. 
Unlucky  madam,  left  in  tears 
(Who  now  again  quadrille  forfwears), 
With  empty  purfe,  and  aching  head, 
Steals  to  her  fleeping  fpoufe  to  bed. 

A    DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN   MAD   MULLINI**   AND   TIMOTHY. 
1728. 

M.  I  OWN,  'tis  not  my  bread  and  butter  j 
jBut  prythee,  Tim,  why  all  this  clutter  ? 
Why  ever  in  thefe  raging  fits, 
t>amning  to  hell  the  Jacobites  ? 
When,  if  you  fearch  the  kingdom  round, 
There's  hardly  twenty  to  be  found ; 
Itfo,  not  among  the  priejls  and  friars-— 

T.  'Twixt  you  and  me,  G —  d — n  the  liars ! 

M.  The  Tpries  are  gone  every  roan  o'er 
To  our  illuilrious  houfe  of  Hanover  ; 

*  A  JUiitious  name.     See  the  bijlory  of  tbi 
$.oem  in  tbs  "  Intelligencer;*  No.  VllL 
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all  their  conduct  this  is  plain  ; 
And  then— 

.  G  —  d  —  n  the  liari  again  ! 
)id  not  an  earl  but  lately  vote, 

bring  in  (I  could  cut  his  throat) 
)ur  whole  accounts  of  public  debts  ? 
M.  Lord  !  how  this  frothy  coxcomb  frets  ! 


T.  Did  not  an  able  ftatefman  bifhop 
This  dangerous  horrid  motion  difh-up 
As  popi/h  craft  ?  did  he  not  rail  on't  ? 
Show  fire  and  faggot:  in  the  tail  on't  ? 
ProTiag  the  earl  a  great  offender, 
And  in  a  plot  for  the  Pretender  ; 
Whofe  fleet,  'tis  all  our  friends  opinion, 

,Vas  then  embarking  at  Avignon  ? 
[  A  few  dull  lines  are  here  purpofely  omitted,] 
M.  Thefe  wrangling  jars  of  Whig  and  Tory- 
Are  flale  and  worn  as  Troy-town  ftory  : 
The  wrong,  'tis  certain,  you  were  both  in, 
And  now  you  find  you  fought  for  nothing. 

Your  faction,  when  their  game  was  new, 

Might  want  fuch  noify  fools  as  you  ; 

Bat  you,  when  all  the  fliow  is  paft, 

Eleiblve  to  Hand  it  out  the  laft  ; 

Like  Martin  Marrall  *,  gaping  on, 

STot  minding  when  the  fong  is  done. 

When  all  the  bee  s  are  gone  to  fettle, 

You  clatter  ftill  your  brazen  kettle. 

The  leaders  whom  you  lifted  under 

Have  dropt  their  arms,  and  feiz'd  the  plunder^ 

And  when  the  war  is  paft,  you  come 

To  rattle  in  their  ears  your  drum  : 

And  as  that  hateful  hideous  Grecian 

Therfites  (he  was  your  relation) 

Was  more  abhorr'd  and  fcorn'd  by  thofe 

With  whom  he  ferv'd,  than  by  his  foes  j 

So  thou  art  grown  the  deteftation 

Of  all  thy  party  through  the  nation  : 

Thy  peevifli  and  perpetual  teafing 

With  plots,  and  Jacobites,  and  treafon, 

Thy  bufy,  never-meaning  face, 

Thy-fcrew'd-up  front,  thy  Hate-grimace^ 

Thy  formal  nods,  important  fneers, 

Thy  whifperings  foifted  in  all  ears, 

(Which  are,  whatever  you  may  think, 

But  nonfenfe  wrapt  up  in  a  ftink), 

Have  made  thy  prefence,  in  a  true  fenfe, 

To  thy  own  fide  fo  d—n'd  a  nuifance, 

That,  when  they  have  you  in  their  eye, 

As  if  the  devil  drove,  they  fly. 

2".  My  good  friend  Mullinix  forbear  ; 

I  vow  to  G—  ,  you're  too  fevere. 

If  it  could  ever  yet  be  known 

I  took  advice  except  my  own, 

It  fliould  be  yours  :  but,  d  —  n  my  blood  I 

I  muft  purfue  the  public  good. 
The  faction  (is  it  not  notorious?) 

Keck  at  the  memory  of  Glorious  f  : 

'Tis  true  ;  nor  need  I  to  be  told, 
My  quondam  friends  are  grown  fo  coldt 
That  fcarce  a  creature  can  be  found 
To  prance  with  me  the  ftatue  round. 


*  A  c"hara9cr  in  one  of  Drydeii's  comedies* 
\  King  William  HI. 
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The  public  fafety,  I  foreree, 
Henceforth  depends  alone  on  me  ; 
And  while  this  vital  breath  I  blow, 
Or  from  above,  or  from  below, 
I'll  fputter,  fwagger,  curfe,  and  rail, 
The  Tories'  terror,  fcourge,  and  flail. 

M.  Tim,  you  miftake  the  matter  quite  : 
The  Tories  !  you  are  their  delight  ; 
And  fhould  you  act  a  different  part, 
Be  grave  and  wife,  'twould  break  their  heart. 
Why,  Tim,  you  have  a  talte  I  know, 
And  often  fee  a  puppet-J}.>ow  : 
Obferve,  the  audience  is  in  pain, 
While  Punch  is  hid  behind  the  fcene ; 
But,  when  they  hear  his  rufty  voice, 
With  what:  impatience  they  rejoice  ! 
And  then  they  value  not  two  ftraws, 
How  Solomon  decides  the  caufe, 
Which  the  true  mother,  which  prete?ider  ;. 
Nor  liften  to  the  witch  of  Endor.     • 
Should  Fauftus,  with  the  Devil  behind  him, 
Enter  the  ftage,  they  never  mind  him : 
If  Punch,  to  ftir  their  fancy;  mows 
In  at  the  door  his  monftrous  nofe, 
Then  fudden  draws  it  back  again  ; 

0  what  a  pleafure  mix'd  with  pain  ! 
You  every  moment  think  an  age, 
Till  he  appears  upon  the  ftage  : 
And  firft  his  bum  you  fee  him  clap 
Upon  the  queen  of  Sbeba's  lap  : 

The  Duke  of  Lorraine  drew  his  fwofd ; 
Punch  roaring  ran,  and  running  roar'dj 
Reviles  all  people  in  his  jargon, 
And  fells  the  king  of  Spain  a  bargain ; 
St.  George  himfelf  he  plays  the  wag  on, 
And  mounts  aftride  upon  the  dragon  ; 
He  gets  a  thoufand  thumps  and  kicks, 
Yet  cannot  leave  his  roguifh  tricks  ; 
In  every  action  thrulis  his  nofe  ; 

1  he  reafon  why  no  mortal  knows  : 

In  doleful  fcenes  that  break  our  heart* 
Punch  comes,  like  you,  and  lets  a  fart. 
There's  not  a  puppet  made  of  wood, 
But  what  would  hang  him,  if  they  could  ; 
While,  teazing  all,  by  all  he's  teas'd, 
How  well  are  the  fpectators  pleas'd  ! 
Who  in  the  motion  have  no  fhare, 
But  purely  come  to  hear  and  ftare  ; 
Have  no  concern  for  Sabra's  fake, 
Which  gets  the  better,  faint  or  fnake, 
Provided  Punch  (for  there's  the  jeft) 
Be  foundly  maul'd,  and  plague  the  reft. 

Thus,  Tim,  philofophers  fuppofe, 
The  'world  conjijis  of  Puppet -fh onus ; 
Where  petulant  conceited  fellows 
Perform  the  par:  of  Punchinelloes  : 
So  at  this  booth,  which  we  call  Dublin, 
Tim,  thou'rt  the  Punch  to  ftir  up  trouble  in  ; 
You  riggle,  ridge,  and  make  a  rout, 
Put  all  your  brother  puppets  out ; 
Run  on  in  a  perpetual  round, 
To  teaze,  perplex,  difturb,  confound  ; 
Intrude  with  monkey-grin  and  clatter, 
To  interrupt  all  ferious  matter  ; 
Are  grown  the  nuifance  of  your  clan, 
Who  hate  and  fcorn  you  to  a  man  : 
But  then  the  lookers  on,"the  Tories, 
You  (till  divertnvith  merry  ftories ; 


They  would  confent  that  all  the  crew 
V/ere  hang'd,  before  they'd  part  with  you. 

But  tell  me,  Tim,  upon  the  ipot, 
By  all  this  toil  what  haft  thou  got  ? 
If  Tories  muft  have  all  the  fport, 
I  fear  you'll  be  difgrac'd  at  cotirt . 

T.  Got  ?  D — rn  my  blood  !  I  frank  my  letters, 
Walk  to  my  plate  before  my  betters  j 
And,  fimple  as  1  now  ftand  here, 
Expect  in  time  to  be  a  peer — 
Got  3  D — m  me  !  why  I  got  my  will ! 
Ne'er  hoid  my  peace,  nor  ne'er  itand  ftill ! 
I  fart  with  twenty  ladies  by ; 
They  call  me  beaft,  and  what  care  I  ? 
I  bravely  call  the  Tories  Jacks, 

And  fons  of  whores behind  their  backs* 

But,  could  you  bring  me  once  to  think, 

That,  when  I  itrut,  and  ftare,  and  itiuk, 

Revile  and  flander,  fume  and  ftorm, 

Betray,  make  oath,  impeach,  inform, 

With  fuch  a  conftant  loyal  zeal 

To  ferve  myfelf  and  commonweal, 

And  fret  the  Tories'  foul  to  death, 

I  did  but  lofe  my  precious  breath  ; 

And,  when  I  damn  my  foul  to  plague  'em, 

Am,  as  you  tell  me,  but  their  may-game  ; 

Confume  my  vitals  !  they  mall  know, 

I  am  not  to  be  treated  to  : 

I'd  rather  hang  myfelf  by  half, 

Than  give  thofe  rafcals  caule  to  laugh. 

But  how,  my  friend,  can  I  endure, 
Once  fo  renowned,  to  live  obfcure  ? 
No  little  boys  and  girls  to  cry, 
"  There's  nimble  Tim  a-paffing  by  ?" 
No  more  my  dear  delightful  way  tread 
Of  keeping  up  a  party  hatred  s 
Will  none  the  Tory  dogs  purfue, 
When  through  the  ftreets  I  cry  halloo  ? 
Muft  all  my  d—  -m  me's  !  bloods  and  wounds ! 
Pafs  only  now  for  empty  founds  ? 
Shall  Tory  rafcals  be  eleded, 
Although  I  fwear  them  difaffeifled  ? 
And,  when  I  roar,  "  A  plot,  a  plot  I" 
Will  our  own  party  mind  me  not  ? 
So  qualify'd  to  fwear  and  lie, 
WilUhey  not  truft  me  for  ajpy  ? 

Dear  Mullinix,  your  good  advice 
I  beg  ;  you  fee  the  cafe  is  nice  : 
Oh  !  were  I  equal  in  renown, 
Like  thee  to  pleafe  this  thauklefs  town  ! 
Or  blefs'd  with  fuch  engaging  parts 
To  v?in  the  truant  fchool-boys'  hearts  1 
Thy  virtues  meet  their  jult  reward, 
Attended  by  the  fable  guard 
Charm'd  by  thy  voice,  the  'prentice  drops 
The  fnow-ball  deftin'd  at  thy  chops  : 
Thy  graceful  fteps,  and  colonel's  air, 
Allure  the  cinder-picking  fair. 

M.  No  more — in  mark  of  true  affection, 
I  take  thee  under  my  protection  : 
Your  parts  are  good,  'tis  not  deny'd  : 
I  wifh  they  had  been  well  apply'd. 
But  now  obferve  my  council,  (<y/fc.) 
Adapt  your  habit  to  your  phiz  ; 
You  mart  no  longer  thus  equip  ye, 
As  Horace  fays,  opt  at  ephippia  ; 
(There's  Latin  too,  that  you  may  fee 
|  How  much  improved  by  Dr. )• 


POEMS. 


I  have  a  coat  at  home,  that  you  may  try  ; 

'Tis  juft  like  this,  that  hangs  by  geometry. 

My  hat  has  much  the  nicer  air  ; 

Your  block  vviliht  it  to  a  hair. 

That  wig,  I  would  not  for  the  world 

Have  it  fo  formal  and  fo  curl'd ; 

'Twill  be  fo  oily  and  fo  fleek, 

"When  I  have  lain  in  it  a  week, 

You'll  find  it  well  prepar'd  to  take 

The  figure  of  toupee  and  fnake.  - 

Thus  dretVd  alike  from  top  to  toe, 

That  which  is  which  'tis  hard  to  know  j 

When  firft  in  public  we  appear, 

I'll  iead  the  van,  you  keep  the  rear  : 

Be  careful  as  you  walk  behind  ; 

Ufe  all  the  talents  of  your  mind  ; 

Be  ftudious  well  to  imitate 

My  portly  motion,  mien,  and  gait: 

Mark  my  addrefs,  and  learn  my  ftyle, 

When  to  look  fcornful,  when  to  fnule ; 

Nor  fputter  out  your  oaths  fo  faft, 

But  keep  your  fwearing  to  the  laft. 

Then  at  our  leifure  we'll  be  witty, 

And  in  the  flreets  divert  the  city ; 

The  ladies  from  the  windows  gaping, 

The  children  all  our  motions  aping. 

Your  conversation  to  refine, 

I'll  take  you  to  fome  friends  of  mine  ; 

Choice fpirits,  who  employ  their  parts 

To  mend  the  world  by  ufeful  arts; 

Some  cleanfing  hollow  tubes,  to  fpy 

Direcl  the  zenith  of  the  Iky ; 

Some  have  the  city  in  their  care, 

From  noxious  fteams  to  purge  the  air ; 

Some  teach  us,  in  thefe  dangerous  days 

How  to  walk  upright  in  our  ways ; 

Some  whofe  reforming  hands  engage 

To  lam  the  lewdnefs  of  the  age ; 

Some  for  the  public  fervice  go 

Perpetual  envoys  to  and  fro, 

Whofe  able  heads  fupport  the  weight 

Of  twenty  minifters  of  ftate. 

We  fcorn,  for  want  of  talk,  to  jabber 

Of  parties  o'er  our  bonny  clabber : 

Nor  are  we  ftudious  to  inquire, 

Who  votes  for  manors,  who  for  hire : 

Our  care  is,  to  improve  the  mind 

With  what  concerns  all  human  kind  ; 

The  various  fcenes  of  mortal  life  ; 

Who  beats  her  hufband,  who  his  wife  ; 

Or  how  the  bully  at  a  ftroke 

Knock' d  down  the  boy,  the  lantern  broke. 

One  tells  the  rife  of  cheefe  and  oatmeal ; 

Another  when  he  got  a  hot  meal ; 

One  gives  advice  in  proverbs  old, 

Inftrucls  us  how  to  tame  a  fcold ; 

One  fhows  how  bravely  Audouin  dy'd, 

And  at  the  gallows  all  deny'd  ; 

How  by  the  almanack  'tis  clear, 

That  herrings  will  be  cheap  this  year. 

T.  Dear  Mullinix,  I  now  lament 
My  precious  time  fo  long  mis-fpent, 
By  nature  meant  for  nobler  ends : 
Oh  !  introduce  me  to  your  friends  I 
Tor  whom  by  birth  I  was  delign'd, 

lill  politics  debas'd  my  mind  : 
I  give  myfelf  entire  to  you  ; 

G--4  d — n  the  Whigs  and  Tories  toa  ! 


TIM  *  AND  THE  FABLES. 


MT  meaning  'will  he  be/I  unraveled. 

When  Ipremife  that  Tim  has  travel' d. 

In  Lucas's  by  chance  there  lay 

The  fables  writ  by  Mr.  Gay. 

Tim  fet  the  volume  on  a  table, 

Read  over  here  and  there  a  fable ; 

And  found,  as  he  the  pages  twiiTd, 

The  monkey  who  had  feen  the  world  : 

(For  Tonfon  had,  to  help  the  fale, 

Prefix'd  a  cut  to  every  tale.) 

The  monkey  was  completely  dreft, 

The  beau  in  all  his  airs  expreft. 

Tim,  with  furprife  and  pleasure  flaring-, 

Ran  to  the  glafs,  and  then  comparing 

His  own  fweet  figure  with  the  print, 

Diftinguifh'd  every  feature  in't, 

The  twift,  the  fqueeze,  the  rump,  the  fidge  in  all, 

Juft  as  they  look'd  in  the  original. 

"  By ,"  fays  Tim,  and  let  a  fart, 

"  This  graver  underltood  his  art. 

"  'Tis  a  true  copy  I'll  fay  that  for't ; 

"  I  well  remember  when  I  fat  fopt. 

"  My  very  face,  as  firft  I  knew  il| ; 

"  Juft  in  this  drefs  the  painter  drjew  it." 

Tim,  with  his  likenefs  deeply  irnjtten, 

Would  read  what  underneath  was  written, 

The  merry  tale,  with  moral  grav^. 

He  now  began  to  ftorm  and  rave  : 

"  The  curfed  villain  !  now  I  fee 
This  was  a  libel  meant  at  me  : 
Thefe  fcribblers  grow  fo  bold  of  late 
Againft  us  minifters  of  ftate  ! 
Such  Jacobites  as  he  deferve — 
D — n  me  !  I  fay,  they  ought  to  ftarve.'* 

TOM  MULLINIX  AND  DICK. 

TOM  and  Dick  had  equal  fame, 

And  both  had  equal  knowledge  ; 
Tom  could  write  and  fpell  his  name, 

But  Dick  had  feen  the  college. 

Dick  a  coxcomb,  Tom  was  mad, 

And  both  alike  diverting  ; 
Tom  was  held  the  merrier  lad, 

But  Dick  the  beft  at  farting. 

Dick  would  cock  his  nofe  in  fcorn, 

But  Tom  was  kind  and  loving ; 
Tom  a  foot-boy  bred  and  born, 

But  Dick  was  from  an  oven. 

Dick  could  neatly  dance  a  jig, 

But  Tom  was  beft  at  borees : 
Tom  would  pray  for  every  Whig, 

And  Dick  curfe  all  the  Tories. 

Dick  would  make  a  woeful  noife, 

And  fcold  at  an  election ; 
Tom  huzza'd  the  blackguard  boys, 

And  held  them  in  fubjec"lion. 

Tom  could  move  with  lordly  grace, 

Dick  nimbly  fkipt  the  gutter ; 
Tom  could  talk  with  folemn  face, 

But  Dick  could  better  fputter. 

*  See  an  account  of  him  in  the  "  Intelligencer y » 
No.  X. 
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Dick  was  come  to  high  renown 

Since  he  commenc'd  phyfician  j 
Tom  was  held  by  all  the  town 

The  deeper  politician. 

Tom  had  the  genteeler  fwing, 

His  hat  could  nicely  put  on  ; 
Dick  knew  better  how  to  fwing 

His  cane  upon  a  button. 

Dick  for  repartee  was  fit, 

And  Tom  for  deep  difcerning ; 
Dick  was  thought  the  brighter  wits 

But  Tom  had  better  learning. 

Dick  with  zealous  no's  and  ay's 

Could  roar  as  loud  as  Stentor, 
In  the  houfe  'tis  all  he  fays ; 

But  Tom  is  eloquenter. 

DICK. 

A  MAG6OT. 

As  when,  frofn  rooting  in  a  bin, 

All  powder'd  o'er  from  tail  to  chin, 

A  lively  maggot  fallies  out, 

You  know  him  by  his  hazel  fnout : 

So  when  the  grandfon  of  his  grandfire 

Forth  iffues  wriggling,  Dick  Drawcanfir, 

With  powder'd  rump  and  back  and  fide, 

You  cannot  blanch  his  tawny  hide  ; 

For  'tis  beyond  the  power  of  meal 

The  gipfy  vifage  to  conceal : 

For,  as  he  fliakes  his  wainfcot  chops, 

Down  every  mealy  atom  drops, 

And  leaves  the  tartar  phiz,  in  (how 

Like  a  frefh  t— d  juft  dropt  on  fnow. 

CLAD  A.LL  IN  BROWN.    TO  DICK. 

IMITATED  FROM  COWLEY. 

FOULEST  brule  that  ftinks  below, 

Why  in  this  brown  doft  thou  appear? 
For,  wouldft  thoK  make  a  fouler  (how, 

Thou  muft  go  naked  all  the  year. 
Frefh  from  the  mud  a  wallowing  fow, 
Would  then  be  not  fg  brown  as  thou. 
'Tis  not  the  coat  that  looks  fo  dun, 

His  hide  emits  a  foulnefs  out ; 
Not  one  jot  better  looks  the  fun 

Seen  from  behind  a  dirty  clout : 
So  t— ds  within  a  glafs  enclofe, 
The  glafs  will  feem  as  brown  as  ihofev 
Thou  now  one  heap  of  foulnefs  art, 
All  outward  and  within  is  foul  ; 
Condenfed  filth  in  every  part, 

Thy  body's  clothed  like  thy  foul ; 
Thy  foul,  which  through  thy  hide  of  buff 
Scarce  glimmers  like  a  dying  fouff. 
Old  carted  bawds  fuch  garments  wear 

When  pelted  all  with  dirt  they  (nine; 
Such  their  exalted  bodies  are, 

As  fhrivel'd  and  as  black  as  thine. 
If  thou  vrert  in  a  cart,  I  fear 
Thou  wouldft  be  pelted  worfe  than  they're. 
Yet,  when  we  fee  thee  thus  array'd, 
The  neighbours  think  it  is  but  juft, 


That  thou  (houldft  take  an  honeft  trade* 

And  weekly  carry  out  the  duft. 
f  cleanly  houfes  who  will  doubt, 
When  Dick  cries,  "  Dun;  to  carry  out  ?" 

DICK's  VARIETY. 

DULL  uniformity  in  fools 

hate,  who  gape  and  fneer  by*  rules. 
You,  Mullinix,  and  flobbering  C , 

Vho  every  day  and  hour  the  fame  are  3 

t  vulgar  talent  I  defpife 
Of  pitting  in  the  rabble's  eyes, 
And  when  I  liiten  to  the  noife 
Of  ideots  roaring  to  the  boys ; 

L"O  better  judgments  (till  fubmitting, 

own  I  fee  but  little  wit  in  : 
Such  paftimes,  when  our  taftc  is  nice, 
n  pleafe  at  mod  but  once  or  twice. 
But  then  coniider  Dick,  you'll  find 

lis  genius  of  fuperior  kind  ; 
never  muddles  in  the  dirt, 

^or  fcowers  the  ftreets  without  a  fliirt ; 
Though  Dick,  I  dare  prefume  to  fay, 

^ould  do  fuch  feats  as  well  as  they. 

Dick  I  could  venture  every  where, 

Let  the  boys  pelt  him  if  they  dare  ; 

FJe'd  have  them  tried  at  the  affizes 

Far  priefts  and  Jefuits  in  difguifes  ; 

Swear  they  were  with  the  Swedes  at  Bender, 

And  lifting  troops  for  the  Pretender. 
But  Dick  can  fart,  and  dance,  and  frifk, 

No  other  monkey  half  fo  brilk ; 

Now  has  the  fpeaker  by  the  ears, 

Next  moment  in  the  Houfe  of  Peers ; 

Now  fcolding  at  my  lady  Euftace, 

Or  thrafhiHg  Baby  in  her  new  ft  ays. 

Prefto  !  be  gone  I  with  t'other  hop 

He's  powdering  in  a  barber's  (hop  ; 

Now  at  the  anti-chamber  thrufting 

His  nofe  to  get  the  circle  juft  in, 

A.nd  d — ns  his  blood,  that  in  the  rear 

He  fees  one  fingle  Tory  there  : 

Then,  woe  be  to  my  Lord  Lieutenant, 

Again  he'll  tell  him,  and  again  on't. 

AN  EPITAPH 

ON 

GENERAL  GORGES*  AND  LADY  MEATHf. 

UNDER  this  ftone  lie  Dicky  and  Dolly. 

Doll  dying  firft,  Dick  grew  melancholy  ; 

For  Dick  without  Doll  thought  living  a  folly. 

Dick  loft  in  Doll  a  wife  tender  and  dear : 
But  Dick  loft  by  Doll  twelve  hundred  a  year ; 
A  lofs  that  Dick  thought  no  mortal  could  bear. 

Dick  figh'd  for  his  Doll,  and  his  mournful  arms 

croft; 

Thought  much  of  his  Doll,  and  the  jointure  he  loft ; 
The  firft  vex'd  him  much,  the  other  vex'd  moft. 

*  Of  Kttbrue,  in  the  county  of  Meat b, 
f  Dorothy  dowager  of  Edward  earl  of  Meath. 
She  was  married  to  the  General  in  1716;    anl 
died.  April  10,1728.    Her  bv/band  furuived  Jwt 
two  days. 
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Thus  loaded  with  grief,  Dick  figh'd  and  he 

cry'd : 

To  live  without  both  full  three  days  he  try'd  ; 
But  lik'd  neither  lofs,  and  fo  quietly  dyU 

Dick  left  a  pattern  few  will  copy  after : 
Then,  reader,  pray  fhed  fome  tears  of  falt-water ; 
For  fo  fad  a  tale  is  no  fubject  of  laughter. 

Meath  fmiles  for  the  jointure,  though  gotten  fo 

late; 

The  fon  laughs,  that  got  the  hard-gotten  eftate; 
And|Cuffe*  grins,  for  getting  the  Alicant  plate. 

Here  quiet  they  lie,  in  hopes  to  rife  one  day, 
Both  folemnly  put  in  this  hole  on  a  Sunday, 
And  here  rt&-~Jit  tranfit  gloria  mundi! 


VERSES  ON  I  KNOW  NOT  WHAT. 

MY  lateft  tribute  here  I  fend, 
With  this  let  your  collection  end. 
Thus  I  confign  you  down  to  fame 
A  character  to  praife  or  blame  : 
And,  if  the  whole  may  pafs  for  true, 
Contented  reft,  you  have  your  due. 
Give  future  times  the  fatisfaction, 
To  leave  one  handle  for  detraction. 


DR.  SWIFT'S  COMPLAINT  ON  HIS  OWN 
DEAFNESS. 

WITH    AN  ANSWER. 
DOCTOR. 

DIAF,  giddy,  helplefs,  left  alone; 

ANSWER. 
Except  the  firft,  the  fault's  your  own. 

DOCTOR. 

To  all  my  friends  a  burthen  grown : 

ANSWER. 

Becaufe  to  few  you  will  be  mown. 
Give  them  good  wine,  and  meat  to  fluff, 
You  may  have  company  enough. 

DOCTOR. 

No  more  I  hear  my  church's  bell, 
Than  if  it  rang  out  for  my  knell. 

ANSWER. 
Then  write  and  read  'twill  do  as  welt 

DOCTOR. 

At  thunder  now  no  more  I  ftart, 
Than  at  the  rumbling  of  a  cart. 

ANSWER. 

Think  then  of  thunder  when  you  fart. 

DOCTOR. 

And,  what's  incredible,  alack  ! 
No  more  I  hear  a  woman's  clack. 

ANSWER. 

A  woman's  clack,  if  I  have  (kill, 
Sounds  fomewhat  like  a  throwfter's  mill ; 
But  louder  than  a  bell,  or  thunder ; 
That  does,  I  own,  increafe  my  wonder. 


*  John  Cuffe  ofDefart,  Efq.  married  the  Gtne 
ldeft  daughter- 


DR.  SWIFT  TO  HIMSELF, 
ON  SAINT  CECILIA'S  DAY. 

GRAVI  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's,  how  comes  it  t* 

pafs, 

'hat  you,  who  know  mufic  no  more  than  an  afs, 
'hat  you,  who  fo  lately  were  writing  of  Drapiers, 
hould  lend  your  cathedral  to  players  and  fcra- 

pers? 

To  act  fuch  an  opera  once  in  a  year, 
o    /ffenfive  to  every  true  Proteftant  ear,        [ing, 
h  trumpets,  and  fiddles,  and  organs,  and  ling- 
Will  fure  the  Pretender  and  Popery  bring  in. 
Proteftant  Prelate,  his  Lordfhip  or  Grace, 
Durft  there  fhow  his  Right  or  Moft  Reverent 

face  : 

How  would  it  pollute  their  crofters  and  rochets 
To  liften  to  minims,  and  quavers,  and  crotchets  f 

[The  rcfi  is  wanting.] 

ON  PADDY'S  CHARACTER  OF  THE  IN« 
TELLIGENCER*. 

As  a  thorn  bufli,  or  oaken  bough, 
Stuck  in  an  Irifh  cabin's  brow, 
Above  the  door,  at  country  fair, 
Betokens  entertainment  there  ; 
So  bays  on  poets'  brows  have  been 
Set,  for  a  fign  of  wit  within. 
And,  as  ill  neighbours  in  the  night 
Pull  down  an  ale-houfe  bum  for  fpite  \ 
The  laurel  fo,  by  poets  worn, 
Is  by  the  teeth  of  envy  torn  ; 
Envy,  a  canker-worm,  which  tears 
Thofe  facred  leaves  that  lightning  f  pares- 

And  new  t'  exemplify  this  moral : 
Tom  having  earn'd  a  twig  of  laurel 
(Which,  meafur'd  on  his  head,  was  found 
Not  long  enough  to  reach  half  round,, 
But,  like  a  girl's  cockade,  was  ty'd, 
A  trophy,  on  his  temple  fide  ;)  , 

Paddy  repin'd  to  fee  him  wear 
This  badge  of  honour  in  his  hair  ; 
And,  thinking  this  cockade  of  wit 
Would  his  own  temples  better  fit, 
Forming  his  Mufe  by  Smedley's  f  model. 
Lets  drive  at  Tom's  devoted  noddle, 
Pelts  him  by  turns  with  verfe  and  profe, 
Hums  like  a  hornet  at  his  nofe, 
At  length  prefumes  to  vent  his  fatire  on 
The  Dean,  Tom's  honour'd  friead  and  patroir* 
The  eagle  in  the  tale,  ye  know,  ;/  A/     -    f 

Teaz'd  by  a  buzzing  wafp below,  ' '  "T€(.  /. 

Took  wing  to  Jove,  and  hop'd  to  reflr 
Securely  in  the  thunderer's  bread : 

*  Dr.  Sheridan  was  publifber  of  the  "  Intelli 
gencer"  a  weekly  paper,  written  principally  by 
himfelf;  but  Dr.  Swift  occafionally  fupplied  him 
with  a  letter.  Dr.  Dclany,  piqued  at  the  appro 
bation  thofc  papers  received,  attacked  them  vio 
lently  both  in  converfation  and  print ;  but  unfor 
tunately  /tumbled  on  fome  of  the  numbers  whicb 
the  Dean  had  written,  and  all  the  < 
ed  ;  which  gave  rife  to  tkefe  verfe  f, 

f  Dean  of  Ferns. 


xol  THE 

In  vain  ;  even  there,  to  fpoil  his  nod, 
infefi  ftung  the  god. 


WORKS    OF    SWIFT. 

While  fmiling  Nature,  in  her  beft  attire, 


PARODY 

ON  A  CHARACTER  OF  DEAN  SMEDLEY  *, 

Written  in  Latin  by  himjelf. 
THE  very  reverend  Dean  Smedley, 
Of  dullnefs,  pride,  conceit,  a  medley, 
Was  equally  allowed  to  (Line, 
Aspoet^fcholar,  and  divine  ; 
With  godlinefs  could  well  difpenfe  ; 
Would  be  a  rake,  but  wanted  fenfe  ; 
Would  ftri&ly  after  truth  inquire, 
Becaufe  he  dreaded  to  come  nigher. 
For  liberty  no  champion  bolder, 
He  hated  bailiffs  at  his  (houlder. 
To  half  the  world  a  Handing  jeft ; 
A  i?erfe&nvijanee  to  the  reft  : 
From  many  (and  we  may  believe  him) 
Had  the  befl  wifhes  they  could  give  him. 
To  all  mankind  a  conftant  friend, 
Provided  they  had  cajh  to  lend. 
One  thing  he  did  before  he  went  hence,. 
He  left  us  a  laconic  fentence, 
By  cutting  of  his  phrafe,  and  trimming, 
To  prove  that  bifhops  were  old  women. 
Poor  envy  durft  not  mow  her  phiz, 
She  was  fo  terrified  at  his. 
He  waded,  without  any  fliame, 
Through  thick  and  thin  to  get  a  name, 
Tried  every  (harping  trick  for  bread, 
And  after  all  he  feldom  fped. 
When  fortune  favoured,  he  was  nice  ; 
He  never  once  would  cog  the  dice  '. 
But,  if  (he  turn'd  againft  his  play, 
He  knew  to  ftop  a  qnatre  trois, 
Now  found  in  mind,  and  found  in  corpus, 
(Says  he)  though  fwell'd  like  any  porpoife, 
He  heys  from  hence  at  forty-four 
{But  by  his  leave  he  Jinks  afcore) 
To  the  Eaft  Indies,  there  to  cheat, 
Till  he  can  purchafe  an  eftate  ; 
Where,  after  he  has  fill'd  his  cheft, 
He'll  mount  his  tub,  and  preach  his  befl:, 
And  plainly  prove,  by  dint  of  text, 
This  world  is  his,  and  their's  the  next. 
Left  that  the  reader  mould  not  know 
The  bank  where  laft  he  fet  his  toe, 
'Twas  Greenwich.      ;here  he  took  a  (hip, 
And  gave  his  creditors  the  flip. 
But  left  chronology  mould  vary, 
Upon  the  Ides  of  February ; 
Infeventeen  hundred  eight  and  twenty  t 
To  Fort  St.  George  a  pedlar  went  he. 
Ye  fates,  when  all  he  gets  is  fpent, 
RETURN  HIM  BEGGAR  AS  HE  WENT  1 

PAULUS. 

BY  MR.  LINDSAY  f. 

Dublin,  Sept -7.  1728. 
"  A  SLAVE  to  crowds,  fcorch'd  with  the  fummer's 

"  heats, 
*'  In  courts  the  wretched  lawyer  toils  and  fweats ; 

*  The  original  is  in  the  "  Supplement  to  Swift." 
|  Mr.  Lindfay,  a  polite  ajidelega?itfcholar,  at 


Regales  each  fenfe,  and  vernal  joys  infpire. 
"  Can  he  who  knows  that  real  good  mould  pleafe, 
"  Barter  for  gold  his  liberty  and  eafe  ?" 
Thus  Paulus  preach'd : — When,  entering  at  the 

door, 

Upon  his  board  the  client  pours  the  ore : 
He  grafps  the  (Inning  gift,  pores  o'er  the  caufe, 
Forgets  the  fun,  and  dofeth  on  the  laws. 

THE  ANSWER,  BY  DR.  SWIFT. 

LINDSAY  miftakes  the  matter  quite, 
And  honeft  Paulus  judges  right. 
Then,  why  thefe  quarrels  to  the  fun, 
Without  whole  aid  you're  all  undone  ? 
Did  Paulus  e'er  complain  of  fweat  ? 
Did  Paulus  e'er  the  fun  forget ; 
The  influence  of  whofe  golden  beams 
Soon  licks  up  all  unfavoury  fleams  ? 
The  fun,  you  fay,  his  face  hath  kifs'd  : 
It  has  ;  but  then  it  greas'd  his  fift. 
True  lawyers,  for  the  wifeft  ends, 
Have  always  been  Apollo's  friends. 
Not  for  his  fuperficial  powers 
Of  ripening  fruits,  and  gilding  flowers ; 
Not  for  infpiring  poets'  brains 
With  pennylefs  and  ftarveling  drains ; 
Not  for  his  boafted  healing  art ; 
Not  for  his  (kill  to  (hoot  the  dart ; 
Nor  yet  becaufe  he  fweetly  fiddles ; 
Nor  for  his  prophecies  in  riddles : 
But  for  a  more  fubftantial  caufe— * 
Apollo's  patron  of  the  laws; 
Whom  Paulus  ever  muft  adore, 
As  parent  of  the  golden  ore, 
By  Phoebus,  an  inceftuous  birth, 
Begot  upon  his  grand-dame  Earth ; 
By  Phoebus  firft  produc'd  to  light ; 
By  Vulcan  fonn'd  fo  round  and  bright! 
Then  offer'd  at  the  flirine  of  juftice, 
By  clients  to  her  priefts  and  truftees, 
Nor,  when  we  fee  Aftraea  (land 
With  even  balance  in  her  hand, 
Muft  we  fuppofe  (lie  hath  in  view, 
How  to  give  every  man  his  due ; 
Her  fcales  you  fee  her  only  hold, 
To  weigh  her  priefts'  the  lawyers  gold, 

Now,  fliould  I  own  your  cafe  was  grievous, 
Poor  fweaty  Paulus,  who'd  believe  us  ? 
'Tis  very  true,  and  none  denies, 
At  leaft,  that  fuch  complaints  are  wife  : 
'Tis  wife,  no  doubt,  as  clients  fat  you  more, 
To  cry,  like  ftatefmen,  Quanta  patimur  ! 
But,  lince  the  truth  muft  needs  be  ftretched, 
To  prove  that  lawyers  are  fo  wretched ; 
This  paradox  I'll  undertake, 
For  Paulus'  and  for  Lindfay's  fake  ; 
By  topics,  which,  though  I  abomine  'em, 
May  ferve  as  arguments  ad  hominem  : 
Yet  I  difdain  to  offer  thole 
Made  ufe  of  by  detracting  foes. 

I  own,  the  curies  of  mankind 
Sit  light  upon  a  lawyer's  mind  : 

that  time  an  eminent  pleader  in  Dublin,  offer* 
ivards  one  ofthejnjlices  of  the  court  of 
pleas. 


POEMS 


The  clamours  of  ten  thoufand  tongues 
Break  not  his  reft,  nor  hurt  his  lungs. 
I  own,  his  confcious  always  free 
(Provided  he  has  got  his  tee); 
Secure  of  conftant  peace  within, 
He  knows  no  guilt,  who  knows  no  fin. 

Yet  well  they  merit  to  be  pitied, 
By  clients  always  over-witted. 
And  though  the  gofpel  feems  to  fay 
What  heavy  burthens  lawyers  lay 
Upon  the  moulders  of  their  neighbour, 
Nor  lend  a  finger  to  the  labour, 
Always  for  faving  their  own  bacon  ; 
No  doubt,  the  text  is  here  miftaken  : 
The  copy's  falfe,  and  fenfe  is  rack'd  : 
To  prove  it,  I  appeal  to  fact ; 
And  thus  by  demonftration  fhow 
What  burthens  lawyers  uadcrgo. 

With  early  clients,  at  his  door, 
Though  he  was  drunk  the  night  before, 
And  crop-rick  with  unclubb'd-for  wine, 
The  wretch  muft  be  at  court  by  nine  ; 
Half  funk  beneath  his  briefs  and  bag, 
As  ridden  by  a  midnight  hag  : 
Then  from  the  bar,  harangues  the  bench, 
In  Englifh  vile,  and  viler  French, 
And  Latin,  vileft  of  the  three  ; 
And  all  for  poor  ten  moidores  fee  I 
Of  paper  how  is  he  profufe, 
With  periods  long,  in  terms  abftrufe,  \ 
What  pains  he  takes  to  be  prolix, 
A  thoufand  lines  to  ftand  for  fix  ! 
Of  common  fenfe  without  a  word  in  ! 
And  is  not  this  a  grievous  burden  ? 

The  lawyer  is  a  common  drudge, 
To  fight  our  caufe  before  the  judge  : 
And,  what  is  yet  a  greater  curfe, 
Condemn'd  to  bear  his  client's  purfe  ; 
While  he,  at  eafe,  fecure  and  light, 
Walks  boldly  home  at  dead  of  night; 
When  term  is  ended,  leaves  the  town, 
Trots  to  his  country-manfion  down  j 
And,  difencumber'd  of  his  load, 
No  danger  dreads  upon  the  road  j 
Defpifeth  rapparees,  and  rides 
Safe  through  the  Newry  mountains'  fides. 

Lindfay,  'tis  you  have  fet  me  on, 
To  ftate  this  quefticn/>ro  and  con. 
My  fatire  may  offend,  'tis  true  ; 
However,  it  concerns  not  you. 
I  own,  there  may,  in  every  clan, 
Perhaps,  be  found  one  honeft  man  ; 
Yet  link  them  dole,  in  this  they  jump, 
To  be  but  rafcals  in  the  lump. 
Imagine  Lindfay  at  the  bar, 
He's  much  the  fame  his  brethren  are ; 
Well  taught  by  practice  to  imbibe 
The  fundamentals  of  his  tribe  : 
And,  in  his  client's  juft  defence, 
Muft  deviate  oft'  from  common  fenfe  ; 
And  make  his  ignorance  difcerned, 
To  get  the  name  of  Council  Learned 
(As  luc us  comes  a  ?ion  lucendo\ 
And  wifely  do  as  other  men  do  : 
But  fliift  him  to  a  better  fcene, 
Among  his  crew  of  rogues  in  grain; 
Surrounded  with  companions  fit, 
To  tafte  his  humour,  fenfe,  and  wit  5 


You'd  fwear  he  never  took  a  fee, 
Nor  knew  in  law  his  A,  B,  C. 

'Tis  hard,  where  dulnefs  over-rules, 
To  keep  good  fenfe  in  crowds  of  fools. 
And  we  admire  the  rnan  who  faves 
His  honefty  in  crowds  of  knaves ; 
Nor  yields  up  virtue,  at  difcretion, 
To  villains  of  his  own  profefiion. 
Lindfay,  you  know  what  pains  you  take 
In  both,  yet  hardly  fave  your  (take ; 
And  will  you  venture  both  anew, 
To  fit  among  that  venal  crew, 
That  pack  of  mimic  legiflators, 
Abandon'd,  ftupid,  flavifli  praters  ! 
For,  as  the  rabble  daub  and  rifle 
The  fool  who  fcrambles  for  a  trifle; 
Who  for  his  pains  is  cufPd  and  kick'd, 
Drawn  through  the  dirt,  his  pockets  pick'd  ; 
You  muft  expect  the  like  difgrace, 
Scrambling  with  rogues  to  get  a  place; 
Muit  lofe  the,honour  you  have  gain'd, 
Your  numerous  virtues  foully  ftain'd; 
Difclaim  for  ever  all  pretence 
To  common  honefty  and  fenfe  ; 
And  join  in  friendmip  with  a  ftrict  tie, 
To  M— 1,  C— y,  and  Dick  Tighe  *. 

A    DIALOGUE 

Between  an  eminent  Lawyer  f  and  Dr. 
Swift,  D.  S.  P.  D. 

IN  ALLUSION  TO  HORACE,  BOOK  II.  SAT. 

"  SuHt  quibus  in  Satira,  See, 

DR.  SWIFT. 

SINCC  there  are  perfons  who  complain 
There's  too  much  fatire  in  my  vein ; 
That  I  am  often  found  exceeeding 
The  rules  of  raillery  and  breeding  ; 
With  too  much  freedom  treat  my  betters, 
Not  fparing  even  men  of  letters : 
You,  who  are  fkiJPd  in  lawyers'  lore, 
What's  your  advice  ?  mall  I  give  o'er  2 
Nor  ever  fools  or  knaves  expofe 
Either  in  verfe  or  humerous  profe  j 
And,  to  avoid  all  future  ill, 
In  my  fcrutoire  lock  up  my  quill  ? 

LAWYER. 

Since  you  are  pleas'd  to  condefcend 
To  afk  the  judgment  of  a  friend, 
Your  cafe  confider'd,  I  muft  think 
You  ihould  withdraw  from  pen  and  ink, 
Forbear  your  poetry  and  jokes, 
And  live  like  other  Chriftian  folks ; 
Or,  if  the  Mufes  muft  infpire 
Your  fancy  with  their  pleafing  fire, 
Take  fubjects  fafer  for  your  wit 
Than  thofe  on  which  you  lately  writ. 
Commend  the  times,  your  thoughts  correct, 
And  follow  the  prevailing  feet ; 


'  This  gentleman  who  was  a  privy  counfellor, 
Incurred  the  fever  e  dtfpleafure  of  the  Dean,  who 
'as  taken  fever  al  opportunities  of  cenfuritig  birth 

\  Mr.  Lindfay. 


THE  WORKS   OF  SWIFT. 


Aflert,  that  Hyde  *,  in  writing  ftory, 
5hows  all  the  malice  of  a  Tory  ; 
While  Burnet  f  in  his  deathlefs  page, 
Diicovers  freedom  without  rage. 
To  Woolfton  |  recommend  our  youth, 
For  learning,  probity,  and  truth  ; 
That  noble  genius,  who  unbinds 
The  chain  which  fetter  free-born  minds; 
Redeems  us  from  the  flavifh  fears 
Which  lafted  near  two  thoufand  years ; 
He  can  alone  the  priefthood  humble, 
Make  gilded  fpires  and  altars  tumble. 
DR.  SWIFT. 

Muft  I  commend  againft  my  confcience 
Such  ftupid  blafphemy  and  nonfenfe  ? 
To  fuch  a  fubjeft  tune  my  lyre, 
And  fing  like  one  of  Milton's  choir,. 
Where  devils  to  a  vale  retreat, 
And  call  the  laws  of  wifdom  fate, 
Lament  upon  their  haplefs  fall, 
That  force  free  virtue  fhould  enthrall  ? 
Or  fhall  the  charms  of  wealth  and  power 
Make  me  pollute  the  raufes'  bower  ? 
LAWYER. 

As  from  the  tripod  of  Apollo, 
Hear  from  my  defk  the  words  that  follow  : 
**  Some,  by  philofophers  mifled, 
**  Muft  honour  you  alive  and  dead  ; 
*'  And  fuch  as  know  what  Greece  hath  writ 
"  Muft  tafte  your  irony  and  wit ; 
"  Whilft  moft  that  are,  or  would  be  great, 
"  Muft  dread  your  pen,  your  peribn  hate ; 
*'  And  you  on  Drapier's  §  hill  muft  lie> 
*'  And  there  without  a  mitre  die." 


ON  BURNING  A  DULL  POEM.  1723. 

AN  afs's  hoof  alone  can  hold 

That  poifonous  juice  which  kills  by  cold. 

Methought,  when  I  this  poem  read, 

No  vefiel  but  an  afs's  head 

Such  frigid  fuftian  could  contain ; 

J  mean,  the  head  without  the  brain. 

The  cold  conceits,  the  chilling  thoughts, 

Went  down  like  ftupifying  draughts  ; 

I  found  my  head  began  to  fwim, 

A  numbnefs  crept  through  every  limb. 

In  hafte,  with  imprecations  dire, 

I  threw  the  volume  in  the  fire : 

When,  (who  could  think  ?)  though  cold  as  ice, 

It  burnt  to  afhes  in  a  trice. 

How  could  I  more  enhance  its  fame  ? 
Though  born  in  fnow,  it  dy'd  in  flame. 


-*  Edward  Hyde,  thefirjl  earl  of  Clarendon. 

|  The  celebrated  Si/hop  of  Salijbury. 

\  A  degraded  clergyman  of  the  church  of  Eng 
land,  •who  wrote  againjl  the  miracles  ofChrift. 

§  In  the  county  of  Armagh,  where  Dr.  Swift, 
in.  the  year  1719,  had  fome  thoughts  of  building  ; 
<ts  aftcars  by  federal  of  the  following  P 


AN    EPISTLE 
To  his  Excellency  John  Lord  Carteref* 

BY  DR.  DELANT.    1729. 

"  Credis  ob  hoc,  me,  Paftor,  opes  fortaffe  rogare, 
"  Propter  quod,  vulgus,  craflaque  turba  rogat." 

MART.  Epig.  lib.  is* 
THOU  wife  and  learned  ruler  of  our  ifle, 
Whofe  guardian  care  can  all  her  griefs  beguile  ; 
When  next  your  generous  foul  fhall  condefcend 
T*  inftrucl:  or  entertain  your  humble  friend ; 
Whether,  retiring  from  your  weighty  charge, 
On  fome  high  theme  you  learnedly  enlarge  j 
Of  all  the  ways  of  wifdom  reafon  well, 
How  Richelieu  rofe,  and  how  Sejanus  fell : 
Or,  when  your  brow  lefs  thoughtfully  unbends, 
Circled  with  Swift  and  fome  delighted  friends ; 
When,  mixing  mirth  and  wifdom  with  your  wine, 
Like  that  your  wit  fhall  flow,  your  genius  mine ; 
Nor  with  lefs  praife  the  conversation  guide, 
Than  in  the  public  councils  you  decide  : 
Or  when  the  Dean,  long  privileg'd  to  rail, 
Aflerts  his  friends  with  more  impetuous  zeal ; 
You  hear  (whilft  I  fit  by  abafh'd  and  mute), 
With  foft  conceffions  fhortening  the  difpute  ; 
Then  clofe  with  kind  inquiries  of  my  ftate, 

How  are  your  tithes,  and  have  they  rofe  of  late  ? 
"  Why  Chrift-Church  is  a  pretty  fituatiou, 
'  There  are  not  many  better  in  the  nation  1 
'  This,  with  your  other  things,  muft  yield  you  clear 
"  Some  fix — at  leaft  five  hundred  pounds  a  year." 

Suppofe,  at  fuch  a  time,  I  took  the  freedom 
To  fpeak  thefe  truths  as  plainly  as  you  read  'em 
(You  fhall  rejoin,  my  lord,  when  I've  replied, 
And,  if  you  pleafe,  my  lady  fhall  decide)  : 

"  My  lord,  I'm  fatisfied  you  meant  me  well ; 
"  And  that  I'm  thankful  all  the  world  can  tell ; 
"  But  you'll  forgive  me,  if  I  own  th'  event 
"  Is  fhort,  is  very  fliort,  of  your  intent ; 
"  At  leaft,  I  feel  fome  ills  unfelt  before, 
"  My  income  lefs,  and  my  expences  more." 

"  How,  dodlor  !  double  vicar  !  double  re&or ! 
"  A  dignitary  !  with  a  city  leclure  ! 
"  What  glebes— what  dues — what  tithes— what 

"  fines —  what  rent  \ 
"  Why,  doctor  !.— will  you  never  be  content  ?" 

"<  Would  my  good  lord  butcaft  up  the  account, 
"  And  fee  to  what  my  revenues  amount, 
"  My  titles  ample  !  but  my  gain  fo  fmall, 
"  That  one  good  vicarage  is  worth  them  all : 
"  And  very  wretched  fure  is  he,  that's  double 
"  In  nothing  but  hi*  titles  and  his  trouble. 
"  Add  to  this  crying  grievance,  if  you  pleafe, 
'  My  horfes  founder'd  on  Fermanah  ways ; 
"  Ways  of  well-polifh'd  and  well-pointed  ftone, 
"  Where  every  ftep  endangers  every  bone ; 
"  And  more  to  raife  your  pity  and  your  vronder, 
"  Two  churches—twelve  Hibernian  miles  afunder  1 
"  With  complicated  cures,  I  labour  hard  in, 
"  Befides  whole  fummersabfent  from  my  garden !— 
"  But  that  the  world  would  think  I  play'd  the 
fool,  [fchool  *— 

"  I'd    change    with    Charley    Grattan    for   his 

*  Afree-fchool  at  Innifcillen,  founded;  by  EraJ* 
'•us  Smith,  £//. 


O    E    M    S- 


-  What  fine  cafcades,  what  vlftos,  might  I  make, 

"  Fixt  in  the  centre  of  th'  lernian  lake  ! 

"  There  might  I  fail  delighted,  fmooth  and  fafe, 

"  Beneath  the  conduct  of  my  good  Sir  Ralph  f : 

*'  There's  not  a  better  fteerer  in  the  realm  ; 

"  I  hope,  my  lord,  you'll  call  him  to  the  helm.'" — 

*'  Doctor — a  glorious  fcheme  to  eafe  your  grief! 
*'  When  ctires  are  crofs,  a  fchool's  a  fure  relief. 
"  You  cannot  fail  of  being  happy  there, 
"  The  lake  will  be  the  Lethe  of  your  care ; 
"  The  fcheme  is  for  your  honour  and  your  eafe ; 
*'  And,  doctor,  I'll  promote  it  when  you  pleafe. 
"  Mean  while,  allowing  things  below  your  merit, 
"  Yet,  doctor,  you've  a  philosophic  fpirit; 
"  Your  wants  are  few,  and,  like  your  income, 

fmall, 

?'  And  you've  enough  to  gratify  them  all : 
You've  trees  and  fruits,    and  roots  enough,   in 

ftore: 

*'  And  what  would  a  philofopher  have  more  ? 
•"  You  cannot  wifhfor  coaches,  kitchens,  cooks — " 

"  My  lord  I've  not  enough  to  buy  me  books — 
'*  Or  pray,  fuppofe  my  wants  were  all  fupplied, 
"  Are  there  no  wants,  I  fliould  regard  befitle  ? 
"  Whole  breaft  is  fo  unmann'd,  as  not  to  grieve, 
"  Compafs'd  with  miferies  he  can't  relieve? 
J*  Who  can  be  happy — who  fliould  wiih  to  live, 
"  And  want  the  godlike  happinefs  to  give? 
"  (That  I'm  a  judge  of  this,  you  muft  allow: 
**  I  had  it  once — and  I'm  debarr'd  it  now.) 
"  Afk  your  own  heart,  my  lord,  if  this  be  true, 
"  Then  how  unbleft  am  I !  how  bieft  are  you !" 

"  'Tis  true — but,  doctor,  let  us  wave  all  that — 
"  Say,  if  you  had  your  wifh,  what  you'd  be  at.' 

"  Excufe  me,  good  my  lord — I  won't  be  founded, 
"  Nor  fhall  your  favour  by  my  wants  be  bounded. 
'*  My  lord,  I  challenge  nothing  as  my  due, 
**  Nor  is  it  fit  I  fliould  prefcribe  to  you. 
"  Yet  this  might  Symmachus  himfelf  avow 
"  (Whofe  rigid  rules  are  antiquated  now) — 
*'  My  lord,  I'd  wilh  to  pay  the  debts  I  o<we—- 
n  J'd  wilh  befides— -to  build,  and  to  be/low" 

AN  EPISTLE  ON  AN  EPISTLE 
From  a  certain  Ecfior  to  a  certain  great  Lord. 

BEING  A  CHRISTMAS-BOX  FOR  DR.  DELANY. 

As  Jove  will  not  attend  on  lefs, 
When  things  of  more  importance  prefs ; 
You  can't  grave  Sir,  believe  it  hard, 
That  you,  a  low  Hibernian  bard, 
/Should  cool  your  heels  awhile,  and  wait 
Unanfwer'd  at  your  patron's  gate  : 
And  would  my  lord  vouchfafe  to  grant 
This  one,  poor,  humble  boon  I  want, 
Free  leave  to  play  his  Secretary, 
As  Falltaff  acted  old  King  Harry ; 
J'd  tell  of  yours  in  rhyme  and  print : 
Folks  flirug,  and  cry  There's  nothing  irft, 
And,  after  feveral  readings  over, 
It  mines  moft  in  the  marble  cover. 

How  could  fo  fine  a  tafte  difpenfe, 
With  mean  degrees  of  wit  and  fenie  ? 

f  Sir  Ralfb  Gorr,  who.  had  a,  villa  in  the  lake 
9   Erin. 


will  my  lords  Co  far  beguile 
['he  'wife  and  learned  of  our  ijle  \ 
To  make  it  pafs  upon  the  nation, 
5y  dint  of  his  fole  approbation. 
The  tafk  is  arduous,  patrons  find, 
To  warp  the  fenfe  of  all  mankind  ; 
Who  think  your  mufe  mult  firft  afpire, 
Ere  he  advance  the  doctor  higher. 

You've  caufe  to  fay  he  meant  you  'well: 
That  you  are  thankful,  who  can  tell  ? 
For  ilill  you're  fliort  (which  grieves  your  fpirit^ 
Of  his  intent ;  you  mean,  your  merit. 

Ah  !  quanto  refiius,  tu  adeptet 
Qui  nil  moliris  tarn  inept e  ? 
Smedley  *,  thou  Jonathan  of  Clogher, 
When  thou  thy  humble  lay  doft  offer 
To  Grafton's  grace,  with  grateful  heart, 
Thy  thanks  and  verfe  devoid  of  art : 
Content  with  what  his  bounty  gave, 
No  larger  income  doft  thou  crave." 
But  you  muft  have  cafcades,  and  all 
lerne's  lake  for  your  canal, 
Your  viftos,  barges,  and  (a  pox  on 
All  pride  !)  our  fpeaker  for  your  coxon^ 
It's  pity  that  he  can't  beftow  you 
Twelve  commoners  in  caps  to  row  you-* 
Thus  Edgar  proud,  in  days  of  yore, 
Held  monarchs  labouring  at  the  oar  ; 
And,  as  he  pafs'd,  fo  fwell'd  the  Dee, 
Enrag'd,  as  Ern  would  do  at  thee. 

How  different  is  this  from  Smedley  ! 
(His  name  is  up,  he  may  in  bed  lie) 
"  Who  only  afks  fome  pretty  cure, 
"  In  wholefome  foil  and  aether  pure  ; 
"  The  garden  ftor'd  with  artlets  flower*, 
"  In  either  angle  ftiady  bowers : 
No  gay  parterre  with  coftly  green 
Muft  in  the  ambient  hedge  be  feen; 
But  Nature  freely  takes  her  courfe, 
Nor  fears  from  him  ungrateful  force  : 
No  fheers  to  check  her  fprouting  vigour, 
Or  fhape  the  yews  to  antic  figure." 
But  you,  forfooth,  your  all  muft  fquander 
On  that  poor  fpot,  call'd  Dell-ville  yonder : 
And  whea  you've  been  at  vaft  expences 
In  whims,  parterres,  canals,  and  fences, 
Your  afiets  fail,  and  cam  is  wanting ; 
Nor  farther  buildings,  farther  planting  : 
No  wonder,  when  you  raife  and  level, 
Think  this  wall  low,  and  that  wall  bevel. 
Here  a  convenient  box  you  found, 
Which  you  demolifli'd  to  the  gronnd : 
Then  built,  then  took  up  with  your  arbour^ 
And  fet  the  houfe  to  Rupert  Barber. 
You  fprang  an  arch,  which,  in  a  fcurvy 
Humour,  you  tumbled  topfy-turvy. 
You  change  a  circle  to  a  fquare, 
Then  to  a  circle  as  you  were : 
Who  can  imagine  whence  the  fund  is, 
That  you  quadrata  change  rotundis? 

To  Fame  a  temple  you  erect, 
A  Flora  does  the  dome  protect ; 
Mounts,  walks,  on  high  :  and  in  a  hollow* 
You  place  the  Mufes  and  Apollo ; 


*  See  the  Petition  to  the  Duke  of  Grafiox* 
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There  mining  'midrr.  his  train,  to  grace 

Your  whimfical  poetic  place. 
Thefe  ftories  were  of  old  defigri'd 

As  fables  ;  but  you  have  refin'd 

The  poets'  mythologic  dreams, 

To  real  mufes,  gods,  and  ftreams. 

Who  would  not  rVear  when  you  contrive  thus, 

That  you're  Don  Quixote  Redivivus? 
Beneath,  a  dry  canal  there  lies, 

Which  only  winter's  rain  fupplies. 

Oh!  couldft  thou,  by  fome  magic  fpell, 

Hither  convey  St.  Patrick's  well ! 

Here  raay  it  re-afiutne  its  ftream  *, 

And  take  a  greater  Patrick's  name ! 

If  your  expences  rife  ib  high, 

What  income  can  your  wants  fupply  ? 

Yet  (till  you  fancy  you  inherit   ' 

A  fund  of  fuch  fuperior  merit, 

That  you  can't  fail  of  more  provifion, 

All  by  my  lady's  kind  decifion. 
'For,  the  more  livings  you  can  fifh  up, 

You  think  you'll  fooner  be  a  bifliop  : 
That  could  not  be  my  lord's  intent, 
Nor  can  it  anfiuer  the  event. 
Moft  think  what  has  been  heap'd  on  you, 
To  other  fort  of  folk  was  due  : 
Rewards  too  great  for  your  flim-flams, 
Ep'iftks,  riddles,  epigrams. 
Though  now.  your  depth  muft  not  be  founded. 
The  time  was,  when  you'd  have  compounded 
.  For  lefs  than  Charley  Grattan's  fchool : 
Five  hundred  pound  a  year  's  no  fool ! 

Take  this  advice  then  from  your  friend  : 
To  your  ambition  put  an  end. 
25e  frugal,  Pat :  pay  what  you  owe. 
Before  you  build  and  you  be/low. 
Be  modeft  ;  nor  addrefs  your  betters 
With  begging,  vain,  familiar  letters. 

A  paffage  may  be  found  f,  I've-  heard, 
In  fome  old  Greek  or  Latian  bard^ 
Which  fays,  '*  Would  crows  in  filence  eat 
"  Their  offals,  or  their  better  meat, 
'*  Their  generous  feeders  not  provoking 
"  By  loud  and  unharmomous  croaking  ; 
"  They  might,  unhurt  by  envy's  claws, 
w  Live  on,  and  Huff  to  boot  their  maws."- 

A     LIBEL 

On  the  Reverend  Dr.  Delany  and  his  Excellency 
JOHN  LORD  CARTERET.  1729. 

DELUDED  mortals,  whom  the  great 
Choofe  for  companions  tete  a  iete  ; 
Who  at  their  dinners,  enfamille, 
Get  leave  to-  fit  whene'er  you  will ; 
Then  boafting  tell  us  where  you  din'd, 
And  how  his  lordftip  was  fo  kind-; 
How  many  pleafant  things  he  fpoke, 
And  how  you  laugh*  d  at  every  joke  : 
Swear  he's  a  moft  facetious  man  ; 
That  you  and  he  are  cup  and  can  : 
You  travel  with  a  heavy  load, 
And  quite  miftake  preferment's  road. 

*  See  Dr.  Swift's  verfes  on  the  fudden  drying 
Vp  of  St.  Patrick's  well. 
t  'Hor.  Lib.  I.  £p.  xvii. 


Suppofe  my  lord  and  you  alone  ; 
Hint  the  leaft  intereft  of  your  own, 
His  vifage  drops,  he  knits  his  brow, 
He  cannot  talk  of  bufinefs  now  : 
Or,  mention  but  a  vacant  poft, 
He'll  turn  it  off  with,  "  Name  your  toaft  :u 
Nor  could  the  nicefl  artift  paint 
A  countenance  with  more  conftraint. 

For  as,  their  appetites  to  quench, 
Lords  keep  a  pimp  to  bring  a  wench  ; 
So  men  of  wit  are  but  a  kind 
'Of  pandors  to  a  vicious  mind  ; 
Who  proper  objects  muft  provide 
To  gratify  their  luft  of  pride, 
When,  wearied  with  intrigues  of  flate, 
They  find  &n  idle  hour  to  prate. 
Then,  (hall  you  dare  to  afk  a  place, 
You  forfeit  all  your  patron's  grace, 
And  difappoint  the  fole  defign 
For  which  he  fummon'd  you  to  dine. 
Thus  Congreve  fpent  in  writing  plays, 
And  OHC  poor  office,  half  his  days  : 
While  Montague  who  claim'd  the  ftatioa 
To  be  Maecenesof  the  nation, 
For  poets  open  table  kept, 
But  ne'er  confider'd  where  they  flept  : 
Himfelf  as  rich  as  fifty  Jews, 
Was  eafy,  though  they  wanted  fhoes  : 
And  crazy  Congreve  fcarca^could  fpare 
A  fliilling^to  difcharge  his  chair  ; 
Till  prudence  taught  him  to  appeal 
From  Paean's  fire  to  party  zeal;          * 
Not  owing  to  his  happy  vein 
The  fortunes  of  his  latter  fcene, 
Took  proper  principles  to  thrive  ; 
And  fo  might  every  dunce  alive. 

L  hus  Steele,  who  own'd  what  others  writ, 
And  flourifh'd  by  imputed  wit, 
From  periis  of  a  hundred  ja?ls 
ithdrew  to  flarve,  and  die  in  Wales. 
Thus  Gay,  the  hare  \\h'n  many  friends, 
Twice  feven  long  years  the  court  attends  : 
Who,  under  tales  conveying  truth, 
To  virtue  form'd  a  princely  youth  f  : 

ho  paid  his  courtfhip  with  the  crowd 
As  far  as  mode  ft  pride  allow'd  ; 
Rejedls  a  fervile  ujher's  place, 
And  leaves  St.  James's  in  difgrace. 

Thus  Addifon,  by  lords  careft, 
Was  left  in  foreign  lands  diftieft  ; 
"ergot  at  home,  became  for  hire 
A.  travelling  tutor  to  •&fqnire  : 
3ut  wifely  left  the  Mufes*  hill, 
To  bufinefs  fhap'd  the  poet's  -quill, 
^et  all  his  barren  laureL  fade, 
Took  up  himfelf  the  cout  tier's  trade, 
And,  grown  a  tninifler  ofjlatc, 
"aw  poets  at  his  levee  wait. 

Hail,  happy  Pope  !  whofe  generous  mind 
)etefting  all  the  ftatefman  kind, 
Contemning  courts,  at  courts  unfeen, 

efus'd  the  vifits  of  a  queen. 
A  foul  with  every  virtue  fraught, 
Byfages,  priejls,  or  poets  taught  ; 


William,  Duke  of  Cwubcrland,  fon  to  George. 
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\Vliofe  filial  piety  excels 
Whatever  Grecian  ftory  tells  ; 
A  genius  for  all  ftatiors  fit, 
Whofe  mecineft  talent  is  his  <urit ; 
His  heart  lot?  great,  though  fortune  little, 
To  lick  a  rafcaijiatefman*  s  fpittle  ; 
Appealing  to  the  nation's  tafte, 
Above  the  reach  of  want  is  plac'd  : 
By  Homer  dead  was  taught  to  thrive, 
Which  Homer  never  could  alive  ; 
And  fits  aloft  on  Pindus'  head, 
Defpifing./Zai'f.r  that  cringe  for  bread. 

True  politicians  only  pay 
For  folid  work,  but  not  for  play  ; 
Nor  ever  choofe  to  work  with  tools 
Forg'd  up  in  colleges  aud  frhools. 
Confide r  how  much  more  is  due 
To  all  theifJQifrncymtn  than  you  : 
At  table  you  can  Horace  quote  ; 
They  at  a  pinch  can  bribe  a  vote  : 
You  fliow  your  {kill  in  Grecian  Itory  ; 
But  they  can  manage  Whig  and  Tory  : 
You,  as  a  critic,  are  fo 'Curious 
To  find  a  verie  in  Virgil  fpurious ; 
But  they  can  fmoke  the  deep  dcfigos, 
When  Bolingbroke  with  Pulteney  dines. 

Btrfides,  your  patron  may  upbraid  ye, 
That  you  have  got  a  place  already ; 
An  office  for  your  talents  fit, 
To  flatter,  carve,  and  fliow  your  wit ; 
To  fnuff  the  lights,  and  ftir  the  fire, 
And  get  a  dinner  for  your  hire. 
What  claim  have  you  to  place  or  pen/ion  ? 
He  overpays  in  condefceniion. 

But,  reverend  dotfor,  you,  we  know, 
Could  never  condefcend  fo  low  : 
The  vice-ray,  whom  you  now  attend, 
Would,  if  he  durlt,  be  move  your  friend  ; 
Nor  will  in  you  thofe  gifts  defpiie, 
By  which  himfelf  was  taught  to  rile  : 
When  he  has  virtue  to  retire, 
He'll  grieve  he  did  not  raife  you  higher, 
And  place  you  in  a  better  ftation, 
Although  it  might  have  pleas'd  the  nation. 

This  may  be  true — iubmitting  Hill 
To  Walpole'smore  than  royal  will; 
And  what  condition  c::n  be  worie  ? 
He  comes  to  drain  a  beggars  pnrfe ; 
He  comes  to  .tie  oar  chains  on  fairer, 
And  fliow  us,  .England  is  our  rnatlev  : 
CarelTmg  knaves,  and  dunces  wooing-, 
To  make  them  work  their  own  undoing, 
What  has  he  elfe  to  bait  his  traps, 
Or  bring  his  vermin  in,  but  fcrjpi  .«? 
The  offals  cf  a  church  diilrelt ; 
A  hungry  vicarage  at  belt ; 
Or  fome  remote  inferior/*)/?, 
With  forty  pounds  a  year  at  moft  ? 

But  here  again  you  interpofe — 
Your  favourite  lord  is  none  of  thofe 
Who  owe  their  virtues  to  their  ftations, 
And  characters  to  dedications: 
For  keep  him  in,  or  turn  him  out, 
His  learning  none  will  call  in  doubt ; 
His  learning,  though  a  poet  fa  id  it 
Before  a  play,  would  lole  no  credit ; 
Nor  Pope  would  dare  deny  him  wit, 
.Mv.bough  to  prcufe  it  Phillips  writ. 


I  own,  lie  hates  an  action  bafe, 
His  virtues  battling  with  \i\iplace\ 
Nor  wants  a  nice  difcerrang  i'pirit 
Betwixt  a  true  and  fpurious  merit; 
Can  fometimes  dtop  a  voter's  claim, 
And  give  up  party  to  his  feme.  . 
I  do  the  moft  \\&\.fricndjbip  can  ; 
I  hate  the  vice-roy,  love  the  man. 

But  you  who,  till  your  fortune's  made, 
Muft  be  nf'weetsnfr  by  your  trade. 
Should  fwear  he  never  meant  us  ill; 
Wefufter  fore  againit  his  will ; 
That,  if  we  could  but  ice  his  heart, 
He  would  have  chofe  a  milder  part: 
We  rather  fhould  iamenc  hts  c^ie, 
Who  mulr  obey,  or  lofe  his  place. 

Since  this  reflection  dipt  your  pen, 
Infert  it  when  you  write  a^ain : 
And,  to  illuitrate  it  pmck:c\i. 
This  Jimils  for  his  excufe  : 

"  So  to  dcitroy  a  guilty  land 
"  An  *  angel  fent  by  heaven  s  command, 
"  While  he  obeys  almighty  will, 
"  Perhaps  may  feel  companion  iliij  : 
"  And  wifii  the  talk  had  been 
"  Tofyirits  qf  lefs  gentle  kind.'" 

But  I,  in  politicks  grown  old, 
Whole  thoughts  are  of  a  dillcrent  mould, 
Who  from  rny  foul  fincerely  hate 
Both  kings  and  mivijtcrs  ofjlate, 
Who  look  on  courts  with  ftridter  eyes 
To  fee  the  feeds  of  vice  arife, 
Can  lend  youaniilufion  fitter, 
Thougbfoitteriag  knaves  may  call  it  litter \ 
Which,  if  you  durft  but  give  it  plaA,' 
\Vould  fliow  you  many  %.ftatefmai£$  face  : 
Frefli  from  the  tripod  of  Apollo 
I  had  it  in  the  words  that  follow 
(Take  notice,  to  avoid  offence, 
I  here  except  hit  excellence}, 

"  So,  to  elFc6l  his;/iO"#r<r,':>'s  ends,* 
"  From  hell  a  vicc-roy  devil  aiceads  ; 
"   His  budget  with  corruptions  cramm'cf, 
"  The  contributions  of  the  damns!  ; 
"  Which  with  unfp'aring  hand  he  ftrows 
'  Through  courts  &&i\je>i cites  as  he  goes  j 
"  And  jtheu  at  Beelzebub's  black  hall 
"  Complains  his  budget  was  too  fmall." 

~Ywr Jimils  may  better  mine 
In  verie  j  but  there  is  truth  in  mine. 
For  no  imaginable  things 
Can  differ  more  than  gods  and  king's: 
A.ndjiatef*nen  by  ten  thoufand  odds 
Are  angels  juft  as  kings  are  gods. 

TO    DR.    D  E  L  A  N  Y, 

ON    THE 

LIBELS  WRITTEN  AGAINST  HIM. 


*'  — Tanti  tibi  ncn  fit  opaci 
44  Omnis  arena  Tagi." 

As  fome  raw  youth  in  country  bred, 
To  arms  by  thirft  of  honour  led, 


Juv, 


"  So  when  an  angel  by  divine  coiwnand"  &c, 
ADDISOS'S  Campaign^ 
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When  at  a  fkirmifh  firft  he  hears 

The  bullets  whittling  round  his  ears, 

Will  duck  his  head  afide,  will  Itart, 

And  feel  a  trembling  at  his  heart, 

Till  'leaping  oft7  without  a  wound  ; 

Leffens  the  terror  of  the  found  ; 

Fly  bullets  now  as  thick  as  hops, 

He  runs  into  a  cannon's  chops  : 

An  author  thus,  who  pants  for  fame, 

Begins  the  world  with  fear  and  fhanie  j 

When  fir  A  in  print,  you  fee  him  dread 

Each  pop- gun  level'd  at  his  head  : 

The  lead  yon  critic's  qujlljcon tains, 

Is  deilin'd  to  beat  out  his  brains ; 

As  if  he  heard  loud  thunders  roll, 

Cries,  Lord,  have  mercy  on  his  foul ! 

Concluding,  that  another  mot 

Will  ftrike  him  dead  upon  the  fpot. 

Bat,  when  with  fquibbing,  fiafhingv  popping, 

He  cannot  fee  one  creature  dropping  ; 

That,  miffing  rire,  or  miffing  aim, 

His  life  is  fafe,  I  mean  his  fame; 

The  danger  paft,  takes  heart  of  grace, 

And  looks  a  critic  in  the  face. 

Though  fplendour  gives  the  faireffc  mark 
To  poifon'd  arrows  from  the  dark, 
Yet,  in  yoi.'tfe/f  nvben  finooth  and  round^ 
They  glance  aiide  without  a  wound. 

'Tis  laid,  the  gods  try'd  all  their  art, 
How  pain  they  might  from  plea/are  part : 
But  little  could  their  ilrength  avail : 
Eoih  ftill  are  faften'd  by  the  tail. 
Ihusfarne  and  cenfure  with  a  tether 
By  fate  are  always  iink'd  together. 

Why  wiifyou  aim  to  be  preferr'd 
In  wit  before  the  common  herd  : 
And  yet  grow  mortify'd  and  vex'd 
To  pay  the  penalty  annexed  ? 

'  'Tis  eminence  makes  envy  rife  : 
As  faired  fruits  attract  the  flies. 
Should  ftupid  libels  grieve  your  mind, 
You  foon  a  remedy  may  rind  : 
Lie  down  obfcure  like  other  folks 
Below  the  laih  of  fnarler's  jokes, 
Their  faction  is  five  hundred  odds  ; 
For  every  coxcomb  lends  them  rods* 
And  fneers  as  learnedly  as  they, 
Like  females  o'er  their  morning  tea. 

You  fay,  the  Mufe  will  not  contain, 
And  write  you  muft,  or  break  a  vein^ 
Then,  if  you  find  the  terms  too  hard, 
No  longer  noy  aclvic?  regard  : 
But  raite  yaur  fancy  on  the  win*  ; 
The  Irifti  fenate''j  praifes  fing  : 
How  jealous  of  the  nations  freedom, 
And  for  corruptions  how  they  weed  'em  ; 
How  each  the  public  good  purfues, 
How  far  their  hearts  from  private  views : 
Make  all  true  patriots  up  to  fhoe-boys, 
Huzza  their  brethren  at  the  Blue-boys ; 
Thus  grown  3  member  of  the  club. 
No  'von*er  dread  the  rage  of  Grub. 

How* oft'  am  I  for  rhyme  to  feek  ! 
To  drefs  a  thought,  may  toil  a  week  : 
And  then  how  thankful  to  the  town> 

y  pains  will  earn  a  crown  ! 
Whiiit  every  criric  c^n  devour 

-.1  me  in  half  an  hour. 


Would  men  of  genius  ceafe  to  write, 
The  rogues  mull  die  for  want  and  fpite  j 
Muft  die  for  want  of  food  and  raiment, 
If  icandal  did  not  find  them  payment. 
How  cheerfully  the  hawkers  cry 
A  fatire,  and  the  gentry  buy  ! 
While  my  hard-labour'd  poem  pines 
Unfold  upon  the  printer's  lines. 

A  genius  in  the  reverend  gown 
Mull  ever  keep  its  owner  down  ; 
'Tis  an  unnatural  conjunction, 
And  fpoils  the  credit  of  the  function. 
Round  all  your  brethren  caft  your  eyes ; 
Point  out  the  fureft  men  to  rile  : 
That  club  of  candidates  in  black, 
The  leaft  deferving  of  the  pack, 
Afpiring,  factious,  fierce,  and  loud, 
With  grace  and  learning  unendowed, 
Can  turn  their  hands  to  every  job, 
The  fitted  tools  to  work  for  Bob  ; 
Will  iboner  coin  a  thoufand  lies, 
Than  fuffer  men  of  parts  to  rile  ; 
They  crowd  about  preferment's  gate, 
And  prefs  you  down  with  all  their  weight* 
For  as,  of  old,  mathematicians 
Were  by  the  vulgar  thought  magicians ; 
So  academic  dull  ale-drinkers 
Pronounce  all  men  of  vf\\.  free-thinkers, 

Wit,  as  the  chief  of  virtue's  friends, 
Difdains  to  ferve  ignoble  ends. 
Obferve  what  loads  of  ftupid  rhymes 
Opprefs  us  in  corrupted  times : 
What  pamphlets  in  a  court's  defence 
Show  reafon,  grammar,  truth,  or  fenfe  ? 
For  though  the  Mule  delights  in  fiction, 
She  ne'er  infpires  againft  conviction. 
Then  keep  your  virtue  ftill  unmixt, 
And  let  not  faction  come  betwixt : 
By  parry-fteps  no  grandeur  climb  at, 
Though  it  would  make  you  England's  primate 
Firft  learn  the  fcience  to  be  dull, 
You  then  may  foon  yo\ir  confcience  lull ; 
If  not,  however  feated  high, 
Your  genius  in  your  face  will  fly. 

When  Jove  was  from  his  teeming  head 
Of  Wit's  fair  goddefs  brought  to  bed, 
There  follow'd  at.  his  lying-in 
For  after-birth  a  Sooterkin  ; 
Which,  as  the  nurfe  purfu'd  to  kill, 
Attain'd  by  flight  the  Mufes'  hill, 
There  in  the  foil  began  to  root, 
And  litter'd  at  Parnaffus'  foot- 
From  hence  the  critic  vermin  fprung, 
With  harpy  claws  and  poifonous  tongue, 
Who  fatten  on  poetic  fcraps, 
Too  cunning  to  be  caught  in  traps. 
Dame  Nature,  as  the  learned  fhow, 
Provides  each  Animal  its  foe  : 
Hounds  hunt  the  hair;  the  wily  fox 
Devours  your  geefe,  the  wolf  your  flocks. 
Thus  envy  pleads  a  natural  claim 
To  pence ute  the  Mufes'  fame  ; 
On  poets  in  all  times  abufive, 
From  Homqr  down  to  Pope  inclufive* 

Yet  what  avails  it  to  complain  ? 
You  try  to  take  revenge  in  vain. 
A  rat  your  utmoft  rage  defies, 
That  fafe  behind  the  wainfcpt  lies- 
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Say,  did  you  ever  know  by  fight 
In  cheefe  an  individval  mite  ? 
Show  me  the  fame  numeric  flea, 
That  bit  your  neck  but  yefterday  : 
You  then  may  boldly  go  in  queft 
To  find  the  Grub-ftreet  poet's  neft  ; 
What  fpunging-houfe,  in  dread  of  jail, 
Receives  them,  while  they  wait  for  bail ; 
What  alley  they  are  neftled  in, 
To  flourim  o'er  a  cup  of  gin  ; 
Find  the  laft  garret  where  they  lay, 
Or  cellar  where  they  ftarve  to-day. 
Suppofe  you  had  them  all  trepann'd, 
With  each  a  libel  in  his  hand, 
What  punifhment  would  you  infii<5r  ? 
Or  call  them  rogues,  or  get  them  kickt  ? 
Thefe  they  have  often  try'd  before  ; 
You  but  oblige  them  fo  much  more : 
Themfelves  would  be  the  firft  to  tell, 
To  make  their  trafh  the  better  fell. 

You  have  been  libell'd — Let  us  know, 
What  fool  officious  told  you  fo  ? 
Will  you  regard  the  hawker's  cries, 
Who  in  his  titles  always  lies  ? 
Whate'er  the  noify  fcoundrel  fays, 
It  might  be  fomething  in  your  praife  : 
And  praife  beftow'd  on  Grub-ftreet  rhymes 
Would  vex  one  more  a  thoufand  times. 
Till  critics  blame,  and  judges  praife, 
The  poet  cannot  claim  his  bays. 
On  me  when  dunces  are  fatiric, 
I  take  it  for  a  panegyric. 
Hated  by  fools ',  and  fools  to  hate, 
Be  that  my  motto,  and  my  fate. 

DIRECTIONS  FOR  MAKING  A  BIRTH. 
DAY  SONG.     1720. 

To  form  a  juft  and  finifli'd  piece, 
Take  twenty  gods  of  Rome  or  Greece, 
Whofe  godfhips  are  in  chief  requeft, 
Arid  fit  your  prefent  fubjed:  beft  : 
And,  mould  it  be  your  hero's  cafe, 
To  have  both  male  and  female  race, 
Your  bufi  net's  muft  be  to  provide 
A  fcore  of  goddeffes  befide. 

Some  call  their  monarchs,  fons  of  Saturn. 
For  which  they  bring  a  modern  pattern  ; 
Becaufe  they  might  have  heard  of  one, 
Who  often  long'd  to  eat  his  fon  : 
But  this,  I  think,  will  not  go  down, 
For  here  the  father  kept  his  crown. 

Why,  then,  appoint  him  fon  of  Jove, 
Who  met  his  mother  in  a  grove  : 
To  this  we  freely  fliall  confent, 
Well  knowing  what  the  poets  meant  ; 
And  In  their  fenfe,  'twixt  me  and  you, 
It  may  be  literally  true. 

Next,  as  the  laws  of  verfe  require, 
He  muft  be  greater  than  his  fire  ; 
For  Jove,  as  every  fchool-boy  knows, 
Was  able  Saturn  to  depofe  : 
And  lure  no  Chrjftian  poet  breathing 
Would  be  more  fcrupulous  than  a  heathen  ! 
Or,  if  to  blafphemy  it  tends, 
That's  but  a  trifle  aciong  friends. 

Your  Hero  now  another  Mars  is, 
Makes  mighty  armies  turn  their  a— rS, 


Behold  his  glittering  falchion  mow 

Whole  fquadrons  at  a  fingle  blow  ; 

While  vidlory,  with  wings  outfpread, 

Flies,  like  an  eagle,  o'er  his  head  ; 

His  milk-white  fteed  upon  its  haunches, 

Or  pawing  into  dead  men's  paunches  : 

As  Overton  has  drawn  his  fire, 

Still  feen  o'er  many  an  ale-houfe  fire. 

Then  from  his  arms  hoarfe  thunder  rolls, 

As  loud  as  fifty  muftard-bovvls ; 

For  thunder  ftill  his  arm  fupplies, 

And  lightning  always  in  his  eyes : 

They  both  are  cheap  enough  in  conference, 

And  ferve  to  echo  rattling  nonfenfe. 

The  rumbling  words  march  fierce  along, 

Made  trebly  dreadful  in  your  fong. 

Sweet  poet,  hir'd  for  birth-day  rhymes, 
To  fing  of  wars,  choofe  peaceful  times. 
What  though,  for  fifteen  years  and  more, 
Janus  had  lock'd  his  temple-door  ; 
Though  not  a  coftee-houfe  we  read  in 
Hath  mention'd  arms  on  this  fide  Sweden  ; 
Nor  London  Journals,  nor  the  Poftmen, 
Though  fond  of  warlike  lies  as  moft  men  ; 
Thou  ftill  with  battles  fluff  thy  head  full : 
For,  muft  thy  hero  not  be  dreadful  ? 

Difmiflmg  Mars,  it  next  muft  follow 
Your  conqueror  is  become  Apollo : 
That  he's  Apollo  is  as  plain  as 
That  Robin  Walpole  is  Mcscenas ;   - 
But  that  he  ftruts,  and  that  he  fquints, 
You'd  know  him  by  Apollo's  prints. 
Old  Phoebus  is  but  half  as  bright, 
For  yours  canfhine  both  day  and  nijght. 
The  firft,  perhaps,  may  once  an  age 
Infpire  you  with  poetic  rage  ; 
Your  Phoebus  Royal,  every  day, 
Not  only  can  infpire,  but  pay. 

Then  make  this  new  Apollo  fit 
Sole  patron,  judge,  and  god  of  wit. 
"  How  from  his  altitude  he  ftoops 
"  To  raife  up  virtue  when  flie  drools  ; 
"  On  learning  how  his  bounty  flows, 
"  And  with  what  juftice  he  beftows: 
"  Fair  Ifis,  and  ye  banks  of  Cam  ! 
"  Be  witnefs  if  I  tell  a  flam. 
''  What  prodigies  in  arts  we  drain, 
"  From  both  your  ftreams,  in  George's  reign, 
"  As  from  the  flowery  bed  of  Nile'" — 
But  here's  enough  to  Ihow  your  ftyle. 
Broad  innuendos,  fuch  as  this, 
If  well  applied,  ca-n  hardly  mifs: 
For,  when  you  bring  your  fong  in  prinf, 
He'll  get  it  read,  and  take  the  hint, 
(It  muft  be  read  before  'tis  warbled, 
The  paper  gilt,  and  cover  marbled) 
And  will  be  fo  much  more  your  debtor, 
Becaufe  he  never  krysw  a  letter, 
And,  as  ha  hears  his  wit  and  fenfe 
(To  which  he  never  made  pretence) 
Set  out  in  hyperbolic  ftrains, 
A  guinea  fliall-  reward  your  pains  : 
For  patrons  never  pay  fo  well, 
As  when  they  fcarce  have  learn'd  to  fpell. 

Next  call  him  Neptune  :  with  his  f  ridenr 
He  rules  the  lea  ;  you  fee  him  ride  in't : 
And,  if  provok'd,  he  found ly  firks  his 
Rebellions  ;vaves  with  rods,  like  Xc  rxe:. 
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He  would  have  f? iz'cl  the  Spanifh  plate, 
Had  not  the  fleet  gone  out  too  late; 
And  in  their  very  ports  befiege  them, 
But  that  he  would  not  difobhge  them  ; 
And  make  the  rafcals  pay  him  dearly 
For  thofe  affronts  they  give  him  yearly. 
'Tis  not  deny'd,  that,  when  we  write,   ' 
Our  ink  is  black,  our  paper  white  ; 
And,  when  we  fcrawl  our  paper  o'er, 
We  blacken  what  was  white  before  ; 
I  think  this  practice  only  fit 
For  dealers  in  fatiric  wit. 
But  you  ibme  white-lead  ink  muft  get, 
And  write  on  paper  black  as  jet ; 
Yourintereft  lies  to  learn  the  knack. 
Of  whitening  what  before  was  black. 

Thus  your  encomium,  to  be  ftrong, 
Muft  be  applied  diredlly  wrong, 
A  tyrant  for  his  mercy  praife, 
And  crown  a  royal  dunce  with  bays  : 
A  fquinting  monkey  load  with  charms, 
And  paint  a  coward  fierce  in  arms. 
Is  he  to  avarice  inclined  ? 
Extol  him  for  his  generous  mind  : 
And,  when  we  ftarve  for  want  of  corn, 
Come  out  with  Atnalthea's  horn. 
For  all  experience  this  evinces 
The  only  art  of  pleafing  princes  : 
For  princes'  love  you  flioald  defcant 
On  virtues  which  they  know  they  want. 
One  compliment  1  had  forgot, 
But  fongfters  muft  omit  it  not ; 
I  freely  grant  the  thought  is  old  : 
Why,  then,  your  hero  muft  be  told, 
In  him  fuch  virtues  lie  inherent,     ' 
To  qualify  him  God's  vicegerent ; 
That,  with  no  title  to  inherit, 
He  muft  have  been  a  king  by  merit. 
Yet,  be  the  fancy  "old  or  new, 
'Tis  partlyf  alfe  and  partly  true  : 
And,  take  it  right,  it  means' no  more 
Than  George  and  William  claim'd  before. 

Should  feme  obfcure  inferior  fellow,  *    • 
Like  Julius,  or  the  Youth  of  Peila, 
When  all  your  lift  of  gods  is  out, 
Prefume  to  ihcw  his  mortal  fnout, 
And  as  a  deity  intrude, 
Became  he  had  the  world  fubdued  ; 
Oh,  let  him  not  debate  your  thoughts, 
Or  name  him  but  to  tell  his  fault's. 

Of  gods  I  only  quote  the  be  ft, 
But  you  may  hook  in  all  the  reft. 

Now,  birth-day  bard,  with  joy  proceed 
To  praife  your  ernprefs  and  her  breed. 
Firft  of  the  firft,  to  vouch  your  lies, 
Bring  all  the  females tjf  the  fides; 
The  graces,  and  their  miftvefs  Venus, 
IVIuft  venture  down  to  entertain  us:  « 
With  bended  knees  when  they  adore  her, 
What  dowdies  they  appear  before  her  !    • 
Nor  fnall  \ve  think  you  -iVlk  at  random, 
For  Venus  might  be  her  great  grandr.m  : 
Six  thoufur.d  years  has  liv'd  the  goiiucfs, 
Yc-ar  heroine  hardly  fifty  'odd- is. 
Befides,  your  fongfters  oft  have  fhown 

• 
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. 


Here  many  a  king  his  heart  and  crown. 

Shall  at  their  inowy  feet  lay  down  ; 

In  royal  robes,  they  come  by  dozens 

To  court  their  Englifh  German  coufins  : 

Befides  a  pair  of  princely  babies, 

That,  five  years  hence,  will  both  be  Hebes. 

Now  fee  her  feated  in  her  throne 
With  genuine  luftre,  all  her  own  : 
Poor  Cynthia  never  fhone  fo  bright, 
Her  fpiendour  is  but  borrow 'd  light : 
And  only  with  her  brother  linkt 
Can  fhine,  without  him  is  extinct. 
But  Carolina  fliines  the  clearer 
With  neither  fpoufe  nor  brother  near  her  ; 
And  darts  her  beams  o'er  both  our  ides,     ' 
Though  George  is  gone  a  thoufand  miles. 
Thus  Berecynthia  takes  her  place, 
Attended  by  her  heavenly  race  j 
And  fees  a  fon  in  every  god, 
Unaw'dby  Jove's  all-fhaking  nod. 

Now  fing  his  little  Highnefs  Freddy, 
Who  ftruts  like  any  king  already  : 
With  fo  much  beauty,  fliow  me  any  maid 
That  could  refift  this  charming  Ganymede  { 
Where  rnajefty  with  fvveeti;efs  vies, 
And,  like  his  father,  early  wife. 
Then  cut  him  out  a  world  of  work, 
To  conquer  Spain,  and  quell  the  Turk  : 
Foretei  his  empire  crown'd  with  bays^ 
And  golden  times,  and  halcyon  days  ; 
And  iwear  his  line  fhall  rule  the  natioa 
For  ever — till  the  conflagration. 

But,  now  it  runs  into  my  mind, 
We  left  a  little  Duke  behind  ; 
A  Cupid  in  his  face  and  fize, 
Ami  only  wants  to  want  his  eyes. 
Make  ibme  provifion  for  the  younker, 
Find  him  a  kingdom  out  to  conquer : 
Prepare  a  fleet  to  waft  him  o'er, 
Make  Gulliver  his  commodore  ; 
Into  whole  pocket  valiant  Willy  put, 
Will  1'oon  fubclue  the  realm  of  Lilliput. 

A  ikilful  critic  juftly  blames 
Hard,  tough,  crank,  guttural,  harm,  ftiff  name: 
The  fenfe  can  ne'er  be  too  jejune, 
But  fmooth  your  words  to  fit  the  tune. 
Hanover  may  do  well  enough, 
But  George  and  Brunfwick  are  too  rough  ; 
Hefle-Darmftadt  make  a  rugged  found, 
And  Guelp  the  ftrongeft  ear  will  wound. 
In  vain  are  all  attempts  from  Germany 
To  find  out  proper  words  for  harmony  : 
And  yet  I  muft  except  the  Rhine, 
Becaufe  it  clinks  to  Caroline. 
Hail  !   Queen  of  Britain,  Queen  of  rhymes ! 
Be  fung  ten  hundred  thoufand  times  I 
Too  happy  were  the  poets'  crew, 
If  their  own  happinefs  they  knew  : 
Three  fyliables  did  never  meet 
So  foft,  fo  Hiding,  and  fo  fweet : 
Nine  other  tuneful  words  like  that 
Would  psove  ev'n  Homer's  numbers  flat, 
Behold  three  beauteous  vowels  -ftand, 
With  bridegroom  liquids,  hand  in  hand  3 
In  concord  here  for  ever  tixt, 
No  jarring  confunant  betwixt. 

Ivlay  Caroline  continue  long, 
For  ever  iiur  and  young  I— in  Tcng, 
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What  though  the  royal  carcafe  mutt, 
Squeezed  in  a  coffin,  turn'd  to  daft  ? 
Thole  elements  her  name  compoie, 
Like  atoms  are  exempt  from  blows. 

Though  Caroline  may  fill  your  gaps, 
Yet  ftill  you  mud  confult  your  maps  ; 
'  Find  rivers  with  harmonious  names, 
Sebrina,  Medway,  and  the  Thames. 
Britannia  long  will  wear  like  tteel, 
Bat  Albion's  cliffs  are  out  at  heel  ; 
And  patience  can  endure  no  more 
To  hear  the  Belgic  lion  roar. 
Give  up  thephrafe  of  haughty  Gaul, 
But  proud  Iberia  foundly  maul : 
Keftore  the  mips  by  Philip  taken, 
And  make  him  crouch  to  fave  his  bacon, 
Naffau,  who  got  the  name  of  Glorious 
Becaule  he  nerer  was  victorious, 
A  hanger-on  has  always  been  ; 
For  old  acquaintance  bring  him  in. 

To  Walpole  you  might  lend  a  line, 
But  much  I  fear  he's  in  decline  ; 
And,  if  you  chance  to  come  too  late, 
When  he  goes  out,  you  lhare  his  fate, 
And  bear  the  new  fucceffbr's  frown  ; 
Or,  whom  you  once  fang  up,  (ing  down. 
Reject  with  fcorn  that  itupid  notion, 
To  praife  your  hero  for  devotion  ; 
Nor  entertain  a  thought,  fo  odd, 
That  princes  fhould  believe  in  God; 
B\nt  follow  the  fecureft  rule, 
And  turn  it  all  to  ridicule  : 
'Tis  grown  the  choiceft  wit  at  court. 
And  gives  the  maids  of  honour  fport. 
For,  fince  they  talk'd  with  Doctor  Clarke, 
They  now  can  venture  in  the  dark  : 
That  found  Divine  the  truth  hath  fpoke  all, 
And  pawn'd  his  word,  hell  is  not  local. 
This  will  not  give  them  half  the  trouble 
Of  bargains  fold,  or  meanings  double. 

Suppofincr  now  your  fong  is  done, 
To  Mynheer  Handel  next  you  run, 
Who  artfully  will  pare  and  prune 
Your  words  to  fome  Italian  tune  : 
Then  print  it  in  the  largeft  letter, 
With  capitals,  the  more  the  better. 
Prefent  it  boldly  on  your  knee, 
And  take  a  guinea  for  your  fee. 


BOUTS  RIMfcS. 

ON    SIGNORA    DOMITILLA. 

Our  fchool-mafter  may  rave  i'  th'  fit 
,    Of  claffic  beauty  h<ec  et  ilia, 
Not  all  his  birch  infpires  fuch  wit. 
As  th'  ogling  beams  of  Domitilla. 

X-et  nobles  toaft,  in  bright  champain, 
Nymphs  higher  born  than  Domitilla  ; 

I'll  drink  her  health,  again,  again, 
In  Berkeley's  tar,  or  lars-parilla. 

At  Gooclman's-Fields  I've  much  admir'd 
The  poftures  ftrange  of  Monfieur  Brilla  ; 

But  wi  ?.t  are  they  to  the  foft  ftep, 
The  gliding  air,  of  Boraltilla  ? 
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Virgil  has  enterniz'd  in  fong 

.  The  flying  footfteps  of  Camilla  : 
Sure,  as  a  prophet,  he  was  wrong  ; 
Ke  might  have  dreamt  of  Domitilla. 

Great  Theodofe  condemn 'd  a  town 

For  thinking  ill  of  his  £lacilla  ; 
And  deuce  take  London,  if  fome  knight 

O'  th'  city  wed  not  Domitilla  ! 

Wheeler,  Sir  George,  in  travels  wife, 

Gives  us  a  medal  of  Plantiiia  ; 
But,  oh  !  the  emprefs  has  not  eyes, 

Nor  lips,  nor  breaft,  like  Domitiila. 

Nor  all  the  wealth  of  plunder'd  Italy, 
Pil'd  on  the  mules  of  king  At-tiia, 

Is  worth  one  glove  (I'll  not  tell  a  bit  a  lie) 
Or  garter,  fnatch'd  from  Domitilla. 

Five  years  a  nymph  at  certain  hamlet, 

Y-cleped  Harrow  of  the  Hili,  a- 
— bus'd  much  my  heart,  and  was  a  dam'nd  let 

To  verie — but  now  for  Domitilla. 

Dan  Pope  configns  Belinda's  watch 

To  the  fair  Sylphid  Momentilla, 
And  thus  I  offer  up  my  catch 

To  th'  {how -white  hands  of  Domitilla, 


HELTER  SKELTER ; 

OR,  THE  HUE  AND  <JRY  AFTER  THE  ATTORNIS*, 
UPON  THEIR  RIDING    THE  CIRCUIT. 

Now.  the  active  young  attorriies 

Brifkly  travel  on  their  journies, 

Looking  big  as  any  giants, 

On  the  hories  of  their  clients ; 

Like  Co  many  little  Mars's, 

With  their  tilters  at  their  a — s, 

Brazen-hiked,  lately'burnifh'd  ; 

And  with  harnefs-buckles  furnim'J, 

And  with  whips  and  fpurs  fo  neat, 

And  with  jockey-coats  complete, 

And  with  boots  fo  very  greafy. 

And  with  faddles  eke  fo  eafy  ; 

And  with  bridles  fine  and  gay^ 

Bridles  borrow'd  for  a  day  ; 

Bridles  deftin'd  far  to  roam, 

Ah  !  never,  never  to  come  home. 

And  with  hats  fo  Very  big  Sir  ; 

And  with  powder'd  caps  and  wigs,  Sir ; 

And  with  ruiHes  to  be  fhown, 

l!am brick  ruffles  not  their  own  ; 

And  with  Holland  fhirts  fo  white, 

Shirts  becoming  to  thc«ight, 

Shirts  be. wrought  with  different  letters, 

As  belonging  to  their  betters ;  i 

With  their  pretty  tinfel'd  boxes,  ^ 

otten  from  their  dainty  doxies  ; 
And  with  rings  fo  very  trim, 

ately  taken  out  of  lim— 

4.nd  with  very  little  pence,  .* 

And  as  very  little  fenfe  ; 
With  forrre  law,  but  little  juftice, 
Having  ftolen  from  my  hoilefs, 

rom  the  barber  and  the  cutler, 
,ike  the  fuldier  from  the  futler  ; 
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From  the  vintner  and  the  taylor, 
Like  the  felon  from  the  jailor; 
Into  this  and  t'  other  county, 
Living  on  the  public  bounty  ; 
Thorough  town  and  thorough  village, 
All  to  plunder  all  to  pillage  ; 
Thorough  mountains,  thorough  valies, 
Thorough  ftinking  lanes  and  alleys  ; 
Some  to — kifs  with  farmers'  fpoufes, 
And  make  merry  in  their  houfes ; 
Some  to — tumble  country  wenches 
On  their  rufhy-beds  and  benches, 
And,  if  they  begin  a  fray, 
Draw  their  fwords,  and — run  away ; 
All  to  murder  equity, 
And  to  take  a  double  fee- 
Till  the  people  all  are  quiet, 
And  forget  to  broil  and  riot : 
Low  in  pocket,  cow'd  in  courage, 
Safely  glad  to  fup  their  porridge  j 
And  vacation's  over — then, 
Hey,  for  London  town  again. 

THE  LOGICIANS  REFUTED. 

LOGICIANS  have  but  ill  defin'd, 
As  rational,  the  human-kind. 
*'  Reafon,"  they  fay,  "  belongs  to  man  ;" 
But  let  them  prove  it  if  they  can. 
Wife  Ariftotle  and  Smiglefius, 
By  ratiocinations  fpecious, 
Have  ftrove  to  prove  with  great  preciflcn, 
With  definition  and  divifion, 
Homo  ejl  ratione  prxditum  : 
But,  for  my  foul,  I  cannot  credit  'em, 
And  muft,  in  fpite  of  them  maintain, 
That  man  and  all  his  ways  are  vain  ; 
And  that  this  boafted  lord  of  nature 
Is  both  a  weak  and  erring  creature  ; 
That  in  Kindt  is  a  furer  guide 
Than  reafon-boafting  mortals'  pride  ; 
And  that  brute  beafts  are  tar  before  'cm, 
fietts  ejl  artima  brutorwn. 
Who  ever  knew  an  honeft  brute 
At  law  his  neighbour  profecute  ; 
Bring  adtion  for  aflault  and  battery, 
Or  friend  beguile  with  lies  and  flattery  > 
O'er  plains  they  ramble  unconfin'd, 
No  politics  difturb  their  mind  ; 
They  eat  their  meals,  and  take  their  fport, 
Nor  know  who's  in  or  out  at  court. 
They  never  to  the  levee  go, 
To  treat  as  deareft  friend,  a  foe  : 
They  never  importune  his  grace, 
Nor  ever  cringe  to  men  in  place  ; 
Nor  undertake  a  dirty  job, 
Nor  draw  the  quill  to  write  for  Bob  : 
Fraught  with  invective  they  ne'er  go 
To  folks  at  Pater-nofter-row. 
No  judges,  fiddlers,  dancing-mailers, 
No  pick-pockr ts,  or  poetaften, 
Are  known  to  honeft  quadrupeds  : 
No  fingle  brute  his  fellows  leads. 
Bmtes  never  meet  in  bloody  fray, 
Nor  cut  each  other's  throats  for  pay. 
Of  beaits,  it  is  confeft'd,  the  ape 
neareft  us  in  human  fhapej 


Like  man,  he  imitates  each  fafhicn, 
And  malice  is  his  ruling  paflion  : 
But,  both  in  malice  and  grimaces, 
A  courtier  any  ape  furpafles  : 
Behold  him  humbly  cringing  wait 
Upon  the  miniiter  of  ftate; 
View  him  foon  after  to  inferiors 
Aping  the  conduct  of  fuperiors  : 
He  promifes  with  equal  air, 
And  to  perform  takes  equal  care. 
He  in  his  turn  finds  imitators  : 
At  court,  the  porters,  lacquey's  waiters, 
Their  mafters'  manners  (till  contract ; 
And  footmen  lords  and  dukes  can  act. 
Thus,  at  the  court,  both  great  and  fmali 
Behave  alike  ;  for  all  ape  all. 

THE  PUPPET-SHOW. 

THE  life  of  man  to  reprefent, 

And  turn  it  all  to  ridicule, 
Wit  did  a  pufypet-fljoiv  invent, 

Where  the  chief  actor  is  a  fool. 

The  gods  of  old  were  logs  of  wood, 
And  worfhip  was  to  puppets  paid  ; 

In  antic  drefs  the  idol  flood, 

And  priell  and  people  bow'd  the  head. 

No  wonder  then,  if  art  began 

The  fimple  votaries  to  frame, 
To  fhape  in  timber  foolifh  man, 

And  confecrate  the  block  to  fame. 

From  hence  poetic  fancy  learn'd 

That  trees  might  rife  from  human  forms, 

The  body  to  a  trunk  be  turn'd, 
And  branches  ilftte  from  the  arms. 

Thus  Daedalus  and  Ovid  too. 

That  man's  a  blockhead,  have  confeft  j 
Powel  and  Stretch  *  the  hint  purfue  ; 

Life  is  a  farce,  the  world  a  jeft. 

The  fame  great  truth  South-Sea  hath  prov'd 

On  that  fam'd  theatre,  the  alley  ; 
Where  thoufands,  by  directors  mov'd, 

Are  now  fad  monuments  of  folly. 
What  Momus  was  of  old  to  Jove, 

The  fame  a  Harlequin  is  now  ; 
The  former  was  buffoon  above, 

The  latter  is  a  Punch  below. 

This  fleeting  fcene  is  but  a  ftage, 

Where  various  images  appear; 
In  different  parts  of  youth  and  age 

Alike  the  prince  and  peafant  fliare. 

Some  draw  our  eyes  by  being  great, 

Falfe  pomp  conceals  mere  wood  within; 
And  legislators  rang'd  in  ftate 

Are  oft'  but  wifdom  in  machine. 
A  flock  may  chance  to  wear  a  crown, 

And  timber  as  a  lord  take  place  ; 
A  ftatue  may  put  on  a  frown, 

And  cheat  us  with  a  thinking  face. 


*  Two  famous  puppetftow  men. 
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Others  are  blindly  led  away1, 

And  made  to  adl  for  ends  unknown  ; 

By  the  mere  fpring  of  wires  they  play, 
And  fpeakin  language  not  their  own. 

Too  oft',  alas  !  a  fcokling  wife 

Ufufps  a  jolly  fellow's  throne  ; 
And  many  drink  the  cup  of  life, 

Mix'd  and  embitter'd  by  a  Joan. 

In  fliort,  whatever  men  purfue, 

Of  pleafure,  folly,  war,  or  love  ; 
This  mimic  race  brings  all  to  view  : 

Alike  they  drefs,  they  talk,  they  move. 
Go  on,  great  Stretch,  with  artful  hand, 

Mortals  to  pleafe  and  to  deride  ; 
And,  when  death  breaks  thy  vital  band, 

Thou  malt  put  on  a  puppet's  pride. 

Thou  ihalt  in  puny  wood  be  fliown, 
Thy  image  fhall  preierve  thy  fame  ; 

Ages  to  come  thy  worth  fhall  own, 
Point  at  thy  limbs,  and  tell  thy  name. 

Tell  Tom,  he  draws  a.  farce  in  vain, 

Before  he  looks  in  nature's  glafs  ; 
Puns  cannot  form  a  witty  fcerie, 

l^oi  pedantry  for  humour  pals. 
To  make  men  adl  as  fenfelefs  wood, 

And  chatter  in  a  myftic  (train, 
Is  a  mere  force  on  flefli  and  blood, 

And  fliows  fome  error  in  the  brain. 
Ho  that  would  thus  refine  on  thee, 

And  turn  thy  itage  into  a  fchool, 
The  jeft  of  Punch  will  ever  be, 

And  Hand  confelt  the  greater  fool. 

THE  GRAND  QUESTION  DEBATED  j 

Whether  Hamilton'  's  Bawn  Jhould  be  turned  into 
a  Barrack  or  a  Malt~H.oufe. 


THUS  fpoke  to  my  lady  the  knight  *  full  of  care  : 
"  Let  me  have  your  advice  in  a  weighty  affair. 
"  This  Hamilton's  bawn  j-,  whilit  it  flicks  on  my 

"  hand, 

"  I  lofe  by  the  houfe  what  I  get  by  the  land  ; 
"  But  how  to  difpofe  of  it  to  ihe  belt  bidder, 
"  For  a  barrack  \  or  malt-boufe,  we  now  muft 

"  confider. 

"  Firft,  let  me  fuppofe  I  make  it  a  tnalt-bonfe, 
"  Here  I  have  computed  the  profit  will  fall  t'  us  ; 
"  There's  nine  hundred  pounds  for  labour  and 

"  grain, 

"  I  increale  it  to  twelve,  fo  three  hundred  remain; 
"  A  handfome  addition  for  wine  and  good  cheer, 
"  Three  difhes  a  day,  and  three  hogfheads  a  year  : 
"  With  a  dozen  large  veileis  my  vault  fliall  be 

"  ftor'd; 

"  No  little  fcrub  joint  fliall  come  on  my  board  ; 
"  And  you  and  the  Dean  no  more  fliall  combine 
"  To  ftint  me  at  night  to  one  bottle  of  wine  ; 

*  Sir  Arthur  Achefon,  at  ivhoftfeat  this  <wa* 
written. 

I  A  large  old  houfe,  two  miles  from  Sir  Ar 
thur's  (cat. 

\  The  army  in  Ireland  is  l',Jg:d  i?ifrong  luild- 
over  the  who  It  kingdom^  called  barracks, 


EMS,  itc> 

"  Nor  fhall  I,  for  his  humour,  permit  you  to  pur- 

"  loin 

"  A  flone  and  a  quarter  of  beef  from  my  furloin. 
"  If  I  make  it  a  barrack,  the  crown  is  my  tenant ; 
"  My  dear,  I  have  ponder'd  again  and  again  on't: 
"  In  poundage  and  drawbacks  J  lofe  half  my  rent  j 
<e   Whatever  they  give  me,  I  mult  be  content, 
"  Or  join  with  the  court  in  every  debate; 
"  And  rather  than  that,  I  would  lofe  my  eftate.'" 

Thus  ended  the  knight :  thus  began  his  meek 
*'  It  muft,  and  \\.Jhall  be  *barr&ckt  my  life,  [wife  \ 
"  I'm  grown  a  mere  mopus  ;  no  company  conies, 
"  Bur  a  rabble  of  tenants^  and  rutty  dull  *  rums. 
"  With  parfons  what  lady  can  keep  herfelf  clean  ? 
"  I'm  all  over  daub'd  when  I  fit  by  the  Dean. 
"  But  if  you  will  give  us  a  barrack,  my  dear, 
"  The  captain,  I'm  fure,  will  always  come  here  ; 
"  I  then  fhall  not  value  his  Deanfhip  a  ftraw, 
"  For  the  captain,  I  warrant,  will  keep  him  in 

"  awe; 

"  Or,  fhould  he  pretend  to  be  brifk  and  alert, 
"  Will  tell  him  that  chaplains  fhould  not  be  fo 

"  pert; 
"  That  men  of  his  coat  fhould  be  minding  their 

"  prayer^ 
"  And  not  among  ladies  to  give  themfelves  airs.'' 

Thus  argued  my  lady,  but  argued  in  vain  ; 
The  knight  his  opinion  refoiv'd  to  maintain. 

But  Hannah  f ,  who  liften'd  to  all  that  was  paft, 
And  could  not  endure  fo  vulgar  a  tafte, 
As  foon  as  her  ladyfhip  call'd  to  be  dreft, 
Cry'd,  "  Madam,  why  furely  my  matter's  pofTeft. 
"  Sir  Arthur  the  maltfter  !  how  fine  it  will  found  1 
"  I'd  rather  the  baivn  were  funk  under  gi'ound. 
"  But  madam,  I  gtfefs'd  there  would  never  cunie 

"  good, 
"  When  I  law  him  fo  oftag  with  J  Darby  and 

"  Wood. 

"  And  now  my  dream's  out ;  for  I  was  a-dream\l 
!'  That  1  law  a  huge  rat — O  dear,  how  I  fcream\l ! 
"  And  after,  methought,  I  had  loft  my  new  fhoes  ; 
''  And  Molly,  flie  faid,  I  fhouLd  hear  fome  ill 

"  news. 

"  Dear  madam,  had  you  but  the  fpiiit  to  teafr, 
"  You  might  have  a  barrack  whenever  you  pleafe  3 
"  And,  madam,  I  always  believ'd  you  fo  ftout, 
"  That  for  twenty  denials  you  would  not  give  out. 
"  If  I  had  a  huibaml  like  him,  Ipurtc/!^ 
"  Till  he   gave  me  my  will,  I  would  give  him 

"  no  reft ; 

"  And  rather  than  come  in  the  fame  pair  of  meets 
"  With  luch  a  crofs  man,  I  would  lie  in  the  itreets: 
"  Kut^  madam,  I  beg  you  contrive  arnl  invent, 
"  And  worry  him  out,  till  he  gives  his  confent. 
"  Dear  madam,  whene'er  of  a  barrack  I  think, 
"  An  I  were  to  be  hang'd,  I  can't  fleep  a  wink  : 
"  For  if  a  new  crotchet  comes  into  my  brain, 
"  I  can't  get  it  out,  though  I'd  never  fo  fain. 
"  I  fancy  already  a  barrack  contriv'd 
"  At  Hamilton's  bawn,  and  the  troop  is  arriv'd  ; 


*  A  cant  word  in  Ireland  for  a  poor  clergy* 

.ui. 

f  J\>Iy  lady's  waiting-'voman. 
i  Two  of  tir  Arthur's  managers. 
H  inj 


nv  THE   WORKS 

"  Of  this  to  be  fure  Sir  Arthur  has  warning, 
"^And    watts   on  the  captain  betimes  the  next 

"  morning. 
*''  Now  fee,  when  they  meet,  how  their  honours 

"  behave: 
*'  Noble  captain,  your  fervant" — "  Sir  Arthur, 

"  your  (lave; 

*'  You  honour  me  much"— l<  The  honour  is  mine/' 
*4  'Tas  a  fad  rainy  night''—"  But  the  morning 

"  is  fine." 
"  Fray  how   does  my  lady  >"•*-"  My  wife's  at 

"  your  fervice." — 

"  I  think  I  have  feen  her  picture  by  Jervas."— 
44  Good  morrow,  good  captain.     I'll  wait  on  you 

*'  down." — 
44  You  fbnn't  ftir  a  foot." — "  Yeu'll  think  me  a 

"  clown  : 
"  For  all  the  world,  captain — "  "  Not  half  an 

"  inch  farther/' — 
"  You  rcuft  be  obey'd  !"— "  Your  fcrvant,  Sir 

44  Arthur! 

44  My  humble  re  1  peel s  to  my  b,dy  unknown."— 
*'  I  hope  you  will  ufe  my  houfe  as  your  own." 
"  Go  bring  me  my  {"mock,  and  leave  off  your 

"  prate, 

"  Thoa  haft  certainly  gotten  a  cup  in  thy  pate." 
44  Pray,  madam,  be  quiet ;  what  was  it  I  i'aid  ? 
*'  You  had  liketohave  put  it  quite  out  of  my  head 
"  Next  cby,  to  be  fure,  the  captain  will  come, 
"  At  the  head  of  his  troops,    with  trumpet  anc 

"  drum. 

"  Now,  madam,  obfervehow  he  marches  in  Rate 
"  The  man  with  the  kettle-drum  enters  the  gate 
41  Dub,  dub,  adub,  dub.  The  trumpeters  follow, 
*'  Tantara,  tantara  ;  while  all  the  boys  hollow. 
"  See  now  comes  the  captain  all  daub'd  wit 

"  gold  la.ce  : 

tf  O  la  !  the  fweet  gentleman  ?  look  in  his  face  ; 
*'  And  fee  how  he  rides  like  a  lo'rd  of  the  land, 
"  With   the  fine  fUming  fword  that  he  holds  i 

"  his  hand  ; 
41  And  his  horfe,  the  clear  crctcr,  it  prances  an 

44  rears ; 

'*  With  ribbons  in  knots  at  its  tail  and  its  ears  : 
*"'  At  laft  comes  the  trooprby  the  wordofcommanc 
44  Drawn  up  in  thi  court ;  when  the  captain  cne 

44    STAND  f 

4*  Your  ladylhip  lifts  up  the  fafh  to  be  feen 
"  (For  fine  1  had  dizcn'd  you  out  like  a  queen 
"  The  captain,  to  fliow  he  is  proud  of  the  favou 
44  Looks  up  to  your  window,  and  cocks  up  h 

beaver 

44  (His  beaver  is  cock'd ;  pray,  madam,  mark  tha 
*'  For  a  captain  of  horfe  never  takes  off  his  hat, 
rt  Becaufe  he  has  never  a  hand  that  is  idle  ; 
44  For  the  right  holds  the  fword,  and  the  le 

44  holxh  the  bridle). 

"  Then  flcuriihes  thrice  his  fword  in  the  air. 
44  As  a  compliment  due  to  a  lady  fo  fair ; 
''  (Kow  I  tremble  to  think  of  the  blood  it  hat 

44  fpilt!)  [the  hi 

*'  Then   he    lowers  down  the  point,    and  kill 
*4  Your  ladyfhip  fmiles,  and  thus  you  begin  : 
*4  Pray,  captain, be  pleas'd  to  alight  and  walk  in 
**  The  captain  falutcs  you  with  congee  profounc 
**  And   your   ladyfhip  cvirtfies  half  way  to  t 

"  ground* 
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"  Kit,  run  to  your  mailer,  and.  bid  him  come 

44  to  us  ; 

I'm  fure  he'll  be  proud  of  the  honour  you  do  us. 
And,  captain,  you'll  do  us  the  favour  to  ftay, 
And  take  a  fnort  dinner  here  witb  us  to-day  : 
You're  heartily  welcome ;  but  as  for  good  cheer, 
You  come  in  the  very  vvorit  time  of  the  year  : 
If  I  had  expecled  fo  worthy  a  gueft — " 
44  Lord,  madam  \  your  laclyihip  fure  is  in  jefl : 
You  banter  me,  madam ;    the  kingdom  muft 

44  grant — " 

You  officers,  captain,  are  fo  complaifant !" 
44  Hiirr  huffy,  I  think  I  hear  fomebody  coming.*"' 
No,  madam  ;  'tis  only  Sir  Arthur  a-humming. 
To  fhorten  my  tale  (for  I  hate  a  long  ftory), 
The  cnptatn  at  dinner  appears  in  his  glory  ; 
The  dean  and  the  *  dodlor  have  humbled  their 

44  pride, 

For  the  captain's  entreated  to  fit  by  your  fide  ; 
And,  becaufe  he's  their  betters,  you  carve  for 

"  him  firil ; 

The  paribns  for  envy  are  ready  to  burft. 
The  iervants  amaz'd  are  fcarce  ever  able 
To  keep  off  their  eyes,  as  they  wait    at  the 

"  table  , 

And  Molly  and  I  have  thrufl  in  our  nofe 
;  To  peep  at  the  captain  ia  all  his  fine  clones. 

Dear  madam,  be  fure  he's  a  firie-fpoken  man, 
1  Do  but  here  on  the  clergy  how  glib  his  tongue 

'4  ran ; 

'  And,  madam,  fays  he,  if  fuch  dinners  you  give, 
'  You'll  ne'er  want  for  parfons  as  long  as  you 

44  live. 

'  I  ne'er  knew  a  parfon  without  a  good  nofe  ; 
4  But  the  devil's  as  welcome  wherever  he  goes  : 
'  G —  d — n  me  !  they  bid  us  reform  and  repent, 
'  But,  z— -ds?  by  their  looks  they  never  keep  Lent. 
*  Miftef   Curate,  for  all  your  grave  looks,  I'm 

41  afraid 

4  You  caft  a  fheep's  eye  on  her  ladyfhip's  maid  : 
14  I  vvifh  fhe  would  lend  you  her  pretty  white  hand 
14  In  mending  your  caflock,  and  imoothing  your 

44  band 
"  (For  the  Dean  was  fo  lhabby,  a«d  look'd  like 

'4  a  ninrry, 
4{  That  the  captain  fuppos'd  he  was  curate  to 

"  Jinny). 

"  Whenever  you  fee  a  caffock  and  gown, 
"  A  hundred  to  one  but  it  covers  a  clown. 
"  Obferve  how  a  parfon  comes  into  a  room  ; 
"  G—  d — n  me  !  he  hobbles  as  bad  as  my  groom; 
'4  Afcbolard,  when  juft  from  his  college  broke 

"  loofe, 

44  Can  hardly  tell  how  to  cry  bo  to  a  goofe  ; 
44  Your  f  Novcds,  and  Bluturcks,    and  (Jmurs, 

"  and  fluff, 

44  By  G— ,  they  don't  fignify  this  pinch  of  fnuf£ 
"  To  give  a  young  gentleman  right  education, 
44  The^  army's  the  only  good  fchool  in  the  nation  ; 
44  My  fchool-m after  caH'd  me  a  dunce  and  a  foo), 
**  But  at  cuffs  I  \va^  always  the   cock  of  the 
"  fchool: 


*  Dcflir  'Jinny,  a  clergyman  in  tbe  neigbbcwr- 
hood. 

f  Qi-itif,  Plutarcbf,  Homers. 
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11  I  never  could  take  to  my  book  for  the  blood 

"  o'  me, 
"  And  the  puppy  confefe'd  he  expelled  no  good 

"  o'  me. 

"  He  caught  me  one  morning  coquetting  his  wife  ; 
"  .But  he  mauld  me,  I  ne'er  was  fo  maul'd  in 

"  my  life: 

"  So  I  took  to  the  road,  and,  what's  very  odd, 
"  The  firft  man  I  robb'd  was  a  parfon,  by  G — 
"  Now,  madam,  you'll  rliink  it  a  ftrange  thing 

"  to  fay, 
"  But  the  fight  of  a  book  makes  me  fick  to  this 

"  day." 

"  Never  fince  I  was  born  did  I  hear  fo  much  wit, 
"  And,  madam,  I  laugh'd  till  I  thought  I  mould 

"  fplit. 

"  So  then  you  look'd  fcornful,  and  fnift  at  the  Dean, 
"  As  who  fliould  lay,  Now  am  1\  fiinny  and  lean  ? 
*'  But  he  durft  not  fo  much  as  once  open  his  lips, 
"  And  the  doctor  was  plaguily  down  in  the  hips. 

Thus  mercilefs  Hannah  ran  on  in  her  talk, 
Till  fhe  heard  the  Bean  call,  *'  Will  your  lady- 

"  fhip  walk  ?" 

Her  ladyfhip  anfwers,  "  I'm  juft  coming  down  :" 
Then,  turning  to  Hannah,  and  forcing  a  frown, 
Although  it  was  plain  in  her  heart  flie  was  glad, 
Cry'd,  "  Hufly,  why  lure  the  wench  is  gone  mad  ! 
"  How  could  thefe  chimeras  get  into  your  brains?— 
*'  Come  hither,  and  take  this  old  gown  for  your 

"  pains, 
"  But   the  Dean,  if  this  fecret  mould  come  to 

"  his  ears, 
"  Will  never  have  done  with  his  gibes  and  his 

"  jeers: 
"  For  your    life,   not   a  word  of  the  matter,  I 

"  charge  ye : 
* '  Give  me  but  a  barrack^  a  fig  for  the  Clergy" 


TO  DEAN  SWIFT. 

BY    SIR    ARTHUR    ACHESON. 

Good  caufe  have  I  to  (ing  and  vapour, 

For  I  am  landlord  to  the  Drapier  : 

He  that  of  every  ear's  the  charmer, 

Now  cotidetcends  to  be  my  farmer, 

And  grace  my  villa  with  his  drains. 

Lives  fuch  a  bard  on  Britilli  plains  ? 

No ;  not  in  all  the  Britifh  court ; 

For  none  but  witlings  there  refort, 

Whole  names  and  wurks  (though  dead)  are  made 

Immortal  by  the  Dunciad; 

Ami,  fure  as  monument  of  brafs, 

Their  fame  to  future  times  fhall  pafs, 

How,  with  a  weakly  warbling  tongue, 

Of  brazen  knight  they  vainly  fung  : 

A  fubject  for  their  genius  fit ; 

He  dares  defy  both  fenfe  and  wit. 

What  dares  he  not  ?  He  can,  we  know  it, 

A  laureat  make  that  is  no  poet ; 

A  judge,  without  the  leaft  pretence 

To  common  law,  or  common  fenfe  j 

A  bifhop  that  is  no  divine  ; 

And  coxcombs  in  red  ribbons  fhine  : 

f  Nick-names  for  my  lady. 


Tay,  he  can  make,  what's  greater  far, 
middle  Hate  'twixt  peace  and  war  ; 
And  fay,  there  fhall,  for  years  together, 
Be  peace  and  war,  and  both,  and  neither. 
lappy,  O  Market-hill  !  at  ieaft, 
That  court  and  courtiers  have  no  tafte  : 
fou  never  elfe  had  known  the  Dean, 
Jut,  as  of  old,  obfcurely  lain  ; 
All  things  gone  on  the  fame  dull  track, 
And  Drapier's-hill  *  been  itill  Drumlack; 
3ut  now  your  name  with  fenlhurft  vies, 
And  wing'd  with  fame  fhali  reach  the  ikies* 

DRAPIER'S-HILL. 

give  the  world  to  underftand, 
Dur  thriving  Dean  has  purchas'd  land  ; 
A  purchafe  which  will  bring  him  clear 
Above  his  rent  four  pounds  a  year  ; 
Provided,  to  improve  the  ground, 
He  will  but  add  two  hundred  pound  ; 
And,  from  his  endlefs  hoarded  ftore, 
To  build  a  houie,  five  hundred  more. 
Sir  Arthur  too  fhall  have  his  will, 
And  call  the  maniion  Drapier's-hill  : 
That,  when  a  nation,  long  enflav'd, 
Forgets  by  whom  it  once  was  fav'd  ; 
When  none  the  Drapier's  praife  fhall  fing  ;' 
His  llgns  aloft  no  longer  fwing  ; 
His  medals  and  his  prints  forgotten  ; 
And  all  his  f  handkerchiefs  are  rotten  ; 
His  famous  letters  made  wafte-paper  ; 
This  hill  may  keep  the  name  of  Drapier; 
In  fpight  of  envy,  fiourifh  ftill, 
And  Drapier's  vie  with  Cooper's  hill. 

THE  DEAN'S  REASONS 

FOR  NOT  BUILDING  AT 


I  WILL  not  build  on  yonder  mount  : 

And,  mould  you  call  me  to  account, 

Confulting  with  myfelf,  I  find 

It  was  no  levity  of  mind. 

Whate'er  I  promis'd  or  intended, 

No  fault  of  mine,  the  fcheme  is  ended  • 

Nor  can  you  tax  me  as  unlleady, 

I  have  a  hundred  caufes  ready  ; 

All  rifen  fince  that  flattering  time, 

When  Drapier's-hill  appear'd  in  rhyme* 

I  am,  as  now  too  late  I  find, 
The  greateir  cully  of  mankind  : 
The  loweft  boy  in  Martin's  fchool 
May  turn  and  wind  me  like  a  fool. 
How  could  I  form  fo  wild  a  vifion, 
To  feek,  in  deferts,  Fields  Elyfian  ? 
To  live  in  fear,  fufpicion,  variance, 
With  thieves,  fanatics,  and  barbarians  ? 

*  The  Dean  gave  this  name  to  a  farxi  catted 
Drumlack,  which  he  rented  of  Sir  Arthur  Ache- 
Jon,  nvkofe  feat  lay  between  that  and  Market- 
hill  ;  and  intended  to  luild  an  hcuj'e  upon  it,  but 
afterwards  changed  his  mind. 

f  Medals  were  cajl,  many  ftgns  hung  up,  and 
handkerchiefs  made  ^tuith  device;,  in  honour  of 
•fh<.-  P^d-tiy.  ttndsr  the  name  of  M.  B.  11;  a£ier* 


*      THE    WORKS    OF    SWIFT. 


But  here  my  Lady  will  object : 
YourDeanfhip  ought  to  recollect, 
That,  near  the  Knight  of  Gosford  plac'd, 
Whom  you  allow  a  man  of  tafte, 
Your  intervals  of  time  to  fpend 
With  fo  converfable  a  friend, 
It  would  not  fignify  a  pin 
Whatever  climate  you  were  in. 
' Tis  true,  but  what  advantage  comes 
To-  me  from  all  a  ufurer's  plumbs ; 
Though  I  mould  fee  him  twice  a  day, 
And  am  his  neighbour  crofs  the  way  ; 
If  all  my  rhetoric  muft  fail 
To  ftrike  him  for  a  pot  of  ale  ? 

Thus,  when  the  learned  and  the  wife 
Conceal  their  talents  from  our  eyes, 
And  from  deferving  friends  with-hold 
Their  gifts,  as  miiers  do  their  gold ; 
Their  knowledge  to  themfelves  confin'd 
Is  the  fame  avarice  of  mind  ; 
Nor  makes  their  converfation  better, 
Than  if  they  never  knew  a  letter. 
Such  is  the  fate  of  Gosford's  Knight, 
Who  keeps  his  wifdom  out  of  fight ; 
Whofe  uncommunicative  heart 
Will  fcarce  one  precious  word  impart : 
Still  rapt  in  {peculations  deep, 
His  outward  fenfes  fait  afleep  ; 
Who,  while  I  talk,  a  fong  will  hum, 
Or,  with  his  fingers,  beat  the  drum  ; 
Beyond  the  ikies  tranfports  his  mind, 
And  leaves  a  lifelefs  corpfe  behind. 

But,  as  for  me,  who  ne"er  could  clamber  high, 
To  understand  Malebranche  or  Cambray  ; 
Who  fend  my  mind  (as  I  believe)  lefs 
Than  others  do,  on  errands  fleevelefs; 
Can  liften  to  a  tale  humdrum, 
And  with  attention  read  Tom  Thumb  ; 
My  fpirits  with  my  body  progging» 
Both  hand  in  hand  together  jogging  ; 
Sunk  over  head  and  ears  in  matter, 
Nor  can  of  metaphyfics  fmatter ; 
Am  more  diverted  with  a  quibble, 
Than  dream  of  worlds  intelligible; 
And  think  all  notions  too  abftracted 
Are  like  the  ravings  of  a  crackt  head  ; 
WTiat  intercourfe  of  minds  can  be 
Betwixt  the  knight  fublime  and  me, 
If  when  I  talk,  as  talk  I  muft, 
It  is  but  prating  to  a  buft  ? 

Where  friendmip  is  by  Fate  defign'd, 
It  forms  an  union  in  the  mind  : 
But  here  I  differ  from  the  Knight 
In  every  point,  like  black  and  white  : 
For  none  can  fay  that  ever  yet 
We  both  in  one  opinion  met ; 
Not  in  philofophy,  or  ale  ; 
In  ft  ate  affairs,  or  planting  cale  ; 
In  rhetoric,  or  picking  itraws  ; 
In  roafting  larks,  or  making  laws ; 
In  public  fchemes,  or  catching  flies ; 
In  parliaments,  or  pudding-pies. 

The  neighbours  wonder  why  the  Knight 
Should  in  a  country  life  delight, 
Who  not  one  pleafure  entertains 
To  cheer  the  iblitary  fcenes  : 
His  guefts  are  few,  his  vifi  :s  rare  ; 
Nor  ufes  time,  nor  time  will  fpare  ; 


Nor  rides,  nor  walks,  nor  hunts,  nor  fowls, 

Nor  plays  at  cards,  or  dice,  or  bowls ; 

But,  feated  in  an  eafy  chair, 

Defpifes  exercife  and  air. 

His  rural  walks  he  ne'er  adorns : 

Here  poor  Pomona  fits  QJI  thorns ; 

And  there  neglected  Flora  fettles 

Her  bum  upon  a  bed  of  nettles. 

Thofe  thanklefs  and  officious  cares 
I  us'd  to  take  in  friends'  affairs, 
From  which  I  never  could  refrain, 
And  have  been  often  chid  in  vain  ; 
From  thefe  I  am  recover'd  quite, 
At  leaft  in  what  regards  the  knight. 
Preferve  his  health,  his  ftore  increafe  ; 
May  nothing  interrupt  his  peace  \ 
But  now  let  all  his  tenants  round 
Firft  milk  his  cows,  and  after,  pound  : 
Let  every  cottager  confpire 
To  cut  his  hedges  down  for  fire  : 
The  naughty  boys  about  the  village 
His  crabs  and  floes  may  freely  pillage : 
He  ftill  may  keep  a  pack  of  knaves 
To  fpoil  his  work,  and  work  by  halves : 
His  meadows  may  be  dug  by  fwine, 
It  fhall  be  no  concern  ot"  mine. 
For  why  fliould  I  continue  ftill 
To  ferve  a  friend  againit  his  will  ? 

A  PANEGYRIC  ON  THE  DEAN, 

IN  THE  PERSON  OF  A  LADY  IN  THE  NORTH 
I730- 

RESOLV'D  my  gratitude  to  (how, 
Thrice  reverend  Dean,  for  all  I  owe, 
Too  long  I  have  my  thanks  delay 'd, 
Your  favours  left  too  long  unpaid  ; 
But  now,  in  all  our  fex's  name, 
My  artlefs  mufe  fliall  fing  your  fame. 

Indulgent  you  to  female  kind, 
To  all  their  weaker  fides  are  blind  ; 
Nine  more  fuch  champions  as  the  Dean 
Would  foon  reftore  our  ancient  reign. 
How  well,  to  win  the  ladies'  hearts, 
You  celebrate  their  wit  and  parts  I 
How  have  I  felt  my  fpirits  rais'd, 
By  you  fo  oft',  fo  highly  prais'd  ! 
Transform'd  by  your  convincing  tongue 
To  witty,  beautiful,  and  young, 
I  hope  to  quit  that  aukward  ihame, 
Affected  by  each  vulgar  dame, 
To  modefty  a  weak  pretence  : 
And  foon  grow  pert  on  men  of  fenfe ; 
To  fhow  my  face  with  fcornful  air ; 
Let  others  match  it,  if  they  dare. 

Impatient  to  be  out  of  debt, 
Oh,  may  I  never  once  forget 
The  bard  who  humbly  deigns  to  choofe 
Me  for  the  fubject  of  his  Mule  ! 
Behind  my  back,  before  my  noie, 
He  founds  my  praife  in  verle  and  profe. 

My  heart  with  emulation  burns 
To  make  you  fuitable  returns  : 
My  gratitude  the  would  lhall  know; 
And  fee,  the  printer's  boy  below  ; 

*   The  !ady  of  Sj-  Aitbur  Acbejbrg, 
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Ye  hawkers  all,  your  voices  lift ; 

*•  A  Panegyric  on  Dean  Swift  !" 

And  then,  to  mend  the  matter  ftill, 

"  By  Lady  Anne  of  Market-hill." 
I  thus  begin  :  My  grateful  Mufe 

Salutes  the  Dean  in  different  views  ; 

Dean,  butler,  ufher,  jefter,  tutor  ; 

*  Robert  and  Darby's  coadjutor  : 

And,  as  you  in  commiffion  lit, 

To  rule  the  dairy  next  to  f  Kit. 
In  each  capacity  I  mean 

To  fing  your  praife.     And  firft  as  Dean  : 

Envy  muft  own,  you  underftand  your 

Precedence,  and  fupport  your  grandeur ; 

Nor  of  your  rank  will  bate  an  ace, 

Except  to  give  Dean  Daniel  place. 

In  you  fuch  dignity  appears  ; 

So  fuited  to  your  ftate  and  years  ! 

With  ladies  what  a  ftricl:  decorum  ! 

With  what  devotion  you  adore  'em  ! 

Treat  me  with  fo  much  complaifance, 

As  fits  a  prince fs  in  romance  ! 

By  your  example  and  affiftance, 

The  fellows  learn  to  know  their  diftance. 

Sir  Arthur,  fmce  you  fet  the  pattern, 

No  longer  calls  mef/iipe  andjltittern  • 

Nor  dares  he,  though  he  were  a  duke, 

Offend  me  with  the  leaft  rebuke. 

Proceed  we  to  your  J  preaching  next: 
How  nice  you  fplit  the  hardeft  text ! 
How  your  fuperior  learning  mines 
Above  our  neighbouring  dull  divines  ! 
At  Beggars'  Opera  not  fo  full  pit 
Is  feen,  as  when  you  mount  our  pulpit. 

Confider  now  your  converfation : 
Regardful  of  your  age  and  ftation, 
You  ne'er  was  known,  by  paffion  ftirr'd, 
To  give  the  leaft  ofTenfive  word  ; 
But  ftill,  whene'er  youfilence  break, 
Watch  every  fyllable  you  fpeak  : 
Your  ftyle  io  clear,  and  fo  concife, 
We  never  afk  to  hear  you  twice. 
But  then,  a  parfon^fo  genteel, 
So  nicely  clad  from  head  to  heel ; 
So  fine  a  gown,  a  band  fo  clean, 
As  well  become  St.  Patrick's  Dean, 
Such  reverential  awe  exprefs, 
That  row -boys  know  you  by  your  drefs  ! 
Then,  if  our  neighbouringfriends  come  here, 
How  proud  are  we  when  you  appear, 
With  fuch  addrefs  and  graceful  port, 
As  clearly  mows  you  bred  at  court  ! 
Now  raife  your  fpirits,  Mr.  Dean, 
I  lead  you  to  a  nobler  fcsr.e. 
When  to  the  vault  you  walk  in  ftate, 
In  quality  of  butler's -mate  ; 
You  next  to  §  Dennis  bear  the  fway  : 
To  you  we  often  truft  the  key  : 
Nor  can  he  judge  with  all  his  art 
So  well,  what  bottle  holds  a  quart ; 

*   The  names  of  two  overfecrs. 
1  My  lady's  footman. 

t  The  author  preached  but  once  <wlile  he  w 
there 

I  ?he  Sutler* 


What  pints  may  befl  for  bottles  pafs, 
Juft  to  give  every  man  his  glafs  ; 
When  proper  to  produce  the  bell, 
And  what  may  ferve  a  common  guefl. 
With  Dennis  you  did  ne'er  combine, 
Not  you,  to  fteal  your  mafter's  wine ; 
Except  a  bottle  now  and  then, 
To  welcome  brother  ferving-men : 
But  that  is  with  a  good  defign, 
To  drink  Sir  Arthur's  health  and  mine  j 
Your  mafter's  honour  to  maintain, 
And  get  the  like  returns  again. 

Your  *  z<:/Z><fr's  poft  muft  next  be  handled 
How  blefs'd  am  I  by  fuch  a  man  led  ! 
Under  whole  wife  aud  careful  guardflu'p 
I  now  defpife  fatigue  and  hardfhip : 
Familiar  grown  to  dirt  aad  wet, 
Though  daggled  round,  I  fcorn  to  fret : 
From  you  my  chamber-damfels  learn 
My  broken  hole  to  patch  and  dearn. 

Now  as  a  jefter  I  accoft  you  ; 
Which  never  yet  one  friend  has  loft  yon. 
You  judge  ib  nicely  to  a  hair, 
How  far  to  go,  and  when  to  fpare  ; 
By  long  experience  grown  fo  wife, 
Of  every  tafte  to  know  the  fize  ; 
There  's  none  fo  ignorant  or  weak 
f  To  take  offence  at  what  you  fpeak. 
Whene'er  you  joke,  'tis  all  a  cafe 
Whether  with  Dermot,  or  His  Grace  ; 
With  Teague  O'Murphey,  or  an  earl; 
A  duchefs,  or  a  kitchen-girl. 
With  fuch  dexterity  you  fit 
Their  feveral  talents  with  your  wit, 
That  Moll  the  charnber-maid  can  fmoke, 
And  Gahagan  \  take  every  joke. 

I  now  become  your  humble  fuitor 
To  let  you  praife  you  as  my  §  tutor. 
Poor  I,  a  favage  bred  and  born, 
By  you  inftructed  every  morn, 
Already  have  improved  fo  well, 
That  1  have  almoft  learnt  to  fpell : 
The  neighbours  who  come  here  to  dine, 
Admire  to  hear  me  fpeak  Cojifie. 
How  envioufly  the  ladies  look, 
When  they  furprife  me  at  my  book  ! 
And  fure  as  they're  alive  at  night, 
Asfoon  as  gone  will  mow  their  fpight : 
Good  lord  !  what  can  my  lady  mean, 
Converfing  with  that  rufty  Dean  ! 
She  's  grown  fo  nice,  and  fo  penurious, 
With  Socrates  and  Epicurius. 
How  could  ftie  fit  the  live-long  day, 
Yet  never  afk  us  once  to  play  ? 

But  I  admire  your  patience  moft  ; 
That  when  I  'm  duller  than  a  poft, 
Nor  can  the  plaineft  word  pronounce, 
You  neither  fume,  nor  fret,  nor  flounce; 


*  Hefometimes  ufed  to  walk  with  the  lady. 

f  The  neighbouring  ladies  were  no  great  un 
der/landers  of  raillery. 

\  The  'clown  that  cut  down  the  old  thorn  at 
Market-hill. 

\  In  bad  weather  the  author  itfed  to  direft  my 
lady  in  her  reading* 


224 


THE   WORKS    OF  SWIFT. 


Are  fo  indulgent,  and  fo  mild,  | 

As  if  I  were  a  darling  child* 
So  gentle  is  your  whole  proceeding, 
That  I  could  fpend  my  life  in  reading. 
You  merit  new  employments  daily  : 
Our  thatcher,  ditcher,  gardener,  baily. 
And  to  a  genius  fo  extenfive 
No  work  is  grievous  or  ofFenfive ; 
Whether  your  fruitful  fancy  lies 
To  make  for  pigs  convenient  ftyes  ; 
Or  ponder  long  with  anxious  thought 
To  banifli  rats  that  haunt  our  vault : 
Nor  have  you  grumbled,  reverend  Dean, 
To  keep  our  poultry  fweet  and  clean  ; 
To  fweep  the  manfion-houfe  they  dwell  in, 
And  cure  the  rank  unfavory  fmelling. 
Now  enter  as  the  dairy  hand- ma  id  ; 
Such  charming  *  butter  never  man  made. 
Let  others  with  fanatic  face 
Talk  of  their  milk  for  babes  of  grace ; 
Prom  tubs  their  fnuffling  nonlenfe  utter  : 
Thy  milk  fhall  make  us  tubs  of  butter. 
The  bifhop  with  hhfoot  may  burn  it  f. 
But  with  his  hand  the  Dean  can  churn  it. 
How  are  the  fervants  overjoy'd 
To  fee  thy  Deanfhip  thus  employ'd  ! 
Inftead  of  poring  on  a  book, 
Providing  butter  for  the  cook  ! 

Three  morning  hours  you  tofs  and  fhake 
The  bottle  till  your  fingers  ake  : 

Hard  is  the  toil,  nor  fmall  the  art, 

The  butter  from  the  whey  to  part : 

Behold  a  frothy  fubftance  rife  ; 

Be  cautious,  or  your  bottle  flies. 

The  butter  comes,  our  fears  are  ceasM ; 

And  out  you  fqueeze  an  ounce  at  leaft. 
Your  reverence  thus,  with  like  fuccefs 

{Nor  is  your  (kill  or  labour  lefs), 

When  bent  upon  fome  fmart  lampoon, 

Will  tofs  and  turn  your  brain  till  noon  ; 

Which,  in  its  jumblings  round  the  fkull, 

Dilates  and  makes  the  vefiel  full : 

While  nothing  comes  but  froth  at  firfr, 

You  think  your  giddy  head  will  burit ; 

But,  fqueezing  out  four  lines  in  rhyme, 

Are  largely  paid  for  all  your  time. 

But  you  have  rais'd  your  generous  mind 

To  works  of  more  exalted  kind. 

Palladio  was  not  half  fo  (kill'd  in 

The  grandeur  or  the  art  of  building. 

Two  temples  of  magnific  fize 

Attract  the  curious  traveller's  eyes, 

That  might  be  envy'd  by  the  Greeks ; 

Pvais'd  up  by  you  in  twenty  weeks : 

Here  gentle  goddefs  Cloacine 

Receives  all  offerings  at  her  fhrine. 

In  feparate  cells  the  he's  and  (he's 

Here  pay  their  vows  with  bended  knees: 

For  'tis  profane  when  fexes  mingle, 

And  every  nymph  mult  enter  fingle, 

*  A  'way  of  making  butter  for  breakfajl,  by 
filling  a  battle  'with  cream,  andjbaking  it  till  the 
butter  co?nes. 

t  It  is  a  common  faying,  'when  the  milk  bums- 
t°,  that  the  devil  or  the  bijhop  has  fct  his  foot  in 
*i  the  devil  having  been  called  bijbop  of  hell. 


And  when  (he  feels  an  inward  nwiioftj 
Jome  fill'd  with  reverence  and  devotion. 
The  bafhful  maid,  to  hide  our  blufh, 
Shall  creep  no  more  behind  a  bufli  j 
Here  unobferv'd  (he  boldly  goes, 
As  who  fliould  fay,  to  pluck  a  rofe. 

Ye  who  frequent  this  hallow'd  fcene, 
Be  not  ungrateful  to  the  Dean  ; 
But  duly,  ere  you  leave  your  ftation, 
Offer  to  him  a  pure  libation 
Or  of  his  own  or  Smedley's  lay, 
Or  billet-doux,  or  lock  of  hay  : 
And,  oh  !  may  all  who  hither  come, 
Return  with  unpolluted  thumb  ! 

Yet,  when  your  lofty  domes  I  praife. 
[  figh  to  think  of  ancient  day5. 
Permit  me  then  to  raife  my  (lyle, 
And  fweetly  moralize  a  while. 

Thee,  bounteous  goddefs  Cloacine, 
To  temples  why  do  we  confine  ? 
Forbid  in  open  air  to  breathe, 
Why  are  thine  altars  fixt  beneath  ? 

When  Satrun  rui'd  the  Ikies  alone 
(That  golden  age  to  gold  unknown), 
This  earthly  globe,  to  thee  affign'd, 
ReceivM  the  gifts  of  all  mankind. 
Ten  thoufand  zltaisfmoking  round 
Were  built  to  thee  with  offerings  crown'd  ; 
And  here  they  daily  votaries  plac'd 
Their  facrifice  with  zeal  and  hade  : 
The  margin  of  a  purling  ftreani 
Sent  up  to  thee  a  grateful  fteam 
(Though  fometimes  thou  wert  pleasM  to  witik. 
If  Naiads  (wept  them  from  the  brink). 
Or  where  appointing  lovers  rove, 
The  (helter  of  a  fhady  grove ; 
Or,  offer'd  in  fome  flowery  vale, 

Were  wafted  by  a  gentle  gale  : 
There  many  a  flower  abfterfive  grew, 

The  favourite  flowers  of  yellow  hue  ; 

The  crocus,  and  the  daffodil, 

The  cowllip  foft,  and  fweet  jonquiL 
But  when  at  laft  ufurping  Jove 

Old  Saturn  from  his  empire  drove  ; 

Then  gluttony  with  greafy  paws 

Her  napkin  pinn'd  up  to  her  jaws, 

With  watery  chaps,  and  wagging  chin; 

Brac'd  like  a  drum  her  oily  (kin  ; 

Wedg'd  in  a  ipacious  elbow-chair, 

And  on  her  plate  a  treble  fhare, 

As  if  (he  ne'er  could  have  enough, 

Taught  harmlefsman  to  cram  and  fluff. 

She  lent  her  prieft  in  v/ooden  (hoes 

From  haughty  Gaul  to  make  ragoos  ; 

Inftead  of  wholefome  bread  and  cheefe, 

To  drefs  their  foups  and  fricaflees; 

And,  for  our  home-bred  Britiih  dieerr 

Botargo,  catfup,  and  caveer. 

This  bloated  harpy,  fprung  from  hell, 

Confm'd  thee,  goddefs,  to  a  cell : 

Sprung  from  her  womb  that  impious  lin<% 

Contemriers  of  thy  rights  divine. 

Firft,  lollingy/o^  in  woollen  cap 

Taking  her  after-dinner  nap  : 

Pale  dropfy  with  a  fallow  face, 

Her  belly  burft,  and  flow  her  prce  s 

And  lordly  gout,  wrapt  up  in  fi.r  ; 

And  wheezing  ajlbma,  loth  to  ftir ; 
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Voluptuous  eafe,  the  child  of  wealth, 
Infecting  this  our  hearts  by  flealth. 
None  leek  thee  now  in  open  air, 
To  thee  no  verdant  altars  rear  ; 
But  in  their  cells  and  vaults  obfcene 
Prefent  a  facrifice  unclean  ; 
From  whence  unfavoury  vapours  rofe, 
OfFenfive  to  thy  nicer  nofe. 
Ah  !  who,  in  our  degenerate  days, 
As  nature  prompts,  his  offering  pays  ? 
Here  nature  never  difference  made 
Between  the  fceptre  and  the  fpade. 

Ye  great  ones,  why  will  ye  difdain 
To  pay  your  tribute  on  the  plain  ? 
Why  will  you  place,  in  lazy  pride, 
Your  altars  near  your  coaches'  fide ; 
When  from  the  homeliefl  earthen  ware 
Are  fent  up  offerings  more  fincere, 
Than  where  the  haughty  duchefs  locks 
Her  filver  vafe  in  cedar  box  ? 
1   Yet  fome  devotion  frill  remains 
Among  our  harmlefs  northern  fwains, 
Whofe  offerings,  plac  d  in  golden  ranks, 
Adorn  our  cryital  rivers'  banks ; 
Nor  feldom  grace  the  flowery  downs, 
With  fpiry  tops  and  copple-crov/ns  ; 
Or  gilding  in  a  funny  morn 
The  humble  branches  of  a  thorn. 
So,  poets  fing,  with  golden  bough 
The  Trojan  hero  paid  his  vow. 

Hither,  by  luckiefs  error  led, 
The  crude  conuftence  oft'  I  tread : 
Here,  when  my  {hoes  are  out  of  cafe, 
Unweeting  gild  the  tarnifh'd  lace  ; 
Here  by  the  facred  bramble  ting'd, 
My  petticoat  is  doubly  fring'd. 

Be  witntfs  for  n^e,  nymph  divine, 
I  never  robb'd  thee  with  defign  : 
Nor  will  the  zealous  Hannah  pout 
To  wafh  thy  injur'd  offering  out. 

But  ftop,  ambitious  Mufe,  in  time, 
Nor  dwell  on  fubjects  too  fublime. 
In  vain  on  lofty  heels  I  tread, 
Afpiring  to  exalt  my  head  ; 
With  hoop  expanded  wide  and  light, 
In  vain  I  'tempt  too  high  a  flight. 

Me  Phoebus  in  a  midnight  dream 
Accofting  faid,  *  "  Go  lhake  your  cream." 
Be  humbly  minded,  know  your  poft ; 
Sweeten  your  tea,  and  watch  your  toaft. 
Thee  beft  befits  a  lowly  ftyle  : 
Teach  Dennis  how  to  ftir  the  ^  guile : 
With  J  Peggy  Dixcn  thoughtful  fit, 
Contriving  for  the  pet  and  fpit. 
Take  dovvn  thy  proudly  f welling  fails, 
And  rub  thy  teeth,  and  pare  thy  nails  ; 
At  nicely  carving  ihow  thy  wit ; 
But  ne'er  prefume  to  eat  a  bit  : 
Turn  every  way  thy  watchful  eye  ; 
And  every  gueft  be  fure  to  ply  : 
Let  never  at  your  board  be  known 
An  empty  plate,  ezcept  ycur  own. 
-e  theie  thy  arts;  nor  higher  aim 
T.u-.n  what  befits  a  rural  chme. 


*  In  il:  bcitls,  to  male  butter. 

f  7/6'  Quantity  cj'.ilc  or  beer  trwed  at  cut  i:>r.f. 

\   Mrs.  Dixoflj  ;.:„  Mtkeefer. 


But  Cloacina,  goddefs  bright, 

Sleek —  claims  her  as  his  right : 

And  Smedley,  flower  of  all  divines, 
Shall  fing  the  Dean  in  Smedley 's  lines. 

TWELVE  ARTICLES. 

I.  LEST  it  may  more  quarrels  breed, 
I  will  never  hear  you  read. 

II.  By  difputing,  I  will  never, 

To  convince  you,  once  endeavour. 

III.  When  a  paradox  you  ftick  to, 
I  will  ne'er  contradict  you. 

IV.  When  I  talk,  and  you  are  heedlefs, 
I  will  fhow  no  anger  needlefs. 

V.  When  your  fpeeches  are  abfurd, 
I  will  ne'er  object  a  word. 

VI.  When  you  furious  argue  wrong, 
I  will  grieve,  and  hold  my  tongue. 

VII.  Not  a  jeft  or  humorous  ftory 
Will  I  ever  tell  before  ye  : 
To  be  chidden  for  explaining, 
When  you  quite  miftake  the  meanino% 

VIII.  Never  more  will  I  fuppofe, 

You  can  tafle  my  verfe  or  profe. 

IX.  You  no  more  at  me  fhall  fret, 
While  I  teach,  and  you  forget. 

X.  You  ihall  never  hear  me  thunder, 
When  you  blunder  on,  and  blunder, 

XI.  Show  your  poverty  of  fpirit, 

And  in  drefs  place  all  your  merit ; 
Give  yourfelf  ten  thoufand  airs  ; 
That  with  me  fhall  break  no  fquarc$, 

XII.  Never  will  I  give  advice, 

Till  you  pieafe  to  afk  me  thrice  : 
Which  if  you  in  fcorn  reject, 
'Twill  be  juft  as  I  expect. 

Thus  we  both  fhail  have  our  en<5». 
And  continue  fpecial  friends. 

THE   REVOLUTION, 

AT   MARKET-HILL,  I73O.- 

FROM  difiant  regions  Fortune  fends 
An  odd  triumvirate  of  friends; 
Where  Phcebus  pays  a  fcanty  ilipend* 
Where  never  yet  a  codlin  ripen'd  : 
Hither  the  frantic  gcddefs  draws 
Three  fuiTercrs  in  a  ruin'd  caufe  : 
By  faction  banim'd,  here  unite, 
A  Dean  *,  a  Spaniard f,  and  a  Knight  J  j 
Unite,  but  on  conditions  cruel : 
The  Dean  and  Spaniard  find  it  too  well, 
Condemn' d  to  live  in  fervice  hard  ; 
On  cither  fide  his  honour's  guard  : 
The  Dean,  to  guard  his  honour's  back, 
Muft  build  a  caflle  at  Drumlack ; 
The  Spaniard,  fore  againfl  his  will, 
Muft  raife  a  fort  at  Market-hill. 


*   Dr.  Swift. 

•}•  Col.  Harry  Lejlie,  who  firi'cdaxJ  lived  long  :n 

|   Si)-  Arthur  Ackefcr., 
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AncTthtis  the  pair  of  humble  gentry 
At  north  and/w£i  are  pofted  centry; 
While,  in  his  lordly  caftle  fixt, 
The  Knight  triumphant  reigns  betwixt ; 
And,  what  the  wretches  moft  refent, 
To  be  his  flaves,  rriuft  pay  him  rent ; 
Attend  him  daily  as  their  chief  \ 
Decant  his  wine,  and  carve  his  beef. 
Oh,  Fortune !  'tis  a  fcandal  for  thee 
To  foiile  on  thofe  who  are  leafl  worthy: 
Weigh  hut  the  merits  of  the  three, 
His  flaves  have  ten  times'  more  than  he. 

Proud  Baronet  of  Nova  Scotia  ! 
The  Dean  and  Spaniard  muft  reproach  ye  : 
Of  their  two  fames  the  world  enough  rings  : 
Where  are  thy  fervices  and  fufferings  ? 
What  if  for  nothing  once  you  kift, 
Againft  the  grain,  a  monarch's  fift  ? 
What  if,  among  the  courtly  tribe, 
You  loft  a  place,  and  fav'd  a  bribe  ? 
And  then  in  furly  mood  came  here 
To  fifteen  hundred  pounds  a  year, 
And  fierce  againft  the  Whigs  harangu'd  ? 
You  never  ventur'd  to  be  hang'd. 
How  dare  you  treat  yotr  betters  thus  ? 
Are  you  to  be  compar'd  with  us  ? 

Come,  Spaniard,  let  us  from  our  farms 
Call  forth  our  cottagers  to  arras  ; 
Our  forces  let  us  both  unite, 
Attack  the  foe  at  left  and  right ; 
From  Market-hill's  exalted  head, 
Foil  northward  let   your  troops  be  led; 
While  I  from  Drapier's  mount  defcend, 
And  to  the  fouth  my  fquadrons  bend. 
New-river-walk  with  friendly  fliade 
Shall  keep  my  heft  in  ambufcade  ; 
While  you,  from  where  the  bafon  (lands, 
Shall  fcale  the  rampart  with  your  bands. 
Nor  need  we  doubt  the  fort  to  win ; 
I  hold  intelligence  within. 
True,  Lady  Anne  no  danger  fears, 
Brave  as  the  Upton  fan  {he  wears; 
Then,  left  upon  our  firft  attack 
Her  valiant  arm  fhould  force  us  back, 
And  \\  e  of  all  our  hopes  dcpriv'd ; 
I  have  a  ftralagem  contriv'd. 
By  thefe  embroider'd  high-hecl'd  fhoes 
She  fhall  be  caught  us  in  a  noofe ; 
So  well  contriv'd  her  toes  to  pinch, 
She'll  not  have  power  to  ftir  an  inch. 
Thefe  gaudy  fhoes  muft  Hannah  place 
Dire£  before  her  lady's  face ; 
The  fhoes  put  en,  our  faithful  portrefs, 
Admits  us  in,  to  ftorm  the  fortrefs; 
While  tortur'd  Madam  bound  remains, 
.Like  Montezume,  in  golden  chains ; 
Or  like  a  cat  with  walnuts  fliod, 
Stumbling  at  every  ftep  me  trod. 
Sly  hunters  thus,  in  Borneo's  ifle, 
To  catch  a  monkey  by  a  wile, 
The  mimic  animal  amufe  ; 
They  place  before  him  gloves  and  fhoes ; 
Winch  when  the  brute  puts  awkward  on, 
All  his  agility  is  gone  : 
In  vain  to  frifk  or  climb  he  tries ; 
The  huntfmen  feize  the  grinning  prize. 

But  let  us  on  our  firft  affault 
cecurc  the  lurder  aid  the  vault ; 


The  valiant  Dennis  *  you  muft  fix  on, 
And  I'll  engage  with  Peggy  Dixonf  : 
Then,  if  we  once  can  feize  the  key 
And  cheft  that  keeps  my  lady's  tea, 
They  muft  furrender  at  difcretion ; 
And,  foon  as  we  have  gain'd  poffefilon, 
We'll  a<ft  as  other  conquerors  do, 
Divide  the  realm  between  us  two  : 
Then  (let  me  fee)  xve'll  make  the  knight 
Our  clerk,  for  he  can  read  and  write ; 
But  muft  not  think,  I  tell  him  that, 
Like  Lorimer  j:  to  wear  his  hat : 
Yet;  when  vre  dine  without  a  friend, 
We'll  place  him  at  the  lower  end. 
Madam,  whofe  {kill  does  all  in  drefs  lie, 
May  ferve  to  wait  on  Mrs.  Leflie; 
But,  left  it  might  not  be  fo  proper 
That  her  own  maid  mould  over-top  her, 
To  mortify  the  creature  more, 
We'll  take  her  heels  five  inches  lower. 

For  Hannah,  when  we  have  no  need  of  her, 
'Twill  be  our  intereft  to  get  rid  of  her ; 
And,  when  we  execute  our  plot, 
"Fis  beft  to  hang  her  on  the  fpot ; 
As  all  your  politicians  wife 
Difpatch  the  rogues  by  whom  they  rife. 

T  R  A  U  L  U  S. 

A  DIALOGUE  BETWEEN   TOM   AND   ROBIN.  I73O, 
The  firjl  Part. 

Tom.  SAY,  Robin,  what  can  Traulus  j|  mean 
By  bellowing  thus  againft  the  Dean  ? 
Why  does  he  call  him  paltry  fcribbler, 
Papift,  Jacobite,  and  Libeller; 
Yet  cannot  prove  a  fingle  fact  ? 

Robin.  Forgive  him,  Tom  ;  his  head  is  crackt. 

T.  What  mifchief  can  the  Dean  have  dene  him 
That  Traulus  calls  for  vengeance  on  him  ? 
Why  muft  he  fputter,  fpawl,  and  flaver  it 
In  vain  againft  the  people's  favourite  ? 
Revile  that  nation-laving  paper, 
Which  gave  the  Dean  the  name  of  Di  apier  ? 

R.  Why,  Tom,  I  think  the  cafe  is  plain  ; 
Party  and  fpleen  have  turn'd  his  brain. 

T.  Such  friendship  never  man  profeft, 
The  Dean  was  never  fo  carefc ; 
For  Traulus  long  his  rancour  nurs'd, 
Till,  God  knows  why,  at  laft  it  burft. 
That  clumfy  outfide  of  a  porter, 
How  could  it  thus  conceal  a  courtier  ? 

R.  I  own,  appearances  are  bad  ; 
Yet  ftill  infift  the  man  is  mad. 

T.  Yet  many  a  \\retch  in  Bedlam  knows 
How  to  diftingulm  friends  from  foes  ; 
And,  though  perhaps  among  the  rout 
He  wildly  flings  his  filth  about, 
He  ftili  has  gratitude  and  fap'ence, 
To  fpare  the  folks  that  give  him  ha'pence  :; 
Nor  in  their  eyes  at  random  piffes, 
But  turns  alidc  like  mad  UJyflcs : 


f    The  bwfekcrfcr. 

II  Lord  Alii  i. 
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While  Traulus  all  his  ordure  fcatters 
To  foul  the  man  he  chiefly  flatters. 
Whence  come  thefe  incontinent  fits  ? 
JR.  Why,  Tom,  the  man  has  loft  his  wits. 
T.  Agreed  :  and  yet,  when  Tovvzer  fnaps 

At  people's  heels  with  frothy  chaps, 

Hangs  down  his  head,  and  drops  his  tail, 

To  fay  he's  mad,  will  not  avail ; 

The  neighbours  all  cry,  "  Shoot  him  dead, 

"  Hang,  drown,  or  knock  him  on  the  head." 

So  Traulus  when  he  firft  harangu'd, 

I  wonder  why  he  was  not  hang'd : 

For  of  the  two,  without  difpute, 

Towzer's  the  lefs  oifenfive  brute. 

R.  Tom,  you  miftake  the  matter  quite  ; 

Your  barking  curs  will  feldom  bite  ; 

•And  though  you  hear  him  ftut-tut-tut-ter, 

He  barks  as  fail  as  he  can  utter. 

He  prates  in  fpite  of  all  impediment, 

While  none  believes  that  what  he  faid  he  meant ; 

Puts  in  his  finger  and  his  thumb 

To  grope  for  words,  and  out  they  come. 

He  calls  you  rogue  ;  there's  nothing  in  it, 

He  fawns  upon  you  in  a  minute  : 

"  Begs  leave  to  rail,  but  d — n  his  blood  ! 

"  He  only  meant  it  for  your  good  : 

"  His  friendfhip  was  exactly  tim'd, 

"  He  {hot  before  your  foes  were  prim'd. 
"  By  this  contrivance,  Mr.  Dean, 
"  By  G — !  I'll  bring  you  off  as  clean — *" 
Then  let  him  ufe  you  e'er  ib  rough, 

:  'Twasall  for  love,"  and  that's  enough. 

But,  though  he  fptttter  through  a  feflion, 
iMiever  makes  the  leaft  impreflion  : 
Whate'er  he  fpeaks  for  madncfs  goes, 
With  no  effedt  on  friends  or  foes. 

T.  The  fcrubbieft  cur  in  all  the  pack 
Can  fet  the  rnaftift'on  your  back. 
I  own,  his  madnefs  is  a  jeft, 
If  that  were  all.     But  he's  pofieft, 
Incarnate  with  a  thoufand  imps, 
To  work  whofe  ends  his  madnefs  pimps  ; 
Who  o'er  each  firing  and  wire  prefide, 
Fill  every  pipe,  each  motion  guide  ; 
Directing  every  vice  we  find 
In  Scripture,  to  the  devil  aflign'd; 
Sent  from  the  dark  infernal  region, 
In  him  they  lodge,  and  make  him  legion* 
Of  brethren  he's  'dfalfe  acct.fcr  ; 
A  flanderer,  traitor,  and  feducer  ; 
A  fawning,  bafe,  trepanning  liar  ; 
The  marks  peculiar  of  his  lire. 
Or,  grant  him  but  a  drone  at  beft, 
A  drone  can  raife  a  hornet's  neft. 
The  Dean  had  felt  their  flings  before  ; 
And  muft  their  malice  ne'er  give  o'er  ? 
•Still  fwarm  and  buzz  about  his  nofe  ? 
But  Ireland's  friends  ne'er  wanted  foes. 
A  patriot  is  a  dangerous  poft, 
When  wanted  by  his  country  moft  ; 
Perverfely  comes  in  evil  times, 
Where  virtues  are  imputed  crimes. 
His  guilj  is  clear,  the  proofs  are  pregnant ; 
^  traitor  to  the  vices  regnant. 


This  is  the  tifual  excufe  of  Traulus^  ivken  be  ebu- 
•'o  Qibst'f  ivii 


What  fpirit,  fluce  the  world  began, 
Could  ahvays  bear  tojlrive  ivitb  man  ? 
Which  God  pronounc'd,  he  never  would, 
And  foon  convinc'd  them  by  a  flood. 
Yet  ftill  the  Dean  on  freedom  raves ; 
His  fpirit  always  ftrives  with  flaves. 
"JTis  time  at  lafl  to  fpare  his  ink, 
And  let  them  rot,  or  hang,  or  fink. 

TRAULUS. 
T1>e  Second  Part. 

TRAULUS,  of  amphibious  breed, 

Motel  y  fruit  of  mungrel  feed  ; 

By  the  dam  from  lordlings  fprung, 

By  theftre  exhal'd  from  dung  : 

Think  on  every  vice  in  both  ; 

Look  on  him,  and  fee  their  growth. 
View  him  on  the  mother's  fide, 

Fill'd  with  falfehood,  fpleen,  and  pride  ; 

Pofitive  and  overbearing, 

Changing  ftill,  and  ftill  adhering  ; 

Spiteful,  peevifh,  rude,  untoward, 

Fierce  in  tongue,  in  heart  a  coward ; 

When  his  friends  he  moft  is  hard  on, 

Cringing  comes  to  beg  their  pardon  ; 

Reputation  ever  tearing, 

Ever  deareft  friendfhip  fwearing ; 

Judgment  weak,  and  paflion  ftrong, 

Always  various,  always  wrong ; 

Provocation  never  waits, 

Where  he  loves,  or  where  he  hatrs ; 

Talks  whate'er  comes  in  his  head ; 

Wifhes  it  were  all  unfaid. 
Let  me  now  the  vices  trace, 

From  the  father's  fccundrel  race. 

Who  could  give  the  booby  fuch  airs  ? 

Were  they  mafias,  were  they  butchcrsl 

Herald,  lend  the  rnufe  an  anfwer 

From  his  atavus  and  grandfire : 
This  was  dextrous  at  his  trowel, 
That  was  bred  to  kill  a  cow  well: 

Eience  the  greafy  clnmfy  mien 

'.n  his  drefs  and  figure  feen ; 

rlence  the  mean  and  fordid  foul, 

L,ike  his  body,  rank  and  foul ; 

iience  that  wild  fufpicious  peep, 
e  a  rogue  that  fteals  a  fheep; 

ience  he  learnt  the  butcher's  guile, 

iow  to  cut  your  throat  and  fmile  j 

,ike  a  butcher,  doom'd  for  life 

n  his  month  to  wear  his  knife ; 

iencc  he  draws  his  daily  food 

From  his  tenants'  vital  blood. 

Laftly,  let  his  gifts  be  try'd, 

Sorrow 'd  from  the  mafon's  fide: 
Some  perhaps  may  think  him  able' 

n  the  ftate  to  build  a  Bab'el ; 
Could  we  place  him  in  a  ftation 

ro  deftroy  the  old  foundation. 

Vue  indeed,  1  fliould  be  gladder, 
Could  he  learn  to  mount  a  ladder. 
Vlay  he  at  his  latter  end 
Mount  alive,  and  dead  defcend  ! 
In  him  tell  me  which  prevail, 

reriiale  vices  moft,  or  male  ? 
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What  produc'd  him,  can  you  tell  ? 
Human  race,  or  itafj  of  hell  ? 
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ROBIN  AND  HARRY  *. 

ROBIN  to  beggars,  with  a  curfe, 
Throws  the  laft  fhilling  in  his  purfe  ; 
And,  when  the  coachman  comes  for  pay, 
The  rogue  muft  call  another  day. 

Grave  Harry,  when  the  poor  are  prefling, 
Gives  them  a  penny,  and  God's  nleffing  ; 
But,  always  careful  of  the  main, 
With  two-penc  •  left,  walks  home  in  rain. 

Robin,  from  noon  to  night  will  prate, 
Runs  out  in  tongue,  as  in  eftate  : 
And,  ere  a  twelvemonth  and  a  day, 
Will  riot  have  one  new  thing  to  fay. 
Much  talking  is  not  Harry's  vice  ; 
He  need  not  tell  a  ftcry  twice  : 
And,  if  he  always  be  fo  thrifty, 
His  fund  may  laft  to  five  and  fifty. 

It  fo  fell  out,  that  cautious  Harry, 
As  foldiers  ufe,  for  love  mull  marry, 
And,  with  his  dame,  the  ocean  croft  ; 
(All  for  love,  or  the  World  well  Loft  !) 
Repairs  a  cabin  gone  to  ruin, 
Juft  big  enough  to  Ihelter  two  in  ; 
And  in  his  houfe,  if  any  body  come, 
Will  make  them  welcome  to  his  modicum  ; 
Where  Goody  Jul;a  milks  the  cows, 
And  boils  potatoes  for  her  fpoufe  ; 
Or  dearns  his  hofe,  or  mends  his  breeches, 
While  Harry's  fencing  up  his  ditches. 

Robin,  who  ne'er  his  mind  could  fix, 
To  live  without  a  coach  and  fix, 
To  patch  his  broken  fortunes,  found 
A  miftrefs  worth  five  thoufand  pound  ; 
Swears  he  could  get  her  in  an  hour, 
If  Gaffer  Harry  would  endow  her; 
And  fell,  to  pacify  his  wrath, 
A.  birth-right  for  a  mefs  of  broth. 

Young  Harry,  as  all  Europe  knows, 
Was  long  the  quinteffence  of  beaux ; 
But,  when  efpous'd,  he  ran  the  fate 
That  mull  attend  the  marry'd  ftate; 
From  gold  brocade  and  fhinning  armour, 
Was  metamorphos'd  to  a  farmer; 
His  grazier's  coat  with  dirt  befmear'd  ; 
Nor  twice  a  week  will  fhave  his  beard. 

Old  Robin,  all  his  youth  a  floven, 
A-t  fifty-two,  when  he  grew  loving, 
Clad  in  a  coat  of  paduafoy, 
A  flaxen  wig  and  waiftcoat  gay, 
Powder'd  from  fhoulder  down  to  flank, 
In  courtly  ftyle  addrefles  Frank  ; 
Twice  ten  years  older  than  his  wife, 
Is  docm'd  to  be  a  beau  for  life  ; 
Supplying  thofe  defects  by  drefs, 
Which  I  muft  leave  the  world  to  guefs. 

TO  BETTY  THE  GRIZETE.     1730. 

QUEEN  of  wit  and  beauty,  Betty  ! 
ISever  may  the  mufe  forget  ye  : 


*  Sons  of  Dr.  Lejlic.     Harry  was  a  colonel  in  tie 
anifi  fervid. 


How  thy  face  charms  every  fhepherd, 
Spotted  over  like  a  leopard  ! 
And  thy  freckled  neck,  difplay'd, 
Envy  breeds  in  every  maid, 
Like  a  fly-blown  cake  of  tallow, 
Or  on  parchment  ink  turn'd  yellow  ; 
Or  a  tawny  fpeckled  pippin, 
Shrivel' d  with  a  winter's  keeping. 

And,  thy  beauty  thus  difpatch'd, 
Let  me  praife  thy  wit  unmatch'd. 

Sets  of  phrafes,  cut  and  dry, 
Evermore  thy  tongue  fupply. 
And  thy  memory  is  loaded 
With  old  fcraps  from  plays  exploded  : 
Stock'd  with  repartees  and  jokes, 
Suited  to  all  Chriftian  folks ; 
Shreds  of  wit,  and  fenfelefs  rhymes, 
Blunder'd  out  a  thoufand  times. 
Nor  wilt  thou  of  gifts  be  fparing, 
Which  can  ne'er  be  worfe  for  wearing; 
Picking  wit  among  collegians, 
In  the  playhoufe  upper  regions ; 
Where,  in  the  eighteen-penny  gallery, 
Irifn  nymphs  learn  Irifh  raillery  : 
But  thy  merit  is  thy  failing, 
And  thy  raillery  is  railing. 

Thus  with  talents  well  endu'd 
To  be  fcurrilous  and  rude  ; 
When  you  pertly  raife  your  fnout, 
Fleer,  and  gibe,  and  laugh,  and  flout; 
This  among  Hibernian  affes 
For  fheer  wit  and  humour  pafjfes. 
Thus  indulgent  Chloe,  bit, 
Swears  you  have  a  world  of  wit. 


DEATH  AND  DAPHNE. 

TO  AN   AGREEABLE    YOUNG    LADY,   BUT    EX 
TREMELY   LEAN,    I73O. 

DEATH  went  upon  a  folemn  day 
At  Pluto's  hail  his  court  to  pay: 
The  phantom,  having  humbly  kift 
His  grifly  monarch's  footy  fift, 
Prefented  him  the  weekly  bills 
Of  dodlors,  fevers,  plagues,  and  pills. 
Pluto,  obferving,  fince  the  peace 
The  burial-article  decreafe, 
And,  vext  to  fee  affairs  mifcarry, 
Declar'd  in  council,  Death  muft  marry ; 
Vow'd  he  no  longer  could  fupport 
Old  bachelors  about  his  court ; 
The  intereft  of  his  realm  had  need 
That  death  fhould  get  a  numerous  breed ; 
Young  deathlings,  who,  by  practice  made 
Proficient  in  their  father's  trade, 
With  colonies  might  ftock  around 
His  large  dominions  under  ground. 

A  confult  of  coquettes  below 
Was  call'd,  to  rig  him  out  a  beau  : 
From  her  own  head  Megzera  takes 
A  periwig  of  twifted  fnakes ; 
Which  in  the  niceft  fafhion  curl'd 
(Like  toupets  of  this  upper  world), 
With  flour  of  fulphur  powder'd  well, 
That  graceful  on  his  moulders  fell ; 
An  adder  of  the  fable  kind, 
In  line  direct  hung  dov.  > 


POEM 


*The  owl,  tW  raven,  and  the  bat, 

Clubb'd  for  a  feather  in  his  hat ; 

His  coat  an  ufurer's  velvet  pall, 

Bequeath'd  to  Pluto,  corpfe  and  alL 

But,  loth  his  perfon  to  expofe 

Bare  like  a  carcafe  pickt  by  crows, 

A  lawyer  o'er  his  hands  and  face 

Stuck  artfully  a  parchment  cafe. 

•No  new-fluxt  rake  fliow'd  fairer  fkiii  ; 

Nor  Phyllis  after  lying-in., 

With  fnuff  was  fill'd  his  ebon  box 

Of  fhin-bones  rotted  by  the  pox. 

Nine  fpirits  of  blafpheming  fops 

"With  aconite  anoint  his  chops  ; 

And  give  him  words  of  dreadful  founds^ 

G— d  d— n  his  blood  !  and  b— d  and  w— ds  J 
Thus  furnifh'd  out,  he  fent  his  train 

To  take  a  houfe  in  Warwick-lane : 

*Thc  faculty,  his  humble  friends, 

A  corhplimental  meflage  fends  : 

Their  prefident  in  fcarlet  gown- 

Harrangu'd,  and  welcbm'd  him  to  town. 
But  death  had  bufinefs  to  difpatch ; 

His  mind  was  running  on  his  match. 

And,  hearing  much  of  Daphne's  fame, 

His  w.ajejly  of  terrors  came, 

Fine  as  a  colonel  of  the  guards, 

To  vifit  where  fhe  fate  at  cards : 

She,  as  he  came  into  the  room, 

Thought  him  Adonis  in  his  bloom. 

And  now  her  heart  with  pleafure  jumps  ; 

She  fcarce  remembers  what  is  trumps  ; 

For  fuch  a  fhape  of  Ikin  and  bone 
Was  never  feen,  except  her  own  : 
Charm'd  with  his  eyes,  and  chin,  and  fnou't, 
Her  pbcket-glafs  drew  flily  out ; 
And  grew  enamour'd  with  her  phiz, 
As  juft  the  counterpart  of  his. 
She  darted  many  a  private  glance, 
And  freely  made  the  firft  advance  ; 
Was  of  her  beauty  grown  fo  vain, 
She  doubted  not  to  win  the  fwaitit 
Nothing  flie  thought  could  fooner  gain  him$ 
Than  with  her  wit  to  entertain  him. 
She  alk'd  about  her  friends  below  ; 
This  meagre  fop,  that  batter'd  beau  ; 
Whether  fome  late  departed  toafls 
Had  got  gallants  among  the  ghbfts  ? 
If  Chloe  were  a  fharper  ftill, 
As  great  as  ever  at  quadrille  ? 
(The  ladies  there  muft  needs  be  rooks ; 
For  cards,  we  know,  are  Pluto's  books  !) 
If  Florimel  had  found  her  love, 
For  whom  fhe  hang'd  herfelf  above  ? 
How  oft'  a  week  was  kept  a  ball 
By  Proterpine  at  Pluto's  hall  ? 
She  fancied  thofe  Elylian  fhadcs 
The  fweeteft  place  for  mafquerades  : 
How  pleafant,  on  the  banks  of  Styxj 
To  troll  it  in  a  coach  arid  fix ! 
What  pride  a  female  heart  inflames ! 
How  endlefs  are  ambition's  aims  ! 
Ceafe,  haughty  nymph  ;  the  fates  decree 
Death  muft  not  be  a  fpoufe  for  thee : 
For,  when  by  chance  the  meagre  fhade 
Upon  thy  hand  his  finger  laid, 
Thy  hand  as  dry  and  cold  as  lead, 
jHis  matrimonial  fpirit  fled : 
VOL,  IX. 


He  felt  about  his  heart  a  damp-, 
That  quite  cxtinguifh'd  Cupid's  tanip  1 
Away  the  frighted  fceptre  feuds, 
And  leave* my  lady  in  the  fuds. 

DAPHNE, 

DAPHNE  knows,  with  equal  eafe, 

How  to  vex,  and  how  to  pleafc ; 

But  the  folly  of  her  fex 

Makes  her  fole  delight  to  ver. 

Never  woman  more  devis'd 

Surer  ways  to  be  defpis'd  : 

Paradoxes  weakly  wielding, 

Always  conquer'd,  never  yielding* 

To  difpute,  her  chief  delight, 

With  nbt  one  opinion  right : 

Thick  her  arguments  fhe  lays  on, 

And  with  cavils  combats  reafon ; 

Anfwers  in  decifive  way, 

Never  hears  what  you  can  fay : 

Still  her  old  perverfehefs  ihows, 

Chiefly  where  file  nothing  knows; 

And,  where  fhe  is  moft  familiar, 

Always  peevifller  and  fillier  : 
All  her  fpirits  in  a  flame, 

When  fli£  knows  fhe's  moft  to  blamci 
Send  me  hence  ten  thoufand  miies^ 
From  a  face  that  always  fmiles : 
None  could  ever  a6l  that  part, 
But  a  fury  in  her  heart, 
Ye  who  hate  fuch  inconfiftence, 
To  be  eafy,  keep  your  diftance ; 
Or  in  folly  ftill  befriend  her, 
But  have  no  concern  to  mend  her. 
Lofe  no  time  to  contradict  her, 
Nor  endeavour  to  convict  her. 
Never  take  it  in  your  thought, 
That  fEe'll  own,  or  cure  a  fault ! 
[nto  contradiction  warm  her ; 
Then,  perhaps,  you  may  reform  hert 
Only  take  this  rule  along, 
Always  to  advife  her  wrong ; 
And  reprove  her  when  fhe's  right ; 
She  may  then  grow  wife  for  fpight;. 

No— that  fcheme  will  ne'er  fucceed, 
She  has  better  learnt  her  creed  : 
She's  too  cunning  and  too  fkilful, 
When  to  yield,  and  when  be  wilful. 
Mature  holds  her  forth  two  mirrors, 
One  for  truth,  and  one  for  errors  : 
That  looks,  hideous,  fierce,  and  frightful; 
This  is  flattering  and  delightful : 
That  fhe  throws  away  as  foul ; 
Jits  by  this,  to  drefs  her  foul. 

Thus  you  have  the  cafe  in  view, 
)aphne,  'twixt  the  Dean  and  you. 
-leaven  forbid  he  fhould  defpile  thee 
Jut  will  never  more  advife  thee. 

THE  PHEASANT  AND  THE  LARK. 

A  FABLE.  BT  DR.  DELANY,  1730. 

"  •— Qms  iniquae 
"  Tarn  patiens  urbis,  tamferreus,  ut  teneat  fe  !'J 

Jur* 

n  ancient  times  as  bards  indite, 
If  4erks  fcave  conn'd  ^b,e  records  right) 


If* 
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A  peacock  reign'd,  whofe  glorious  f\vay 
His  fubjccls  with  delight  obey : 
His  tail  was  beauteous  to  behold, 
Replete  with  goodly  eyes  and  gold 
(Fair  emblem  of  that  monarch's  guife, 
Whofe  train  at  once  is  rich  and  wife). 
And  princely  rul'd  he  many  regions, 
And  ftatefmen  wife,  and  valiant  legions. 

A  pheafant  Lord  *,  above  the  reft, 
With  every  grace   and  talent  bleft, 
Was  font  to  fway,  with  all  his  (kill, 
The  fceptre  of  a  neighbouring  hill  f. 
No  fcience  was  to  him  unknown, 
For  all  the  arts  were  all  his  own : 
In  all  the  living  learned  read, 
Though  more  delighted  with  the  dead : 
For  birds,  if  ancient  tal  s  be  true, 
Had  then  their  Popes  find  Homers  too, 
Could  read  and  write  !n  profe  and  verfe, 
And  fpeak  like  ***,  and  build  like  Pearce  f. 
He  knew  their  voices,  and  their  wings; 
Who  fmooiheft  foars,  who  fweeteft  fin ;,.- ; 
Who  toils  with  ill-fledg'd  pens  to  climb, 
And  who  attain'd  the  true  fublime  : 
Their  merits  he  could  well  defcry, 
He  had  fo  exqnifite  an  eye  ; 
And  when  that  fail'd,  to  fhow  them  clear, 
He  had  as  exquifite  an  ear. 
It  chanc'd,  as  on  a  day  he  ftray'd, 
Beneath  an  academic  fhade, 
He  lik'd,  amidft  a  thoufand  throats, 
The  wildnefs  of  a  woodlark's  §  notes. 
And  fearch'd,  and  fpy'd,  and  feiz'd  his  game, 
And  took  him  home,  and  made  him  tame  ; 
Found  him  on  .trial  true  and  able, 
So  cheer'd  and  fed  him  at  his  table. 

Here  fome  fhrewd  critic  finds  I'm  caught, 
And  cries  out,  "  Better  fed  than  taught."— 
Then  jefts  on  game  and  tame,  and  reads 
And  jefts  ;  and  fo  my  tale  proceeds. 
Long  had  he  ftudy'd  in  the  wood, 
Converting  with  the  wife  and  good ; 
His  foul  with  harmony  infpir'd. 
With  love  of  truth  and  virtue  fir'd  : 
His  brethren'.*  good  and  Maker's  praife 
Were  all  the  ftudy  of  his  lays  ;  N 

Were  all  his  ftudy  in  retreat, 
And  now  employ'd  him  with  the  great. 
His  friendfhip  was  the  fure  re  fort 
Of  all  the  wretched  at  the  court ; 
But  chiefly  merit  in  diftrefs 
His  greateft  bleffing  was  to  blcfs. — 

This  fix'd  him  in  his.  patron's  breaft, 
But  fir'd  with  envy  all  the  reft  : 
1  mean  that  noify  craving  crew, 
Who  round  the  court  inceffant  flew, 
And  prey'd  like  rooks,  by  pairs  and  dozens, 
To  fill  the  maws  of  fons  and  coufins : 
t;  Unmov'd  th  ir  heart,  and  chill'd  their  blood, 
"  To  every  thought  of  common  good, 
*c  Confining  ever)"  hope  and  care," 
To  their  own  low  contracted  fphere. 


*  Lord  Carttrety  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Irelar.J. 

f  Irt'. 

I  A  famous  modern  arditeff.         §  Dr.  Delany. 


Thefe  ran  him  down  with  ceafelefs  erf, 

But  found  it  hard  to  tell  you  why, 

Till  his  own  worth  and  wit  fupply'd 

Sufficient  matter  to  deride  : 

"  'Tis  envy's  (Ufeit,  lureft  rule, 

"  To  hide  her  rage  in  ridicule : 

"  The  vulgar  eye  (he  heft  beguiles, 

"  When  all  her  fnakes  are  deck'd  with  fmiles ;" 

Sardonic  fmile;,  by  rancour  rais'd  ! 

"  Tormented  moft  wlun  letming  pleas' d  !" 

Their  fpight  had  more  than  half  expir'd, 

Had  he  not  wrote  what  all  admir'd  ; 

What  morfels  had  their  malice  wanted. 

Bat  that  he  built,  and  planu'd,  and  planted* 

How  had  his  iVi-.f.-  ar.d  learning  griev'd  them, 

But  that  his  v'd  them  : 

"  At  higheft  worth  dull  malice  reaches, 
"  As  fmgs  pollute  the  faireft  peaches  : 
"  Envy  do!''  ;pks  vile 

"  Devour  the  food  :.'fi'c." 

Now  afk  the  fruit  of  all  his  favour— 
"  He  was  not  hitherto  a  faver" — 
What  then  could  make  their  rage  run  mad  ? 
"  Why  what  he  £o/>V,  not  what  he  had. 

"  What  tyrant  e'er  invented  ro 
"  Or  racks,  or  rods,  to  punifli  hope-  ? 
"  Th'  inheritance  of  hope  and  fame 
"  Is  feldom  earthly  vviidom's  aim  ; 
"  Or,  if  it  were,  is  not  fo  f:: 
"  But  there  is  room  enorgh  for  all.* 

If  he  but  ch?nce  to  breathe  a  fong 
'He  feldom,  fang,  and  never  long)  ; 
The  noify,  rude,  malignant  crowd, 
Where  it  was  hi;,h,  proncunc'd  it  loud : 
Pla  n  truth  was  pride;  and  \\hat  was  fillicr, 
Eafy  and  friendly  was  familiar. 

Or,  if  he  tun'd  his  lofty  lays, 
With  folemn  air  to  virtue's  praife, 
Alike  abufive  and  erroneous, 
They  call'd  it  hoarfe  and  unharmonious  : 
Yet  fo  it  was  to  fouls  like  th 
Tunelefs  as  Abel  to  the  bears  ! 

A  rook  *  with  harfh  malignant  caw 
Began,  was  follow'dby  a  dawf 
(Though  fome,  who  would  be  thought  to  know, 
Are  poiitive  it  was  2,  crow)  ; 
Jack  Daw  was  feconcled  by  Tit, 
Tom  Tit  \  could  write,  and  fo  he  writ ; 
A  tribe  of  tunelefs  prater?  follow, 
The  jay,  the  magpie,  and  the  fwallow ; 
And  twenty  more  their  throats  let  loofe, 
Down  to  the  witlefs  waddling  goofe. 

Some  pick'd  at  him,  fome  flew,  fome  flutter 'd, 
Some  hifs'd,  fome  fcream'd,  and  others  mutter'd  : 
The  crow,  on  carrion  wont  to  feaft, 
The  carrion  crow  condemn'd  his  tafle  : 
The  rook  in  earned  too,  not  joking, 
Sv.-cre  all  his  firging  was  bu'  croaking. 

Some  thought  they  meant  to  fhow  their  wit, 
Might  think  fo  Hill — :'  but  that  they  writ" — 
Could  it  be  fpight  or  envy  ? — u  No— 
"  Who  did  no  ill,  could  have  no  foe."— 
So  wife  fimplicity  efteem'd, 
Quite  otherwife  true  wifdom  deem'd; 


*  J)r.  r r.     f  Rlglt  Hen.  Ridard  Tigli 

\  Dr.  Sber> 


POEM  5; 


This  qneflii  .  ..lerfbod, 

"   What  more  provokes  than  doing  good  ? 

A  foul  ennobled  and  refin'd 
*•   Reproaches  every  baler  mind : 

rains  exalted  and  melodious 

meaner  mufic  odious." 
:igth  the  nightingale  *  was  heard, 
For  voice  and  wifdom  long  rev 

\\  by  all  the  wile  and  good, 
The  guardian  genius  of  the  wood  : 
He  long  in  diicontent  fetir'd, 
\  et  not  obfcur'd,  but  more  admir'd  ; 
His  brethren's  fervile  fouls  difdaining, 
He  liv'd  indignant  and  complaining  : 
They  now  afrefn  provoke  his  choler 
(It  feenis  the  lark  had  been  his  fcholar, 
A  favourite  fcholar  always  near  him, 
And  oft'  had  wak'd  whole  nights  to  hear  him)  : 
luirag'd  he  canvaffes  the  matter, 
Expol'es  all  their  fenfelefs  chatter, 
Shows  him  and  them  in  iuch  a  light, 
As  more  euilames,  yet  quells  their  fpight. 
They  hear  his  voice,  and  frighted  fly, 
For  rage  had  rais'd  it  very  high  : 
Sham 'a  by  the  wifdom  of  his  notes, 
They  Hide  their  heads,  and  hufli  their  throats. 

ANSWER  TO  DR.  DELANY'S  FABLE  OF 
THE  PHEASANT  AND  THE  LARK. 

IN  ancient  times,  the  wife  were,  able 

In  proper  terms  to  write  a  fable  : 

Their  tales  would  always  juilly  fuit 

The  character  of  every  brute. 

The  afs  was  .dull,  the  lion  biuve, 

The  flag  was  f'wift,  the  fox  a  knave ; 

The  daw  a  tlu'ef,  the  ape  a  droll ; 

The  hound  would  fcent,  the  wolf  would  prole  ; 

A  pigeon  would,  if  ihown  by  JEfop, 

Fly  from  the  hawk,  or  pick  his  peafe  up. 

Far  other-wife  a  great  divine 

Has  learnt  his  fables  to  refine  : 

He  jumbles  men  and  birds  togeher, 

As  if  they  all  were  of  a  feather  : 

You  fee  h'm  firft  the  peacock  bring, 

Againft  all  rules,  to  be  a  king ; 

That  in  his  tail  he  wore  his  eyes, 

By  which  he  grew  both  rich  and  wife. 

Now,  pray,  obierve  the  doctor's  choice, 

A  peacock  chofe  for  flight  and  voice  : 

Did  ever  mortal  fee  a  peacock 

Attempt  a  flight  above  a. haycock  ? 

And  for  his  finging,  doclor,  you  know, 

Himfelf  complain'd  of  it  to  Juno. 

He  fqualls  in  fuch  a  hellifli  noife, 

It  frightens  all  the  village  boys. 

This  peacock  kept  a  ftanding  force, 

In  regiments  of  foot  and  horfe  ; 

Had  ftatefmen  too  of  every  kind, 

Who  waited  on  his  eyes  behind 

(And  this  was  thought  the  higheft  poft ; 

For,  rule  the  rump,  you  rule  the  roaft.) 

The  docftor  names  but  one  at  prefent, 

And  he  of  all  birds  was  a  pheafant. 


*  Dtan  $?:'•//?. 


This  pheafant  was  a  man  of  wit, 
Could  read  all  books  were  ever  writ ; 
•.vlun  among  companion?  privy. 
Could  quote  you  Ciceft)  and  Livy. 

as  he  fays,  and  1  allow, 
Were  fcholars  then,  as  we  are  now; 
Could  :  •.::>  to  folios, 

And  feed  on  friculTces  and  olios. 
This  pheafant,  by  the  peacock's  will, 
Was  viceroy  of  a  neighbouring  hill; 
And,  as  he  wander'd  in  his  park, 
He  chanc'd  to  fpy  a  clergy  lark  ; 

:..n  with  his  peribn  outward, 
So  prettily  h<r  pickt  a  cow-t — d  : 
Then  in  a  net  the  pheafant  caught  hin?, 

fed  and  taught  him. 
The.  moral  of  the  tale  is  pic 
Himfelf  the  lark,  my  Lord  the  pheafant: 
A  lark  he  is,  and  fuch  a  lark 
As  never  came  from  Noah's  ark: 
And  though  he  h  id  no  other  notion, 
But  building,  planning,  and  devotion  ; 
Though  'tis  a  maxim  you  muft  know, 
Who  does  no  ili,  can  have  no  foe ; 
Yet  how  fhall  I  exprefs  in  words 
The  ftrange  ftupidity  of  birds? 
This  lark  was  hat^d  in  the  wood, 
Becaufe  he  did  his  brethren  good. 
At  laft  the  nightingale  comes  in, 
To  hold  the  dodor  by  the  chin : 
We  all  can  find  out  what  he  means, 
The  wont  of  difaifected  deans  ; 
Whofe  wit  at  beft  was  next  to  none, 
And  now  that  little  next  is  gone. 
Againft  the  court  is  always  blabbing, 
And  calls  the  fenate-houfe  a  cabin  ; 
So  dull,  that,  but  for  fpleen  and  fpite, 
We  ne'er  fhould  know  that  he  could  write  j 
Who  thinks  the  nation  always  err'd, 
Becaufe  himfelf  is  not  preferr'd : 
His  heart  is  through  his  libel  feen, 
Nor  could  his  malice  fpare  the  queen ; 
Who,  had  fhe  known  his  vile  behaviour, 
Would  ne'er  have  ihown  him  fo  much  favour^ 
A  noble  lord  *  hath  told  his  pranks, 
And  well  deferves  the  nation's  thanks. 
Oh  !  would  the  fenate  deign  to  fhow 
R.efentment  on  this  public  foe ; 
3ur  nightingale  might  fit  a  cage, 
There  let  him  llarve,  and  vent  his  rage  5 
3r,  would  they  but  in  fetters  bind 
This  enemy  of  human  kind  ! 
Harmonious  Coffee  f ,  mow  thy  zeal, 
Thy  champion  for  the  common-weal  i 

or  on  a  theme  like  this  repine, 
."or  once  to  wet  thy  pen  divine : 
3-.»ftow  that  libeller  a  laih, 
Who  daily  vends  feditious  trafli ; 
Who  dares  revile  the  nation's  wifdotrtj* 
[Jut  in  the  praife  of  virtue  is  dumb  : 
That  fcribbler  lafh,  who  ^neither  know* 
The  turn  of  verfe,  nor  ftyle  of  prole  ; 
Whofe  malice,  for  the  worft  of  ends, 
Would  have  us  lofe  our  Engliih  Jriends  J 


*  L.  Allen,  tbij&ifo  is  mtant  Ij 
f  A  Dublin  gar  ret! :er. 


THI  WORKS  OP  SWIFT. 


Who  never  had  one  public  thought, 
Nor  ever  gave  the  poor  a  groat. 
One  clincher  more,  and  I  have  done, 
I  end  my  labours  with  a  pun. 
Jove  fend  this  Nightingale  may  fall, 
Who  fpends  his  day  and  Night  in  gall  • 
So,  Nightingale  and  Lark,  adieu  ; 
I  fee  the  greatcft  owls  in  you 
That  ever  fcreecht,  or  eves  few. 


ON  THE  IRISH  CLUB. 

YE  paltry  underlings  of  ft  ate  ; 
Ye  fenator^  who  love  to  prate  ; 
Ye  rafcals  of  inferior  note, 
"Who  for  a  dinner  fell  a  vote  : 
Ye  pack  of  penfionary  peers, 
Whofe  fingers  itch  for  poets*  ears ; 
Ye  bifhops  far  remov'd  from  faints ; 
Why  all  this  rage  ?  Why  thefe  complaints  ? 
Why  againft  printers  all  this  noife  ? 
This  fummoBing  of  blackguard  boys-? 
Why  fo  fagacious  in  your  guefles  ? 
Your  effs,  and  tees,  and  arrs,  and  ejfes  ? 
Take  my  advice  ;  to  make  you  fafe, 
3  know  a  fhorter  way  by  half. 
The  point  is  plain  :  remove  the  caulb  5 
Defend  your  liberties  and  laws. 
£e  fometimes  to  your  country  true, 
!Have  once  the-  public  good  in  view  : 
IBravely  defpife  champagne  at  Vourt, 
And  choofe  to  dine  at  home  with  port : 
Let  Prelates,  by  their  good  behaviour, 
Convince  us  they  believe  a  Saviour  ; 
"Nor  fell  what  they  fo  dearly  bought, 
This  country,  now  their  own,  for  nought. 
I^fe'er  old  a  true  fatiric  mafe 
Virtue  or  innocence  abufe; 
And  'tis  againft  poetic  rules 
To  rail  at  men  by  nature  fooU ; 
jBut  ********* 
••«*****»**** 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  MARRIAGE*. 

AETATIS  SITJE  fifty-two, 

A  #ch  divine  *  began  to  woo 

A  handfome,  young,  imperious  girl, 

Nearly  related  to  an  earl. 

Her  parents  and  her  friends  confent, 

The  couple  to  the  temple  went : 

They  firft  invite  the  Cyprian  queen  ; 

*Twas  anfwer'd,  "  She  would  not  be  feen :" 

The  Graces  next,  and  all  the  Mufes, 

Were  bid  in  form,  but  fent  excufes. 

Juno  attended  at  the  porch, 

With  farthing-candle  for  a  torch  ; 

While  Mrs.  Iris  held  her  train, 

The  faded  bow  diftilling  rain. 

Then  Hebe  came,  and  took  her  place, 

But  fhow'd  no  more  than  half  her  face. 

Whate'er  thofe  dire  forebodings  meant, 
In  mirth  the  wedding  day  was  fpent ; 


The  date  and  hero  of  this  potm  are  vnftnoivn. 


The  wedding  day,  you  take  m~e  right- 

I  promife  nothing  for  the  night. 

The  bridegroom,  dreft  to  make  a  figure? 

Affumes  an  artificial  vigour  ; 

A  flourifh'd  night-cap  on,  to  grace 

His  ruddy,  wrinkled,  frniling  face  ; 

Like  the  faint  red  upon  a  pippin, 

Half  wither'd  by  a  winter's  keeping1. 

And  thus  fet  out  this  happy  pair, 
The  fwain  is  rich,  the  nymph  is  fair : 
But,  what  I  gladly  would  forget, 
The  fwain  is  old,  the  nymph  coquette. 
Both  from  the  goal  tog.ether  ftart, 
Scarce  run  a  ftep  before  they  part ; 
No  common  Kgament  that  binds 
The  various  textures  of  their  minds ; 
Their  thoughts  and  actions,  hopes  and 
Lefs  correfponding  than  their  years. 
Her  fpoufe  defires  his  coffee  foon, 
She  rifes  tp  her  tea  at  noon. 
While  he  goes  out  to  cheapen  books, 
She  at  her  glafs  coftfults  her  looks ; 
While  Betty's  buzzing  in  her  ear, 
Lord,  what  a  drefs  thefe  parfons  wear  f 
So  odd  a  choice  how  could  fhe  make  I 
Wiih'd  him  a  colonel  for  her  fake. 
Then,  on  her  fingers'  ends,  fhe  count*, 
Exacl:,  to  what  his  age  amounts. 
The  Dean,  fhe  heard  her  uncle  fay, 
Is  fixty,  if  he  be  a  day ; 
His  ruddy  cheeks  are  no  difguife  ; 
You  fee  the  crows-feet  round  his  eye*. 

At  one  fhe  rambles  to  the  {hops, 
To  cheapen  tea,  and  talk  with  fops; 
Or  calls  a  council  of  her  maids, 
And  tradefmen,  to  compare  brocade*. 
Her  weighty  morning-bufinefs  o'er, 
Sits  down  to  dinner  juft  at  four; 
Minds  nothing  that  is  done  or  faid, 
Her  evening-work  fo  fills  her  head. 
The  Dean,  who  us'd  to  dine  at  one, 
Is  maukifh,  and  his  ftomach  gone  ; 
In  thread-bare  gown,  would  fcarce  a  kmfe  hol$? 
Looks  like  the  chaplain  of  his  houfehold  ; 
Beholds  her,  from  the  chaplain's  place, 
In  French  brocades,  and  Flanders  lace  : 
He  wonders  what  employs  her  brain, 
But  never  afks,  or  aflcs  in  vain  ; 
His  mind  is  full  of  other  cares, 
And,  in  the  fneaking  parfon's  airs, 
Computes,  that  half  a  parifh  does 
Will  hardly  find  his  wife  in  fhoes. 

Canft  thou  imagine,  dull  divine, 
'Twill  gain  her  love,  to  make  her  fine  ? 
Hath  fiie  no  other  wants  befide  ? 
You  raife  defire,  as  well  as  pride, 
Enticing  coxcombs  to  adore, 
And  teach  her  to  defpife  thee  more 

If  in  her  coach  fhe'll  condefcend 
To  place  him  at  the  hinder  end, 
Her  hoop  is  hoift  above  his  nofe, 
His  odious  gown  would  foil  her  clothes  j 
And  drops  him  at  the  church,  to  pray, 
While  fiie  drives  on  to  fee  the  play. 
He,  like  an  orderly  divine, 
Comes  home  a  quarter  after  nine, 
And  meets  her  hafting  to  the  ball : 
Her  chairmen  pufh  him  from  the 
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lie  enters  in,  and  walks  up  ftairs, 
And  calls  the  family  to  prayers ; 
Then  goes  alone  to  take  his  reft 
In  bed,  where  he  can  fpare  her  beft, 
At  five  the  footmen  make  a  din, 
Her  ladyfhip  is  juft  come  in ; 
The  mafquerade  began  at  two, 
She  Hole  away  with  much  ado ; 
And  fiia.ll  be  chid  this  afternoon, 
For  leaving  company  fo  foon  : 
She'll  fay,  and  ihe  may  truly  fay's, 
She  can't  abide  to  flay  out  late. 

But  now,  though  fcarce  a  twelvemonth  marry'd, 
Poor  Lady  Jane  has  thrice  mifcarry'd  : 
The  caufe,  alas,  is  quickly  gueft  ; 
The  town  has  whifper'd  round  the  jefl. 
Think  on  fome  remedy  in  time, 
You  find  his  reverence  paft  his  prime. 
Already  dwindled  to  a  lath ; 
No  other  way  but  try  the  Bath. 

For  Venus,  riling  from  the  ocean, 
Infus'd  a  lirong  prolific  potion, 
That  mix'd  with  Acheloiis'  fpring, 
The  horned  flood,  as  poets  ling, 
"Who,  with  an  Englifh  beauty  fmitten, 
Ran  under-ground  from  Greece  to  Britain ; 
The  genial  virtue  with  him  brought, 
And  gave  the  nymph  a  plenteous  draught; 
Then  fled,  and  left  his  horn  behind, 
For  hufbands  paft  their  youth  to  find : 
The  ny*aph,  who  ftill  with  pafllon  burn'd, 
Was  to  a  boiling  fountain  turn'd, 
Where  childlefs  wives  crowd  every  morn, 
To  drink  in  Achelous'  horn. 
And  here  the  father  often  gains 
That  title  by  another's  pains. 

Hither,  though  much  againft  the  graiu, 
The  Dean  has  carry'd  Lady  Jane. 
He,  for  a  while,  would  not  confent, 
But  vow'd  his  money  all  was  fpent : 
His  money  fpent !  a  clownifti  reafon  ! 
And  muft  my  kdy  flip  her  feafon  ? 
The  doctor,  with  a  double  fee, 
Was  brib'd  to  jmake  the  Dean  agree. 

Here  all  diverfions  of  the  place 
Are  proper  in  my  lady's  cafe  : 
With  which  fhe  patiently  compliei, 
Merely  becaufe  her  friends  advife  ; 
His  money  and  her  time  employs 
In  mufic,  raffling-rooms,  and  toys ; 
Or  in  the  Crofs-bath  feeks  an  heir, 
Since  others  oft*  have  found  one  there : 
"Where  if  the  Dean  by  chance  appears, 
It  fhames  his  caflbck  and  his  years. 
He  keeps  his  diftance  in  the  gallery, 
Till  banifh'd  by  fome  coxcomb's  raillery  j 
For  'twould  his  chara<fter  expofe, 
To  bathe  among  the  belles  and  beaux. 

So  have  I  feen,  within  a  pen, 
Young  ducklings  fofter'd  by  a  hen  ; 
But,  when  let  out,  they  run  and  muddLe, 
As  inftindt  leads  them,  in  a  puddle  : 
The  fober  hen,  not  born  to  fwim, 
With  mournful  note  clucks  round  the  brim. 

The  Dean,  with  all  his  beft  endeavour, 
Gets  not  an  heir,  but  gets  a  fever. 
A  victim  to  the  laft  efiays 
Qf  vigour  io  declini 


He  dies,  and  leaves  his  mourning  mate 
(What  could  he  lefs  ?)  his  whok  eftate. 

The  widow  goes  through  all  her  formi  ? 
New  lovers  now  will  come  in  fwarrns. 
Oh,  may  I  fee  her  foon  difpenfing 
Her  favours  to  fome  broken  enfign  ! 
Him  let  her  marry,  for  his  face, 
And  only  coat  of  tarnifti'd  lace  ; 
To  turn  her  naked  out  of  doors, 
And  fpend  her  jointure  on  his  whores  ; 
But,  for  a  parting  prefent,  leave  her 
A  rooted  pox  to  laft  for  ever  ! 

AN  EXCELLENT  NEW  BALLAD  ; 

OR,  THJt  TRUE  ENGLISH  DEAN  *    TO    BE  HANGE* 

RAPE.    1730. 


OUR  brethren  of  England,  who  love  us  fo  dear, 
And  in  all  they  do  for  us  fo  kindly  do  mean, 

(A  bleffing  upon  them  !)  have  fent  us  this  year, 
For  the  good  of  our  church,  a  true  Englifh  Dean* 

A  holier  prieft  ne'er  was  wrapt  up  in  crape  ; 

The  worft  you  can  fay,  he  committed  a  rape. 

In  his  journey  to  Dublin,  he  lighted  at  Chefter, 
And  there  he  grew  fond  of  another  man's  wife; 

Burft  into  her  chamber,  and  would  have  carefs'd  her  ; 
But  flie  valued  her  honour  much  more  than  her  life, 

She  buftled  and  ftruggled,  and  made  her  efcape 

To  a  room  full  of  gueft  s,  for  fear  of  a  rape. 

The  Dean  he  purfued,  to.  recover  his  game  ; 

And  now  to  attack  her  again  he  prepares  : 
But  the  company  ftood  in  defence  of  the  dame, 

They  cudgel'd,  and  cuff  'd  him,  and  kick'd  him 

down  ftairs. 

His  Deanfhip  was  now  in  a  damnable  fcrape, 
And  this  was  no  time  for  committing  a  rape. 

To  Dublin  he  comes,  to  the  bagnio  he  goes, 

And  orders  the  landlord  to  bring  him  a  whore; 

No  fcruple  came  on  him,  his  gown  to  expofe, 
'Twa«  what  all  his  life  he  had  pra<ftis'd  before. 

He  had  made  himlelf  drunk  with  the  juice  of  the. 
grape, 

And  got  a  good  clap,  but  committed  no  rape. 

The  Dean,  and  his  landlord  a  jolly  comrade, 
Refolv'd  for  a  fortnight  to  fwim  in  delight  ; 

For  why,they  had  both  beenbrought  up  to  the  trade 
Of  drinking  all  day,  and  of  whoring  all  night, 

His  landlord  was  ready  his  Deanfhip  to  ape 

In  every  debauch  but  committing  a  rape. 

This  Proteftant  zealot,  this  Englifh  divine, 

In  church  and  in  ftate  was  of  principles  found  ; 

Was  truer  than  Steele  to  the  Hanover  line, 

Andgriev'd  that  aTory  fhould  live  above  ground. 

Shall  a  fubjecl  fo  loyal  be  hang'd  by  the  nape, 

For  no  other  crime  but  committing  a  rape  ? 

By  old  Popifh  canons,  as  wife  men  havepenn'd'em, 
Each  prieft  had  a  concubine,Jwn?  ecdefia:  ; 

Who'd  be  Dean  of  Femes  without  a  commendam  f 
And  precedents  we  can  produce,  if  it  pleafe  yes, 

Then  why  fhould  the  Dean,  when  whores  are  fo 

Be  put  to  the  peril  and  toil  of  a  rape  ? 


Bun  of  Fernet  * 
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If  fortune  fliould  pleafe  but  to  take  fuch  a  crotchet 
(To  thee  I  apply,  great  Smedley's  fucceffor) 

To  give  thee  lawijlefves,  a  mitre,  and  rochet, 
Whom  wouldfl  'thou  refemble  ?  I  leave  thee  a 
gueffer. 

But  I  only  behold  thee  in  Atherton's  *  fliape, 

Forfoa'omy  hang'd  ;  as  thou  for  a  rape. 

Ah !  doft  thou  not  envy  the  brave  Colonel  Chartres, 
Condemn'd  for  thy  crime  at  threefcore-and-teri  ? 

To  hang  him,  all  England  would  lend  him  their 

garters ; 
Yet  he  lives,  and  is  ready  to  ravifh  again. 

Then  throttle  thyfelf  with  an  ell  of  flrong  tape, 

For  thou  haft  not  a  groat  to  atone  for  a  rape. 

The  Dean  he  was  vex'd  that  his  whores  were  fo 
willing :  [fquall  -, 

He  long'd  for  a  girl  that  would  ftruggle  and 
He  ravjflfd  her  fairly,  and  fav'd  a  good  {hilling ; 

But  h-4-e  was  to  pay  the  devil  and  all. 
His  trouble  and  forrows  now  corae  in  a  heap, 
And  hang'd  he  muft  be  for  committing  a  rape. 

If  maidens  are  ravifh'd,  it  is  feheir  own  choice  : 
Why  are  they  fo  wilful  to  ftruggle  with  men  ? 

If  they  would  but  lie  quiet,  and  ftifie  their  voice, 
No  Devil  or  Dean  could  ravifh  them  then  : 

Nor  would  there  be  need  of  a  ftrong  hempen  cape 

Ty'd  round  the  Dean's  neck  for  committing  a  rape. 

Our  Church  and  our  State  dear  England  maintains, 
For  which  all  true  Proteftant  hearts  fhould  be  glad: 

She  fends  us  our  Bifhops,  and  Judges,  and  Deans; 
And  better  would  give  us,  if  better  {he  had. 

But,  Lord!  how  the  rabble  will  ftare,  and  will  gape, 

When  the  good  Engliih  Dean  is  hang'd  up  fora  rape ! 


ON  STEPHEN  DUCK, 

THE  THRESHER   AND   FAVOURITE   POET. 
A  ®uibl/lii:g  Epigram.     1730. 

THE  threftier  Duck  could  o'er  the  Queen  prevail; 
The  proverb  fays,  no  fence  againjl  a  flail. 
From  threjbing  corn  he  turns  to  tlrejh  his  brains ; 
For  which  her  Majefty  allows  him  grains. 
Though  'tis  confcft,  that  thofe  who  ever  faw 
His  poems,  think  them  all  not  worth  zjiratv  ! 

Thrice  happy  Duck,employ'd  in  threihing_/?w/^/<r  / 
Thy  toil  is  leffen'd,  and  thy  profits  double. 

THE  LADY's  DRESSING-ROOM.   1730. 

FIVE  hours  (and  who  can  do  it  lefs  in  ?) 
By  haughty  Cselia  fpent  in  dreffing ; 
The  goddefs  from  her  chamber  iffues, 
Array'd  in  lace,  brocades,  and  tiffues. 
Strephon  who  found  the  room  was  void, 
And  Betty  otherwife  employ'd, 
Stole  in,  and  took  a  ftri&  furvey 
Of  a'l  the  litter  as  it  lay  : 
Whereof,  to  make  the  matter  clear, 
An  inventory  follows  here. 

And,  firft,  a  dirty  fmoke  appear'd, 
Beneath  the  arm-pits  well  befmear'd  ; 

'"•r,p  f>f  Watcrford,  of  irfamous  character. 


Strephon,  the  rogue,  difpiay'd  it  wide, 
And  turn'd  it  round  on  every  fide  : 
In  fuch  a  cafe,  few  words  are  beft, 
And  Strephon  bids  us  guefs  the  reft  ; 
But  fwears,  how  damnably  the  men  lie 
In  calling  Cailia  fweet  and  cleanly. 

Now  liften,  while  he  next  produces 
The  various  combs  for  various  ufes ; 
Fill'd  up  with  dirt  fo  clofely  fixt, 
No  brufh  could  force  a  way  betwixt ; 
A  pafle  of  compofition  rare, 
Sweat,  dandriff,  powder,  lead,  and  hair. 
A  forehead-cloth  with  oil  upon't, 
To  fmooth  the  wrinkles  on  her  front : 
Kere  alum-flower,  to  flop  the  fteams 
Exhal'd  from  four  unfavoury  ftreams; 
There  night-gloves  made  of  Tripfey's  hide, 
Bequeath'd  by'Tripfey  when  fhe  died; 
With  puppy-water,  beauty's  help, 
DiftilFd  from  Tripfey's  darling  whelp. 
Here  gallipots  and  vials  plac'd, 
Some  fill'd  with  wafhes,  fome  with  pafte  ; 
Some  with  pomatums,  paints,  and  flops, 
And  ointments  good  for  fcabby  chops. 
Hard  by  a  filthy  bafon  ftands, 
Foul'd  with  the  fcouring  of  her  hands ; 
The  bafon  takes  whatever  comes, 
The  fcrapings  from  her  teeth  and  gums., 
A  nafty  compound  of  all  hues, 
For  here  fhe  fpits,  and  here  fhe  fpues. 

But,  ob^ !  it  turn'd  poor  Strephon's  bo\veL», 
When  he  beheld  and  fmelt  the  towels, 
Begumm'd,  bematter'd,  and  beflinvd, 
With  dirt,  and  fweat,  and  ear-wax  grim'd. 
No  object  Strephon's  eye  efcapes  ; 
Here  petticoats  in  frowzy  heaps ; 
Nor  be  the  handkerchiefs  forgot, 
All  varnifh'd  o'er  with  fnuff  and  fnot. 
The  ftockings  why  fhould  I  expofe, 
Stain'd  with  the  moifture  of  her  tees ; 
Or  greafy  coifs,  or  pinners  reeking, 
Which  Caslia  flept  at  leaft  a- week  in  ? 
A  pair  of  tweezers  next  he  found, 
To  pluck  her  brows  in  arches  round; 
Or  hairs  that  fink  the  forehead  low, 
Or  on  her  chin  like  bridles  grow. 

The  virtues  we  muft  not  let  pafs 
Of  Ctelia's  magnify  in  g-glafs  ; 
When  frighted  Strephcn  caft  his  eye  on't, 
It  fliow'd  the  vifage  of  a  giant : 
A  glafs  that  can  to  fight  difclofe 
The  fmalleft  worm  in  Calia's  nofe, 
And  faithfully  direct  her  nail 
To  fqueeze  it  out  from  head  to  tail ; 
For,  catch  it  nicely  by  the  head, 
It  muft  come  out,  alive  or  dead. 

Why,  Strephon,  will  you  tell  the  reft  ? 
And  muft  you  needs  defcribe  the  cheft  ? 
That  carelefs  wench  !  no  creature  warn  her 
To  move  it  out  from  yonder  corner  ! 
But  leave  if  {landing  full  in  fight, 
For  you  to  exercife  your  fpite  ? 
In  vain  the  workman  fhow'd  his  wit, 
With  rings  and  hinges  counterfeit, 
To  make  it  feem  in  this  difguife 
A  cabinet  to  vulgar  eyes, 
Which  Strephcn  vcntur'd  to  look  in, 
»Refolv'd  to  go  through  flick  and  tr:n. 
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He  lifts  the  lid  :  there  needs  no  more, 
He  fmelt  it  all  the  time  before. 

As,  from  within  Pandora's  box, 
When  Epimetheus  op'd  the  locks, 
A  fudden  univerfal  crew 
Of  human  evils  upward  flew, 
He  flill  was  comforted  to  find 
That  hvfe  at  laft  remain'd  behind ; 
So  Strephon  lifting  up.  the  lid, 
To  view  what  in  the  cheft  was  hid, 
The  vapours  flew  from  out  the  vent : 
But  Strephon,  cautious,  never  meant  % 
The  bottom  of  the  pan  to  grope, 
And  foul  his  hands  in  fearch  of  hope. 

Oh !  ne'er  may  fuch  a  vile  machine 
Be  once  in  Cselia's  chamber  feen  ! 
Oh  !  may  Ihe  better  learn  to  keep 
Thofey^/ntfj  of 'the  hoary  deep*  ! 

As  mutton-cutlets  f,  prime  of  meat, 
Which  though  with  art  you  fait  and  beat, 
As  laws  of  cookery  require, 
And  roaft  them  at  the  cleareft  fire  ; 
If  from  adown  the  hopeful  chops 
The  fat  upon  a  cinder  drops, 
To  (linking  fmoke  it  turns  the  flame, 
Poifoning  the  flefh  from  whence  it  came, 
And  up  exhales  a  greafy  ftench, 
For  which  you  curfe  the  carelefs  wench  : 
So  things  which  muft  not  be  expreft, 
Whtnplumft  into  the  reeking  cheft, 
Send  up  an  excremental  fmell 
To  taint  the  parts  from  whence  they  fell ; 
The  petticoats  and  gown  perfume, 
And  waft  a  {link  round  every  room. 

Thus  finifhing  his  grand  furvey, 
The  fwain  difgufted  flunk  away  ; 

Repeating  in  his  amorous  fits, 

"  Oh !  Cjelia,  Czlia,  Calia  fli— !" 

But  vengeance,  gcddefs  never  deeping, 

Soon  punifli  d  Strephon  for  his  peeping  : 

His  foul  imagination  links 

Each  dame  he  fees  with  all  her  {links  j 

And,  if  unfavoury  odours  fly, 

Conceives  a  lady  (landing  by. 

All  women  his  dcfcription  fits, 

And  both  ideas  jump  like  wits  ; 

By  vicious  fancy  coupled  faft, 

And  ftill  appearing  in  coatraji. 
I  pity  wretched  Strephon,  blind 

To  all  the  charms  of  woman-kind. 

Should  1  the  Queen  of  Love  refufe, 

Becaufe  fhe  role  from  (linking  ooze  ? 

To  him  that  looks  behind  the  Ccene, 

Statira's  but  fome  pocky  quean. 
When  Cselia  all  her  glory  (hows, 

If  Strephon  would  but  flop  his  nofe, 

Who  now  fo  impioufly  blafphemes 

Her  "ointments,  daubs,  and  paints,  and  crearns, 

Her  wafhes,  flops,  and  every  clout, 

With  which  he  makes  fo  foul  a  rout ; 

He  foon  would  learn  to  think  like  me, 

And  blefs  his  ravifh'd  eyes  to  fee 

Such  order  from  confufion  fprung, 

Such  gaudy  tulips  rais'd  from  dung. 


Milton. 
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POWER  OF  TIME. 


1730. 


F  neither  brafs  nor  marble  can  withftand 
The  mortal  force  of  Time's  deftru&ive  hand; 
f  mountains  fink  to  vales,  if  cities  die, 
And  leffening  rivers  mourn  their  fountains  dry 
When  my  old  caffock  (faid  a  Welfh  divine) 
s  out  at  elbows ;  why  fhould  I  repine  ? 


O  N 

MR.   PULTNEY's 

BEING   PUT  OUT  OF   THE   COUNCIL.       17.31. 

SIR  ROBERT,  weary'd  by  Will  Pultney's  teafings, 
Who  interrupted  him  in  all  his  leafmgs, 
Refolv'd  that  Will  and  he  fhould  meet  no  more  ; 
Full  in  his  face  Bob  fhuts  the  council  door  ; 
Nor  lets  him  fit  as  judice  on  the  bench, 
To  punifh  thieves,  or  lafh  a  fuburb-wench. 
Yet  dill  St.  Stephen's  chapel  open  lies 
For  Will  to  enter.— What  Ihall  I  advife  ? 
Ev'n  quit  the  HOUSE,  for  thou  too  long  has  fat  in't; 
Produce  at  lad  thy  dormont  ducal  patent ; 
There,  near  thy  mader's  throne  in  (helter  phc'd, 
Let  Will  unheard  by  thee  his  thunder  wade. 
Yet  dill  I  fear  your  work  is  done  but  half ; 
For,  while  he  keeps  his  pen,  you  are  not  fafe. 

Hear  au  old  fable,  and  a  dull  one  too ; 
It  bears  a  moral;,  when  apply'd  to  you. 

A  hare  had  long  efcap'd  purfuing  hounds, 
By  often  fhifting  into  diftant  grounds  ; 
Till,  finding  all  his  artifices  vain, 
To  fave  his  life  he  leap'd  into  the  main. 
But  there,  alas!  he  could  no  fafety  find, 
A  pack  of  dog-fijh  had  him  in  the  wind. 
He  fcours  away  ;  and,  to  avoid  the  foe, 
Defcends  for  (belter  to  the  fhades  below  : 
There  Cerberus  lay  watching  in  his  den, 
(He  had  not  ieen  a  hare  the  Lord  knows  when). 
Out  feounc'd  the  madiff  of  the  triple  head  ; 
Away  the  hare  with  double  fwiftnefs  fled  ; 
Hunted  from  earth,  and  fea,  and  hell,  he  flies 
(Fear  lent  him  wings)  for  fafety  to  the  fldes. 
How  was  the  fearful  animal  didred  ! 
Behold  a  foe  more  fierce  than  all  the  reft  ! 
Sirius,  the  fwifted  of  the  heavenly  pack, 
Fail'd  but  an  inch  to  feize  him  by  the  back. 
He  fled  to  earth,  but  firft  it  coft  him  dear  : 
He  left  his  fcut  behind,  and  half  an  car. 

Thus  was  the  hare  purfu'd,  though  free  from 

guilt ; 
Thus,  Bob,  (halt  thou  be  maul'd,  fly  where  thou 

wilt. 

Then,  honed  Robin,  of  thy  corpfe  beware  ; 
Thou  art  not  half  fo  nimble  as  a  hare  : 
Too  ponderous  is  thy  bulk  to  mount  the  iky  ; 
Nor  can  you  go  to  hell,  before  you  die. 
So  keen  thy  hunters,  and  thyf-cnt  fo  drong, 
Thy  turns  and  doublings  cannot  fave  thee  long*. 


*  this  bunting  ended  in  ike  promotion  loth  of  Will 
ai:d  2>ol>.  £j'>  it'as  no  langswjlrji  atittiff-tx,  but  Earl  of 
Orfcrd ;  and  Will  i<ss  no  longer  /"'f  -;V 
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EPITAPH 

ON 

JREDERICK  DUKE  OF  SCHOMBERG  *. 

Hie  infra  fitum  eft  corpus 
FREDERICI  DUCIS  DE  SHOMBERG, 

ad  BUDINDAM  occifi,  A.  D.  1690. 
DECANUS  et  CAPITULUM  maximopere  etiam 

atque  etiam  petierunt, 

Ut  HJEREOES  DUCIS  monumentum 

j[n  memoriam  PARENT  is  erigendum  curarent : 

Sed  poftquam  per  epifl;olas,  per  amicos, 

diu  ac  faepe  orando  nil  profecere ; 
Hunc  demum  lapidem  ipfi  ftatuerunt, 

f  Saltern  ut  fcias,  hofpes, 
pbinam  terrarum  SCONBERGENSES  cineres 

delitefcunt. 

"  Plus  potuit  f'ama  virtutis  apud  alienos, 

$  Quam  fanguinis  proximitas  apud  fuos." 

A.  D.  1731. 

CASS1NUS  AND   PETER. 

A  TRAGICAL  ELECT.       I7JI. 

Two  college  fophs  of  Cambridge  growth, 
Both  fpecial  wits,  and  lovers  both, 
Conferring,  as  they  us'd  to  meet, 
On  love,  and  books,  in  rapture  fweet 
(IViufe,  find  me  names  to  fit  my  metre4 
Cafiinus  this,  and  t'other  Peter)  ; 
Friend  Peter  to  Cafiinus  goes, 
To  chat  a  while,  and  warm  his  nofe : 
But  fuch  a  fight  was  never  feen, 
The  lady  lay  fwallow'd  up  in  fpleen. 
He  feem'd  as  juii  crept  out  of  bed  ; 
One  greafy  ftocking  round  his  head, 
The  other  he  fat  down  to  dearn 
With  threads  of  different-colour'd  yarn  j 
His  breeches  torn  expofing  wide 
A  ragged  fhirt  and  tawny  hide. 
Scorch'd  were  his  fhins,  his  legs  were  bare. 
But  well  embrown'd  with  dirt  and  hair. 
A  rug  was  o'er  his  Ihoulders  thrown 
(A  rug  ;  for  night-gown  he  had  none). 
His  jordon  Hood  in  manner  fitting 
Between  his  legs  to  fpew  or  fpit  in  ; 
His  ancient  pipe,  in  fable  dy'd. 
And  half  unfmok'cj,  lay  by  his  fide. 

Him  thus  accoutr'd  Peter  found, 
With  eyes  in  fmoke  and  yeeping  drown'd ; 
The  leavings  of  his  laft  night's  pot 
On  embers  plac'd,  to  drink  it  hot. 

Why,  Cafly,  tnou  wilt  doze  thy  pate  } 
What  makes  thee  lie  a-bed  fo  late  ? 
The  finch,  the  linnet,  and  the  thruih, 
ir  mat  tins  chant  in  every  bufli : 


*  The  Duke  ivas  unhappily  killed,  in  crojpng  the 
9ii)  tr  HoyrtCy  Jv*y  !•  1690,  and  ivas  burled  in  St. 
f  airless  cathedral;  ivbere  the  dean  and  chapter  ereff- 
td  afinall  monument  to  hit  honour,  at  their  oivn  ex- 
fencs. 

f  Tie  -words  that  Dr.  Sivift  jirjl  concluded  the  epi* 
1aph  -with,  'were  •*  Saltern  ut  fciat  •viator  indignahvndm •, 
^'  q*ali  in  eellula  tanti  dufloris  finer es 


And  1  have  heard  thee  oft'  falute 
Aurora  with  thy  early  flute. 
Heaven  fend  thou  haft  not  got  the  hyps ! 
How  !  not  a  word  come  from  thy  lips  ? 

Then  gave  him  fome  familiar  thumps  j 
A  college-joke,  to  cure  the  dumps. 

The  fwain  at  laft,  with  grief  oppreft, 
Cry'd,  Caelia !  thrice,  and  figh'd  the  reft. 

Dear  Cafly,  though  to  aflc  I  dread, 
Yet  aik  I  muft.     Is  Caslia  dead  ? 

How  happy  I,  were  that  the  worft  ! 
But  I  was  fated  to  be  curft. 

Come,  tell  us,  has  fhe  play'd  the  whore  I 

Oh,  Peter,  would  it  were  no  more ! 

Why,  plague  confound  her  fandy  locks ! 
Say,  has  the  fmall  or  greater  pox 
Sunk  down  her  nofe,  or  feam'd  her  face  ? 
Be  eafy,  'tis  a  common  cafe, 

Oh,  Peter  !  beauty's  but  -a  varnifh, 
Which  time  and  accidents  will  tarnifli ; 
But  Cslia  has  contriv'd  to  blaft 
Thofe  beauties  that  might  ever  laft. 
Nor  can  imagination  guefs, 
Nor  eloquence  divine  exprefs, 
How  that  ungrateful  charming  maid 
My  pureft  pafiion  has  betray'd. 
Conceive  the  moft  envenom'd  dart 
To  pierce  an  injur'd  lovers  heart. 

Why,  hang  her ;  though  Ihe  feems  fo  cofr 
I  know  fhe  loves  the  barber's  boy. 

Friend  Peter,  this  I  could  excufe  ; 
For  every  nymph  has  leave  to  choofe ; 
Nor  have  I  reaibn  to  complain, 
She  loves  a  more  deferving  fwain. 
But,  oh  !  how  ill  haft  thou  divin'd 
A  crime  that  fhocks  all  human-kind ; 
A  deed  unknown  to  female  race, 
At  which  the  fun  fhould  hide  his  face ! 
Advice  in  vain  you  would  apply-— 
Then  leave  me  to  defpair  and  die. 
Ye  kind  Arcadians,  on  my  urn 
Thefe  elegies  and  fonnets  burn  ; 
And  on  the  marble  grave  thefe  rhymes, 
A  monument  to  after-times ; 
"  Here  Cafly  lies,  by  Cselia  flain, 
"  And  dying  never  told  his  pain." 

Vain  empty  world,  farewell.     But  hark, 
The  loud  Cerberian  triple  bark. 
And  there — behold  Ale&o  ftand, 
A  whip  of  fcorpions  in  her  hand. 
Lo,  Charon  from  his  leaky  wherry 
Beckoning  to  waft  me  o'er  the  ferry. 
I  come,  I  come,  Medufa  !  fee, 
Her  ferpents  hifs  direct  at  me. 
Begone ;  unhand  me,  helliih  fry  : 
"  *Avaunt~-ye  cannot  fay  'tis  I." 

Dear  Caffy,  thou  muft  purge  and  bleed  i 
I  fear  thou  wilt  be  mad  indeed. 
But  now,  by  friendihip's  facred  laws, 
I  here  conjure  thee,  tell  the  caufe  ; 
And  Caslia's  horrid  fact  relate  : 
Thy  friend  would  gladly  fhare  thy  fate. 

To  force  it  out,  my  heart  muft  rend ; 
Yet  when  conjur'd  by  fuch  a  friejid— ? 
Think,  Peter,  how  my  foul  is  rackt ! 
Thefe  eyes,  thefe  eyes,  beheld  the  fa#v 
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Now  bend  thine  ear,  fince  out  it  muft  ; 
But  when  thou  fee'ft  me  laid  in  duft, 
The  fecret  thqu  ihalt  ne'er  impart, 
Not  to  the  nymph  that  keeps  thy  heart ; 
(How  Would  her  virgin  foul  bemoan 
A  crime  to  all  her  fex  unknown  !) 
Nor  whifper  to  the  tattling  reeds 
The  hlackeft  of  all  female  deeds ; 
Nor  blab  it  on  the  lonely  rocks, 
Where  Echo  fits,  and  liftening  mocks  ; 
Nor  let  the  Zephyrs'  treacherous  gale 
Through  Cambridge  waft  the  direful  tale  ; 
Nor  to  the  chattering  feathcr'd  race 
Difcover  Cadia's  foul  difgrace. 
But,  if  you  fail,  my  fpedre  dread, 
Attending  nightly  round  your  bed  : 
And  yet  I  dare  confide  in  you  : 
So  take  my  fecret,  and  adieu. 
Nor  wonder  how  I  loft  my  wits : 
Oh!  Cselia,  C*lia,  Calia  Hi—! 

A  BEAUTIFUL  YOUNG  NYMPH 

GOING  TO  BED. 

Written  for  the  honour  of  the  Fair  Sex. 

CORINNA,  pride  of  Drury-lane, 
For  whom  no  fhepherd  fighs  in  vain : 
Never  did  Covent-garden  boaft 
So  bright  a  batter'd  ftrolling  toaft ! 
No  drunken  rake  to  pick  her  up ; 
No  cellar,  where  on  tick  to  fup ; 
Returning  at  the  midnight  hour, 
Four  ftories  climbing  to  her  bower; 
Then  feated  on  a  threer-legg'd  chair, 
Takes  off  her  artificial  hair. 
Now  picking  out  a  cryftal  eye, 
She  wipes  it  clean,  and  lays  it  by  : 
Her  eye-brows,  from  a  moufe's  hide, 
Stuck  on  with  art  on  either  fide, 
Pulls  off  with  care,  and  firft  difplays  'em, 
Then  in  a  play-book  fmoothly  lays  'em  : 
Now  dextroufly  her  plumpers  draws, 
That  ferve  to  fill  her  hollow  jaws  : 
Untwifts  a  wire,  and  from  her  gums 
A  fet  of  teeth  completely  comes  : 
Pulls  out  the  rags  contriv'd  to  prop 
Her  flabby  dugs,  and  down  they  drop. 
Proceeding  on,  the  lovely  goddefs 
Unlaces  next  her  fteel-ribb'd  bodice, 
"Which,  by  the  operator's  fkill, 
Prefs  down  the  himps,  the  hollows  fill. 
Up  goes  her  hand,  and  off  fhe  flips 
The  bolfters  that  fupply  her  hips. 
With  gentleft  touch  ihe  next  explores 
Her  fhankres,  iffues,  running  fores, 
Effects  of  many  a  fad  difafter ; 
And  then  to  each  applies  a  plafter  ; 
But  muft,  before  fhe  goes  to  bed, 
Rub  off  the  daubs  of  white  and  red, 
And  fmooth  the  furrows  in  her  front 
With  greafy  paper  ftuck  upon't. 
She  takes  a  bolus  ere  fhe  fleeps  ; 
And  then  between  two  blankets  creeps  ? 
With  pains  of  love  tormented  lies  ; 
Or,  if  fhe  chance  to  clofe  her  eyes, 
Of  Bridewell  and  the  Compter  dream?, 
And  feds  the  lafh,  and  faintly  icreams ; 
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Or,  by  a  faithlefs  bully  <lrawi», 

At  fome  hedge-tavern  lies  in  pawn  ; 

Or  to  Jamaica  feems  tranfported 

Alone,  and  by  no  planter  courted  ; 

Or,  near  Fleet-ditch's  oozy  brinks, 

Surrounded  with  a  hundred  {links, 

Belated,  feems  on  watch  to  lie, 

And  fnap  fome  cully  paflmg  by; 

Or,  ftruck  with  fear,  her  fancy  runs 

On  watchmen,  conftables,  and  duns, 

From  whom  fhe  meets  v/ith  frequent  rubs  ; 

But  never  from  religious  clubs, 

Whofe  favour  fhe  is  fure  to  find, 

Becaufe  fhe  pays  them  all  in  kind. 

Corinna  awakes.     A  dreadful  fight ! 

Behold  the  ruins  of  the  night ! 

A  wicked  rat  her  plafter  ftole, 

Half  eat,  and  dragg'd  it  to  his  holr. 

The  cryftal  eye,  alas !  was  mifs'd ; 

And  pufs  had  on  her  plumpers  p— fs'd. 

A  pigeon  pick'd  her  iffue-peas : 

And  Shock  her  treffes  fill'd  with  fteas. 

The  nymph,  though  in  this  mangled  plight, 

Aluft  every  morn  her  limbs  unite. 

But  how  fha.ll  I  defcribe  her  arts 

To  recoiled*  the  fcatter'd  parts  ? 

Or  fhow  the  anguifh,  toil,  and  pain, 

Of  gathering  up  herfelf  again  ? 

The  bafhful  mufe  will  never  bear 

In  fuch  a  fcene  to  interfere. 

Corinna,  in  the  morning  dizen'd, 

Who  fees,  will  fpue  ;  who  fmells,  be  poifcn'i 
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OF  Chloe  all  the  town  has  rung, 

By  every  fize  of  poets  fung  : 

So  beautiful  a  nymph  appears 

But  once  in  twenty  thoufand  year* ; 

By  Nature  form'd  with  niceft  care, 

And  fault lefs  to  a  fingle  hair. 

Her  graceful  mien,  her  fhape,  and  face, 

Confefs'd  her  of  no  mortal  race  : 

And  then  fo  nice,  and  fo  genteel ; 

Such  cleanlinefs  from  head  to  heel  : 

No  humours  grofs,  or  frowzy  fteams, 

No  noifome  whiffs,  or  fweaty  llreams, 

Before,  behind,  above,  below, 

Could  from  her  taintleis  body  flow: 

Would  fo  difcreetly  things  difpofe, 

None  ever  faw  her  pluck  a  rofe. 

Her  deareft  comrades  never  caught  her 

Squat  on  her  hams,  to  make  maid's  water. 

You'd  fwear  that  fo  divine  a  creature 

Felt  no  necefiities  of  nature. 

In  fummer  had  fhe  walk'd  the  town, 

Her  arm-pits  would  not  ftairir  her  gown  : 

At  country-dances  not  a  nofe 

Could  in  the  dog-days  fmell  her  toes. 

Her  milk-white  hands,  both  palms  and  back?} 

Like  ivory  dry,  and  foft  as  wax, 

Her  hands,  the  fofteft  ever  felt, 

Though  cold  would  burn,  though  dry  would  mejt, 

Dear  Venus,  hide  this  wondrous  maid, 
Nor  let  her  loofe  to  fpoil  your  trade. 
While  fhe  engroffes  every  fwain, 
You  but  o'er  hsjf  the  world  can  reigjf, 
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Think  what  a  cafe  all  men  are  now  in, 
What  ogling,  fighing,  toafting,  vowing! 
What  powder'd  wigs  !  what  flames  and  darts  ! 

"What  hampers  full  of  bleeding  hearts  ! 

What  fwoid-knots  !  what  poetic  ftrains  ! 

What  bilkt-doux,  and  clouded  canes  ! 
But  Strephon  figh'd  fo  loud  and  ftrong, 

He  blew  a  fettlement  along ; 

And  bravely  drove  his  rivals  down 

With  coach  and  fix,  and  houfe  in  town. 

The  bafiiful  nymph  no  more  withftan-ds, 

Becaufe  her  d.ar  papa  commands. 

The  charming  couple  now  unites : 

Proceed  we  to  the  marriage-rites. 
Iwprimhy  at  the  temple-porch 

Stocd  Hymen  with  a  flaming  torch : 

The  fmiling  Cyprian  goddeis  brings 

Her  infant-loves  with  purple  wings  ; 

And  pigeons  billing,  fparrows  treading, 

Fair  emblems  of  a  fruitful  wedding. 

The  mufes  next  in  order  follow, 

Conducted  by  their  fquire,  Apollo  : 

Then  Mercury  with  filver  tongue  ; 

And  Hebe,  goddefs  ever  young. 

Behold,  the  bridegroom  and  his  bride 

Walk  hand  in  hand,  and  fide  by  fide  ; 

She  by  the  tender  Graces  dreft, 

But  he  by  Mars,  in  fcarlet  veft. 

The  nymph  was  cover 'd  with  her  jlammeum^ 

And  Phcebus  fung  th'  epitbalatxiuw. 

And  laft,  to  make  the  matter  fure, 

Dame  Juno  brought  a  prieft  demure. 

Luna  was  abfent,  on  pretence 

Her  time  was  not  till  nine  months  hence. 
The  rites  perfcrm'd,  the  parfon  paid, 

In  ftate  return'd  the  grand  parade  ; 
With  loud  huzza's  from  all  the  boys, 

That  now  the  pair  muft  croivn  their  jays. 

But  ftill  the  hardeft  part  remains  : 
Strephon  had  long  perplex' d  his  brains, 
How  with  fo  high  a  nymph  he  might 
Demean  himfelf  the  wedding-night : 
Por,  as  he  view'd  his  perfon  round, 
Mere  mortal  flefh  was  all  he  found  : 
His  hand,  his  neck,  his  mouth,  his  feet, 
Were  duly  wafh'd,  to  keep  them  fweet 
(With  other  parts  that  fhail  be  namelefs, 
The  ladies  elfe  might  think  me  fhamelefs). 
The  weather  and  his  love  were  hot ; 
And,  fhould  he  ftruggle,  I  know  what— 
Why,  let  it  go,  if  1  muft  tell  it — 
He'll  fweat,  and  then  the  nymph  may  fmell  it ; 
While  fiie,  a  goddefs  dy'd  in  grain, 
Was  unfufceptible  of  ftain, 
And,  Venus-like,  her  fragrant  fkin 
Exhal'd  ambrofia  from  within. 
Can  fuch  a  deity  endure 
A  mortal  human  touch  impure  ! 
How  did  the  humbled  fwain  deteft 
His  prickly  beard,  and  hairy  breaft  ! 
His  night-cap,  bordcr'd  round  with  lace, 
Could  give  no  foftnefs  to  his  face. 

Yet,  if  the  goddefs  could  be  kind, 
What  endlefs  raptures  muft  he  find  ! 
And  goddcffes  have  now  and  then 
Come  down  to  vifit  moital  men  ; 
To  vifit,  and  to  court  them  too  : 
A  certain  gcddefs,  God  knows  who, 


A.S  in  a  book  he  heard  it  read) 
ook  Colonel  Peleus  to  her  bed. 
ut  what  if  he  fhould  lofe  his  life 
y  venturing  on  his  heavenly  wife  ? 
For  btrephon  could  remember  well, 
'hat  once  he  heard  a  fchool-boy  tell, 
-low  Semele  of  mortal  race 
3y  thunder  died  in  Jove's  embrace,) 
\ad  what  if  daring  Strephon  dies 
3y  lightning  fhot  from  C'hloe's  eyes  ? 

While  thefe  reflections  fill'd  his  head, 

he  bride  was  put  in  form  to  bed  : 
ie  follow 'd,  ftript',  and  in  he  crept, 
3ut  awfully  his  diftance  kept. 

Now  ponder  tuell  ye  parents  dear  ; 
Forbid  your  daughters  guzzling  beer  ; 

.nd  make  them  every  afternoon 

orbear  their  tea,  or  drink  it  foon  ; 
I  hat,  ere  to  bed  they  venture  up, 
They  may  difcharge  it  every  fup  : 
f  not,  they  muft  in  evil  plight 
3e  often  forc'd  to  rife  at  night. 
Keep  them  to  wholefome  food  confin'd, 
Nor  let  them  tafte  what  caufes  wind  : 
^"fis  this  the  fage  of  Samos  means, 
Forbidding  his  difciples  beans.) 
Oh  !  think  what  evils  muft  enfue ; 
Mifs  Moll  the  jade  will  burn  it  blue  : 
And,  when  fhe  once  has  got  the  art, 
She  cannot  help  it  for  her  heart ; 
But  out  it  flies,  ev'n  when  fhe  meets 
Her  bridegroom  in  the  wedding-fheets. 
Carminative  and  diuretic 
Will  damp  all  paffion  fympathetic  : 
And  love  fuch  nicety  requires, 
One  blajl  will  put  out  all  his  fires. 
Since  hufbands  get  behind  the  fcene, 
The  wife  fhculd  ftudy  to  be  clean  ; 
Nor  give  the  fmalleft  room  to  guefs 
The  time  when  wants  of  nature  prefs  ; 
But  after  marriage  praclife  more 
Decorum  than  fhe  did  before ; 
To  keep  her  fpoufe  deluded  ftill, 
And  make  him  fancy  what  fhe  will. 
In  bed  we  left  the  married  pair : 

'Tis  time  to  fhow  how  things  went  there* 

Strephon,  who  had  been  often  told 
That  fortune  ftill  affifts  the  bold, 

Refolv'd  to  make  the  firft  attack ; 

But  Chlce  drove  him  fiercely  back. 

How  could  a  nymph  fo  chafte  as  Chloe, 

With  coriftitution  cold  and  fnowy, 

Permit  a  brutifh  man  to  touch  her  ? 

Ev'n  lambs  by  inftincl  fly  the  butcher. 

Refiftance  on  the  wedding-night 

Is  what  our  maidens  claim  by  right : 

And  Chloe,  'tis  by  all  agreed, 

Was  maid  in  thought,  and  word,  and  deed. 

Yet  fome  affign  a  different  reafon ; 

That  Strephon  chofe  no  proper  feafon. 
Say,  fair-ones,  muft  I  make  a  paufe, 

Or  freely  tell  the  fecret  caufe  ? 

Twelve  cups  of  tea  (with  grief  I  fpeak) 

Had  now  conftrain'd  the  nymph  to  leak. 

This  point  muft  needs  be  fettled  firft : 

The  bride  muft  either  void  or  burft. 

Then  fee  the  dire  effe&s  of  peafe  ; 

Think  what  can  give  the  colic  eafe. 
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The  nymph,  cpprefs'd  before,  behind, 

As  iliips  are  tois'd  by  waves  and  wind, 

Steals  out  her  hand,  by  nature  led, 

And  brings  a  veffel.into  bed  ; 

Fair  utenul,  as  fmooth  and  white 

As  Chloe's  flcin,  almoft  as  bright. 
Strephon,  who  heard  the  fuming  rill 

As  from  a  moffy  cliff  diftil, 

Cry'd  out,  Ye  gods  !  what  found  is  this  ? 

Can  Chloe,  heavenly  Chioe,  -  ? 

But  when  he  fmelt  a  noifome  fleam, 

Which  oft'  attends  that  hike-warm  ftream  ; 

(Salerno  both  together  joins 

As  fovereign  medicines  for  the  loins  ;) 

And  though  contriv'd,  we  may  fuppofe, 

To  flip  his  ears,  yet  ft  ruck  his  nofe  ; 

He  found  her,  while  the  fcent  increas'd, 

As-mortal  as  himfclf  at  leaft. 

But  foon,  with  like  occafions  preft, 

He  boldly  fent  his  hand  in  .queft 

(Infpir'd  with  courage  from  his  bride) 

To  reach  the  pot  on  t'other  fide  ; 

And,  as  he  fill'd  the  reeking  vafe, 

Let  fly  a  roufer  in  her  face. 

The  little  Cupids  hovering  round, 

(As  pictures  prove,  with  garlands  crown'd) 

Abaih'd  at  what  they  faw  and  heard, 

Flew  off,  nor  ever  more  appear'd. 
Adi^u  to  ravifhing  delights, 

High  raptures,  and  romantic  flights  ; 

To-goddeffes  fo  heavenly  fweet, 

Expiring  fhepherds  at  their  feet  ; 

To  filver  meads  and  fhady'  bowers, 

Drefs'd  up  with  amaranthine  flowers. 

How  great  a  change  !  how  quickly  made  ! 

They  learn  to  call  a  f'pade  a  fpade. 

They  foon  from  all  conftraints  are  freed  ; 
Can  fee  each  other  do  their  need. 
On  box  of  cedar  fits  the  wife, 
And  makes  it  warm  for  dearejl  life; 
And,  by  the  beaftly  way  of  thinking, 
Finds  great  fociety  in  {linking. 
Now  Strephon  daily  entertains 
His  Chloe  in  the  homelieft  ftrains  ; 
And  Chloe,  more  experienc'd  grown, 
With  intereft  pays  him  back  his  own. 
No  maid  at  Court  is  lefs  afham'd, 
Howe'er  for  felling  bargains  fam'd, 
Than  fhe  to  name  her  parts  behind, 
Or  when  a-bed  to  let  out  wind. 
Fair  Decency,  celeftial  maid  ! 
Defcend  from  heaven  to  beauty's  aid  ! 
Though  beauty  may  beget  defire, 
tTis  thou  muft  fan  the  lover's  fire  : 
For  beauty,  like  fupreme  dominion, 
Is  bed  fupported  by  opinion  : 
If  decency  brings  no  fupplies, 
Opinion  falls,  and  beauty  dies. 

To  fee  fome  radiant  nymph  appear 
In  all  her  glittering  birth-day  gear, 
You  think  fome  goddefs  from  the  fky 
Defcended,  ready  cut  and  dry  : 
But,  ere  you  fell  yourfelf  to  laughter, 
Confider  well  what  may  come  after  ; 
For  fine  ideas  vanifli  fair, 
"While  all  the  grofs  and  filthy  laft. 
O  Strephon,  ere  that  fatal  day 
When  Chloe  flole    our  heart 


-lad  you  but  through  a  cranny  ftr/'tl 
3n  houfe  of  eafe  your  future  bride, 
n  all  the  poftures  of  her  face 
Which  nature  gives  in  fuch  a  cafe  ; 
Diftortions,  groanings,  {trainings,  heavings; 
Tvvere  better  you  had  lick'd  her  leavings, 
Than  from  experience  find  too  late 
Your  goddefs  grown  a  filthy  mate. 
Your  fancy  then  had  always  dwelt 
On  what  you  faw,  and  what  you  fmelt ; 
Would  ftill  the  fame  ideas  give  ye, 
As  when  you  fpy'd  her  on  the  privy  ; 
And,  fpite  of  Chloe's  charms  divine, 
Your  heart  had  been  as  whole  as  mine. 

Authorities,  both  old  and  recent, 
Diredt  that  women  muft  be  decent ; 
And  from  the  fpoufe  each  blemifh  hide, 
More  than  from  all  the  world  befide. 
Unjuftly  all  our  nymphs  complain 
Their  empire  holds  fo  fhort  a  reign  ; 
Is  after  marriage  loft  fo  foon, 
It  hardly  holds  the  honey-moon  : 
For,  if  they  keep  not  what  they  caught, 
It  is  entirely  their  own  fault. 
They  take  poffefiion  of  the  crown, 
And  then  throw  all  their  weapons  down : 
Though,  by  the  politician's  fcheme, 
Whoe'er  arrives  at  power  fupreme, 
Thofe  arts  by  which  at  firil  they  gain  it, 
They  ftill  muft  practife  to  maintain  it. 
What  various  ways  our  females  take 
To  pafs  for  wits  before  a  rake  ! 
And  in  the  fruitlefs  fcarch  purfue 
All  other  methods  but  the  true  ! 

Some  try  to  learn  polite  behaviour 
By  reading  books  againft  their  Saviour  ; 
Some  call  it  witty  to  reflect 
On  every  natural  defedt ; 
Some  fhow  they  never  want  explaining, 
To  comprehend  a  double  meaning. 
But  fure  a  tell-tale  out  of  fchool 
Is  of  all  wits  the  greateft  fool ; 
Whofe  rank  imagination  fills 
Her  heart,  and  from  her  lips  diftils  : 
You'd  think  fhe  utter'd  from  behind, 
Or  at  her  mouth  was  breaking  wind. 
Why  is  a  handfome  wife  ador'd 
By  every  coxcomb  but  her  lord  ? 
From  yonder  puppet-man  inquire, 
Who  wifely  hides  his  wood  and  wire  ; 
Shows  Sheba's  queen  completely  dreft, 
And  Solomon  in  royal  veft  : 
But  view  them  litter'd  on  the  floor, 
Or  ft  rung  on  pegs  behind  the  door  ; 
Pvn.ch  is  exadlly  of  a  piece 
With  Lorrain's  duke,  and  prince  of  Greece. 

A  prudent  builder  fhould  forecaft 
How  long  the  fluff  is  like  to  laft  ; 
And  carefully  obferve  the  ground, 
To  build  on  fome  foundation  found. 
What  houfe,  when  its  materials  crumble, 
Muft  not  inevitably  tumble  ? 
What  edifice  can  long  endure, 
Rais'd  on  a  bafis  unfecure  ? 
Rafh  mortals,  ere  you  take  a  wife, 
Contrive  your  pile  to  laft  for  life  : 
Since  beauty  fcarce  endures  a  day, 
And  youth  fo  fwiftly  glides  away  ; 
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Why  will  you  make  yourfelf  a  bubble, 
To  build  on  fand  with  hay  and  ftubble  ? 
On  fenfe  and  wit  your  paflion  found, 
By  decency  cemented  round ; 
Let  prudence  with  good-nature  flrive 
To  keep  efteem  and  love  alive. 
Then,  come  old  age  whene'er  it  will, 
Your  friendihip  fliall  continue  flill ; 
And  thus  a  mutual  gentle  fire 
Shall  never  but  with  life  expire. 


APOLLO; 

OR,  A  PROBLEM  SOLVED.  I7JI. 

APOLLO,  god  of  light  and  wit, 

Could  verfe  infpire,  but  feldom  writ ; 

Refin'd  all  metals  with  his  looks, 

As  well  as  chemifts  by  their  books : 

As  handibme  as  my  lady's  page  ; 

Sweet  five-and-twenty  was  his  age. 

His  wig  was  made  of  funny  rays, 

He  crown'd  his  youthful  head  with  bays  ; 

Not  all  the  court  of  Heaven  could  fhow 

So  niece  and  fo  complete  a  beau. 

No  heir  upon  his  firft  appearance, 

With  twenty  thoufand  pounds  a- year  rents, 

E'er  drove,  before  he  fold  his  land, 

So  fine  a  coach  along  the  ftrand ; 

The  fpokes,  we  are  by  Ovid  told, 

Were  filver,  and  the  axle  gold : 

(I  own,  'twas  but  a  coach  and  four; 

For  Jupiter  allows  BO  more  ! ) 

Yet,  with  his  beauty,  wealth,  and  parts, 
Snough  to  win  ten  thoufand  hearts9 
No  vulgar  deity  above 
Was  fo  unfortunate  in  love. 
Three  weighty  caufes  were  affign'd, 
That  mov'd  the  nymphs  to  be  unkind. 
Nine  mufes  always  waiting  round  him, 
He  left  them  virgins  as  he  found  them. 
His  finging  was  another  fault ; 
Tor  he  could  reach  to  £  in  alt: 
And,  by  the  fentimenis  of  Pliny, 
Such  lingers  are  like  Nrcolini. 
At  laft,  the  point  was  fully  clear'd  j 
In  Ihort,  Apollo  had  no  beard. 


THE  PLACE  OF  THE  DAMNED.  1731. 

ALL  folks  who  pretend  to  religion  and  grace, 
Allow  there's  a  hell,  but  difpute  of  the  place : 
But,  if  bell  may  by  logical  rules  be  defin'd 
The  place  of  the  damn'd— 'Y\\  tell  you  my  mind. 
Wherever  the  damn'd  do  chiefly  abound, 
^Moft  certainly  there  is  hell  to  be  found  . 
Damn'd  poets,   damn'd  critics,  da^nn'd  bloctheads, 

damn'd  knaves, 

Dzmn'dftnators  brib'd,  damn'd  proftitute  Jlove s ; 
Damn'd  lawyers  andjudges,  damn'd  lords  and  damn'd 
fquires  ;  [damn'd  liars  ; 

Damn'd  fpies  and  informers,  damn'd  friends  and 
Damn'd  villains,  corrupted  in  every  flation  ; 
Damn'd  time -ferving  priefls  all  over  the  nation  ; 
And  into  the  bargain  I'll  readily  give  you 
pamn'd  ignornfit^relafes  and  stunfelhrs  privy. 


Then  let  us  no  longer  by  parfons  be  flamm'd, 
For  we  know  by  tliefe  marks  the  place  of  the  damn'4 : 
And  bell  to  be  fure  is  at  Paris  or  Rome. 
How  happy  for  tn  that  it  is  not  y&bomcf 

JUDAS.    1731. 

By  the  juft  vengeance  of  incenfedjkies, 
Poor  Bifhop  Judas  late  repeating  dies. 
The  Jews  engag'd  him  with  a  paltry  bribe, 
Amounting  hardly  to  a  crown  a  tribe ; 
Which  though  his  confcience  forc'd  him  to  reftorp 
(And,  parfons  tell  us,  no  man  could  do  more)  ; 
Yet,  through  defpair,  of  God  and  man  accurft. 
He  loft  his  bifhopric,  and  hang'd  or  burft. 
Thofe  former  ages  differ'd  much  from  this ; 
Judas  betray'd  his  matter  with  a  kifs : 
But  fome  have  ktfs'd  the  gofpel  fifty  times, 
Whofe  perjury's  the  leaft  of  all  their  crimes; 
Some  who  can  perjure  through  a  two-inch  board, 
Yet  keep  their  bilhoprics,  and  'fcape  the  cord : 
Like  hemp,  which,  by  a  fkilful  fpinfter  drawn 
To  (lender  threads,  may  fometimes  pafs  for  lawx. 

As  ancient  Judai  by  tranfgrejfionfell, 
And  biu-Jl  afunder  ere  he  went  to  hell ; 
So  could  we  fee  a  fct  of  new  Ifcariots  [riots ; 

Come  headlong  tumbling  from  their  mitred  cha- 
Each  modern  Judas  perifli  like  the  firft  ; 
Drop  from  the  tree,  with  all  his  bowels  burft ; 
Who  could  forbear,  that  view'd  each  guilty  facc» 
To  cry,  "  Lo !  Judas  gone  to  his  old  place  ; 
"  His  habitation  let  all  men  forfake, 
"  And  let  his  bi&opric  another  take  !" 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  MR.  GAY  *.    1731. 

How  could  you,  Gay,  difgrace  the  mufes'  train, 
To  ferve  a  taftelefs  court  twelve  years  in  vain  1 
Fain  would  I  think  v\\r  female  friend^  fincere, 
Till  Bob,  the  poet's  foe,  poflefs'd  her  ear. 
Did  female  virtue  e'er  fo  high  afcend, 
To  lofe  an  inch  of  favour  for  a  friend  ? 

Say,  had  the  court  no  better  place  to  choofe 
For  thee  than  make  a  dry-nurfe  of  thy  mufe  I 
How  cheaply  had  thy  liberty  been  fold, 
To  fquire  a  royal  girl  of  two  years  old  ; 
In  leading  firings  her  infsnt-fteps  to  guide, 
Or  with  her  go-cart  amble  fide  by  fide  ! 

But  princely  Douglas  and  his  glorious  dame 
Advanc'd  thy  fortune,  and  prcferv'd  thy  fame. 
Nor  will  your  nobler  gifts  be  mifapply'd, 
When  o'er  your  patron's  treafure  you  prefide  : 
The  world  fhall  own,  his  choice  was  wife 
For  fons  of  Ph.oebus  never  break  their  truft. 

Not  love  of  beauty  lefs  the  heart  inflames 
Of  guardian  eunuchs  to  the  Sultan's  dames : 
Their  paflions  not  more  impotent  and  cold, 
Than  thofe  of  poets  to  the  lujl  of  gold. 
With  Pscan's  pureft  fire  his  favourites  glow, 
The  dregs  will  ferve  to  ripen  ore  below ; 

*  The  Dean,  having  been  told  by  an  intimate  friend^ 
that  the  Duke  of  £>ueenjberry  had  employed  Gay  to  int 
fpeft  the  atcovnts  and  management  of  bis  Grace's  re* 
ceivers  and  Jleivards  (•which  however  proved  to  &c  # 
miflake),  •wrote  this  epiftle  to  his  frivjif, 

f  Tk<  G**ntt  •/ SuJM, 
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ttis  meaneft  work :  for,  had  he  thought  it  fit 
That  wealth  fhould  be  the  appennage  of  wit, 
The  god  of  light  could  ne'er  have  been  fo  blind 
To  deal  it  to  the  worft  of  human-kind. 

But  let  nte  now,  for  I  can  do  it  well, 
Your  conduct  in  this  new  employ  foretel. 

And  firft  \  to  make  my  obfervation  right, 
I  place  ajlatefman  full  before  my  fight, 
A  bloated  mimjier  in  all  his  geer, 
With  fhamelefs  vifage  and  perfidious  leer ; 
Two  rows  of  teeth  arm  each  devouring  jaw, 
And  oftrich-like  his  all-digefting  maw. 
My  fancy  drags  this  monfer  to  my  view, 
To  fhow  the  world  his  chief  reverfe  in  you, 
Of  loud  unmeaning  founds  a  rapid  flood 
Rolls  from  his  mouth  in  plenteous  ftreams  of  mud; 
"With  thefe  the  court  and  fenate-houfe  he  plies, 
Made  up  of  noife,  and  impudence,  and  lies. 

Now  let  me  Ihow  how  Bob  and  you  agree : 
You  ferve  a  potent  prince,  as  well  as  he. 
The  ducal  coffers,  trufted  to  your  charge, 
Your  honeft  care  may  fill,  perhaps  enlarge  : 
His  vaffals  eafy,  and  the  owner  bleft  ; 
They  pay  a  trifle,  and  enjoy  the  reft. 
Not  fo  a  nation's  revenues  are  paid  : 
The  fervant's  faults  are  on  the  matter  laid. 
The  people  with  a  figh  their  taxes  bring  ; 
And,  curfing  Bob,  forget  to  blefs  the  king. 

Next  hearken,  Gay,  to  what  thy   charge  re 
quires, 

Withfcrvants,  tenants,  and  the  neighbouri 
Let  all  domeftics  feel  your  gentle  fway  ; 
Nor  bribe,  infult,  nor  flatter,  nor  betray. 
Let  due  reward  to  merit  be  allow'd ; 
Nor  with  your  kindred  half  tbe  palace  crowd  ; 
Nor  think  yourfelf  fecure  in  doing  wrong, 
By  telling  nofes  ivith  a  party  Jlr  on g. 

Be  rich ;  but  of  your  wealth  make  no  parade  ; 
At  leaft,  before  your  mafter's  debts  are  paid : 
Nor  in  a  palace,  built  ivith  charge  immenfet 
Prtfumt  to  treat  him  at  his  o-wn  expence. 
Each  farmer  in  the  neighbourhood  can  count 
To  what  your  lawful  perquifites  amount. 
The  tenants  poor,  the  hardnefs  of  the  times, 
Are  ill  excui'es  for  a  fervant's  crimes. 
"With  intereft,  and  a  premium  paid  befide, 
The  matter's  prefllng  wants  mutt  be  fupply'd  ; 
With  hafty  zeal  behold  thefetvard  come 
By  his  own  credit  to  advance  the  fum  ; 
Who,  while  tb1  unrighteous  mammon  is  his  friend, 
May  well  conclude  his  power  will  never  end. 
A  faithful  treafurer  !  what  could  be  do  more  ? 
He  lends  my  Lord  ivhat  -was  my  JLord's  before. 

The  law  fo  ftridtly  guards  the  monarch's  health, 
That  no  phyficiun  dares  prefcribe  by  Health  : 
The  council  fit ;  approve  the  doctor's  (kill ; 
And  give  advice,  before  he  gives  the  pilL 
But  theftafe  empiric  a&s  a  fafer  part ; 
And,  while  \\z  poifons,  tuins  the  royal  heart. 

But  how  can  I  defcribe  the  ravenous  breed  ? 
Then  let  me  now  by  negatives  proceed. 

Suppofe  your  Lord  a  trufty  fervant  fend 
On  weighty  bufinefs  to  fome  neighbouring  friend  : 
Prefume  not  Gay,  unlefs  you  ferve  a  drone, 
To  countermand  his  orders  by  your  own. 

Should  fome  imperious  neighbour  fink  the  boats, 
And  drain  \hzfijb-ponds,  while  your  majier  dotes ; 


Shall  he  upon  the  ducal  rights  intrench* 
Becaufe  he  brib'd  you  with  a  brace  of  tench  ? 

Nor  from  your  Lord  his  bad  condition  hide;,, 
To  feed  his  luxury,  or  foothe  his  pride 
Nor  at  an  under-rate  his  timber  fell, 
And  with  an  oath  allure  him,  all  is  well ; 
Qrf-wear  it  rettea,  and  ivith  humble  airs 
Requejl  it  of  hitn  to  complete  ymir  Jl airs  : 
Nor,  when  a  mortage  lies  on  half  hia  lands1, 
Come  with  a  purfe  of  guineas  in  your  hands. 

Have  Peter  Waters  always  in  your  mind: 
That  rogue  of  genuine  minifterial  kind, 
Can  half  the  peerage  by  his  arts  bewitch, 
Starve  twenty  lords  to  make  one  fcoundrel  rich  J 
And,  when  he  gravely  has  undone  a  fcore, 
Is  humbly  pray'd  to  ruin  twenty  more. 

A  dextrous  fleward,  when  his  tricks  are  foun$£ 
Hujb-money  Tends  to  all  the  neighbours  round ; 
His  matter,  unfufpicious  of  his  pranks, 
Pays  all  the  coft,  and  gives  the  villain  thank*. 
And,  mould  a  friend  attempt  to  fet  him  right, 
His  Lordfhip  would  impute  it  ail  to  fpight  ; 
Would  love  his  favourite  better  than  before,. 
And  trutt  his  honefty  juft  fo  much  more. 
Thus  families,  like  realms,  with  equal  fate, 
Are  funk  by  premier  minijfers  ofjiate. 

Some,  when  an  heir  fucceeds,  go  boldly  OB, 
And,  as  they  robb'd  the  father,  rot  they™. 
A  knave,  who  deep  embroils  his  lord's  affairsfi- 
Will  foon  grow  necejjary  ta  hia  heirs. 
His  policy  conflfts  in  fitting  traps, 
In  finding  'ways  and  meant,  wA  flopping  saps  ; 
He  knows  a  thoufand  tricks  whene'er  he  pleaiel 
Though  not  to  cure,  yet  palliate  each  difeafe. 
In  either  cafe,  an  equal  chance  is  run  ; 
For,  keep  or  turn  him  out,  my  Lord's  undone^ 
You  want  a  hand  to  clear  a  filthy  fink  ; 
No  cleanly  workman  can  endure  the  ftink. 
A  ftrong  dilemma  in  a  defperate  cafe  f 
To  ac~l  with  infamy,  or  quit  the  place. 

A  bungler  thus,  who  fcarce  the  nail  can  hit, 
With  driving  wrong  will  make  the  pannel  fplit$ 
Nor  dares  an  abler  workman  undertake 
To  drive  a  fecond,  left  the  whole  mould  break. 

In  every  court  the  parallel  will  hold ; 
And  kings,  like  private  folks,  are  bought  and  fol$ 
The  ruling  rogue,  who  dreads  to  be  caihier'd, 
Contrives,  as  he  is  hated,  to  \>e.fcarrd  ; 
Confounds  accounts,  perplexes  all  affairs  ; 
For  vengeance  more  embroils,  th&njkill  repairs. 
So  robbers  (and  their  ends  are  juft  the  fame), 
To  'fcape  inquiries,  leave  the  boufe  in  fame. 

1  knew  a  brazen  minifter  of  ftate, 
Who  bore  for  twice  ten  years  the  public  hate. 
In  every  mouth  the  queftion  moft  in  vogue 
Was,  Wisn  ivill  they  turn  out  this  odious  rogue  ? 
A  juncture  happen'd  in  his  higheft  pride  : 
While  he  went  robbing  on,  old  majler  dy'd. 
We  thought  there  now  remain'd  no  room  to  doubt? 
His  ivork  is  done,  the  minijler  mtifl  out. 
The  court  invited  more  than  one  or  two  ; 
Will  you,  Sir  Spencer  ?  or,  Willow,  or  you? 
But  not  a  foul  his  office  durft  accept ; 
The  fubtle  knave  had  all  the  plunder  fwept ; 
And,  fuch  was  then  the  temper  of  the  times, 
He  ow'd  his  prefervation  to  his  crimes. 
The  candidates  obferv'd  his  dirty  paws, 
Nor  found  ft  difficult  to  gueft  tjig  caufc,} 
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But,  when  they  fmelt  fucli  foul  corruptions  round 

him, 

Away  they  fled,  and  left  him  as  they  found  him. 
Thus,  when  a  greedy  fioven  once  has  thrown 
Hisfnot  into  the  wcfs,  '/M  all  his  oivn. 

ON  THE  IRISH  BISHOPS  *.     1731. 

OLD  Latimer  preaching  did  fairly  defcribe 
A  bifhop,  who  rul'd  all  the  reft  of  his  tribe  : 
And  who  is  this  biihop  ?  and  where  does  he  dwell  ? 
Why  truly  'tis  Satan,  archbilhop  of  hell. 
And  HE  was  a  primate,  and  HE  wore  a  mitre 
Surrounded  with  jewels  of  fulphur  and  nitre. 
How  nearly  this  biihop  our  bilhops  refembles  ! 
But  hs  has  the  odds,  who  believes  and  ivho  trembles. 
Could  you  fee  his  grim^rac^for  a  pound  to  a  penny, 
You'd  fwear  it  muft  be  the  baboon  of  Kilkenny  : 
Poor  Satan  will  think  the  comparifon  odious ; 
I  wifli  I  could  find  him  out  one  more  commodious. 
But  this  I  am  furc,  the  mojl  reverend  old  dragon 
Has  got  on  the  bench  many  bifhops  fuffragan ; 
And  all  men  believe  he  relides  there  incog. 
To  give  them  by  turns  an  invifible  jog. 

Our  bifhops,pufF'dup  with  wealth  and  with  pride, 
To  hell  on  the  backs  of  the  clergy  would  ride. 
They  mountedandlabour'd  with  whip  and  withfpur, 
In  vain — for  the  devil  a  parfon  would  ftir.  [doom, 
So  the  Commons  unhors'd  them;  and  this  was  their 
On  their  crofiers  to  ride,  like  a  witch  on  a  broom. 
Though  they  gallop'd  fo  faft,  on  the  road  you 

'<    may  find  'em, 

And  have  left  us  but  three  out  of  twenty  behind  'em, 
Lord  Bolton's  good  grace,  Lord  Car,  and  Lord 

•  Howard, 

In  fpight  of  the  devil,  would  flill  be  untoward  : 
They  caftie  of  good  kindred,  and  could  not  endure 
Their  former  companions  fhould  beg  at  their  door. 

When  Ch'rift  was  betray'd  to  Pilate  the  pnetor, 
Of  a  dozen  apoftles  but  one  prov'd  a  traitor  : 
Otie  traitor  alone,  and  faithful  eleven; 
But  we  can  afford  you  fix  traitors  in  feven. 

What  a  clutter  with  clippings,  dividings,  and 
cleavings !  [leavings. 

And  the  clergy  forfooth  muft  take  up  with  their 
If  making  divifions  was  all  their  intent,       [meant ; 
They've  done  it,  we  thank  them,  but  not  as  they 
And  fo  may  fuch  bifhops  for  ever  divide, 
-.That  no  honeft  heathen  would  be  on  their  fide. 
How  fhould  we  rejoice,  if,  like  Judas  the  firft, 
Thofe  fplitters  of  parfons  in  funder  fhould  burft ! 

Now  hear  an  allulion  : — A  mitre,  you  know, 
Is  divided  above,  but  united  below. 
If  this  you  confider,  our  emblem  is  right ; 
The  bifhops  divide,  but  the  clergy  unite. 
Should  the  bottom  be  fplit,  our  bifhops  would  dread 
That  the  mitre  would  never  ftick  faft  on  their  head : 
And  yet  they  have  learnt  the  chief  art  of  a  fovereign, 
As  Machiavel  taught  them  ;  divide,  and  ye  govern. 
But  courage,  my  lords ;  though  it  cannot  be  faid 
That  one  cloven  tongue  ever  fat  on  your  head ; 
I'll  hold  you  a  groat  (and  I  wHh  I  could  fee't), 
If  your  ftockings  were  off,  you  could  mow  cloven  feet. 

*  Occasioned  ly  tleir  endeavouring  to  get  an  ail  to 
divide  the  .charca-livings  :  ivhich  bill  tvus  rejcC.^.'  by 
the  Ir'ijb  ttoufi'of  Cantons. 


But  hold,  cry  the  bifhcps;  and  give  us  fair  play; 
Before  you  condemn  us,  hear  what  we  can  fay. 
What  truer  affections  could  ever  be  fhown, 
Than  faving  your  fouls  by  damning  our  own  ? 
And  have  we  not  pradtis'd  all  methods  to  gain  you; 
With  the  tithe  of  the  tithe  of  the  tithe  to  maintain 
Provided  a  fund  for  building  your  fpittals  ?    [you; 
You  are  only  to  live  four  years  without  victuals. 

Content,  my  good  lords;  but  let  us  change  hands; 
Firft  take  you  our  tithes,  and  give  us  your  lands. 
So  God  blefs  the  church  and  three  of  our  mitres ; 
And  God  blefs  the  Commons,  for  biting  the  liters* 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DR.  SWIFT  *. 

Occafwned  by  reading  ihefollotving  MAXIM  in  ROCHE- 
FOUCAULT,  "  Dans  I'adverfite  de  nos  meilleurs 
"  amis,  nous  trouvons  toujours  quelque  chofe 
"  qui  ne  nous  deplait  pas." 

"  In  the  adverfity  of  our  beft  friends,  we  alway? 
"  find  fomething  that  doth  not  difpleafe  us." 

As  Rochefoucault  his  maxims  drew 
From  nature,  I  believe  them  true : 
They  argue  no  corrupted  mind 
In  him ;  the  fault  is  in  mankind. 

This  maxim  more  than  all  the  reft 
Is  thought  too  bafe  for  human  breaft  : 
u  In  all  diftrefies  of  our  friends, 
"  We  firft  confult  our  private  ends ; 
"  While  nature,  kindly  bent  to  eafe  us, 
"  Points  out  fome  circumftance  to  pleafe  us.'* 

If  this  perhaps  your  patience  move, 
Let  reafon  and  experience  prove. 

We  all  behold  with  envious  eyes 
Our  equals  rais'd  above  our  fize. 
Who  would  not  at  a  crowded  {how 
Stand  high  himfelf,  keep  others  low  ? 
I  love  my  friend  as  well  as  you  : 
But  why  fhould  he  obftruct  my  view  ? 
Then  let  me  have  the  higher  poft  5 
Suppofe  it  but  an  inch  at  moft. 
If  in  a  battle  you  fhould  find 
One,  whom  you  love  of  all  mankind, 
Had  fome  heroic  aclion  done, 
A  champion  kill'd,  or  trophy  won  ; 
Rather  than  thus  be  over-topt, 
Would  you  not  wifh  his  laurels  cropt? 
Dear  honeft  Ned  is  in  the  gout, 
Lies  rack'd  with  pain,  and  you  without : 
How  patiently  you  hear  him  groan  ! 
How  glad  the  cafe  "is  not  your  own  ! 

What  poet  would  not  grieve  to  fee 
His  brother  write  as  well  as  he  ? 
But,  rather  than  they  fhould  excel, 
Would  wifh  his  rivals  all  in  hell  ? 

Her  end  when  emulation  mifies, 
She  turns  to  envy,  ftings,  and  hiffes : 
The  ftrongeft  friendfhip  yields  to  pride,; 
Unlefs  the  odds  be  on  our  fide. 
Vain  human-kind  !  fantaftic  race  ! 
Thy  various  follies  who  can  trace  ? 


*  Written  in  November  173!. — There  are  ttvo  dlf- 
tinftfoems  en  thisfubjeft,  one  of  them  containing  many 
fpur'wxs  lines.  In  -what  is  Lere  printed,  the  genuine  parts 
of  bctl  are  prejerved* 
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Self-love,  ambition,  envy,  pride, 

Their  empire  in  our  hearts  divide. 

Give  others  riches,  power,  and  ftation, 

'Tis  all  to  me  an  usurpation. 

I  have  no  title  to  afpire; 

Yet.  when  you  fink,  I  feem  the  higher. 

In  Pope  1  cannot  read  a  line, 

But  with  a  figh  I  wifl  it  mine : 

When  he  can  in  one  couplet  fix 

More  fenfe  than  I  can  do  in  fix  ; 

It  gives  me  fuch  a  jealous  fit, 

1  cry,  "  Pox  take  him  and  his  wit  !" 

I  grieve  to  be  outdone  by  Gay 

In  my  own  humorous  biting  way. 

Arbuthnot  is  no  more  my  friend, 

Who  dares  to  irony  pretend, 

Which  I  was  born  to  introduce, 

Refin'd  at  firft,  and  fhow'd  its  ufe. 

St.  John,  as  well  as  Pulteney,  knows 

That  I  had  fome  repute  for  profe ; 

And,  till  they  drove  me  out  of  date, 

Could  maul  a  minifter  of  ftate. 

If  they  have  mortified  my  pride, 

And  made  me  throw  my  pen  afide  ; 

If  with  fuch  talents  heaven  hath  blefs'd  'em, 

Haye  1  not  reafon  to  deteft  'em  ? 

To  all  my  foes,  dear  Fortune,  fend 
Thy  gifts ;  but  never  to  my  friend  : 
I  tamely  can  endure  the  firft  ; 
But  this  with  envy  makes  me  burft. 

Thus  much  may  ferve  by  way  of  proem; 
Proceed  we  therefore  to  our  poem. 

The  time  is  not  remote  when  I 
Muft  by  the  courfe  of  nature  die  ; 
When,  I  forefee,  my  fpecial  friends 
Will  try  to  find  their  private  ends : 
And,  though  'tis  hardly  underftood 
Which  way  my  death  can  do  them  good, 
Yet  thus,  methinks,  I  hear  them  fpeak : 
"  See  how  the  Dean  begins  to  break ! 
'«  Poor  gentleman,  he  droops  apace  1 
"  You  plainly  find  it  in  his  face. 
"  That  old  vertigo  in  his  head 
"  Will  never  leave  him,  till  he's  dead. 
"  Bcfides,  his  memory  decays : 
"  He  recollects  not  what  he  fays ; 
"  He  cannot  call  his  friends  to  mind ; 

Forgets  the  place  where  laft  he  din'd; 
'<  Plies  you  with  ftories  o'er  and  o'er ; 
"  He  told  them  fifty  times  before. 
"  How  does  he  fancy,  we  can  fit 
"  To  hear  his  out-of-fafhion  wit  ? 

But  he  takes  up  with  younger  folks, 
"  Who  for  his  wine  will  bear  his  jokes. 
"  Faith !  he  muft  make  his  ftories  fhorter, 
"  Or  change  his  comrades  once  a  quarter  : 
"  In  half  the  time  he  talks  them  round, 
"  There  muft  another  fet  be  found. 

"  For  poetry,  he's  pail  his  prime  ; 
"  He  takes  an  hour  to  find  a  rhyme ; 
"  His  fire  is  out,  his  wit  decay'd, 
"  His  fancy  funk,  his  mufe  a  jade. 
"  I'd  have  him  throw  away  his  pen  ;— • 
"  But  there's  no  talking  to  fome  men  !" 

And  then  their  tendernefs  appears 
By  adding  largely  to  my  years  -. 
"  He's  older  than  he  w'ould  be  reckon'd, 
"  Arid  well  remembers  Charles  the  Second. 


He  hardly  drinks  n  pint  of  wine  J 
And  that,  I  doubt,  is  no  good  fign. 
His  ftomach  too  begins  to  iail : 
Laft  year  we  thought  him  ftrong  and  hale  ; 
But  now  he's  quite  another  thing : 
I  \vifh  he  may  hold  out  till  fpring!" 
They  hug'themf elver,,  and  reafon  thus  : 
It  is  not  yet  fo  bad  with  us  !" 
In  fuch  a  cafe,  they  talk  in  tropes, 
And  by  their  fears  exprefs  their  hopes. 
Some  great  misfortune  to  portend, 
No,  enemy  can  match  a  friend. 
With  all  the  kindnefs  they  profefs, 
The  merit  of  a  lucky  g-uef?, 
(When  daily  hcw-d'ye's  come  of  courfe, 
And  fervants  anfwer,  "  Worfe  and  \vorfe  !") 
Would  pleafe  them  better,  than  to  tell, 
That,  "  God  be  prais'd,  the  Dean  is  well.". 
Then  he  who  prophefy'd  the  heft, 
Approves  his  forefight  to  the  reft  : 
You  know  1  always  fear'd  the  worft, 
And  often  told  you  fo  at  firft." 
He'd  rather  choofe  that  I  fhov.ld  die, 
Than  his  pred;ct ions  prove  a  !!•?. 
Not  one  foretells  I  fha!l  recover ; 
But  all  agree  to  give  me  over. 

Yet,  fhould  fome  neighbour, feel  a  pain 
Juft  in  the  parts  where  I  complain  ; 
How  ii'.any  a  meffage  would  lie  fend  ! 
What  'hearty  prayers  that  I  fhculd  mend  I 
Inquire  what  regimen  I  kept ; 
What  gave  me  eafe,  and  how  I  flept  ? 
And  more  lamtnt  when  I  was  dead, 
Than  all  the  fnivelers  round  rny  bed* 
My  .good  companions,  never  fear  ; 
For,  though  you  may  miftake  a  year, 
Though  your  prcgnofHcs  run  too  fait, 
They  muft  be  verify'd  at  laft. 
Behold  the  fatal  day  arrive  ! 
"  How  is  the  Dean  ?" — "  He'r-  jufl  alive." 
Now  the  departing  prayer  is  read  ; 
He  hardly  breathes— The  Dean  is  dead. 

Before  the  paffing-bell  begun, 
The  news  through  half  the  town  is  run. 
"  Oh  !  may  we  all  for  death  prepare  ! 
u  What  has  he  left  ?  and  who's  his  heir  ? 
"  I  know  no  more  than  what  the  news  is ; 
"  'Tis  all  bequeath'd  to  public  ufes. 
"  To  public  ufes !  there's  a  whim  ! 
"  What  had  the  public  done  for  him  ? 
"  Mere  envy,  avarice,  and  pride  : 
"  He  gave  it  al! — but  firft  he  dy'd. 
"  And  hud  the  Dean,  in  all  the  nation, 
"  No  worthy  friend,  no  poor  relation  ? 
"  So  ready  to  do  ftrangers  good, 
"  Forgetting  his  own  flefh  and  blood !" 

Now  Grub-fhreet  wits  are  all  employ'd  j 
With  elegies  the  tov/n  is  cloy'd  : 
Some  paragraph  in  every  paper, 
To  curfc  the  Dean,  or  blcfs  the  Drapier. 

The  doctors,  tender  of  their  fame, 
Wifely  on  me  lay  all  the  blame. 
"  We  muft  confefs,  his  cafe  was  nice ; 
"  But  he  would  never  take  advice. 
"  Had  he  been  ruPd,  for  aught  appears, 
"  He  might  have  liv'd  thefe  twenty  years  : 
"  For,  when  we  cpeivd  him,  we  found 
"  That  all  his  vital  warts  were  fo'.md." 


THE   WORKS   OF   SWIFT 


From  Dublin  foon  to  London  fprcad, 
«Tis  told  at  court,  «  The  Dean  is  dead." 
And  Lady  Suffolk  *,  in  the  fpfeen, 
Runs  laughing  up  to  tell  the  queen. 
The  queen,  fo  gracious,  mild,  and  good, 
Cries,  "  Is  he  gone  !  'tis  time  he  fhould. 
*  He's  dead,  you  fay  ;  then  let  him  rot. 
tc  I'm  glad  the  medals  f  were  forgot. 
"  I  promis'd  him,  I  own ;  but  when  ? 
**  I  only  was  the  princefa  theft  , 
**  But  now,  as  confort  of  the  king, 
**  You  know,  'tis  quite  another  thing." 

Now  Chartres,  at  Sir  Robert's  levee, 
Tells  with  a  fneer  the  tidings  heavy  : 
*'  Why,  if  he  dy'd  without  his  fhoes," 
Cries  Bob,  "  I'm  forry  for  the  news : 
"  Oh,  were  the  wretch  but  living  ftill, 
rt  And  in  his  place  my  good  friend  Will ! 
**  Or  had  a  mitre  on  his  head, 
«  Provided  Bolingbroke  were  dead!" 

Now  Curll  his  fhop  from  rubbifh  drains: 
Three  genuine  tomes  of  Swift's  remains ! 
And  theft,  to  make  them  pafs  the  glibber, 
Revis'd  by  Tibbald's,  Moore,  and  Cibber. 
He'll  treat  me  as  he  docs  my  betters, 
Publifh  my  will,  my  life,  my  letters ; 
Revive  the  libels  born  to  die  : 
Which  Pope  muft  bear,  as  well  as  I. 

Here  fhift  the  fcene,  to  reprefent 
How  thofe  I  love  my  death  lament. 
Poor  Pope  will  grieve  a  month,  and  Gay 
A  week,  and  Arbuthnot  a  day. 

St.  John  himfelf  will  fcarce  forbear 
To  bite  his  pen,  and  drop  a  tear. 
The  reft  will  give  a  fhrug,  and  cry, 
"  I'm  forry— but  we  all  muft  die  !" 

Indifferende,  clad  in  Wifdom's  guife, 
All  fortitude  of  mind  fupplies : 
For  how  can  ftony  bowels  melt 
In  thofe  who  never  pity  felt ! 
When  we  are  lafli'd,  they  kifs  the  rod, 
Refigning  to  the  will  of  God. 

The  fools,  my  juniors  by  a  year, 
Are  tortur'd  with  fufpenfe  and  fear ; 
Who  wifely  thought  my  age  a  fcreen, 
When  death  approach'd,  to  ftand  between: 
The  fcreen  remov'd,  their  hearts  are  trembling; 
They  mourn  for  me  without  diffembling. 

My  female  friends,  whofe  tender  hearts 
Have  better  learn'd  to  a&  their  parts, 
Receive  the  news  in  doleful  dumps  : 
"  The  Dean  is  dead:  (Pray  what  is  trumps?) 
"  Then,  Lord  have  mercy  on  his  foul! 
"  (Ladies,  I'll  venture  for  the  vole.) 
"  Six  Deans,  they  fay,  muft  bear  the  pall: 
<c  (I  wifh  I  knew  what  king  to  call.) 
¥  Madam,  your  hulband  will  attend 
"  The  funeral  of  fo  good  a  friend. 
'*  No,  madam,  'tis  a  (hocking  fight ; 
"  And  he's  engag'd  to-morrow  night : 
"  My  Lady  Club  will  take  it  ill, 
«  If  he  fhould  fail  her  at  quadrille. 
«  He  lov'd  the  Dean — (1  lead  a  heart.) 
"  But  deareft  friends,  they  fay,  muft  part. 


*  Mrs.  Hoivdrd,at  onetime  a  favouritt'withthe  Dean. 
•j-   Which  the  Dean  in  vain  cxptfted^  In  return  for  a 


j rmaU  f>n 'fent  be  hadfent  to  tbe  frineefs. 
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"  His  time  was  come;  he  ran  his  race? 
"  We  hope  he's  in  a  better  place." 

Why  do  we  grieve  that  friends  fhould  die? 
No  lofs  more  eafy  to  fupply. 
One  year  is  paft  ;  a  different  fcene  ! 
No  farther  mention  of  the  JDeari, 
Who  now,  alas!  no  more  is  mifs'd, 
Than  if  he  never  did  exift. 
Where's  now  the  favourite  of  Apollo  ? 
Departed  '.——and  his  iuorks  muft  folloiv  j, 
Muft  undergo  the  common  fate; 
His  kind  of  wit  is  out  of  date. 

Some  country  fquire  to  Lintot  goes, 
Inquires  for  Swift  in  verfe  and  profe. 
Says  Lintot,  "  I  have  heard  the  name  ; 
"  He  dy'd  a  year  ago."—"  The  fame." 
He  fearches  all  the  fhop  in  vain. 
"  Sir,  you  may  find  them  in  Duck-lane  r 
"  I  fent  them,  with  a  load  of  books, 
"  Laft  Monday,  to  the  paftry-cook'sj 
"  To  fancy  they  could  live  a  year  ! 
tc  I  find  you're  but  a  ftranger  here. 
"  The  Dean  was  famous  in  his  time, 
"  And  had  a  kind  of  knack  at  rhyme.        « 
"  His  way  of  writing  now  is  paft  : 
"  The  town  has  got  a  better  taftc. 
"  I  keep  no  antiquated  fluff; 
"  But  fpick  and  fpan  I  have  enough. 
"  Pray,  do  but  give  me  leave  to  mow  'cm  f 
"  Here's  Colley  Gibber's  birth-day  poem. 
«  This  ode  you  never  yet  have  feen, 
«  By  Stephen  Duck,  upon  the  queeiu 
«  Then  here's  a  letter  finely  penn'd 
"  Againft  the  Craftfman  and  his  friend  : 
"  It  clearly  fhows  that  all  reflection: 
u  On  minifters  is  di  faffed  ion. 
"  Next,  here's  Sir  Robert's  vindication, 
«  And  Mr.  Henley's  laft  oration. 
"  The  hawkers  have  not  got  them  yet 
"  Your  honour  pleafe  to  buy  a  fet  ? 

"  Here's  Wolfton's  traces,  the  twelfth  edittorif 
"  'TJs  read  by  every  politician  : 
"  The  country-members,  when  in  town, 
"  To  all  their  boroughs  fend  theni  down  : 
"  You  never  met  a  thing  fo  fmart  ; 
"  The  courtiers  have  them  all  by  heart  : 
"  Thofe  maids  of  honour  who  can  read,. 
"  Are  taught  to  iife  them  for  their  creed. 
"  The  reverend  author's  good  intention 
"  Hath  been  rewarded  with  a  penfion  *: 
"  He  doth  an  honour  to  his  gown, 
"  By  bravely  running  prle^craft  down  ; 
"  He  fhows,  as  fure  as  God's  in  Glouceftcr, 
"  That  Mofes  was  a  grand  impoftor  ; 
"  That  all  his  miracles  were  cheats, 
"  Perfohn'cl  as  jugglers  do  their  feats: 
"  The  church  had  never  fuch  a  writer; 
"  A  fhame  he  hath  not  got  a  mitre  !" 

Suppofe  me  dead  ;  and  then  fuppofe 
A  club  affcmbled  at  the  Rofe  ; 
Where,  from  difcourfe  of  this  and  that,- 
I  grow  the  fubject  of  their  chat. 
And  while  they  tofs  my  name  about, 
With  favour  fome,  and  fome  without  } 
One,  quite  indifferent  in  the  caufe, 
My  character  impartial  draws. 


is  here  confounded  ivi 


POEM    S. 


*'  T3»e  Dean,  if  we  before  report, 

r<  Was  never  ill  receiv'd  at  court, 

"  Althongh,  ironically  grave, 

**  He  fham'd  the  fool,  and  lafli'd  the  knave ; 

"'  To  fleal  a  hint  was  never  known, 

**  But  what  he  writ  was  all  his  own." 
"  Sir,  I  have  heard  another  frory ; 

M  He  was  a  moft  confounded  Tory, 

"  And  grew,  or  he  is  much  bely'd, 

r<  Extremely  dull,  before  he  dy'd." 
"  Can  we  the  Drapier  then  forget  ? 

"  Is  not  our  nation  in  his  debt  ? 

"  'Twas  he  that  writ  the  Drapier's  letters!"-^ 

"  He  Ihould  have  left  them  for  his  letters  / 
"  We  had  a  hundred  slltr  men, 
"  Nor  need  defend  upon  his  pen.— 
"  Say  what  you  will  about  his  reading j 
*'   You  never  can  defend  his  breeding! 
*'  Who,  in  hkfatires  running  riot,         * 
"  Could  never  leave  the  world  in  quiet} 
*(  Attacking,  when  he  took  the  ii-him, 
*'  Court,  city,  cj.mp — all  one  to  him.— 
s<  But  why  would  he,  except  }\zjlobber  'Jt 
*'  Offend  OUT  patriot  great  Sir  Robert, 
"  Whofe  counfels  aid  the  fovereign  power 
*4  To  f  avs  the  nation  every  hour ! 
"  "Whutfrenes  of  evil  he  unravels 

*  Injatires,  libels,  lying  travels , 

**  Not  fparing  his  own  clergy  cloth, 
"  But  eats  into  it,  like  a  moth!" 

"  Perhaps  I  may  allow  the  Dean 
"  Had  too  much  fatire  in  his  vein, 
**  And  feem'd  determin'd  not  to  flarve  it, 
*'  Becaufe  no  age  could  more  deferve  it. 
"  Yet  malice  never  was  his  aim; 
a  He  lalh'd  the  vice,  but  fpar'd  the  name. 
«*  No  individual  could  refent, 
«'  Where  thoufands  equally  were  meant: 
*'  His  fatire  points  at  no  defed, 
**  But  what  all  mortals  may  correct; 
"  For  he  abhor'd  the  fenfelefs  tribe 
*'  Who  call  it  humour  when  they  gibe: 
*'  He  fpar'd  a  hump  or  crooked  nofe, 
«'  Whofe  owners  fot  not  up  for  beaux. 
"  True  genuine  dullnefs  mov'd  his  pity, 
"  Unlefs  it  oifer'd  to  be  witty. 
**  Thofe  who  their  ignorance  confeft, 
"  He  ne'er  offended  with  a  jeft; 
c<  But  laugh'd  to  hear  an  i?jot  quote  " 
"  A  verfe  from  Horace  learn'd  by  rote* 
"  Vice,  if  it  e'er  can  be  abafh'd, 
u  Muft  be  or  ridiculed,  or  lajb'd. 
"  If  you  repnt  it,  who's  to  blame  ? 
**  He  neither  knows  you,  nor  your  fiame. 

•  Should  vice  expedl  to  'fcape  rebuke, 
**  Becaufe  its  oivner  is  a  duke? 

"  His  friendfhips,  flill  to  few^confin'dj 
"  Were  always  of  the  middling  kind ; 
**  No  fools  of  rank,  or  mungrcl  breed, 
"  Who  fain  would  pafs  for  lords  indeed: 
"  Where  titles  give  no  right  or  power, 
"  And  peerage  is  a  wither'd  flower; 
"  He  would  have  dcem'd  it  a  difgrace, 

'  If  fuch  a  wretch  had  known  his  face. 
**  On  rural  fquires,  that  kingdom's  bane, 

;  He  vented  oft'  his  wrath  :n  vain: 

*****  *  fquires  to  market  brought, 
"  Who  fdl  their  fculs  and  *  *  *  *  for  nought: 


«  The  ******  *  *  go  joyful  back, 
"  To  rob  the  church,  their  tenants  rack; 
"  Go  macks  with  *****  juftices, 
"  And  keep  the  peace  to  pick  up  fees; 
"  In  every  jobb  to  have  a  {hare, 
"  A  gaol  or  turnpike  to  repair; 
"  And  turn  *******  to  public  roads 
"  Commodious  to  their  own  abodes. 

"  He  never  thought  an  honour  done  him, 
"  Becaufe  a  peer  was  proud  to  own  him; 
"  Would  rather  flip  afide,  and  chocfe 
"  To  talk  with  wits  in  dirty  fhoes; 
"  And  fcorn  the  tools  with  ftars  and  garters, 
"  So  often  feen  carefling  Chartres. 
"  He  never  courted  men  in  ftation, 
"   Nor  per  Tons  held  itt  admiration  ; 
"  Of  no  man's  greatnefs  was  afraid, 
"  Becaufe  he  fought  for  ho  man's  aid. 
"  Though  trufted  long  in  great  affairs, 
"  He  gave  himfelf  fio  haughty  airs  : 
"  Without  regarding  private  ends, 
"  Spent  all  his  credit  for  his  friends; 
"  And  only  chofe  the  wife  and  good ; 
"  No  flatterers  ;  no  allies  ih  blood : 
"  But  fuccour'd  virtue  in  diftrefs, 
"  And  fddcm  fail'd  of  good  fuccefs ; 
"  As  numbers  in  their  hearts  muft  own, 
"  Who,  but  for  him,  had  been  unknown, 

"  He  kept  with  princes  due  decorum; 
"  Yet  never  flood  in  awe  before  'em. 
"  He  follow'd  David's  leffoh  jufl ; 
"  In  princes  never  put  his  trull : 
"  And,  t^'otild  you  make  him  truly  four, 
"  Provoke  him  with  a  Have  in  powfer. 
"  The  Irifli  fenate  if  you  nam'd, 
"  With  what  impatience  he  dcclairii'd ! 
"  Fair  LIBERTY  Xvas  all  his  cry  ; 
"  For  her  he  flood  prepar'd  to  die ; 
"  For  her  he  boldly  flood  alone  ; 
"  For  her  he  oft'  expos'd  his  own. 

Two  kingdoms,  jiift  ?s  faction  led, 

Had  fet  a  price  upon  his  head ; 

But  not  a  traitor  could  be  found, 
"  To  fell  him  for  fix  hundred  pound. 

"  Had  he  but  fpar'd  his  tongue  and  pefl^ 
"  He  might  have  rcfe  like  other  men  : 
"  But  power  was  never  in  his  thought, 
"  And  wealth  he  valued  not  a  groat : 
"  Ingratitude  he  often  fbnnd, 
"  And  pity'd  thofe  who  meant  the  wo»nd  Jt 
"  But  kept  the  tenor  of  his  mind, 
"  To  merit  well  of  humah-kihd  3 
"  Nor  made  a  facrifiec  of  thofe 
"  WTho  ftill  v/ere  true,  to  pleafe  his  fqes; 
"  He  labour'd  many  a  fruitlefs  hour, 
"  To  reconcile  his  friends  in  power ; 

Saw  mifchief  by  a  faction  brewing, 

While  they  pnrfued  each  other's  ruin. 

But,  finding  vain  was  all  his  care, 
"  He  left  the  court  in  mere  defpair. 

"  And,  oh  !  how  fhort  af6  humafi  fchemes ! 
"  Here  ended  all  our  golden  dreams. 
"  What  St.  John's  flcill  in  ftate affairs, 
"  What  Orhiond's  valour^  Oxford's  cares, 
«•  To  fave  their  finking  country  lent, 
"  Was  all  deftrcy'd  by  one  event. 
"  Too  foon  that  precious  life  was  endodj 
"  On  vvhich  Sflcn-^  pur  weal  depended. 
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*«  When  up  a  dangerous  fa&lon  ftartS, 

"  With  wrath  and  vengeance  in  their  hearts  ; 

*'   ]$yfvle»tn  league  and  covenant  bound, 

*'  To  ruin,  flaughter,  and  confound  ; 

*'  To  turn  religion  to  a  fable, 

*c  And  make  the  government  a  Babel ; 

*'  Pervert  the  laws,  difgrace  the  gown, 

*<  Corrupt  the  fenate,  rob  the  crown  \ 

n  To  facrifice  old  England's  glory, 

*'  And  make  her  infamous  in  ftory  : 

"  When  fuch  a  tempeft  fhook  the  land, 

"  How  could  unguarded  virtue  {land  1 

"  With  horror,  grief,  defpair,  the  Dean 
"  Beheld  the  dii'e  deftruclive  fcene : 
*'  His  friends  in  exile,  or  the  Tower, 
•*  Himfelf  within  the  frown  of  power  ; 
«'  P\  rfued  by  bafe  in  venom' d  pens, 

"  Far  to  the  land  of  f and  fens ; 

"  A  fervile  race  in  folly  nurs'd, 

**  Who  trickle  moft,  when  treated  worft. 

"  By  innocence  and  refolution, 
*'  He  bore  continual  perfecution ; 
"  While  numbers  to  preferment  rofe, 
**  Whofe  merit  was  to  be  his  foes  ; 
**  When  ev'n  his  oivn  familiar  friends , 
"*  Intent  upon  their  private  ends, 
*'  Like  renegadces  now  he  feels, 
**  Againf!  him  I  if  ling  up  l&ir  heels. 

"  The  Dean  did,  by  his  pen,  defeat 
*'  An  infamous  deftruclive  cheat ; 
*'  Taught  fools  their  intereft  how  to  huow, 
"  And  gave  them  arms  to  ward  the  blow. 
"  Envy  hath  qwn'd  it  was  his  doing, 
*'  To  five  that  haplefs  land  from  ruin ; 
*'  While  they -who  at  the  fleerage  flood, 
"  And  reap'd  the  profit,  fought  his  blood. 

**  To  fave  them  from  their  evil  fate, 
*'  In  him  was  held  a  crime  of  flate. 
"  A  wicked  monfler  on  the  bench, 
«*  Whofe  fury  blood  could  never  quench  ; 
*'  As  vile  and  profligate  a  villain, 
"  As  modern  Scroggs,  or  old  Treffilian  ; 
"  Who  long  all  juftice  had  difcarded, 
44   Nor  fear 'd  be  God,  nor  man  regarded; 
**  Vow'd  on  the  Dean  his  rage  to  vent, 
«'  And  make  him  of  his  zeal  repent :  , 
*'  But  heaven  his  innocence  defends, 
"  The  grateful  people  ftand  his  friends  5 
*'  Not  itrains  of  law,  nor  judges'  frown, 
"  Nor  topics  brought  to  plcufe  the  crown, 
**  Nor  witnefs  hir'd,  nor  jury  pick' d, 
**  Prevail  to  bring  him  in  convicl. 
"  In  exile,  with  a  fleady  heart, 
*'  He  fpent  his  life's  declining  part ; 
"  Where  folly,  pride,  and  faction  fway, 
*<  Remote  from  St.  John,  Pope,  and  Gay." 

"  Alas,  poor  Dean  !  his  only  fcope 
"  Was  to  be  held  '•&.  wfanthrope. 
*'  This  into  general  odium  drew  him, 
•c   Which  if  he  lik'd,  much  good  may*t  do  him. 
*'  His  zeal  was  net  to  lafh  our  crimes^ 
«'  But  difcontent  agaiufl  the  times  : 
*'  For,  had  we  made  him  timely  offers 
<«  To  raife  his  po/t,  ur  fll  his  coffers, 
*<•  Perhaps  he  might  have  truckled  down, 
•'  Like  other  brethren  of  his  goiun  ; 
«'  For  forty  he  would  fcarce  have  bled  :— 
"  I  fay  no  more— becaufe  he' 


What  writings  has  he  left  behind  ?" 
"  I  hear  they're  of  a  different  kind  : 
A  fe\v  in  verfe  ;  but  moft  in  profe — " 
"   Some  bigh-jlO'wn  pamphlets,  I  fuppofe  :-^ 
All  fcribbled  in  the  worfl  of  limes, 
To  palliate  his  friend  Oxford's  crimes ", 
To  praife  queen  Anne,  nay  more,  defend  her, 
'  As  never  favouring  the  Pretender  : 
'  Of  libels  yet  conceal' d  from  fight, 
(  Againfl  the  court  to  fhow  \\isrfpite  : 
1   Perhaps  his  travels, part  the  third; 
A  lie  at  everyfecofid  ivord— 
Offenfive  to  a  loyal  ear  : — 
But — not  one  fermon,  you  mzyftvearS* 
"  He  knew  an  hundred  pleating  flories, 
With  all  the  turns  of  Whigs  and  Tories  : 
'  Was  cheerful  to  his  dying-day ; 
"  And  friends  would  let  hiin  have  his  way* 

"  As  for  his  works  in  verfe  or  profe, 
'  I  own  myfelf  no  judge  of  thofe. 
;t  Nor  can  I  tell  what  critics  thought  them  ; 
"  But  this  I  know,  all  people  bought  them, 

As  with  a  moral  view  defign'd, 
"  To  fleaf;  and  to  reform  mankind  : 
"  And,  if  he  often  mifs'd  his  aim, 
"  The  world  mutt,  own  it  to  their, ft>amey 
"  The  praife  is  bis,  and  theirs  the  blame. 
"  He  gave  the  little  wealth  he  had 
"  To  build  a  houfe  for  fools  and  mad  ; 
"  To  fhow,  by  one  fatiric  touch, 
"  No  nation  wanted  it  fo  much. 
"  That  kingdom  he  hath  left  his  debtor, 
"  I  wifh  it  foon  may  have  a  better. 
"  And,  fincc  you  dread  no  further  lafoes, 
"  Methinks  you  may  forgive  his  ajbes" 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  TWO  FRIENDS  *. 

TO  DR.  HELSHAM. 


SIR,  Nov.  23,  at  night,  I73T.. 

WHEN  I  left  you,  I  foundmyfelf  of  the  grape'sjuice 
I'm  fo  full  of  pity, !  never  abufe  fick  ;  [fick  ; 

And  the  patienteft  patient  that  ever  you  knew  fick* 
Both  when  I  am  purge-fick,  and  when  I  am  fpew-fick. 
I  pitied  my  cat,  whom  I  knew  by  her  mew  fick  ;    , 
She  mended  at  firfl,  but  now  fhe's  a-new  fick. 
Captain  Butler  made  f  jme  in  the  church  black  and 

blue  fick  ;  [all  pew-fick. 

Dean  Crofs,  had  he  preach'd,  would  have  made  u» 
Are  not  you,  in  a  crowd  when  you  fweat  and  flew, 

fick?  [fick, 

Lady  Santry  got  out  of  the  church  when  fhe  grew 
And,  as  fail  as  fhe  could,  to  the  deanry  flew  fick.  . 
Mifs  Morice  was  (I  can  affure  you  'tis  true)  fick  : 
For,  who  would  not  be  in  that  numerous  crew  fick  ? 
Such  mufic  would  make  a  fanatic  or  Jew  fick, 
Yet,  ladies  are  feldom  at  ombre  or  lue  fick  :        [fick. 
Nor  is  old  Nanny  Shales,  whene'er  fhe  does  brew, 
My  footman  came  home  from  the  church  of  abruife 

fick,  [fick; 

And  look'd  like  a  rake,  who  was  made  in  the  flews 

*  This  medley  (for  it  cannot  be  called  a  poem)  Is  given 
as  a  fpecimen  of  thofe  bagatelles  for  which  the  Dean 
hath  perhaps  been  too  f  merely  cenfured.  Some,  ivbifk 
litre  fill  more  exceptionable  >  artfuppre/ed. 
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But  you  learned  do&ors  can  make  whom  you  dioofe 

fick : 

And  poor  I  myfelf  was,  when  I  withdrew,  fick ; 
For  the  finell  of  them  made  me  like  garlic  and  rue 

fick,  [clue,  fick. 

And  I  got  through  the  crowd,  though  not  let  by  a 
You  hop'd  to  findmany  (for  that  was  your  cue)  fick; 
But  there  was  not  a  dozen  (to  give  them  their  due) 

fick, 

And  thofe,  to  be  fure,  ftuck  together  like  glew,fick. 
So  are  ladies  in  crowds,  when  they  fqueeze  and  they 

fcrew,  fick.  [hue,  fick ; 

You  may  find  they  are  all,  by  their  yellow  pale 
So  am  I,  when  tobacco,  like  Robin,  I  chew,  fick. 

TO  DR.  SHERIDAN. 

IF  I  write  any  more, it  will  make  my  poor  mufe  fick. 
This  night  1  came  home  with  a  very  cold  dew  fick, 
And  I  wifh  I  may  foon  be  not  of  an  ague  fick  ; 
But  I  hope  I  firall  ne'er  be,  like  you,  of  a  fhrew  fick, 
Who  often  has  made  me,  by  looking  aikew,  fick. 

DR.  HELSHAM's  ANSWER. 

THE  doctor's  firft  rhyme  would  make  any  Jew  fick : 
I  know  it  has  made  a  fine  lady  in  blue  fick, 
For  which  fhe  is  gone  in  a  coach  to  Killbrew  fick, 
,   JLike  a  hen  I  once  had,  from  a  fox  when  fhe  flew  fick. 
Laft  Monday  a  lady  at  St.  Patrick's  did  fpew  fick, 
And  made  all  the  reft  of  the  folks  in  the  pew  fick ; 
The  furgeon  who  bled  her,  his  lancet  out  drew  fick, 
And  ftopt  the  diflemper,  as  being  but  new  fick. 
The  yacht,  the  laft  ftorm,  had  ail  her  whole  crew 
fick  ;  [and  you  fick  : 

Had  we  two  been  there,  it  would  have  made  me 
A  lady  that  long'd,  is  by  eating  of  glew  fick  ; 
Did  you  ever  know  one  in  a  very  good  QJick  ? 
Tm  told  that  my  wife  is  by  winding  a  clue  fick  ; 
The  doctors  have  made  her  by  rhyme  and  by  rue 
fick.  [threw  fick, 

There's  a  gamefter  in  town,  for  a  throw  that  he 
And  yet  the  old  trade  of  his  dice  he'll  purfue  fick; 
I've  known  an  old  mifer  for  paying  his  due  fick; 
At  prefent  I'm  grown  by  a  pinch  of  my  fhoe  fick, 
And  what  would  you  have  me  with  verfesto  do  fick? 
Send  rhymes,  and  I'll  fend  you  fome  others  in  lieu 
Of  rhymes  I've  a  plenty,  [fick. 

And  therefore  fend  twenty. 
Anfwered  the  fame  day  when  fent,  No\^  33. 
I  defire  you  will  carry  brth  thefe  to  the  do&or, 
together  with  his  cv.-n;  and  let  him  know  we  are 
not  perfons  to  be  infulted. 

"  Can  you  match  with  me, 
«l  Who  fend  thirty-three  ? 
"  You  muft  get  fourteen  more, 
"  To  make  up  thirty-four  : 
"  But,  if  me  you  can  conquer, 
"  I'll  own  you  a  ftrong  cur  *." 
This  morning  I'm  growing  by  fmelling  of  yew 

fick  ; 
My  brother's  come  over  with  gold  from  Peru  fick; 


*  Ibe  lines  "  thus  mark  d"  tvere  written  by  Dr. 
Swift,  at  the  bottom  of  Dr.  Hdjham's  twenty  lines;  and 
the  following  fourteen  were  afterwards  added  on  tbefam: 
paper , 


Laft  night  I  caftie  home  in  a  ftorm  that  then  blew  fick  * 
This  moment  my  dog  at  a  cat  I  halloo  fick; 
1  hear,  from  good  hands,  that  my  poor  coufin  Hugh's 
By  quaffing  a  bottle,  and  pulling  a  fcrew  fick:  [fick, 
And  now  there's  nomore  I  can  write  (you'llexcufe) 
You  fee  that  I  fcorn  to  mention  word  mufic.  [fick ; 

I'll  do  my  beft, 

To  fend  the  reft ; 

Without  a  jeft, 

I'll  ftand  the  teft.  [fick ; 

Thefe  lines  that  I  fend  you,  I  hope  you'll  perufe 
I'll  make  you  with  writing  a  little  more  news  fick: 
Laft  night  I  came  home  with  drinking  of  booze  fick; 
My  carpenter  {wears  that  he'll  hack  and  he'll  hew 
An  officer's  lady,  I'm  told,  is  tattoo  fick  :         [fick  ; 
I'm  afraid  that  the  line  thirty-four  you  will  view- 
Lord  !  I  could  write  a  dozen  more ;  [fick. 
You  fee,  I've  mounted  thirty-four. 


EPIGRAM, 

ON  THE  BUSTS  *  IN  RICHMOND  HERMITAGE.  173*. 

"  Sic  fibi  laetantur  dodu" 

WITH  honour  thus  by  Carolina  plac'd, 
How  are  thefe  venerable  buftoes  grac'd  ! 
O  Queen,  with  more  than  regal  title  crown'd, 
For  love  of  arts  and  piety  renown'd! 
How  do  the  friends  of  virtue  joy  to  fee 
Her  darling  fons  exalted  thus  by  thee  ! 
Nought  to  their  fame  can  now  be  added  more, 
Rever'd  by  her  whom  all  mankind  adore. 

ANOTHER. 

LEWIS  the  living  learned  fed, 
And  rais'd  the  fcientific  head  : 
Our  frugal  Queen,  to  fave  her  meat, 
Exalts  the  head  that  cannot  eat. 


A   CONCLUSION 

n  from  the  above  Epigrams  ,  and  fent  to  the  Drafter* 

SINCE  Anna,  whofe  bounty  thy  merits  had  fed, 
Ere  her  own  was  laid  low,  had  exalted  thy  head  ; 
And  fince  our  good  Queen  to  the  wife  is  fo  juft, 
To  raife  heads  for  fuch  as  are  humbled  in  duft  ; 
I  wonder,  good  man,  that  you  arc  not  envaulted  ; 
Pr'ythee,  go  and  be  dead,  and  be  doubly  exalted. 

Dr.  Swift'*  Atifzver. 

HER  majefty  never  fhall  be  my  cxalter; 
And  yet  fhe  would  raife  me,  I  know,  by  a  haker  ! 

TO  THE  REVEREND  DR.  SWIFT, 

With  a  prefent  of  a  Paper-Bool;,  finely  bound,  on  bis 

birth-day,  November  30.  1732. 

BY    JOHN    EARL    OF     ORRERT. 

To  thee,  Dear  Swift,  thefe  fpotlefs  leaves  I  fend, 
Small  is  the  prefent,  but  fincere  the  friend. 


*  Newton,  Lwke,  Clarke,  and  Wvolajlon. 


THE  WORKS   OF  SWIFT, 


Think  not  fo  poor  a  book  below  thy  care  ; 

"Who  knows  the  price  that  thou  canft  make  it  bear? 

Though  taudry  now,  and  like  Tyrilla's  face, 

The  ipecious  front  mines  out  with  borrow'd  grace ; 

Though  pafte-boards,  glittering  like  a  tinfel'd  coat, 

A  rafa  tabula  within  denote  : 

Yet,  if  a  venal  and  corrupted  age, 

And  modern  vices,  fhould  provoke  thy  rage ; 

If,  warn'd  once  more  by  their  impending  fate, 

A  finking  country  and  an  injur'd  ftate 

Thy  great  affiftance  fhould  again  demand, 

And  call  forth  reafon  to  defend  the  land ; 

Then  fhall  we  view  thefe  flieets  with  glad  furprife 

Infpir'd  with  thought,  and  fpeaking  to  our  eyes : 

Each  vacant  fpace  fliall  then,  enrich'd,  difpenfe 

True  force  of  eloquence,  and  nervous  fenfe ; 

Inform  the  judgment,  animate  the  heart, 

And  facred  rules  of  policy  impart. 

The  fpangled  covering,  bright  with  fplendid  ore, 

Shall  cheat  the  fight  with  empty  mow  no  more ; 

But  lead  us  inward  to  thofe  golden  mines, 

"Where  all  thy  foul  in  native  luftre  mines. 

So  when  the  eye  furveys  fome  lovely  fair, 

With  bloom  of  beauty  grac'd,  with  fhape  and  air; 

How  is  the  rapture  heightened,  when  we  find 

Her  form  excell'd  by  her  celeftial  mind ! 

VERSES  LEFT  WITH  A  SILVER  STANDISH 

ON  THE 

DEAN  OF  ST.  PATRICK'S  DESK, 

ON  HIS  BIRTH-DAY. 
BY  DR.  DELANY. 

HITHER  from  Mexico  I  came, 
To  ferve  a  proud  lernian  dame : 
"Was  long  fubmitted  to  her  will  j 
At  length  fhe  loft  me  at  quadrille. 
Through  various  fliapes  I  often  pafs'd* 
Still  hoping  to  have  reft  at  laft  ; 
And  ftill  ambitious  to  obtain 
Admittance  to  the  patriot  dean ; 
And  fometimes  got  within  his  door, 
But  foon  turn'd  out  to  ferve  the  poor*; 
Not  ftrolling  idlenefs  to  aid, 
But  honeft  induftry  decay'd. 
At  length  an  artift  purchas'd  me, 
And  wrought  me  to  the  fhape  you  fee. 

This  done,  to  Hermes  I  apply'd : 
**  O  Hermes  !  gratify  my  pride ; 
"  Be  it  my  fate  to  ferve  a  fage, 
"  The  greateft  genius  of  his  age ; 
*'  That  matchlefs  pen  let  me  fupply, 
*'  Whofe  living  lines  will  never  die  P* 

I  grant  your  fuit,  the  God  reply 'd ; 
And  here  he  left  me  to  refide. 


VERSES 

OCCASIONED  BY 

THE  FOREGOING  PRESENTS. 

A  PAPER  book  is  fent  by  Boyle, 
Too  neatly  gilt  for  me  to  foil. 


Alluding  to  5OO/.  a-year  lent  by  tie  Dian, 
inter?/,  to  potr  tradefmtn. 


Delany  fends  a 

When  I  no  more  a  pen  can  brandi£h> 

Let  both  around  my  tomb  be  plac'd> 

As  trophies  of  a  mufe  dec^ns'd  : 

And  let  the  friendly  lines  they  writ, 

In  praife  of  long-departed  wit, 

Be  grav'd  on  either  fide  in  columns, 

More  to  my  praife  than  all  my  volume% 

To  burft  with  envy,  fpite,  and  rage, 

The  Vandals  of  the  prefent  age. 


BEASTS  CONFESSION  TO  THE  PRIEST, 

On  olferving  hoiu  mnjl  men  mijlake  their  oivn  talents, 
173*. 

WHEN  beads  could  fpeak  (the  learned  fay, 

They  ftill  can  do  fo  every  day), 

It  feems/they  had  religion  then, 

As  much  as  now  we  find  in  men. 

It  happen'd,  when  a  plague  broke  out 

(Which  therefore  made  them  more  devout )> 

The  king  of  brutes  (to  make  it  plain, 

Of  quadrupeds  I  only  mean) 

By  proclamation  gave  command, 

That  every  fubjecl  in  the  land 

Should  to  the  priefi  confefs  their  fins  ; 

And  thus  the  pious  wolf  begins  : 

Good  father,  I  rnuft  own  with  fhamer 
That  often  I  have  been  to  blame : 
I  muft  confefs,  on  Friday  laft, 
Wretch  that  I  was  f  I  broke  my  faft  ; 
But  I  defy  the  bafeft  tongue 
To  prove  I  did  my  neighbour  wrong ; 
Or  ever  went  to  feek  my  food 
By  rapine,  theft,  or  thirft  of  blood. 

The  afs,  approaching  next,  confefs'd, 
That  in  his  heart  he  lov'd  a  jeft  : 
A  wag  he  was,  he  needs  muft  own, 
And  could  not  let  a  dunce  alone  ; 
Sometimes  his  friend  he  would  not  fpare. 
And  might  perhaps  be  too  fevere  •. 
But  yet,  the  worft  that  could  be  faid, 
He  was  a  wit  both  born  and  bred  ; 
And,  if  it  be  a  fin  or  fhame, 
Nature  alone  muft  bear  the  blame : 
One  fault  he  hath,  is  forry  for't, 
His  ears  are  half  a  foot  too  fhort ; 
Which  could  he  to  the  ftandard  bring, 
He'd  /how  his  face  before  the  king  : 
Then  for  his  voice,  there's  none  difputes 
That  he's  the  nightingale  of  bmtes. 

The  fwine  with  contrite  heart  allow'ds 
His  fhape  and  beauty  made  him  proud ; 
In  diet  was  perhaps  too  nice, 
But  gluttony  was  ne'er  his  vice : 
In  every  turn  of  life  content. 
And  meekly  took  what  fortune  fent : 
Inquire  through  all  the  parifh  round, 
A  better  neighbour  ne'er  was  found  : 
His  vigilance  might  fome  difpleafe  ; 
'Tis  true,  he  hated  floth  like  peafe. 

The  mimic  ape  began  his  chatter, 
How  evil  tongues  his  life  befpatter: 
Much  of  the  cenfuring  world  complained. 
Who  faid,  hi*  gravity  was  feign'd ; 
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Indeed  the  ftri&nefs  of  his  morals 
JEngag'd  him  in  a  hundred  quarrels: 
He  faw,  and  he  was  griev'd  to  fee't, 
His  zeal  was  fometimes  indifcreet  : 
He  found  his  virtues  too  fevere 
For  our  corrupted  times  to  bear  : 
Yet  fuch  -a  lewd  licentious  age 
Might  well  excufe  a  Stoic's  rage. 

The  goat  advanc'd  with  decent  pace, 
And  firft  excus'd  his  youthful  face  ; 
Forgivenefs  begg'd,  that  he  appear'd 
('Twas  nature's  fault)  without  a  heard. 
"Tis  true,  he  was  not  much  inclin'd 
"To  fondnefs  for  the  female  kind  ; 
Not,  as  his  enemies  object, 
From  chance,  or  natural  defect  ; 
Not  by  his  frigid  conftitution  ; 
JBut.  through  a  pious  refolution  : 
For  he  had  made  a  holy  vow 
Of  chaftity,  as  monks  do  now  ; 
Which  he  refolv'd  to  keep  for  ever  hence, 
And  ftrictly  too,  as  doth  his  *  Reverence. 

Apply  the  tale,  and  you  fliall  find 
How  juft  it  fuits  with  human-kind. 
Some  faults  we  own  :  but,  can  you  guefs? 
—Why,  virtues  carried  to  excefs, 
Wherewith  our  vanity  endows  us, 
Though  neither  foe  nor  friend  allows  us. 

The  lawyer  fwears  (you  may  rely  on't) 
He  never  fqueez'd  a  needy  client  ; 
And  this  he  makes  his  conftant  rule  ; 
For  which  his  brethren  call  him  fool  ; 
His  confcience  always  was  fo  nice, 
He  freely  gave  the  poor  advice  ; 
By  which  he  loft,  he  may  affirm, 
A  hundred  fees  laft  Eafter-tcrm. 
While  others  of  the  learned  robe 
Wo  old  break  the  patience  of  a  Job. 
No  pleader  at  the  bar  could  match 
His  diligence  and  quick  difpatch  ; 
Ne'er  kepv  a  caufe,  he  well  may  boaft, 
Above  a  term,  or  two  at  inoft. 

The  cringing  knave  who  feeks  a  place 
Without  fuccefs,  thus  tells  his  cafe  : 
Why  fhould  he  longer  mince  the  matter  ? 
He  fail'd,  becaufe  he  could  not  flatter  ; 
He  had  hot  learn'd  to  turn  his  coat, 
Nor  for  a  party  give  his  vote  : 
His  crime  he  quickly  underftood  ; 
Too  zealous  for  the  nation's  good: 
He  found  the  minifters  refent  it, 
Yet  could  not  for  his  heart  repent  it. 

The  chaplain  vows  he  cannot  fawn, 
Though  it  would  raife  him  to  the  lawn  : 
He  pafs'd  his  hours  among  his  books  ; 
You  find  it  in  his  meagre  looks  : 
He  might,  if  he  were  worldly  wife, 
Preferment  get,  and  fpare  his  eyes; 
But  own'd  he  had  a  ftubborn  fpirjt, 
That  made  him  truft  alone  to  merit  : 
Would  rife  by  merit  to  promotion; 
Alas!  a  mere  .chimeric  notion. 

The  doctor,  if  you  will  believe  him, 
Confefs'd  a  fin;  and,  (God  forgive  him!) 
Call'd  up  at  midnight,  ran  to  fave 
A  blind  «ld  beggar  from  the  grave; 


*  Tfofriejt  bis  eo 


But  fee  how  Satan  fpr;ads  his  fnaresj 
He  quite  forgot  to  fay  his  prayers. 
He  cannot  help  it  for  his  heart 
Sometimes  to  act  the  parfon's  part: 
Quotes  from  the  Bible  many  a  fentence, 
That  moves  his  patients  to  repentance ; 
And,  when  his  medicines  do  no  good, 
Supports  their  minds  with  heavenly  food, 
At  which,  however  well  intended, 
He  hears  the  clergy  are  offended, 
And  grown  fo  bold  behind  his  back* 
To  call  him  hypocrite  and  quack. 
In  his  own  church  he  keeps  a  feat; 
Says  grace  before  and  after  meat ; 
And  calls,  without  affe&ing  airs, 
His  houfehold  twice  a  day  to  prayers. 
He  fhans  apothecaries'  mops, 
And  hates  to  cram  the  fick  with  flops; 
He  fcorris  to  make  his  art  a  trade, 
Nor  bribes  my  lady's  favourite  maid  . 
Old  Rurfc-keepers  would  never  hire, 
To  recommend  him  to  the  fijuire ; 
Which  others,  whom  he  will  not  name, 
Have  often  praftis'd  to  their  Siame. 

The  ftatefman  tells  you,  with  a./neert 
His  fault  is  to  be  tooJiKcere  ; 
And,  having  no  finifter  ends, 
Is  apt  to  difoblige  his  friends. 
The  nation's  good,  his  matter's  glory^ 
Without  regard  to  Whig  or  Tory, 
Were  all  the  fchemes  he  had  in  view; 
Yet  he  was  feconded  ,by  few  : 
Though  fome  had  fpread  a  trraufand  lies, 
'Twas  he  defeated  the  excife. 
'Twas  known,  though  he  had  borne  afperfioE; 
ThaijfcMtfiwi  troops  were  his  averfion : 
His  practice  was,  in  every  ftationx 
To  ferve  the  king,  and  pleafe  the  nation  j 
Though  hard  to  find  in  every  cafe 
The  fitte-ft  man  ts  fill  a  place  : 
His  promifes  he  ne'er  forgot, 
But  took  me  -orials  on  the  fpot : 
His  enemies,-  for  want  of  charity, 
Said,  he  affected  popularity  : 
"Fis  true,  the  people  underft-ood, 
That  all  he  did  was  for  their  good? 
Their  kind  affections  ;he  ;has  try'd; 
No  love  is  loft  on  either  fide. 
He  came  -to  court  with  fortune  clear, 
Which  now  he  runs  out  every  year; 
Muft,  at  the  rate  that  he  goes  on, 
Inevitably  be  undone : 
Oh !  if  his  Majefty  would  pleafe 
To  give  him  but  a  writ  of  eafe, 
Would  grant  him  licence  to  retire, 
As  ii  hath  long  been  his  defire, 
By  fair  accounts  it  would  be  found, 
He's  poorer  by  ten  thoufsnd  pound. 
He  owns,  and  hopes  it  is  no  fin, 
He  ne'er  was  partial  to  his  kin ; 
He  thought  it  bafe  for  men  in  ftations 
To  crowd  the  court  with  their  relations ; 
His  country  was  his  deareft  mother, 
And  every  virtuous  man  his  brother; 
Through  modefty  or  awkward  fhame 
(For  which  he  owns  himfelf  to  blame)' 
He  found  the  wifeft  man  he  could, 
Without  refped  to  friends  or  blood 
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Nor  never  afts  .on  private  views, 
When  he  hath  liberty  to  choofe. 

The  fharper  fwore  he  hated  play, 
Except  to  pafs  an  hour  away : 
And  well  he  might ;  for,  to  his  coll, 
By  want  of  fkill  he  always  loft : 
He  heard  there  was  a  club  of  cheats, 
Who  had  contriv'd  a  thoufand  feats; 
Could  change  the  flock,  or  cog  a  die, 
And  thus  deceive  the  iharpefl  eye. 
Nor  wonder  how  his  fortune  funk ; 
His  brothers  fleece  him  when  he's  drunk. 

I  own  the  moral  not  exadl . 
Befides,  the  tale  is  falfe  in  fac~l; 
And  fo  abfurd,  that,  could  I  raife  up 
From  fields  Elyfian,  fabling  ^~£fop, 
I  would  accufe  him  to  his  lace 
For  libelling  the  four-foot  race. 
Creatures  of  every  kind  but  o.urs 
Well  comprehend  their  natural  powers} 
While  we,  whom  reafon  ought  to  fway, 
M iflake  our  talents  every  day. 
The  afs  was  never  known  fo  flupid. 
To  a6t  the  part  of  Tray  or  Cupid; 
Nor  leaps  Ujpon  his  mafter's  lap, 
There  to  be  ftroak'd,  and  fed  with  pap, 
As  JEfop  would  the  world  perfuade ; 
He  better  underftands  his  trade  : 
Nor  comes,  whene'er  his  lady  whiflles ; 
But  carries  loads,  and  feeds  on  thiflles. 
Our  author's  meaning,  \  prefume,  is 
A  creature  bipes  et  Implumis ; 
Wherein  the  moralift  defign'd 
A  compliment  on  human-kind : 
For  here  he  owns,  that  now  and  then 
Beafls  may  degenerate  into  men. 

ADVICE  TO  A  PARSON.    173*. 

WOULD  you  rife  in  the  church?  be  flupid  and  dull; 
Be  empty  of  learning,  of  infolence  full ; 
Though  lewd  and  immoral,  be  formal  and  grave, 
In  flattery  an  artifl,  in  Fawning  •&jlai)e; 
No  merit,  no,  fcience,  no  virtue,  is  wanting 
In  him  that's  accomplifh'd  in  cringing  and  canting. 
Be  fludious  to  praftife  true  meannefs  offpirit; 
For  who  but  Lord  Bolton  *  was  mitred  for  merit  ? 
Would  you  wifh  to  be  wrapt  in  a  rochet  F  in  fhort, 
Be  pox'd  and.profane  as  F — n  or  Horte  j. 

THE  PARSON'S  CASE. 

THAT  you,  friend  Marcus,  like  a  Stoic, 
Can  wifh  to  die  in  ilrains  heroic, 
No  real  fortitude  implies : 
Yet,  all  muft  own,  thy  wifh  is  wife. 
Thy  curate's  place,  thy  fruitful  wife. 
Thy  bufy,  drudging  fcene  of  life, 
Thy  infolent,  illiterate  vicar, 
Thy  want  of  alUconfoling  liquor, 
Thy  thread-bare  gown,  thy  caflbck  rent, 
Thy  credit  funk,  thy  money  (pent, 
Thy  week  made  up  of  fafting  days, 
Thy  grate  uncqnfcious  of  a  blaze, 


Tt«n  archbifiop  of  Cafiel 
At  that  time  bjjbof  of 


And,  to  complete  thy  other  curfes, 
'he  quarterly  demands  of  nurfes. 
Are  ills  you  wifely  wifh  to  leave, 
And  fly  for  refuge  to  the  grave: 
And,  oh,  what  virtues  you  exprefs, 
n  wifhing  fuch  afRiclion  lefs! 

But  now,  fhould  fortune  fhift  the  fcenc, 
And  make  thy  curatefhip  a  dean  ; 
)r  fome  rich  benefice  provide, 
To  pamper  luxury  and  pride ; 
With  labour  fmall,  and  income  great  ; 
With  chariot  lefs  for  ufe  than  flate ; 
With  fwelling  fcarf  and  gloffy  gown, 
And  licence  to  refide  in  town  ; 
To  fhine,  where  all  the  gay  refort, 
At  concerts,  coffechoufe,  or  court, 
And  weekly  perfecute  his  grace 
With  vifits,  or  to  beg  a  place  ; 
With  underlings  they  flock  to  teach, 
With  no  defire  to  pray  or  preach ; 
With  haughty  fpoufe  in  vcflure  fine, 
With  plenteous  meals  and  generous  wine  ; 
Wouldfl  thou  not  wifh,  in  fo  much  cafe, 
Thy  years  as  numerous  as  thy  days  ? 


HARDSHIP  UPON  THE  LADIES.  1733. 

POOR  ladies!  though  their  bufmefs  be  to  play, 
'Tis  hard  they  mufl  be  bufy  night  and  day  : 
Why  fhould  they  want  the  privilege  of  men, 
IsTor  take  fome  fmall  diverfions  now  and  then  ? 
Had  women  been  the  makers  of  our  laws 
(And  why  they  were  not,  I  can  fee  no  caufe), 
The  men  fhould  fiave  at  cards  from  morn  to  night; 
And  fernale  plcafures  be  to  read  and  write. 

A  LOVE  SONG, 

Itf  THE  MODERN  TASTE. 


FLUTTERING  fpread  thy  purple  pinions, 
Gentle  Cupid,  o'er  my  heart  ; 

I  a  flave  in  thy  dominions  ; 
Nature  muft  give  way  to  art. 

Mild  Arcadians,  ever  blooming, 
Nightly  nodding  o'er  your  flocks, 

See  my  weary  days  confuming 
All  beneath  yon  flowery  rocks. 

Thus  the  Cyprian  goddefs  weeping 
Mourn'd  Adonis,  darling  youth; 

Him  the  boar,  in  filence  creeping, 
Gor'd  with  unrelenting  tooth. 

Cynthia,  tune  harmonious  numbers  5 
Fair  difcretion,  firing  the  lyre; 

Soothe  my  ever-waking  liumbcrs  ; 
Bright  Apollo,  lend  thy  choir. 

Gloomy  Plu';o,  king  of  terrors, 
Arm'd  in  adamantine  chains, 

Lead  me  to  the  cryfial  mirrors, 
Watering  foft  Elyfian  plains. 

Mournful  cyprefs,  verdant  willow, 
Gilding  my  Aurelia'*  brows, 

Morpheus,  hovering  o'er  my  pillow. 
Hear  me  pay  my  dying  vows, 


*••? 
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Melancholy  fmooth  Meander, 
Swiftly  purling  in  a  round, 

On  thy  margin  lovers  wander, 

With  thy  flowery  chaplets  crown'd. 

Thus  when  Philomela  drooping 
Softly  feeks  her  filent  mate, 

See  the  bird  of  Juno  {looping; 
Melody  reiigns  to  fate. 


ON  THE  WORDS  BROTHER  PROTEST 
ANTS,  AND  FELLOW  CHRISTIANS, 

So  familiarly  afed  by  the  Advocates  for  the  Repeal  of  the 
Tejl-Acl  in  Ireland.      1733. 

AN  inundation,  fays  the  fable, 
O'erfiow'd  a  farmer's  barn  and  flable; 
Whole  ricks  of  hay,  and  flacks  of  corn, 
Were  down  the  fudden  current  borne  j 
While  things  of  heterogeneous  kind 
Together  float  with  tide  and  wind. 
The  generous  wheat  forgot-  its  pride. 
And  fail'd  with  litter  fide  by  fide ; 
Uniting  all,  to  fhow  their  amity, 
As  in  a.  general  c?.];mlty. 
A  ball  of  new  dropt  horfe's  dung-. 
Mingling  with  apples  in  the  throng, 
Said  to  the  pippin  plump  and  prim, 
"  See,  brother,  how  we  apples fwim." 

Thus  Lamb,  renown' d  for  cutting  corns, 
An  offer'd  fee  of  Radcliff  fcorns  : 
*4  Not  for  the  world — we  doctors,  brother, 
"  Muft  take  no  fees  of  one  another." 
Thus  to  a  dean  fome  curate  floven 
Subfcribes,  "  Dear  Sir,  your  brother  loving." 
Thus  all  the  footmen,  fhoe-rboys,  porters, 
About  St.  James's,  cry,  "  We  courtiers." 
Thus  H — e  in  the  houfe  will  prate, 
I'  Sir,  we  the  minifters.of  ftate." 
Thus  at  the  bar  the  blockhead  Battefwcrth, 
Though  half  a  crown  o'erpays  his  fwcat's  worth, 
Who  knows  in  law  nor  text  nor  margent, 
Calls  Singleton  his  brother  ferjearit. 
And  thus  fanatic  faints,  though  neither  in 
Doctrine  nor  difcipline  our  brethren, 
Are  Brother  Proteflants  and  Chriilians, 
As  much  as  Hebrews  and  Phiiiftines  ; 
But  in  no  other  fenfe,  than  nature 
Has  made  a  rat  our  fellow  creature. 
Lice  from  your  body  fuck  their  food  ; 
But  is  a  loufe  your  flefh  and  blood  ? 
Though  born  of  human  filth  and  fweat,  it 
May  as  well  be  faid  man  did  beget  it  ; 
But  maggots  in  your  nofe  and  chin 
As  well  may  claim  you  for  their  kin. 
Yet  critics  may  objecT:,  Why  not  ? 
Since  lice  are  brethren  to  a  Scot : 
Which  made  our  fwarm  of  fedh  determine 
Employments  for  their  brother  vermin. 
But  be  they  Englifh,  Irifh,  Scottifh, 
What  Proteftant  can  be  fo  fottiih, 
While  o'er  the  church  thefe  clouds  are  gathering, 
To  call  a  fwarm  of  lice  his  brethren  ? 

As  Moles,  by  divine  advice, 
In  Egypt  turned  the  duft  to  lice; 
And  as  our,  feds,  by  all  defcriptions, 
H;we  hearts  nioie  harden'd  than  Egyptians  j 


As  from  the  trodden  dufl  they  fpring, 
And,  turn'd  to  lice,  infefl  the  king  : 
For  pity's  fake,  it  would  be  j.uft, 
A  rod  fliould  turn  them  back  to  dujl. 
Let  folks  in  high  or  holy  ftations 
Be  proud  of  owning  fuch  relations ; 
Let  courtiers  hug  them  in  their  bofom, 
As  if  they  were  afraid  to  lofe'em  : 
While  I,  with  humble  Job,  had  rather 
Say  to  corruption — "  Thou  art  my  father. 
For  he  that  has  fo  little  wit 
To  nourifh  vermin,  may  .be  bit. 


THE  YAIIOO's  OVERTHROW; 

OR,  THE   KEVAN  BAYI/S   NEW  BALLAD, 
Upon  Serjeant  Kite**  infuttinvtbe  Dean. 

To  the  Tune  of  «  Derry  down." 


JOLLY  boys  of  St.  Kevan's,  St.  Patrick's,  Donore/ 
And  Smithfield,  I'll  tell  you,  if  not  told^before, 
How  Bettefworth,  that  booby,  and  fcoundrel  in 
Hath  infulted  us  all  by  infulting  the  Dean,  .[graia, 
Knock  Li/n  doivn^  doTvh'^ik^vfi,  knock  aim  cfciv;:, 

The  Dean  and  his  merits  we  every  one  know  ; 
But  this  fkip  of  a  lawyer,  where  the  de'il  did  ho 

grow  ? 

How  greater  his  merit  at  Four  Courts  or  Houfe, 
Than  the  barking  of  Towzer,  or  leap  of  a  Ipufe  ? 
Knock  him  down,  &c, 

That  he  came  from  the  Temple,  his  morals  do 

fhow; 

But  where  his  deep  law  is,  few  mortals  yet  know  • 
His  rhetoric,  bornbaft,  filly  jefts,  are  by  far 
More  like  to  lampooning,  than  pleading  at  bar. 

Knock  him  doivn^   &c« 

This  pedlar,  at  fpeaking  and  making  of  laws, 
Hath  met  with  returns  of  ail  forts  but  applaufe ; 
Has,  with  noife  and  odd  geftures,  been  pratting 

fome  years, 
What  honefter  folks  never  durft  for  their  ears. 

Knock  him  doivn,  &C^ 

Of  all  fizes  and  forts,  the  fanatical  crew 
Are  his  brother  Proteftants,  good  men  and  true  ; 
Red  hat,  and  blue  bonnet,  and  turban's  the  fame  : 
What  the  de'elis't  to  him  whence  the  devil  they 
came  ? 

Knock  llm  doivn,  &c. 

Hobbes,  Tindal,  and   Woolfton,  and  Collins, 

and  Nayler, 

And  Muggleton,  Toland,  and  Bradley  the  tailor, 
Are  Chriftians  alike ;  and  it  may  be  averr'd, 
He's  a  Chriftian  as  good  as  the  reft  of  the  herd. 

Knock  bitn  down,  &c« 

He  only  the  rights  of  the  clergy  debates, 

Their  rights !    their  importance !    We'll  fet  on 

new  rates  ;  [lefs  : 

On  their  tithes  at  half-nothing^  their  p^riefthood  at 

What's  next  to  be  voted,  with  eafe  you  may  guefs. 

Knock  him  aoicnt  &C» 

At  length  his  old  mafter  (I  need  not  him  name) 
TQ  this  damnable  fpcakcr  had  long  ow'd  a  fhamc  ; 
K  in] 
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his  fpeceh  came  abrdad,  he  paid  him  off 
clean, 
By  leaving  him  under  the  pen  of  the  Dean. 

Knock  him  doivn,  &.C. 

He  kindled,  as  if  the  whole  fatire  had  been 
The  opprefl}on  bf  virtue,  not  wages  of  fin  : 
He  began,  as  he  bragg'd,  with  a  rant  and  a  roar ; 
He  bragg'd  how  he  bounc'd,  and  he  fwore  how 
he  Jfwore. 

Knock  him  dawn,  &C. 

Though  he  cring'd  £o  his  Deanfhip  in  very  low 

Strains, 

To  others  he  boafted  of  knocking  out  brains, 
And  flitting  of  nofes,  and  cropping  of  ears, 
'While  his  own  afs's  zaggs  were  more  fit  for  the 
Ihears. 

Knock  him  dotvn,  &c. 

On  this  worrier  of  deans  whene'er  we  can  hit, 
We'll  fho'w  him  the  way  how  to  crop  and  to  flit ; 
We'll  teach  him  fome  better  addrefs  to  afford 
T.o  the  Dean  of  all  Deans,  though  he  wears  not  a 
fword. 

Knock  him  down,  &c. 

We'll  colt  him  through  Kevan,  §t.  Patrick's, 

Donore, 

Aud  Srriithlkld,  as  Rap  was  ne?er  coked  before; 
We'll  oil  him  with  kenuej,  and  powder  him  with 
A  modus  right  fit  for  infufters  of  deans.       [grains, 
Knock  kirn  down,  &c. 

And,  when  this  is  over,  we'll  make  him  amends: 
To  the  Dean  he  fliall  go;  they  Ihall  kifs  and  be 

friends: 

I5ut  how.?  Why,  the  Dean  {hall  to  him  difclofe 
A  face  for  to  Icifs,  without  eyes,  ears,  or  nefe. 

Knock  hiin  dotvn,   &c. 

If  you  fay  this  is  hard  on  a  man  that  is  reckon'd 

TThatferjeant  at  law  whom  we  call  Kite  thefecond, 

Youniifrake;  for  a  fiave,  who  will  coax  his  fupe- 

ridrs,  [riors. 

CMay  be  prbud  to  be  licking  a  great  man's  pofte- 

Knock  him  doivn,   &c. 

What   care  we  how    high   runs    his  pafiion   or 

pride  ? 

Though  his  foul  he  defpifes,  he  values  his  hid^ ; 
Then  fear  not  his'tongire,  or  his  fword,  or  his  knife  j 
Jic'll  take  his  revenge  on" his  innocent  wife. 

Knock  him  (loivn,dorwn,  down,  keep  Kim  doivn. 


ARCHBISHOP  QF  CASHEL,  AND  BET- 
TESWORTH. 

DEAR  Dick,  pr'ythee  tell  by  what  paflion  you 

move  ? 

The  world  is  in  doubt,  whether  hatred  or  love  j 
And  while  at  good  Caihel  you  rail  with  fuch  fpite, 
They  fhrewdly  fufpedt  it  is  all  but  a  bite.  '• 
You  certainly  know,  though  fo  loudly  you  vapour, 
His  fpite  cannot  wound,  who  attempted  the  Dr'a- 

pier, 

Then,  ]>r*ythee,  reflect,  take  a  word  of  advice  ; 
And,  ".s'y'ottr  old  wont  is,  change  fides  in  a  tric&: 


On  his  virtues  hold  forth  ;  'tis  the  very  beft  way  ; 
And  lay  of  the  man  what  all  honefl  men  fay. 
But  if,  ftill  obdurate,  your  anger  remains  ; 
If  ftill  your  foul  bofom  more  rancour  contains; 
Say  then  more  than  they  ;  nay,  laviihly  flatter, 
'Tis  your  grofs  panegyrics  alone  can  befpatter  : 
For  thine,  my  dear  Dick,  give  me  le^ve  to  fpeak 

plain, 
Like  a  very  foul  mop,  dirty  more  than  they  cle«». 


ON  POETRY; 

A    RHAPSODY,     1733, 

ALL  human  race  would  fain  be  iv-ltst_ 
And  millions  mifs  for  one  that  hits. 
Young's  univerfal  paflion, pride, 
Was  never  known  to  fpread  fo  wide., 
Say,  Britain,  could  you  ever  boaft 
Three  poets  in  an  age  at  moft  ? 
Our  chilling  climate  hardly  bears 
A'Jpng  of  bays  in  fifty  years ; 
While  every  fool  his  claim  alleges, 
As  if  it  grew  in  common  hedges. 
What  reafon  can  there  be  affign'd 
For  this  perverfenefs  in  the  mind  ? 
Brutes  find  out  where  their  talents  lie  ; 
A  bear  will  not  attempt  to  fly  ; 
A  founder'd  borfe  will  oft'  debate 
Before  he  tries  a  five-barr'd  gate ; 
A  dog  by  inftin&  turns  afide, 
Who  fees  the  ditch  too  deep  and  wide* 
But  man  we  find  the  only  creature, 
Who,  led  by  folly,  combats  Nature  ; 
Who,  wheny^  loudly  cries,  Forbear, 
With  obftinacy  fixes  there  ; 
And,  where  his  genius  leail  incline?, 
Abfurdly  bends  his  whole  defigns. 

Not  empire  to  the  rifing  fun 
By  valour,  conduit,  fortune  won  ; 
Not  higheft  ivifJom  in  debates 
For  framing  laws  to  govern  dates ; 
Not  ikill  in  fciences  profound, 
So  large  ^o  grafp  the  circle  round  ; 
Such  heavenly  influence  require, ' 
As  how  to  ftrike  the  Mufc's  'yrt. 

Not  beggar1!  brat  on  bulk 'begot ; 
Not  bailard  of  a  pedlar  Scot.; 
Not  boy  brought  up  to  cleaning  fhoes? 
The  fpawn  bf  bridewell  or  the  ftews  ;' 
Not  infants  dropt,'the  fpurioiis  pledge^ 
OF  gipfiss  littering  under  hedges; 
Are  io  difqualify'd  by  fate 
To  rife  in  church,  or  laiv,  or  fete, 
As  he  whom'  Phcebus  in  his  ire 
Hath  blafted  with  poetic  fire. 
What  fyppe  of  cuftom  in  the  fair, 
While  not  a  foul  demands  your  ware  * 
Where  you  have  nothing  to  produce 
For  private  life,  or  public  ufe  ? 
Court,  ciiy,  country,  want  you  not ; 
You  cannot  bribe,  betray,  or  plot. 
For  poets,  law  makes  no  provificn  ; 
The  wealthy  have  you  in  derifion  : 
Of  ftate  affairs  you  cannot  fmatter  ; 
Are  Awkward  when  you  try 
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Your  portion,  taking  Britain  round, 
Was  jufl  one  annual  hundred  pound ; 
Now  not  fo  much  as  in  remainder, 
Since  Gibber  brought  in  an  attainder ; 
For  ever  fix'd  by  right  divine 
(A  monarch's  right)  on  Grub-flreet  line. 

Poor  ftarveling  bard,  how  fmall  thy  gains ! 
How  unproportion'd  to  thy  pains ! 
And  here  a  ftmile  copies  pat  in  : 
Though  chickens  take  a  month  to  fatten, 
The  guefts  in  lefs  than  half  an  hour 
Will  more  than  half  a  fcore  devour. 
So,  after  toiling  twenty  days 
To  earn  a  ftock  of  pence  and  praife, 
Thy  labours,  grown  the  critics  prey, 
Are  fwallow'd  o'er  a  difh  of  tea  ; 
Gone  to  be  never  heard  of  more, 
.Gone  where  the  chickens  went  before. 

How  fhall  a  new  attempter  learn 
Of  different  fpirits  to  difcern, 
And  how  diftinguilh  which  is  which, 
The  poet's  vein,  or  fcribbling  itch  ? 
Then  hear  an  old  experienc'd  Cnner, 
Jnftrudling  thus  a  young  beginner. 
Confult  yourfelf;  and  if  you  find 
A  powerful  impulfe  urge  your  mind. 
Impartial  judge  within  your  breaft 
What  fubject  you  can  manage  beft  ; 
Whether  your  genius  moft  inclines 
To  fatire,  praife,  or  humorous  lines, 
To  elegies  in  mournful  tone, 
Or  prologues  fent  from  hand  unknow». 
Then,  riling  with  Aurora's  light, 
The  mufe  involi'd,  fit  down  to  write  j 
Blot  oat,  correct,  infert,  refine, 
Enlarge,  diminifh,  interline  ; 
Be  mindrnl,  when  invention  fails, 
'To  fcratch  your  head,  and  bite  your  nail*, 

Your  poem  fmifh'd,  next  your  care 
|$  needful  to  tranfcribe  it  fair. 
Jn  modern  wit  all  printed  trafh  is 
Set  off  with  numerous  breaks  and  dajkes, 

To  ftatefmen  would  you  give  a  wipe. 
You  print  it  in  Italic  typ:. 
When  letters  are  in  vulgar  fhapes, 
:Tis  ten  to  one  the  wif  efcapes  : 
But,  when  in  Capitals  expreft, 
The  dulleft  reader  fmokes  the  jeft ; 
Or  elfe  perhaps  he  may  invent 
A  better  than  the  poet  meant ; 
As  learned  commentators  view 
Jn  Homer,  more  than  Homer  knew, 

Your  poem  in  its  modifh  drefs, 
Correctly  fitted  for  the  prefs, 
Convey  by  penny-poft  to  Lintot, 
But  let  no  friend  alive  look  into  't. 
|f  Lintot  thinks  'twill  quit  the  coft, 
You  need  not  fear  your  labour  loft  ; 
And  how  agreeably  furpris'd 
Are  you  to  fee  it  advertis'd ! 
The  havker  fhows  you  one  in  print, 
As  frefh  as  farthings  from  the  mint ; 
The  product  of  your  toil  and  fw eating; 
A  baftard  of  your  own  begetting. 

Be  fure  at  Will's,  the  following  day. 
Lie  fnug,  and  hear  what  critics  fay  ; 
And,  if  you  find  the  general  vog\ic 
pronounces  you  a  flupid  roguc} 


Damns  all  your  thoughts  as  low  and  little, 
Sit  dill,  and  fwallow  down  your  fpittle. 
Be  filent  as  a  politician, 
For  talking  may  beget  fufpicion  : 
Or  praife  the  judgment  of  the  town, 
And  help  yourfelf  to  run  it  down. 
Give  up  your  fond  paternal  pride, 
Nor  argue  on  the  weaker  fide  : 
For  poems  read  without  a  name 
We  juftly  praife,  or  juftly  blame ; 
And  critics  have  no  partial  views, 
Except  they  know  whom  they  abufe  : 
And,  fince  you  ne'er  provoke  their  fpite, 
Depend  upon  't  their  judgment's  right. 
But  if  you  blab,  you  are  undone  : 
Confider  what  a  rifk  you  run  : 
You  lofe  your  credit  all  at  once  ; 
The  town  will  mark  you  for  a  dunce ; 
The  vileft  doggrel,  Grub-ftreet  fends, 
Will  pafs  for  yours  with  foes  and  friends j 
And  you  muft  bear  the  whole  difgrace, 
Till  fome  frefh  blockhead  takes  your  place* 

Your  fecret  kept,  your  poem  funk. 
And  fent  in  quires  to  line  a  trunk, 
If  ftill  you  be  difpos'd  to  rhyme, 
Go  try  your  hand  a  fecond  time. 
Again  you  fail :  yet  Safe  's  the  word ; 
Take  courage,  and  attempt  a  third. 
But  firft  with  care  employ  your  thoughts 
Where  critics  mark'd  your  former  faults  ; 
The  trivial  turns,  the  borrow'd  wit, 
The  Jtmilcs  that  nothing  fit ; 
The  cant  which  every  fool  repeats, 
Town  jefts  and  coffee-houfe  conceits ; 
Defcriptions  tedious,  flat,  and  dry, 
And  introduc'd  the  Lord  knows  why  j 
Or  where  we  find  your  fury  fet 
Againft  the  harmlefs  alphabet ; 
And  A's  and  B's  your  malice  vent, 
While  readers  wonder  whom  you  meant  j 
A  public  or  a  private  robber, 
AJlatefman,  or  a  South-fea  jobber  ; 
A  prelate  who  no  God  believes ; 
A  parliament,  or  den  of  thieves ; 
A  pick-purfe  at  the  bar  or  bench ; 
A  ducheis,  or  a  fuburb  wench  : 
Or  oft",  when  epithets  you  link 
In  gaping  lines  to  fill  a  chink ; 
Like  ftepping-ftones  to  fave  a  ftride, 
In  ftrects  where  kennels  are  too  wid&j 
Or  like  a  heel-piece,  to  fupport 
A  cripple  with  one  foot  too  fhort ; 
Or  like  a  bridge,  that  joins  a  marifh 
To  moorland  of  a  different  parifh. 
So  have  I  feen  ill-coupled  hounds 
Drag  different  ways  in  miry  grounds^ 
So  geographers  in  Afric  maps 
With  favage  pictures  fill  their  gaps, 
And  o'er  unhabitable  downs 
Place  elephants  for  want  of  towns. 

But,  though  you  mifs  your  third  efiay,   * 
You  need  not  throw  your  pen  away. 
Lay  now  afide  all  thoughts  of  fame, 
To  fpring  more  profitable  game. 
From  party-merit  feek  fupport ; 
The  vileft  verfe  thrives  beft  at  court. 
A  pamphlet  in  Sir  Bob's  defence 
¥/$  never  fail  to  bring  in  peace f 
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Nor  be  c^ncernM  about  the  fale, 
He  pays  his  workmen  on  the  nail. 

A  p>  ince,  the  moment  he  is  crown'd, 
Inherits  every  virfue  round, 
As  emblems  of  the  fovereign  power, 
Like  other  baubles  in  the  Tower ; 
Is  generous,  valiant,  jufl,  and  wife, 
AncHb  continues  till  he  dies ; 
His  humble  fenate  this  profeffes, 
In  all  their  ffeeches,  votes ,  addrejjes . 
But  once  you  fix  him  in  a  tomb, 
His  virtues  fade,  his  vices  bloom  ; 
And  each  perfection,  wrong  imputed, 
Is  fully  at  his  death  confuted. 
The  loads  of  poems  in  his  praife, 
Afcending,  make  one  funeral  blaze  : 
As  foon  as  you  can  hear  his  knell, 
This  god  on  earth  t^-ns  devil  in  hell : 
And  lo  !  his  minifters  of  ftate, 
Transform'd  to  imps,  his  levee  wait ; 
Where,  in  the  fcenes  of  endlefs  woe, 
They  ply  their  former  arts  below  ; 
And,  as  they  fail  in  Charon's  boat, 
Contrive  to  bribe  the  judge's  vote ; 
To  Cerberus  they  give  a  fop, 
His  triple-barking  mouth  to  flop ; 
Or  in  the  ivojy  gate  of  dreams 
Project  excife  and  South-fea  fchemcs} 
Or  hire  their  party  pamphleteers 
To  fet  Elyfium  by  the  ears. 

Then,  poet,  if  you  mean  to  thrive, 
Employ  your  mufe  on  kings  alive  ; 
With  prudence  gathering  up  a  clutter 
Of  all  the  virtues  you  can  mufter, 
Which,  form'd  into  a  garland  fweet, 
Lay  humbly  at  your  monarch's  feet ; 
Who,  as  the  odours  reach  his  throne, 
Will  fmile,  and  think  them  all  his  own; 
For  laiu  and  gofpel  both  determine 
All  virtues  lodge  in  royal  ermine  : 
(I  mean  the  oracles  of  both, 
Who  fhall  depofe  it  upon  oath.) 
Your  garland  in  the  following  reign, 
Change  but  the  names,  will  do  again. 
But,  if  you  think  this  trade  too  bafe, 
(Which  feldom  is  the  dunce's  cafe) 
Put  on  the  critic's  brow,  and  fit 
At  Will's  the  puny  judge  of  wit. 
A  nod,  a  fhrug,  a  fcornful  fmile, 
With  caution  us'd,  may  ferve  a  while. 
Proceed  no  further  in  your  part, 
Before  you  learn  the  terms  of  art ; 
For  you  can  never  be  too  far  gone 
In  all  our  modern  critics'  jargon  : 
Then  talk  with  more  authentic  face 
Of  unities,  in  time  and  place  ; 
Get  fcraps  of  Horace  from  yawr  friends, 
And  have  them  at  your  fingers'  ends ; 
Learn  Ariftotle's  rules  by  rote, 
And  at  all  hazards  boldly  quote  ; 
Judicious  Rymer  oft'  review, 
Wife  Dennis,  and  profound  Boffu ; 
Read  all  the  prefaces  of  Dryden, 
For  thefe  our  critics  much  confide  in 
(Though  merely  writ  at  firft  for  filling, 
To  raife  the  volume's  price  a  Shilling.) 

A  forward  critic  often  dupes  us 
With  fham  quotations  peri  kvffaus  3 


And  if  we  have  not  read  Longinus» 
Will  magiftertally  outfhine  us. 
Then,  left  with  Greek  he  over-run  ye, 
Procure  the  book  for  love  or  money, 
Tranflated  from  Boileau's  tranflation, 
And  quote  quotation  on  quotation. 

At  Will's  you  hear  a  poem  read, 
Where  Battus  from  the  table-head, 
declining  on  his  elbow-chair, 

ives  judgment  with  decifive  air  ; 
To  whom  the  tribe  of  circling  wits 
As  to  an  oracle  fubmits. 
Pie  gives  directions  to  the  town, 
To  cry  it  up,  or  run  it  down  ; 
Like  courtier-^  when  they  fend  a  note, 
Inftructing  members  how  to  vote. 
He  fets  the  ftamp  of  bad  and  good, 
Though  not  a  word  be  underftood. 
Your  leffon  learn'd,  you'll  be  fecure 
To  get  the  name  of  connoijfeur  : 
And,  when  your  merits  once  are  known, 
Procure  difciples  of  your  own. 
For  poets  (you  can  never  want  'em) 
Spread  through  Augufta  Trinobantum, 
Computing  by  their  pecks  of  coals, 
Amount  to  juft  nine  thoufand  fouls : 
Thefe  o'er  their  proper  diftricts  govern, 
Of  wit  and  humour  judges  fovereign. 
In  every  ftreet  a  city-bard 
Rules,  like  an  alderman,  his  ward  ; 
His  undifputed  rights  extend 
Through  all  the  lane,  from  end  to  end ; 
The  neighbours  round  admire  his  Jbreivdnefi 
For  fongs  of  loyalty  and  leivdnefs  ; 
Outdone  by  none  in  rhyming  well, 
Although  he  never  learn'd  to  fpell. 

Two  bordering  wits  contend  for  glory; 
And  one  is  Whig,  and  one  is  Tory  : 
And  this  for  epics  claims  the  bays, 
And  that  for  elegiac  lays : 
Some  fam'd  for  numbers  foft  and  fmooth, 
By  lovers  fpoke  in  Punch's  booth; 
And  fome  as  juftly  fame  extols 
For  lofty  lines  in  Smithfield  drolls. 
Bavius  in  Wapping  gains  renown, 
And  Mavius  reigns  o'er  Kentifh-town  : 
Tigellius,  plac'd  in  Phoebus'  car, 
From  Ludgate  mines  to  Temple-bar  : 
Harmonious  Gibber  entertains 
The  court  with  annual  birth-day  ftrains ; 
Whence  Gay  was  baniih'd  in  difgrace  ; 
Where  Pope  will  never  fhow  his  face  ; 
Where  Young  muft  torture  his  invention 
To  flatter  knaves,  or  lofe  his  penjion. 

But  thefe  are  not  a  thoufandth  part 
Of  jobbers  in  the  poet's  art, 
Attending  each  his  proper  ftaticn, 
And  all  in  due  fubordination, 
Through  every  alley  to  be  found, 
In  garrets  high,  or  under  ground  ; 
And  when  they  join  their  psricranies^ 
Out  fkips  a  book  of  mifcellanies. 
Hobbes  clearly  proves  that  every  creatur^ 
Lives  in  a  ftate  of  war  by  nature. 
The  greater  for  the  fmalleft  watch, 
But  meddle  feldom  with  their  match. 
A  whale  of  moderate  fize  will  draw 
A  (ho;}!  of  herrings  down  his  maw  | 
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A  fox  with  geefe  his  belly  crams ; 

A  wolf  deftroys  a  thoufand  iambs  : 

But  fearch  among  the  rhyming  race, 

The  brave  are  worry'd  by  the  bafe. 

If  on  Parnaffus'  top  you  lit, 

You  rarely  bite,  are  always  bit. 

Each  poet  of  inferior  fize 

On  you  fliall  rail  and  criticife, 

And  ftrive  to  tear  you  limb  from  limb  ; 

While  others  do  as  much  for  him. 
The  vermin  only  teafe  and  pinch 

Their  foes  fuperior  by  an  inch. 

So,  naturaliits  obferve,  a  flea 

Hath  fmaller  fleas  that  on  him  prey  ; 

And  thefe  have  fmaller  flill  to  bite  'em, 

And  fo  proceed  ad  infmitum. 

Thus  every  poet  in  his  kind 

Is  bit  by  him  that  comes  behind  : 

"Who,  though  too  little  to  be  ieen, 

Can  teafe,  and  gall,  and  give  the  fpleen  ; 

Call  dunces  fools  and  ions  of  whores, 

Lay  Grub-ftreet  at  each  other's  doors ; 
Extol  the  Greek  and  Roman  mafters, 
And  curfe  our  modern  poetafters  ; 
Complain,  as  many  an  ancient  bard  did, 
How  genius  is  no  more  rewarded  ; 
How  wrong  a  tafle  prevails  among  us ; 
How  much  our  anceftors  outfung  us ; 
Can  perlbnate  an  awkward  fcorn 
For  thofe  who  are  not  poets  born  ; 
And  all  their  brother-dunces  lafh, 
"Who  crowd  the  prefs  with  hourly  trafh. 

O  Grub-ftreet !  how  do  I  bemoan  thee, 
Whofe  gracelefs  children  fcorn  to  own  thee ! 
Their  filial  piety  forgot, 
Deny  their  country,  like  a  Scot ; 
Though,  by  their  idiom  and  grimace, 
They  foon  betray  their  native  place  : 
Yet  thou  haft  greater  caufe  to  be 
Aiham'd  of  them,  than  they  of  thee, 
Degenerate  from  their  ancient  brood, 
Since  firft  the  court  allow 'd  them  food. 

Remains  a  difficulty  ftill, 
To  purchafe  fame  by  writing  ill. 
From  Fjecknoe  down  to  Howard's  time, 
How  few  have  reach' d  the  loivfublime  ! 
For  when  our  high-born  Howard  dy'd, 
Blackmore  alone  his  place  fupply'd  : 
And,  left  a  chafm  fliould  intervene, 
When  death  had  fmifh'd  Biackmore's  reign, 
The  leaden  croicn  devolv'd  to  thee, 
Great  poet  of  the  the  holloiv  tree. 
But  ah!  how  unfecure  thy  throne! 
A  thoufand  bards  thy  right  difown  : 
They  plot  to  turn,  in  factious  zeal, 
Duncenia  to  a  common  weal ; 
And  with  rebellious  arms  pretend 
An  equal  privilege  to  defcend. 

In  bulk  there  are  not  more  degrees 
From  elephants  to  mites  in  cheefe, 
Than  what  a  curious  eye  may  trace 
In  creatures  of  the  rhyming  race. 
From  bad  to  worfe,  and  worfe,  they  fall ; 
But  who  can  reach  the  worft  of  all  ? 
For  though,  in  nature,  depth,  and  height 
Are  equally  held  infinite  ; 
In  poetry,  the  height  we  know  : 
?Tie  only  infinite  below. 


or  inftance,  when  you  rafhly  think, 
o  rhymer  can  like  Welded  fink, 
His  merits  baianc'd,  you  fhall  find 
The  laureat  leaves  him  far  behind. 
Concannen,  more  afpiring  bard, 
Soars  downwards  deeper  by  a  yard. 
Smart  Jemmy  Moor  with  vigour  drops : 

The  reft  purfue  as  thick  as  hops. 

With  heads  to  points  the  gulf  they  enter, 
ink'd  perpendicular  to  the  centre ; 

And,  as  their  heels  elated  rife, 
Their  heads  attempt  the  nether  fkies. 
Oh,  what  indignity  and  fhame, 

To  proftitute  the  mufe's  name ! 

By  flattering  kings,  whom  Heaven  defign'd! 

The  plagues  and  fcourges  of  mankind  ; 

Bred  up  in  ignorance  andfioth, 

And  every  vice  that  nurfes  both. 
Fair  Britain,  in  thy  monarch  bleft, 

Whofe  virtues  bear  the  ftri<5beft  teft ; 

Whom  never  faction  could  befpatter, 

Nor  minifter  nor  poet  flatter  ; 

What  juflice  in  rewarding  merit ! 

What  magnanimity  of  fpirit ! 

What  lineaments  divine  we  trace 

Through  all  his  figure,  mien,  and  face ! 

Though  peace  with  olive  bind  his  hands, 

Confefs'd  the  conquering  hero  {lands. 

Hydafpes,  Indus,  and  the  Ganges, 

Dread  from  his  hand  impending  changes. 

From  him  the  Tartar  and  Chinefe, 

Short  by  the  knees,  entreat  for  peace. 

The  confort  of  his  throne  and  bed, 

A  perfect  goddefs  born  and  bred, 

Appointed  fovereign  judge  to  fit 

On  learning,  eloquence,  and  wit. 

Our  eldeft  hope,  divine  lulus, 
(Late,  very  late,  oh  may  he  rule  us  !) 
What  early  manhood  has  he  fliown, 
Before  his  downy  beard  was  grown  ! 

Then  think,  what  wonders  will  be  done, 
By  going  on  as  he  begun, 
An  heir  for  Britain  to  fecure 
As  long  as  fun  and  moon  endure. 

The  remnant  of  the  royal  blood 
Comes  pouring  on  me  like  a  flood : 
Bright  goddeffes,  in  number  five ; 
Duke  William,  fweeteft  prince  alive* 
Now  fing  the  mimjler  of '  Jl 'ate , 
Who  mines  alone  without  a  mate. 
Obferve  with  what  majeftic  port 
This  Atlas  ftands  to  prop  the  court     • 
Intent  the  public  debts  to  pay, 
Like  prudent  Fabius,  by  delay. 
Thou  great  vicegerent  of  the  king, 
Thy  praifes  every  mufc  fhall  fing ! 
In  all  affairs  thou  fole  director, 
Of  wit  and  learning  chief  protector} 
Though  fmall  the  time  thou  haft  to  fjpare, 
The  church  is  thy  peculiar  care. 
Of  pious  prelates  what  a  ftock 
You  choofe,  to  rule  the  fable  flock  ! 
You  raife  the  honour  of  your  peerage, 
Proud  to  attend  you  at  the  fteerage. 
You  dignify  the  noble  race, 
Content  yourfelf  with  humbler  place* 
Now,  learning,  valour,  virtue,  fenfes 

.  To  titles  give  the  fcle  pretence, 
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St.  George  beheld  thee  with  delight 
Vouchfafe  to  be  an  azure  knight, 
When  on  thy  breafts  and  fides  Herculean 
He  fix'd  thejlar  and  firing  cerulean. 

Say,  poet,  in  what  other  nation 
flhone  ever  fuch  a  conftellation  ! 
Attend,  ye  Popes,  and  Youngs,  and  Gays, 
And  tune  your  harps,  and  ftrow  your  bays : 
Your  panegyrics  here  provide ; 
You  cannot  err  on  flattery's  fide. 
Above  the  ftars  exalt  your  ftyle, 
You  ftill  are  low  ten  thoufand  mile. 
On  Lewis  all  his  bards  beftow'd 
Of  incenfe  many  a  thoufand  load ; 
But  Europe  mortify'd  his  pride, 
And  fwore  the  fawning  rafcals  ly'd. 
Yet  what  the  world  refus'd  to  Lewis, 
Apply'd  to  George,  exactly  true  is. 
Exactly  true!  invidious  poet! 
'Tis  fifty  thoufand  times  below  it. 

Tranflate.me  now  fome  lines,  if  you  can3 
From  Virgil,  Martial,  Ovid,  Lucan. 
They  could  all  power  in  heaven  divide, 
And  do  no  wrong  on  either  fide ; 
They  teach  you  how  to  fplit  a  hair, 
Give  George  and  Jove  an  equal  fhare. 
Yet  why  fhould  we  be  lac'd  fo  ftrait  ? 
I'll  give  my  monarch  butter  weight. 
And  reafon  good ;  for  many  a  year 
Jove  n«ver  intermeddled  here  : 
Nor,  though  his  priefts  be  duly  paid/ 
Did  ever  we  defire  his  aid : 
We  now  can  better  do  without  him, 
jSince  Woolfton  gave  us  arms  to  rout  him, 

Cater  a  defiderantur. 


HORACE,  BOOK  iv.  ODE  xix.  IMI- 

TATED. 


TO  HUMPHRY  FRENCH,  ESQ^*. 

PATRON  of  the  tuneful  throng, 
Oh!  too  nice,  and  too  fevere! 

Think  not  that  my  country  fong 
Shall  difpleafe  thy  honeft  ear. 

Chofen  drains  I  proudly  bring  ; 

Which  the  mufe's  facred  choir, 
When  they  gods  and  heroes  fing, 

Dictate  to  th'  harmonious  lyre. 

Ancient  Homer,  princely  bard  ! 

Juft  precedence  ftill  maintains ; 
With  facred  raptures  ftill  are  heard 

Theban  Pindar's  lofty  ftrains, 

jStill  the  old  triumphant  fong, 
Which,  when  hated  tyrants  fell, 

Great  Alcaeus  boldly  fung, 

Warns,  inftructs,  and  pleafes  well. 

Jtfor  has  time's  all-darkening  fhade 
In  obfcure  oblivion  prefs'd 

What  Anacreon  laugh'd  and  play'd; 
pay  Anacreon,  drunken  prieft  ! 


*  ffortl  Mayer  of  Dublin, 


Gentle  Jappho,  love-lick  mufe, 

Warms  the  heart  with  amorous  fij0| 

Still  her  tendereft  notes  infufe 
Melting  rapture,  foft  defire. 

Beauteous  Helen,  young  and  gay, 

By  a  painted  fopling  won, 
Went  not  firft,  fair  nymph,  aftray, 

Fondly  pleas'd  to  be  undone. 

Nor  young  Teucer's  flaughtering  bow, 
Nor  bold  Hector's  dreadful  fword. 

Alone  the  terrors  of  the  foe, 

Sovv'd  the  field  with  hoftile  blood. 

Many  valiant  chiefs  of  old 
Greatly  liv'd  and  died,  before 

Agamemnon,  Grecian  bold, 

Wag'd  the  ten  years  famous  war. 

But  their  names,  unfung,  unwept, 
Unrecorded,  loft  and  gone, 

Long  in  endlels  night  have  flept, 
And  fhall  now  no  more  be  known. 

Virtue,  which  the  poet's  care 
Has  not  well  confign'd  to  fame, 

Lies,  as  in  the  fepulchre 

Some  old  king  without  a  name. 

But,  O  Humphry,  great  and  free, 
While  my  tuneful  fongs  are  read, 

Old  forgetful  time  on  thee 

Dark  oblivion  ne'er  fhall  fpread. 

When  the  deep-cut  notes  fhall  fade 
On  the  mouldring  Parian  ftcne, 

On  the  brafs  no  more  be  read 
The  perifhing  infcription ; 

Forgotten  all  the  enemies, 

Envious  G- n's  curfed  fpite, 

And  P.  .  '  1's  derogating  lies, 
Loft  and  funk  in  Stygian  night ; 

Still  thy  labour  and  thy  care, 

What  for  Dublin  thou  haft  done. 

In  full  luftre  fliall  appear, 

And  outfhine  th'  unclouded  fun. 

Large  thy  mind,  and  not  untried, 
For  Hibernia  now  doth  ftand ; 

Through  the  calm,  or  raging  tide, 
Safe  conducts  the  fhip  to  land. 

Falfely  we  call  the  rich  man  great  j 

He  is  only  fo  that  knows 
His  plentiful  or  fmall  eftate 

Wifely  to  enjoy  and  ufe. 

He,  in  wealth  or  poverty, 
Fortune's  power  alike  defies ; 

And  falfehood  and  difhonefty 

More  than  death  abhors  and  fliei : 

Flies  from  death ! — No,  meets  it  brave, 
When  the  fuffering  fo  fevere 

May  from  dreadful  bondage  fave1 
Clients,  friends,  or  country  dear. 

This  the  fovereign  man,  complete ; 

Hero ;  patriot ;  glorious ;  free  ; 
Rich  and  wife  ;  and  good  and  great  j 

Generous  Humphry,  thoyi  ajt  h^» 


POEMS. 


A  NEW  SIMILE  FOR  THE  LADIES. 

BY  DR.  SHERIDAN.      1733- 

«  To  make  a  writer  mifs  his  end, 

"  You've  nothing  elfe  to  do  but  mend." 

I  OFTEN  try'd  in  vain  to  find 

&.fimile  for  woman-kind, 

Ajimile  I  mean  to  fit  'em, 

In  every  circumftance  to  hit  'em. 

Through  every  bird  and  beaft  I  went, 

I  ranfack'd  every  element ; 

And,  after  peeping  through  all  nature, 

To  find  fo  whimfical  a  creature, 

A  cloud  prefented  to  my  view, 

And  ftrait  this  parallel  I  drew : 

Clouds  turn  with  every  wind  about ; 
They  keep  us  in  fufpenfe  and  doubt ; 
Yet  oft  perverfe,  like  woman-kind, 
Are  feen  to  feud  againft  the  wind  : 
And  are  not  women  juft  the  fame  ? 
For,  who  can  tell  at  what  they  aim  ? 

Clouds  keep  the  ftouteft  mortals  under, 
When  bellowing  they  difcharge  their  thunder : 
So  when  th'  alarum-bell  is  rung 
Of  Xanti's  everlafting  tongue, 
The  hufband  dreads  its  loudnefs  more 
Than  lightning's  flam,  or  thunder's  roar. 

Clouds  weep,  as  they  do,  without  pain  ; 
And  what  are  tears  but  women's  rain  ; 

The  clouds  about  the  welkin  roam  ; 
And  ladies  never  ftay  at  home. 

The  clouds  build  caflles  in  the  air, 
A  thing  peculiar  to  the  fair ; 
For  all  the  fchemes  of  their  forecafting 
Are  not  more  folid,  nor  more  lafting. 

A  cloud  is  light  by  turns,  and  dark ; 
Such  is  a  lady  with  her  fpark  : 
Now  with  a  fudden  pouting  gloom 
She  feems  to  darken  all  the  room ; 
Again  fhe's  pleas'd,  his  fears  bcguil'd, 
And  all  is  clear  when  {he  has  fmil'd. 
In  this  they're  wondroufly  alike 
(I  hope  the  fimile  will  ftrike) ; 
Though  in  the  darkeft  dumps  you  view  them, 
Stay  but  a  moment,  you'll  fee  through  them. 

The  clouds  are  apt  to  make  reflection, 
And  frequently  produce  infe&ion  ; 
So  Cselia,  with  fmall  provocation, 
Blails  every  neighbour's  reputation. 

The  clouds  delight  in  gaudy  fhow 
(For  they,  like  ladies,  have  their  bow)  ; 
The  graved  matron  will  confefs, 
That  flie  herfelf  is  fond  of  drefs. 

Obferve  the  clouds  in  pomp  array'd, 
What  various  colours  are  difplay'd  ; 
The  pink,  the  rofe,  the  violet's  dye, 
In  that  great  drawing-room  the  Iky ; 
How  do  thefe  differ  from  our  graces, 
In  garden-filks,  brocades  and  laces  ? 
Are  they  not  fuch  another  fight, 
When  met  upon  a  birth-day  night  ? 

The  clouds  delight  to  change  their  fafhion  : 
(Dear  ladies,  be  not  in  a  paffion !) 
Nor  let  this  whim  to  you  feem  fhrange, 
Who  every  hour  delight  in  change. 


In  them  and  you  alike  are  feen 
The  fullen  fymptoms  of  the  fpleen  ; 
The  moment  that  your  vapours  rife, 
We  fee  them  dropping  from  your  eyes. 

In  evening  fair  you  may  behold 
The  clouds  are  fring'd  with  borrow'd  gold  ; 
And  this  is  many  a  lady's  cafe, 
Who  flaunts  about  in  borrow'd  lace. 

Grave  matrons  are  like  clouds  of  fnow. 
Their  words  fall  thick,  and  foft  and  flow; 
While  briflc  coquettes,  like  rattling  hail, 
Our  ears  on  every  fide  a/Tail. 

Clouds,  when  they  intercept  our  fight, 
Deprive  us  of  celeftial  light : 
So  when  my  Chloe  I  purfue, 
No  heaven  befides  I  have  in  view. 

Thus,  on  comparifon,  you  fee, 
In  every  inftance  they  agree, 
So  like,  fo  very  much  the  fame, 
That  one  may  go  by  t'other's  name, 
Let  me  proclaim  it  then  aloud, 
That  every  woman  i$  a  cloud. 

ANSWER  BY  DR.  SWIFT. 

PRESUMPTUOUS  bard !  how  could  you  dart 
A  woman  with  a  cloud  compare  ? 
Strange  pride  and  infolence  you  fliow 
Inferior  mortals  there  below. 
And  is  our  thunder  in  your  ears 
So  frequent  or  fo  loud  as  theirs  ? 
Alas !  our  thunder  foon  goes  out ; 
And  only  makes  you  more  d.vout, 
Then  is  not  female  clatter  worfe, 
That  drives  you  not  to  pray  but  curfe  ? 

We  hardly  thunder  thrice  a-year  ; 
The  bolt  difcharg'd,  the  iky  grows  clear: 
But  every  fublunary  dowdy, 
The  more  fhe  fcolds,  the  more  fhe's  cloudy. 

Some  critic  may  object,  perhaps, 
That  clouds  are  blam'd  for  giving  claps  ; 
But  what,  alas !  arc  elafs  aetherial, 
Compar'd  for  mifchiet  to  venereal  ? 
Can  clouds  give  buboes,  ulcers,  blotchei, 
Or  from  your  nofes  dig  out  notches  ? 
We  leave  the  body  fweet  and  found  5 
We  kill,  'tis  true,  but  never  wound. 

You  know  a  cloudy  flcy  befpeaks 
Fair  weather  when  the  morning  breaki ; 
But  women  in  a  cloudy  plight 
Foretel  a  ftorm  to  laft  till  night. 

A  cloud  in  proper  feafons  pours 
His  blefllngs  down  in  fwatful  mowers  ; 
But  woman  was  by  fate  defign'd 
To  pour  down  curfes  on  mankind. 

When  Syrius  o'er  the  welkin  rages. 
Our  kindly  help  his  fire  affuages ; 
But  woman  is  a  curft  inflamer, 
No  parifh  ducking-ftool  can  tame  her  r 
To  kindle  ftrife,  dame  nature  taught  her ; 
Like  fire-works,  fhe  can  burn  in  water. 

For  ficklenefs  how  durft  you  blame  us, 
Who  for  our  conftancy  are  famous  ? 
You'll  fee  a  cloud  in  gentle  weather 
Keep  the  fame  face  an  hour  together  y 
While  women,  if  it  could  be  reckon'd, 
Change  every  feature  every  fecond. 
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Obferve  our  figure  in  a  morning, 
Of  foul  or  fair  we  give  you  warning; 
But  can  you  guefs  from  woman's  air 
One  minute,  whether  foul  or  fair  ? 

Go  read  in  ancient  books  inroll'd 
.What  honours  we  poffefs'd  of  old. 

To  difappoint  Ixion's  rape, 
Jove  dreft  a  cloud  in  Juno's  fhape ; 
Which  when  he  had  enjoy'd,  he  fwore, 
No  goddefs  could  have  pleas'd  him  more  ; 
No  difference  could  he  find  between 
His  cloud  and  Jove's  imperial  queen: 
His  cloud  produc' cl  a  race  of  Centaurs, 
Fam'd  for  a  thoufand  bold  adventures ; 
From  us  defcended  ab  origine, 
By  learned  authors  call'd  nubigetue. 
But  fay,  what  earthly  nymph  do  you  know, 
So  beautiful  to  pafs  for  Juno  ? 
Before  ./Eneas  durft  afpire 
To  court  her  majefty  of  Tyre, 
His  mother  begg'd  of  us  to  drefs  him, 
That  Dido  might  the  more  carefs  him : 
A  coat  we  gave  him,  dy'd  in  grain, 
A  flaxen  wig  and  clouded  cane 
(The  wig  was  powder'd  round  with  fleet, 
Which  fell  in  clouds  beneath  his  feet), 
With  which  he  made  a  tearing  fhow  ; 
And  Dido  quickly  fmok'd  the  beau. 

Among  your  females  make  inquiries, 
What  nymph  on  earth  fo  fair  as  Iris  ? 
With  heavenly  beauty  fo  endow'd  ? 
And  yet  her  father  is  a  cloud. 
We  dreft  her  in  a  gold  brocade, 
Befitting  Juno's  favourite  maid. 

'Tis  known,  that  Socrates  the  wife 
Ador'd  us  clouds  as  deities : 
To  us  he  made  his  daily  prayers, 
As  Ariftophanes  declares ; 
From  Jupiter  took  all  dominion, 
And  dy'd  defending  his  opinion. 
By  his  authority  'tis  plain 
You  worfhip  other  gods  in  vain, 
And  from  your  own  experience  know 
We  govern  all  things  there  below. 
You  follow  where  we  pleafe  to  guide ; 
O'er  all  your  paflions  we  prefide, 
Can  raife  them  up,  or  fink  them  down, 
As  we  think  fit  to  fmile  or  frown : 
And,  juft  as  we  difpofe  your  brain, 
Are  witty,  dull,  rejoice,  complain. 

Compare  us  then  to  female  race ! 
We,  to  whom  all  the  gods  give  place ! 
Who  better  challenge  your  allegiance, 
Becaufe  we  dwell  in  higher  regions ! 
You  find  the  gods  in  Homer  dwell 
In  feas  and  ftreams,  or  low  as  hell : 
Ev'n  Jove,  and  Mercury  his  pimp, 
No  higher  climb  than  mount  Olymp 
(Who  makes  you  think  the  clouds  he  pierces  ? 
He  pierce  the-  clouds  !  he  kifs  their  a— es)  J 
While  we,  o'er  Teneriffa  plac'd, 
Are  loftier  by  a  mile  at  leaft  : 
And,  when  Apollo  ftruts  on  Pindus, 
"We  fee  him  from  our  kitchen-windows ; 
Or,  to  Parnaffus  looking  down, 
Can  pifs  upon  his  laurel  crown. 

Fate  never  form'd  the  gods  to  fly 
In  vehicles  they  mount  the  iky : 


When  Jove  would  fome  fair  nymph  inveigle, 
rle  comes  frill  gallop  on  his  eagle. 
Chough  Venus  be  as  light  as  air, 
he  muft  have  doves  to  draw  her  chair. 
Apollo  fhirs  not  out  of  door 
Without  his  lacker'd  coach  and  fdur. 
And  jealous  Juno,  ever  marling, 
s  drawn  -by  peacocks  in  her  berlin. 
Jut  we  can  fly  where'er  we  pleafe, 
)'er  cities,  rivers,  hills,  and  feas : 
7rom  eaft  to  weft  the  world  we  roam, 
And  in  all  climates  are  at  home; 
With  care  provide  you,  as  we  go, 
With  fun-fhine,  rain,  and  hail,  or  fnow. 
You,  when  it  rains,  like  fools,  believe 
[ove  piffes  on  you  through  a  fieve  : 
An  idle  tale,  'tis  no  fuch  matter  ; 
We  only  dip  a  fponge  in  water ; 
Then  fqueeze  it  dole  between  our  thumbs. 
And  fhake  it  well,  and  down  it  comes. 
As  you  fhall  to  your  forrow  know, 
We'll  watch  your  fleps  where'er  you  go  5 
And,  fmce  we  find  you  walk  a-foot, 
We'll  foundly  fouce  your  frize-furtout. 

'Tis  but  by  our  peculiar  grace, 
That  Phoebus  ever  fhows  his  face  : 
For,  when  we  pleafe,  we  open  wide 
Our  curtains  blue  from  fide  to  fide  : 
And  then  how  faucily  he  fhows 
His  brazen  face  and  fiery  nofe ; 
And  gives  himfelf  a  haughty  air, 
As  if  he  made  the  weather  fair  ! 

'Tis  fung,  wherever  Caelia  treads, 
The  violets  ope  their  purple  heads ; 
The  rofes  blow,  the  cowflip  fprings  : 
'Tis  fung  ;  but  we  know  better  things. 
'Tis  true,  a  woman  on  her  mettle 
Will  often  pifs  upon  a  nettle  ; 
But,  though  we  own  fhe  makes  it  wetter, 
The  nettle  never  thrives  the  better  ; 
While  we,  by  foft  prolific  mowers, 
Can  every  fpring  produce  you  flowers. 

Your  f.^ets,  Chloe's  beauty  heightening1, 
Compare  her  radiant  eyes  to  lightning; 
And  yet  I  hope  'twill  be  allow'd, 
That  lightning  comes  but  from  a  elouJ. 

But  gods  like  us  have  too  much  fenfe 
At  poet's  flights  to  take  offence  : 
Nor  can  hyperboles  demean  us  ; 
Each  drab  has  been  compar'd  to  Venus, 

We  own  your  verfes  are  melodious  ; 
But  fuch  comparifons  are  odious. 


A  VINDICATION  OF  THE  LIBEL: 

Or,  a  Nt  7V  Ballad,  written  by  a  Shoe-boy,  on  an  At" 
torney  ivl>o  •was  formerly  a  Shoe-boy. 

"  Qui  color  ater  erat,  nunc  eft  contrarius  atro." 

WITH  finging  of  ballads,  and  crying  of  news, 
With  whitening  of  buckles,  and  blacking  of  fhoes. 
Did  Hartley  *  fet  out,  both  fhoelefs  and  fhirtlcls, 
And  moneylcfs  too,  but  not  very  dirtlefs  j 


*  See  tit  n 


O    E    M    S. 


Twopence  he  had  gotten  by  begging,  that's  all ; 

One  bought  him  a  brujb,  and  one  a  black  ball ; 

For  clouts  at  a  lofs  he  could  not  be  much, 

The  clothes  on  his  back  us  being  but  fuch; 

Thus  vamp'd  and  accoutred,  with  clouts,  ball,  and 

He  gallantly  ventur'd  his  fortune  to  pufh  ;    \brufo, 

Veipaiian  thus,  being  beff  attend  ivith  dirt, 

Was  omen  d  to  be  Rome's  emperor  for 't. 

But  as  a  wife  fiddler  is  noted,  you  know, 

To  have  a  good  couple  of  firings  to  one  bow; 

So  Hartley  judicioufly  thought  it  too  little, 

To  live  by  the  fweat  of  his  hands  and  his  fpittle  : 

He  finds  out  another  profeflion  as  fit, 

And  ftraight  he  becomes  a  retailer  of  wit. 

One  day  he  cried — "  Murders  and  fongs,  and  great 

news!" 

Another  as  loudly — "  Here  blacken  your  fhoes  !" 
At  Domvile's  *  full  often  he  fed  upon  bits. 
For  winding  of  jacks  up,  and  turning  of  fpits ; 

the  plates  round,  had  many  a  grubbing, 


Lick'd  all 

And  now  and  then  got  from  the  coo 

drubbing : 

Such  baftings  effect  upon  lint  could  have  none  ; 
The  dog  will  be  patient  that's  ftruck  with  a  bone. 
Sir  Thomas,  obferving  this  Hartley  withal 
So  expert  and  fo  r  (Stive  at  brufces  and  ball, 
Wasmov'd  with  compaffion,  and  thought  it  a  pity 
A  youth  fhould  be  loft,  that  had  been  fo  witty  : 
Without  more  ado,  he  vamps  up  my  fpark, 
And  now  we'll  fuppofe  him  an  eminent  clerk ; 
Suppofe  him  an  adept  in  all  the  degrees 
Of  fcribbling  cum  dajho,  and  hooking  of  fees ; 
Suppofe  him  a  mifer,  attorney  per  bill ; 
Suppofe  him  a  courtier — fuppofe  what  you  will- 
Yet  would  you  believe,thoughl  fvvore  by  the  Bible, 
That  he  took  up  two  news-boys  for  crying  the  libel  ? 

A  FRIENDLY  APOLOGY  FOR  A  CERTAIN 
JUSTICE  OF  PEACE. 

By  Way  of  Defence  of  Hartley  Hutchinfon,  Efq. 

"  But  he  by  bawling  news  about, 
'*  And  aptly  ufing  brufh  and  clout, 
"  A  juftice  of  the  peace  became, 
"  To  punifh  rogues  who  do  the  fame." 

IT   JAMES   BLACK-WELL,   OPERATOR    FOK.    THE 
FEET. 

I  SING  the  man  of  courage  try'd, 
O'er-run  with  ignorance  and  pride, 
Who  boldly  hunted  out  difgrace 
With  canker'd  mind  and  hideous  face ; 
The  firft  who  made  (let  none  deny  it) 
The  libel-vending  rogues  be  quiet. 

The  fact  was  glorious,  we  muft  own, 
For  Hartley  was  before  unknown, 
Contemn'd  I  mean : — for  who  would  ihoofc 
So  vile  a  fubjedt  for  the  mufe  ? 

*Twas  once  the  nobleft  of  his  wifhes 
To  fill  his  paunch  with  fcraps  from  difhes, 
For  which  he'd  parch  before  the  grate, 
Or  wind  the  jack's  flow-rifing  weight 
(Such  toils  as  beft  his  talents  fit), 
Or  polifh  floes,  or  turn  thcfpit : 


Sir  T.  Domvile ,  patentee  of  the  Hanaper-office. 


But,  unexpectedly  grown  rich  in 
Squire  Domvile's  family  and  kitchen, 
tie  pants  to  eternize  his  name, 
And  takes  the  dirty  road  to  fame  ; 
Believes  that  perfecuting  wit 
Will  prove  the  fureft  way  to  it ; 
So,  with  a  Colonel*  at  his  back, 
The  libel  feels  his  firft  attack  ; 
He  calls  it  a  feditious  paper, 
Writ  by  another  Patriot  Drapier ; 
Then  raves  and  blunders  nonfenfe  thicker 
Than  aldermen  o'ercharg'd  with  liquor  ; 
And  all  this  with  defign,  no  doubt, 
To  hear  his  praifes  hawk'd  about ; 
To  fend  his  name  through  every  ftreet, 
Which  erft  he  roam'd  with  dirty  feet  ; 
Well  pleas'd  to  live  to  future  tunes, 
Though  but  in  keen  fatiric  rhymes. 

So  Ajax,  who,  for  aught  we  know, 
Was  j  uftice  many  y&ars  ago, 
And  minding  then  no  earthly  things, 
But  killing  libellers  of  kings  ; 
Or,  if  he  wanted  work  to  do, 
To  run  a  bawling  news-boy  through  ; 
Yet  he,  when  wrapp'd  up  in  a  cloud, 
Entreated  Father  Jove  aloud, 
Only  in  light  to  mow  his  face, 
Though  it  might  tend  to  his  difgrace. 

And  fo  th'  Ephefian  villain  fir'd 
The  temple  which  the  world  admir'd, 
Contemning  death,  defpifing  ihame, 
To  gain  an  ever  odious  name. 

DR.  SHERIDAN's  BALLAD  ON  BALLY- 

SPELLIN  *. 

ALL  you  that  would  refine  your  blood, 

As  pure  as  fam'd  Llewellyn, 
By  waters  clear,  come  every  year, 

To  drink  at  Ballyfpellin. 

Though  pox  or  itch  your  (kins  enrich. 

With  rubies  paft  the  telling, 
'Twill  clear  your  fkin  before  you've  beea 

A  month  at  Ballyfpellin. 

If  lady's  cheek  be  green  as  leek 

When  fhe  comes  from  her  dwelling, 

The  kindling  rofe  within  it  glows 
When  fhe's  at  Ballyfpellin. 

The  footy  brown,  who  comes  from  town, 

Grows  here  as  fair  as  Helen  ; 
Then  back  fhe  goes  to  kill  the  beaux 

By  dint  of  Ballyfpellin. 

Our  ladies  are  as  frefh  and  fair 

As  Rofe,  or  Bright  Dunkelling  ; 
And  Mars  might  make  a  fair  mifiakc, 

Were  he  at  Ballyfpellin. 

We  men  fubruit  as  they  think  fit, 
And  here  is  no  rebelling : 


*  Colonel  Ker,  a  mere  Scotchman,  Lieutenant-Colonel 
to  Lord  Harrington  s  regiment  of  dragoons ,  "who  made  a 
neius-boy  evidence  a^ainjl  the  printer.  IRISH  ED. 

f  A  famous  fpa  in  the  county  of  Kilkenny,  tub  ere  the 
Dofior  bad  been  to  drink  the  waters  Viitb  a  favourite 
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The  rcafon's  plain  ;  the  ladies  reign, 
They're  queens  at  Ballyfpellin. 

By  matchlefs  charms,  unconquer'd  arms, 

They  have  the  way  of  quelling 
Such  defperate  foes  as  dare  oppofe 

Their  power  at  BaHyfpcilin. 

•old  water  turns  to  fire,  and  burns, 

I  know,  becaufe  I  fell  in    ^ 
A  ftream  which  came  from  one  bright  dame 

Who  drank  at  Ballyfpellin. 

Fine  beaux  advance,  equipt  for  dance, 
To  bring  their  Anne  or  Nell  in 

With  fo  much  grace,  I'm  fnre  no  place 
Can  vie  with  Ballyfpellin. 

No  politics,  no  fubtle  tricks, 

No  man  his  country  felling  : 
We  eat,  we  drink  ;  we  never  think 

Ofthefeat  Ballyfpellin. 

The  troubled  mind,  the  puff'd  with  wind, 

Do  all  come  here  pell-mell  in ; 
And  they  are  fure  to  work  their  cure 

By  drinking  Baliyfpellin. 

Though  dropfy  fills  you  to  the  gills, 
From  chin  to  toe  though  fwelling ; 

Pour  in,  pour  out,  you  cannot  doubt 
A  cure  at  Ballyfpellin. 

Death  throws  no  darts  through  all  thefe  parts, 

No  fextons  here  are  knelling : 
Come,  judge  and  try,  you'll  never  die, 

But  live  at  Ballyfpellin; 

Except  you  feel  darts  tipt  with  fleel, 

Which  here  are  every  belle  in : 
When  from  their  eyes  fweet  ruin  flies, 

We  die  at  Ballyfpellin. 

Good  cheer,  fweet  air,  much  joy,  no  care, 
Your  fight,  your  tafte,  your  fmelling, 

Your  ears,  your  touch,  tranfported  much 
Each  day  at  Ballyfpellin. 

Within  this  ground  we  all  fleep  found, 

No  noify  dogs  a-yelling  ; 
Except  you  wake,  for  Cilia's  fake, 

All  night  at  Ballyfpellin. 

There  all  you  fee,  both  he  and  me, 

No  lady  keeps  her  cell  in  ; 
But  all  partake  the  mirth  we  make, 

Who  drink  at  Ballyfpellin. 

My  rhymes  are  gone ;  I  think  I've  none, 

Unlefs  I  mould  bring  hell  in  ; 
But,  lince  I'm  here,  to  heaven  fo  near, 

I  can't  at  Ballyfpellin ! 

ANSWER. 

BY    DR.    SWIFT*. 

DARE  you  difpute,  you  faucy  brute, 
And  think  there's  no  refelling 


*   Thit  anjwer  ivas  refented  by  Dr.  Sheridan,  as  ait 
affront  en  bimfelfand  the  lady  be  «itendtd  te  tbejjba. 


Your  fcurvy  lays,  and  fenfelefs  pr-aii* 
You  give  to  Ballyfpellin  ? 

Howe'er  you  bounce,  I  here  pronounce/ 

Your  medicine  is  repelling  ; 
Your  water's  mud,  and  four's  the  blood, 

When  drunk  at  Ballyfpellin. 

Thofe  pocky  drabs,  to  cure  their  fcabs, 

You  thither  are  compelling, 
Will  back  be  font,  worfe  than  they  went. 

From  nafty  Ballyfpellin. 

Llewellyn  why  ?  As  well  may  I 

Name  honeft  dodlor  Pellin  ; 
So  hard  fometimes  you  tug  for  rhymes, 

To  bring  in  Ballyfpellin. 

No  fubjecl  fit  to  try  your  wit, 

When  you  went  colonelling, 
But  dull  intrigues  'twixt  jades  and  leagues 

That  met  at  Ballyfpellin. 

Our  lafles  fair,  fay  what  you  dare, 
Who  fowing  make  with  {helling, 

At  Market-hill  more  beaux  can-  kill, 
Than  yours  at  Ballyfpellin. 

Would  1  was  whipt,  when  She.elah  ftript 

To  wafli  herfelf  our  well  in; 
A  bum  fo  white  ne'er  came  in  fight, 

At  paltry  Baliyfpellin. 

Your  mawkins  there  fmocks  hempen  wear,. 

Of  Holland  not  an  ell  in  ; 
No,  not  a  rag,  whate'er  you  brag, 

Is  found  at  Ballyfpellin. 

But  Tom  will  prate  at  any  rate, 

All  other  nymphs  expelling ; 
Becaufe  he  gets  a  few  grifettes 

At  loufy  Ballyfpellin. 

There's  bonny  Jane,  in  yonder  lane,, 

Juft  o'er  againft  The  Bell-inn  ; 
ere  can  you  meet  a  lafs  fo  fweet. 
Round  all  your  Ballyfpellin  ? 

We  have  a  girl  deferves  an  earl ; 

She  came  from  Enniflcillin : 
So  fair,  fo  young,  no  fuch  among 

The  belles  at  Ballyfpellin. 

How  would  you  flare  to  fee  her  there, 

The  foggy  mift  difpelling. 
That  clouds  the  brows  of  every  blowffe 

Who  lives  at  Ballyfpellin  ! 

Now  as  I  live,  I  would  not  give 

A  ftiver  for  a  (kellin, 
To  towfe1  and  kifs  the  faireft  mifs 

That  leaks  at  Ballyfpellin. 

Whoe'er  will  raife  fuch  lies  as  thefe 

Deferves  a  good  cudgelling  ; 
Who  falfely  boafts  of  belles  and  fcoafb, 

At  dirty  Ballyfpellin. 

My  rhymes  are  gone,  to  all  but  one, 
Which  is,  our  trees  are  felling  ; 

As  proper  quite  as  thofe  you  write, 
To  force  in  Ballyfpellin, 


POEM    S. 


HORACE,  PART  OF  BOOK  I.  SAT.  VI. 

PARAPHRASED. 

I  F  noify  Tom  *  fhould  in  the  fenate  prate, 

"  That  he  would  anfwer  both  for  church  and  ftate ; 

"  And,  further  to  demonftrate  his  affection, 

"  Would  take  the  kingdom  into  his  protection ;" 

All  mortals  muft:  be  curious  to  inquire, 

\Vho  could  this  coxcomb  be,  and  who  his  fire  ? 

«*  What !  thou,  the  fpawn  of  him  f  who  fham'd  our 

"  That  traitor,  affaffin,  informer  vile  !  [ifle, 

"  Though  by  the  female  fide  \  you  proudly  bring, 

"  To  mend  your  breed,  the  murderer  of  a  king  ; 

"  What  was  thy  grandfire  §  but  a  mountaineer, 

"  Who  held  a  cabin  for  ten  groats  a  year  ; 

**  Whofe  mailer  Moore  ||  prcferv'd  him  from  the 

halter, 

"  For  dealing  cows ;  nor  could  he  read  the  Pfalter  ! 
"  Durft  thou,  ungrateful,  from  the  fenate  chafe 
«'  Thy  founder's  grandlbn  **  and  ufurp  his  place  ? 
•«  Juft  heaven  !  to  fee  the  dunghill  baftard  brood 
"  Survive  in  thee,  and  make  the  proverb  good  f  f  ! 
"  Then  vote  a  worthy  citizen  i|  to  jail, 
**  In  fpite  of  juftice,  and  refufe  his  bail !" 


ON  A  PRINTER'S  BEING  SENT  TO,  NEW 
GATE. 

BETTER  we  all  were  in  our  graves 

Than  live  in  flavery  to  flaves, 

Worfe  than  the  anarchy  at  fea, 

Where  fifhes  on  each  other  prey; 

Where  every  trout  can  make  as  high  rants 

O'er  his  inferiors  as  our  tyrants, 

And  fwagger  while  the  coaft  Is  clear : 

But,  fhouid  a  lordly  pike  appear, 

Away  you  fee  the  varlet  feud, 

Or  hide  his  coward  fnout  in  mud. 

Thus,  if  a  gudgeon  meet  a  reach, 

He  dare  not  venture  to  approach ; 

Yet  ftill  hag  impudence  to  rife, 

And,  like  Domitian,  leap  at  flies. 


*  Sir  Thomas  Prendervrajl,     !RI?H  ED. 

f   The  father  of  Sir  Thomas  P  ,  ivho  engaged 

in  a.  plot  to  murder  king  William  III.;  but,  to  avoid 
icing  hanged,  tnrned  informer  againji  his  aJToclatei,for 
which  he  -zuas  re-warded  ivith  a  gccd  ijlute,  and  weds  a 
larcnet.  Ibid. 

\.   Cadogqn's  family.  Ibid. 

§  A  fwr  thieving  cottager,  under  Mr.  Moore,  con 
demned  at  Clonmell  ajjlfes  tu  be  hanged for  Jlealing  coius. 
Ibid. 

||  The  grandfather  of  Guy  Moore,  Efq.  ivho  procured 
tim  a  pardon.  Ibid. 

*  Gny  Moore  ivas  fairly  eleft:d  member  of  Parlia 
ment  for  Clcnmell;  bui  Sir  Thomas,  depending  upon  his 
inierejl  ivith  a  certain  party  then  prevailing,  and  Jtnce 
knonun  by  the  title  of  Parfon-hunters,  petitioned  the  boufc 
fgainjl  him  ;  out  of  "which  he  was  turned,  upon  pretence 
tf  bribery,  -which  the  paying  of  his  la-wful  debts  "was 
then  voted  to  bt.  Ibid. 

ff  "  Save  a  thief frem  the  gallows •,  tnd  he  ivill  (tit 
u  your  throat."  Ibid. 

\\  Mr.  Georgt  ftutirrr. 
VOL.  IX.' 


VTHE  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT  *. 

WITH  a  whirl  of  thought  opprefa'd, 

I  funk  from  reverie  to  reft. 

An  horrid  vifion  feiz'd  my  head, 

i  faw  the  graves  give  up  their  dead! 

Jove,  arm  d  with  terrors,  burfl  the  fkie% 

And  thunder  roars,  and  lightning  flies  ! 

Anjaz'd,  confus'd,  its  fate  unknown, 

The  world  {lands  trembling  at  his  throne ! 

While  each  pale  finner  hung  his  head, 

Jove,  nodding,  fhook  the  heavens,  and  faid : 

"  Offending  race  of  human  kind, 

"  By  nature,  reafon,  learning,  blind  ; 

"  You  who,  through  frailty,  flepp'd  afide  ^ 

"  And  you  who  never  fell,  through  pride  ; 

"  You  who  in  different  fecis  were  fhamm'd, 

"  And  come  to  fee  each  other  damn'd 

"  (So  fome  folk  told  you,  but  they  knew 

"  No  more  of  Jove's  defi^ns  than  you) ; 

"  — The  \vorid's  mad  bufmefs  now  is  o'er, 

"  And  I  refent  thefe  pranks  no  more. 

*'  — I  to  fuch  blockheads  fet  my  wit ! 

"  I  damn  fuch  fools  ! — Go,  go,  you're  bij" 

VERSES  SENT  TO  THE  DEAN  ON  HIS 
BIRTH-DAY, 

WITH  PINE'S    HORACE,    FINELY  BOUND,  BY  DR. 
J.  SICAN  f. 

— \Horace  f  peaking^ 

YOU'VE  read,  Sir,  in  poetic  ftrain, 

How  Varus  and  the  Mantuan  fwain 

Have  on  my  birth-day  been  invited 

(But  I  was  forc'd  in  verfe  to  write  it) 

Upon  a  plain  repafl  to  dine, 

And  tafle  my  old  Campanian  wine ; 

But  I,  who  all  punctilios  hate, 

Though  long  familiar  with  the  great, 

Nor  glory  in  my  reputation, 

Am  come  without  an  invitation  ; 

And,  though  I'm  us'd  to  right  Falernlan, 

-n  for  once  to  tafle  lerniaa  ; 
But  fearing  that  you  might  difpute 
(Had  I  put  on  my  common  fuit)j 
My  breeding  and  my  politest, 
I  vifit  in  a  birth-day  drefs ; 
My  coat  of  pureft  Turkey  red, 
With  gold  embroidery  richly  fpread  : 
To  which  I've  Jure  as  good  pretenfions 
As  Irifb.  lords  who  flarve  on  pensions. 
What  though  proud  minifters  of  Hate 
Did  at  your  anti-chamber  wait ; 
What  though  your  Oxfords  and  your  St.  Johns 
Have  at  your  levee  paid  attendance  ; 
And  Peterborough  and  great  Ormond, 
With  many  chiefs  who  now  are  dormant, 
Have  laid  afide  the  general's  ftaff 
And  public  cares,  with  you  to  laugh  ; 


*  That  this  poem  is  the  genuine  prnJu&'ron  of  the  Dearr> 
Lord  CheJIcrjield  bears  ample  tejliwiony  in  his  letter  to  M. 
Voltaire,  Aug.  27.  1752. 

f   This  ingenious  young  gentleman  was  unfortunately 


murdered  in  Italy* 
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Yet  I  feme  friends  as  good  can  name, 
Nor  lefs  the  darling  fons  of  Fame  ; 
For  fure  my  Pollio  and  Maecenas 
Were  as  good  ftatefmen,  Mr.  Dean,  as 
Either  your  Bolingbroke  or  Harley, 
Though  they  made  Lewis  beg  a  parley ; 
And  as  for  Mordaunt,  your  lov'd  hero, 
I'll  match  him  with  my  Drufus  Nero. 
You'll  boaft,  perhaps,  your  favourke  Pope  ; 
But  Virgri  is  as  good,  I  hope. 
I  own  indeed  I  can't  get  any 
To  equal  lielftiam  and  Delany ; 
Since  Athens  brought  forth  Socrates, 
A  Grecian  ifle  Hippocrates : 
Since  Tuily  Hv'd  before  my  time, 
And  Galea  bkfs'd  another  clime. 

You'll  plead  perhaps,  at  my  requeft, 
To  be  admitted  as  a  gueft, 
«'  Your  hearing's  bad  !"— But  why  fuch  fears  ? 
I  fpeak  to  eyes,  and  not  to  ears ; 
And  for  ^hat  reafon  wifely  took 
The  form  yon  fee  me  in,  a  book. 
Attack'd  by  flow-devouring  moths, 
By  rage  of  barbarous  Huns  and  Goths ; 
By  Bentley's  notes,  ray  deadlieft  foes, 
By  Creech's  rhymes  and  Dunfter's  pfofe  j 
T  found  my  boafted  wit  and  fire 
In  their  rude  hands  almoft  expire  : 
Yet  ftill  they  but  in  vain  affail'd ; 
For,  had  their  violence  prevail'd, 
And  in  a  blaft  deilroy'd  my  fame, 
They  would  have  partly  mifs'd  their  aim ; 
Since  all  my  fpirit  in  thy  page     ' 
Defies  the  Vandals  of  this  age. 
'Tis  yours  to  fave  thefe  fmall  remains 
From  future  pedants'  muddy  brains, 
And  fix  my  long-uncertain  fate, 
You  beft  know  how — which  way  ? — TRANSLATE. 

ON    PSYCHE*. 

AT  two  afternoon  for  our  Pfyche  inquire, 

Her  tea-kettle's  on,  and  her  fmock  at  the  fire  : 

So  loitering,  fo  active  ;  fo  bufy,  fo  idle  ; 

Which  hath  Ihe  moft  need  of,  a  fpur  or  a  bridle  ? 

Thus  a  greyhound  out-runs  the  whole  pack  in  a  race, 

Yet  wouldratherbe  hang'd  than  he'd  leave  a  warm 

place. 

She  gives  you  fuch  plenty,  it  puts  you  in  pain  ; 
But  ever  with  prudence  takes  care  of  the  main. 
To  pleafe  you,  {he  knows  how  to  choofe  a  nice  bit ; 
For  her  tafle  is  almoft  as  refin'd  as  her  wit. 
To  oblige  a  good  friend,   fhe   will   trace    every 

market.  [cark  it. 

It  would  do  your  heart  good,  to  fee  how  fhe  will 
Yet  beware  of  her  arts;  for  it  plainly  appears, 
She  faves  half  her  victuals  by  feeding  your  ears. 

THE  DEAN  AND  DUKE.    1734. 

JAMES  BRYDGES  and  the  Dean  had  long  been 
friends; 

•  H  is  beduk'd  ;  of  courfe  their  frierdfhip  ends  : 
K ut  fare  the  Dean  dcferves  a  lharp  rebuke, 

tn  knowing  James,  to  boaft  he  knows  the  Duke, 


'*  Mrs.  Sican,  a  very  ingenious  •weltered  ladj. 
.--her  to  tkc  author  rfile preceding  fctm*  • 


Yet,  fmce  juft  heaven  the  Duke's  ambition  mock*, 
Since  all  he  got  by  fraud  is  loft  by  flocks, 
His  wings  are  clipp'd  :  he  tries  no  more  in  vain 
With  bands  of  fiddlers  to  extend  his  train. 
Since  he  no  more  can  build,  and  plant  and  revel, 
The  Duke  and  Dean  feem  near  upon  a  level. 
Oh  !  wert  thou  not  a  Duke,  my  good  duke  Hum 
phry,  [bum  free. 
From  bailiff's  claws  thou  fcarce  couldft  keep  thy 
A  Duke  to  know  a  Dean  !  go,  fmooch  thy  crown  : 
Thy  brother  (far  thy  betters)  wore  a  gown. 
Well,  but  a  Duke  thou  art ;  fo  pleas'd  the  king  : 
Oh  !  would  his  Majefty  but  add  a  firing  ! 

ON  DR.  RUNDLE,  BISHOP  OF  DERRY  *. 

MAKE  Rundle  bifhop  !  fie  for  fhame  ! 

An  Ariau  to  ufurp  the  name  ! 

A  biftiop  in  the  ifle  of  Saints ! 

How  will  his  brethren  make  complaints  ! 

Dare  any  of  the  mitred  hoft 

Confer  on  him  the  Holy  Ghoft ; 

In  mother  church  to  breed  a  variance, 

By  coupling  Orthodox  with  Arians  ? 

Yet,  were  he  Heathen,  Turk,  or  Jew, 
What  is  there  in  it  ftrange  or  new  ? 
For,  let  us  hear  the  weak  pretence 
His  brethren  find  to  take  offence  ; 
Of  whom  there  are  but  four  at  moft, 
Who  know  there  is  an  Holy  Ghoft  : 
The  reft,  who  boaft  they  have  conferr'd  it, 
Like  Paul's  Ephefians,  never  heard  it ; 
And,  when  they  gave  it,  well  'tis  known, 
They  gave  what  never  was  their  own. 

Rundle  a  bifhop  !  well  he  may  ; 
He's  ftill  a  Chriftian  more  than  they. 

We  know  the  fubjecl  of  their  quarrels  ; 
The  man  has  learning,  fenfe,  and  morals.    . 

There  is  a  reafon  ftill  more  weighty; 
'Tis  granted  he  believes  a  Deity  ; 
Has  every  circumftance  to  pleafe  us, 
Though  fools  may  doubt  his  faith  in  Jefus. 
But  why  fliould  he  with  that  be  loaded, 
Now  twenty  years  from  court  exploded  ? 
And  is  not  this  objection  odd 
From  rogues  who  ne'er  believ'd  a  God  ?  ' 
For  liberty  a  champion  flout, 
Though  not  fo  goipel-ward  devout  ; 
While  others,  hither  fent  to  fave  us, 
Came  but  to  plunder  and  enflave  us  ; 
Nor  ever  own'd  a  power  divine, 
But  Mammon  and  the  German  line. 

Say,  how  did  Rundle  undermine  'em  ? 
Who  ibow'd  a  better  jus  divimim  ? 
From  ancient  canon ,  would  not  vary, 
But  thrice  refus'd  epifcopari. 

Our  bifhop's  predecefibr,  Magus, 
Would  offer  all  the  fands  of  Tagus, 
Or  fell  his  children,  houfe,  and  lands, 
For  that  one  gift,  to  lay-on  hands  : 
But  all  his  gold  could  not  avail 
To  have  the  fpirit  fet  to  fale. 
Said  furly  Peter,  "  Magus,  pr'ythee, 
"  Be  gone  :  thy  money  perifh  with  thee."' 
Were  Peter  now  alive,  perhaps 
He  might  have  found  a  fcore  of  chaps, 

*  Promoted  to  flat  fee,  in  February  1734-5, 
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Could  he  but  make  his  gift  appear 
In  rents  three  thoufand  pounds  a  year. 

Some  fancy  this  promotion  odd, 
As  not  the  handy -work  of  God  ; 
Though  e'en  the  bifhops  difappointed 
Muft  own  it  made  by  God's  anointed, 
And,  well  we  know,  the  conge  regal 
Is  more  fecure  as  well  as  legal ; 
Becaufe  our  lawyers  all  agree, 
That  bifhoprics  are  held  in  fee. 

Dear  Baldwin  chafte,  and  witty  CrofTe, 
How  forely  I  lament  your  lofs ! 
That  fuch  a  pair  of  wealthy  ninnies 
Should  flip  your  time  of  dropping  guineas; 
For,  had  you  made  the  king  your  debtor, 
Your  title  had  been  fo  much  better. 


EPIGRAM. 

Friend  Rundle  fell,  with  grievous  bump, 

Upon  his  reverential  rump. 

Poor  rump  !  thou  hadft  been  better  fped, 

Hadfl  thou  been  join'd  to  Boulter's  head  : 

A  head,  fo  weighty  and  profound, 

Would  needs  have  kept  thee  from  the  ground. 


A  CHARACTER,  PANEGYRIC,  AND   DE 
SCRIPTION  OF  THE  LEGION-CLUB. 


As  I  flroll  the  city,  oft  I 

See  a  building  large  and  lofty, 

Not  a  bow-fhot  from  the  college  ; 

Half  the  globe  from  fenfe  and  knowledge  : 

By  the  prudent  architect, 

Plac'd  againft  the  church  direct, 

Making  good  thy  grand-dame's  jeft, 

**  Near  the  church"  —  you  know  the  reft. 

Tell  us,  what  the  pile  contains? 
Many  a  head  that  holds  no  brains. 
Thefe  demoniacs  let  me  dub 
With  the  name  of  Legion-club. 
Such  affemblies,  you  might  fwtar, 
Meet  when  butchers  bait  a  bear  ; 
Such  a  noife,  and  fuch  harranguing, 
When  a  brother  thief  is  hanging  •. 
Such  a  rout  and  fuch  a  rabble 
Run  to  hear  Jack-pudden  gabble  ; 
Such  a  crowd  their  ordure  throws 
On  a  far  lefs  villain's  nofe. 

Could  I  from  the  building's  top 
Hear  the  rattling  thunder  drop, 
While  the  devil  upon  the  roof 
(If  the  devil  be  thundtr-proof  ) 
Should  with  poker  fiery  red 
Crack  the  ftones,  and  melt  the  lead  ; 
Drive  them  down  on  every  fkull, 
While  the  fan  of  thieves  is  full  ; 
Quite  deftroy  the  harpies'  nefl  ; 
How  might  then  our  ifle  be  biefl  ! 
For  divines  alloy/  that  God 
Sometimes  makes  the  devil  his  rod  ; 
And  the  gofpel  will  inform  us, 
He  can  punifh  f;ns  enormous, 

Yet  fhould  Swift  endow  the  fchools, 
For  his  lunatics  and  fools, 


With  a  rood  or  two  of  land, 

I  allow  the  pile  may  ftand. 

You  perhaps  will  afk  me,  Why  fo  ? 

But  it  is  with  this  provifo  : 

Since  the  houfe  is  like  to  laft, 

Let  the  royal  grant  be  pafs'd, 

That  the  club  have  right  to  dwell 

Each  within  his  proper  cell, 

With  a  paffage  left  to  creep  in, 

And  a  hole  above  for  peeping. 

Let  them,  whtn  they  once  get  in, 

Sell  the  nation  for  a  pin;, 

While  they  fit  a-picking  ftraws, 

Let  them  rave  at  making, laws  ; 

While  they  never  hold  their  tongue. 

Let  them  dabble  in  their  dung : 

Let  them  form  a  grand  committee, 

How  to  plague  and  flarve  the  city  ; 

Let  them  ftare,  and  ftorm,  and  frown, 

When  they  fee  a  clergy  gown  ; 

Let  them,  ere  they  crack  a  loufe, 

Call  for  th'  orders  of  the  houfe  ; 

Let  them,  with  their  gofling  quills, 

Scribble  fenfelefs  heads  of  bills. 

We  may,  while  they  {train  their  threats. 

Wipe  our  a — s  vf  ith  their  votes. 

Let  Sir  Tom  *,  that  rampant  afs, 
Stuff  his  guts  >vi!.h  flax  and  grafs ;     I 
But,  before  the  prieft  he  fleeces, 
Tear  the  bible  all  to  pieces  : 
At  the  parfons,  Tom,  halloo,  boy, 
Worthy  offspring  of  a  {hoe-boy, 
Footman,  traitor,  vilr  feducer, 
Perjur'd  rebel,  brib'd  accufer, 
Lay  thy  paltry  privilege  afide, 
Sprung  from  papifts,  and  a  regicide ; 
Fall  a- working  like  a  mole, 
Raife  the  dirt  about  your  hole. 

Come,  afiift  me,  mufe  obedient! 
Let  us  try  fome  new  expedient ; 
Shift  the  fcene  for  half  an  hour, 
Time  and  place  are  in  thy  power. 
Thither,  gentle  mufe,  conduct  me; 
I  fhall  alk,  and  you  inftruct  me. 

See,  the  mufe  unbars  the  gate ! 
Hark,  the  monkeys,  how  they  prate ! 

All  ye  gods  who  rule  the  foul ! 
Styx,  through  hell,  whofe  waters  roll ! 
Let  me  be  allow'd  to  tell 
What  I  heard  in  yonder  hell. 

Near  the  door  an  entrance  gapes, 
Crowded  round  with  antic  fliap'e*, 
Proverty,  and  grief,  and  care, 
Caufelefs  joy,  and  true  defpair; 
Difcord  periwigg'd  with  fnakes, 
See  the  dreadfuf  llrides  fhe  takes ! 

By  this  odious  crew  befet, 
I  began  to  rage  and  fret, 
And  refolr  d  to  break  their  pates, 
Ere  we  cnter'd  at  the  gates ; 
Had  not  Clio  in  the  nick 
Whifper'd  me,  "  Lay  down  your  flick.8' 
What,  fdid  I,  is  this  the  tn.ii-baufe  ? 
Thefe,  flie  anfvwrMj  are  but  faadows, 
Phantoms  bodilefs  and  vain, 
Empty  vificns-of  the  brain. 

*  Sir  Tl-imas  Pren&rgrafl,  a  privy  ct::-.';U*r. 
I* 


THE   W  O  R  K  G  O  ?  S  \f  I  FT. 


In  the  perch  Briareus  {lands, 
Shows  a  bribe  in  all  his  hands ; 
Briareus  the  fecretary, 
But  we  mortals  call  him  Carey. 
When  the  rogues  their  country  f!eeces 
They  may  hope  for  pence  a-piece.    ' 

Clio,  who  hod  been  fn  wife 
To  put  on  a  fool's  difguife,     - 
To  befpeak  feme  approbation, 
And  be  thought  a  near  relation, 
When  fhe  faw  three  hundred  brutes 
AH  involv'd  in  wild  difputes, 
Roaring  till  their  lungs  were  fpent, 
Privilege  of  Parliament. 
Now  a  new  misfortune  feels, 
Breading  to  be  laid  by  th'  heels. 
Never  durft  the  mufe  before 
Enter  that  infernal  door  ;  -   \ 
Clio,  ftifleiwith  the  fmell, 
Into  fpleen  and  vapours  fell, 
By  the  Stygian  fleams  that  flew 
From  the' dire  infectious  crew. 
Not  the  flench  of  Lake  Avernus 
Could  have  more  offended  her  nofe  ; 
Had  fhe  flown  but  o'er  the  top, 
She  had  felt  her  pinions  drop, 
And  by  exhalations  dire, 
Though  a  g;oddefs,  muft  expire. 
In  a  fright  fhe  crept  away ; 
Bravely  \  refolv'd  to  flay. 

When  I  faw  the  keeper  frown. 
Tipping  him  with  half  a  crown, , 
Now,  faid  I,  we  are  alone, 
Name  your, heroes  one  by  one. 

Who  is  that  hell-featur'd  brawler  ? 
Is  it  Satan  ?  No,  'tis  Waller. 
In  what  figure  can  a  bard  drefs 
Jack  the  grandfon  of  Sir  Hardrefs  ? 
Honeft  keeper,  drive  him  further, 
In  his  looks  are  hell  and  murther  ; 
See  the  fcowling  vifkge  drop, 
Juft  as  when  he  murder'd  T— p. 
Keeper,  ihow  me  where  to  fix 
On  the  puppy  pair  of  Dicks; 
By  their  lantern:  jaws  and  leathern, 
You  might  fwear  they  both  are  brethren : 
JDick  Fitzbaker,  Dick  the  player, 
Old  acquaintance.,  are  you  there  ? 
Dear  companions,  hug  and  k>fs, 
Toaft  Old  Glorious  m  your  pifs  : 
Tie  them,  keeper,,  in-  a  tether, 
.Let  them  flarve  and  flink  together ; 
Both  are  apt  to  be  unruly, 
jfeafh  them  daily,  -lafh  them  duly  ; 
Though  'tis  hopelefs  tq  reclaim  them, 
Scorpion  reds  perhaps  may  tame  them. 

Keeper,  yon  old  dotard  fmoke, 
Sweetly  fnoring  in  his  cloak  ; 
Who  is  he  ?  'tis  humdrum  Wynne, 
Half  encontpafs'd  by  his  kin  : 
There  obferve  the  tribe  of  Bjngham, 
For  he  n'cver  fails  to  bring  'em ; 
While  he  fleeps  the  whole  debate, 
They  fubmi/fi  ve  round  him  wait ; 
Yet  would  gladly  fee  the  hunks 
Jn  his  gviive,  and  fearch  hi*  trunks, 
See,  they  gently  twitch  his  coat,    , 
Juft  to  ysiwn  and  give  his  vote, 


Always  firm  in  his  vocation, 
For  the  court,  againfl  the  nation. 

Thole  are  A — s  Jack  and  Bob* 
Firfl  in  every  wicked  job, 
Son  and  brother  to  a  queer 
Brain-fick  brute,  they  call  a  peer. 
We  muft  give  them  better  quarter, 
For  their  anceftor  trod  mortar, 
And  H — th,  to  boafl  his  fame, 
On  a  chimney  cut  his  name. 

There  fit  Clements,  D — ks,  and  Harrifon  \ 
How  they  fwagger  from  their  garrifori ! 
Such  a  triplet  could  you  tell 
Where  to  find  on  this  fide  hell  ? 
Harrifon,  D — ks,  and  Clements, 
Keeper,  fee  they  haye  their  payments; 
Every  mifchief's  in  their  hearts; 
If  they  fail,  'tis  want  of  parts. 

Blefsus,  Morgan!  a'rt  thou  there,  man! 
Blefs  mine  eyes !  art  thou  the  chairman  1 
Chairman' to  your  damn'd  committee  ! 
Yet  I  look  on  thee  with  pity. 
Dreadful  Fight !'  what !  learfted  Morgan 
A'letamorphos'd  to  a  Gorgon  ? 
For  thy  horrid  looks,  I  own, 
Half  convert  me  to  a  ftone. 
Haft  thou  been  fo  long  at  fchool, 
Now  to  turn  a  factious  tool  ? 
Alma  Mater  was  thy  nother, 
Every  young  divine  thy  brother. 
Thou,  a  difobedient  varlet, 
Treat  thy  mother  like  a  harlot ! 
Thou  ungrateful  to  thy  teachers, 
Who  are  all  grown  reverend  preachers ! 
Morgan,  would  it  not  furprife  one! 
Turn  thy  nourifhment  to  poifon! 
When  you  walk  among  your  books, 
They  reproach  you  with  their  looks  ; 
Bind  them  faft,  or  from  their  fhelves 
They  will  come  and  right  themfelves; 
Homer,  Plutarch,  Virgil,  Flaccus, 
All  in  arms  prepare  to  back  us. 
Soon  repent,  of  put  to  flaughter 
Every  Greek  and  Rom^n  author. 
Will  you,  in  your  faction's  phrafe, 
Send  the  clergy  all  to  graze, 
And,  to  make  your  projed  pafs, 
Leave  them  not  a  blade  of  grds  ? 

How  I  want  thce,  humorous  Hogarth  ! 
Thou,  T  hear,  a  pleafing  rogue  art. 
Were  but  you  and  I  acquainted, 
Every  monfter  fhould  be  painted  : 
You  fhould  try  your  Craving-tools 
On  this  odious  group  of  fools: 
Draw  the  beafh  as  I  dcfcrib.e.  them 
From  their  features,  while  I  gibe  them ; 
Draw  them  like  ;  for  I  affure  you, 
You  will  need  no  car'caiura; 
Draw  them  fo,  that  we  may  trace 
All  the  foul  in  every  face. 

Keeper,  I  muft  not  retire, 
You  have  done  whtit  !  ueffre  : 
But  I  feel  my  fpirlts  fpent 
With  the  noife,  the  fight,  the  fcrnto 
"  Pray  be  patient ;  you  (hall  find 
"  Half  the  beft  are  ftill  behind  : 
"  You  have  hardly  feen  a  fcore  ; 
"  I  can  (how  two  hundred  more.'1 
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Keeper,  I  have  feen  enough.— 

Taking  then  a  pinch  of  fnuff, 

1  concluded,  looking  round  them, 

ce  May  their  god,  the  devil,  confound  them  1" 

AN  APOLOGY,  &c. 

A  LADY,  wife  as  well  as  fair, 

Whofe  confcience  always  was  her  care, 

Thoughtful  upon  a  point  of  moment, 

Would  have  the  text  as  well  as  comment : 

So  hearing  of  a  grave  divine, 

She  fent  to  bid  him  come  and  dine. 

But,  you  muft  know,  he  was  not  quite 

So  grave  as  to  be  unpolite  ; 

Thought  human  learning  would  not  leffen 

The  dignity  of  his  profeilion  : 

And,  if  you'd  heard  the  man  difcourfe, 

Or  preach,  you'd  like  him  fcarce  the  worfe. 

He  long  had  bid  the  court  farewell, 

Retreating  filent  to  his  cell ; 

Sufpected  for  the  love. he  bore 

To  one  who  fway'd  fome  time  before; 

"Which  made  it  more  furprifing  how 

He  fhould  be  fent  for  thither  now. 

The  meffage  told,  he  gapes,  and  ftares, 
And  fcarce  believes  his  eyes  or  ears : 
Could  not  conceive  What  it  fhould  mean, 
And  fain  would  hear  it  told  again. 
But  then  the  'fquire  fo  trim  and  nice, 
*Twere  rude  to  make  him  tell  it  twice  : 
So  bow'd,  was  thankful  for  the  honour ; 
And  would  not  fail  to  wait  upon  her. 
His  beaver  brufh'd,  his  fhoes,  and  gown, 
Away  he  trudges  into  town" ; 
Paffes  the  lower  caftle-yard  ; 
And  now  advancing  to  the  guard, 
He  trembles  at  the  thoughts  of  ftate  ; 
For,  confcious  of  his  fheepifh  gait, 
His  fpirits  of  a  fudden  fail'd  him ; 
He  ftopt,  and  could  riot  tell  what  ail'd  him. 

What  was  the  meffage  1  receiv'd  ? 
Why  certainly  the  captain  rav'd  ! 
To  dine  with  her !  and  come  at  three  ! 
Impoflible  !  it  can't  be  me. 
Or  may  be  I  miftook  the  word  ; 
My  Lady— it  muft  be  my  Lord. 

My  Lords  abroad  ;  my  Lady  too  : 
What  muft  th'  unhappy  Doctor  do  ? 
"  Is  Captain  Cracherode-here,  pray?"—"  No." 
"'  Nay,  then  'tis  time  for  me  to  go.'* 
Am  I  awake,  or  do  I  dream  ? 
I'm  fure  he  call'd  me  by  my  name  ; 
Nam'd  me  as  plain  as  he  could  fpeak ; 
And  yet  there  muft  be  fome  miftake. 
Why,  what  a  jeft  fhould  I  have  been, 
Had  now  my  Lady  been  within  ! 
What  could  I  've  faid  ?  I'm  mighty  glad 
She  went  abroad— fhe'd  thought  me  Riad. 
The  hour  of  dining  now  is  paft : 
Well  then,  I'll  e'en  go  home  and  faft  ; 
And,  fmce  I  'fcap'd  being  made  a  feoff, 
1  think  I'm  very  fairly  on. 
My  Lady  now  returning  home, 
Calls.  "  Cracherode,  is  the  Doctor  come  J" 
He  had  not  heard  of  him — «  Pray  fee, 
T^Tis  now  a  quarter  af  '' 


The  captain  walks  about,  and"  fearches 
Through  all  the  rooms,  and  courts,  and  arches  ; 
Examines  all  the  fervants  round, 
In  vain — no  Doctor's  to  be  found. 
My  Lady  could  not  choofe  but  wonder : 
Captain,  ,1  fear  you've  made  fome  blunder : 
Buc  pray,  to-morrow  go  at  ten, 
I'll  try  his  manners  once  again ; 
If.  rudenef&be  the  effect:  of  knowledge, 
My  fon  fhall  never  fee  a  college." 
The  captain  was  a  man  of  reading, 
And  much  good,fenfe,  as  well  as  breeding, 
Who,  loath  to  blame,  or  to  incenfe, 
Said  little  in  his  own  defence. 
Next  day  ariother  meffage  brought : 
The  Doctor,  frighten'd  at  his  fault, 
Is  drefs'd,  and  ftealing  through  the  crowd. 
Now  pale  as  death,  then.blufh'd  and  bcnv'dj 
Panting — and  faultering— humm'd  and  ha'd, 
Her  Ladyfhip  was  gone  abroad  ; 
The  captain  too—- he  did  not  know 
"  Whether  he  ought  to.ftay  or  go  ;" 
Begg'd  fhe'd  forgive  him.     In  cpnciufion, 
My  Lady,  pitying  his  confufion, 
Call'd  her  good-nature  to  relieve  him  ; 
Told  him,  fhe  thought  ilie  might  believe  him  ; 
And  would  not  only  grant  his  fuitj 
But  vifit  him,  and  eat  fome  fruit ; 
Provided,  at  a  proper  time, 
He  told  the  real  truth  in  rhyme. 
'Twas  to  no  purpofe  to  oppofe, 
She'd  hear  of  no  excufe  in  proie. 
The  Doctor  flood  not  to  debate, 
Glad  to  compound  at  any  rate ; 
So,  bowing,  feemingly  comply'd  ; 
Though,  if  he  durft,  he  had  deny'd. 
But  firft,  refolv'd  to  Ihow  his  tafte, 
Was  too  refin'd  tb  give  a  feaft  : 
He'd  treat  with  nothing  that  was  rare, 
But  winding  walks  and  purer  air  ; 
Would  entertain  without  expence, 
Or  pride,  <or  vain  magnificence  : 
For  well  he  knew,  to  fuch  a  gweft 
The  plaineft  meals  muft  be  the  belt. 
To  ftomachs  clogg'd  with  coftly  fare 
Simplicity  alone  is  rare  ; 
Whilft  high,  and  nice,  and  curious  meats, 
Are  really  but  vulgar  treats. 
Inftead  of  fpoils  of  Perfian  looms, 
The  coftly  boafts  of  regal  rooms, 
Thought  it  more  courtly  and  difcreet 
To  fcatter  rofes  at  her  feet  ; 
Rofes  of  richeft  dye,'  that  fhone 
With  native  luftre,  like  her  own  : 
Beauty  that  needs  no  aid  of  art 
Through  every  fenfe  to  reach  the  heart. 
The  gracious  dame,  though  well  fhe  knew 
All  this  was  much  beneath  her  due, 
Lik'd  every  thing— at  lea'ft  thought  fit 
To  praife  it  par  manitre  d*  acquit. 
Yet  fhe,  though  feeming  pleas' d,  can't  beatf 
The  fcorching  fun,  or  chilling  air  ; 
Difturb'd  alike  at  both  extremes, 
Whether  he  fhows  or  hides  the  beams  : 
Though  feeming  pleas' d  at  all  fhe  fees, 
Starts  at  the  ruining  of  the,  trees, 
And  fcarce  can  fpeak  for  want  of  breath, 
J«  hjilf  a  walk  fatiju'd  19  death. 
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The  Do&or  takes  his  hint  from  hence, 

T"  apologize  his  late  offence  :* 

"  Madam,  the  mighty  power  of  ufe 

"  Now  ftrangely  pleads  in  my  excufe  : 

"  If  you  unus'd  have  fcarcely  ftrength 

"  To  gain  this  walk's  untoward  length  ; 

"  If,  frighten 'd  at  a  fcene  fo  rude, 

"  Through  long  difufe  of  folitude  ; 

"  If,  long,  confin'd  to  fires  and  fcreens, 

*•  You  dread  the  waving  of  thefe  greens  ; 

"  If  you,  who  long  have  breath'd  the  fumes 

"  Of  city-fogs  and  crowded  rooms, 

"  Do  now  folicitoufly  fhun 

"  The  cooler  air  and  dazzling  fun  ; 

'•  If  his  majeflic  eye  you  flee, 

"  Learn  hence  t'excufe  and  pity  me. 

"  Coniidor  what  it  is  to  bear 

"  The  powder' d  courtier's  v/itty,  fneer  ; 

"  To  fee  th'  important. man  of  drefs 

"  Scoffing  my  college  aukwarcnefs ; 

u  To  be  the  ftruttir.g  cornet's  iport, 

"  To  run  the  gauntlet  of  the  court, 

."  Winning  my  way  by  flow  approaches, 

"  Through  crowds  of  coxcombs  and  of  coaches, 

"  From  the  firft  fierce  cockaded  centry, 

"  Quite  through  the  tribe  of  waiting-gentry ; 

"  To  pafs  fo  many  crowded  flages, 

"  And  ftand  the  flaring  of  your  pages ; 

"  And,  after  all,  to  crown  my  fpleeo, 

"  Be  told — "  You  are  not  to  be  feen  :" 

"  Or,  if  you  are,  be  forc'd  to  bear 

"  The  awe  of  your  majeftic  air. 

"  And  can  I  then  be  faulty  found, 

"  In  dreading  this  vexatious  round  ? 

"  Can  it  be  ftrange,  if  I  efchew 

"  A  fcene  fo  glorious  and  fo  new  ? 

"  Or  is  he  criminal  that  flies 

*'  The  living  luftre  of  your  eyes  ?"• 

THE  DEAN'S  MANNER  OF  LIVING. 

ON  rainy  days  alone  I  dine 
Upon  a  chick  and  pint  of  wine. 
On  rainy  days  I  dine  alone, 
And  pick  my  chicken  to  the  bone  : 
But  this  my  fervants  much  enrages, 
No  fcraps  remain  to  fuve  board-wages. 
!n  weather  fine  I  nothing  fpend, 
But  often  fpunge  upon  a  friend  : 
Yet,  where  he's  not  fo  rich  as  I, 
I  pay  my  ciub,  and  fo  good  b'ye. 

VERSES  MADE  FOR  FRUIT-WOMEN,  &c. 

APPLES. 

COME  buy  my  fine  v/ares, 
Plumbs,  apples,  and  pears, 
A  hundred  a  penny, 
In  confcience  too  many  : 
Cqme,  will  you  have  any  ? 
My  children  are  feven, 
I  wify  them  in  heaven ; 
My  hufbanda  fot, 
With  his  pipe  and  his  pot, 
Not  a  faf thing'wil)  gain  them. 
And  I  muft  maintain  them. 


ASPARAGUS. 

RIFE  'fp?ragrafs,  . 
Fit  for  lad  or  lafs, 
To  make  their  water  pafs : 
Oh,  'tis  pretty  picking 
With  a  tender  chicken  I 

ONIONS. 

COME,  follow  me  by  the  fmell, 
Here  are  delicate  onions  to  fell ; 
I  promife  to  ufe  you  well. 
They  make  the  blood  warmer  ; 
You'll  feed  like  a  farmer : 
For  this  is  every  cook's  opinion, 
No  favoury  diih  without  an  onion ; 
55ut,  left  your  luffing  fhould  be  fpoil'd, 
Your  onions  mult  be  thorougiy  boil'd 

Or  elfe  you  may  fpare 

Your  miflrefs  a  fnare, 
The  fecret  will  never  be*  known ; 

She  cannot  difcover 

The  breath  of  her  lover, 
But  think  it  as  fweet  as  her  own. 


OYSTERS. 

CHARMING  oyfcers.I  cry: 
:     My  mafters,  come  buy. 
So  plump  and  fo  freih, 
So  fweet  is  their  flefh, 
No  Colchefler  oyfter 
Is  fweeter  and  moifter : 
Your  flomach  they  fettle, 
And  roufe  up  your  mettle; 
They'll  make  you  a  dad 
Of  a  lafs  or  a  lad ; 
And  rnadam  your  wife 
They'll  pleafe  to  the  life  ; 
Be  fhe  barren,  be  fhe  old, 
Be  fhe  flut,  or  be  fhe  fcold, 
Eat  my  oyflers,  and  lie  near  her, 
She'll  be  fruitful,  never  fear  her. 

HERRINGS. 

BE  not  fparing, 
Leave  off  fwearing. 
Buy  my  herring 
Frefh  from  Malahide  *, 
Better  never  was  try'd. 

'iJome,  eat  theaiwith  pure  freih  butter  and  muflard  j 
Their  bellies  are  foft,  and  as  white  as  a  cuftard. 
Come,  fix-pence  a  dozen  to  get  me  fome  bread, 
Or,  like  my  own  herrings,  I  foon  fhall  be  dead. 

ORANGES. 

Jo  ME  buy  my  fine  orangee,  fauce  for  your  veal, 
And  charm  irig.  when  fqueez'd  in  a  pot  of  brown  ale; 
Well  roafled,  with  fugar  and  wine  ia  a  cup, 
They'll  make  a  fweet  bifhop  when  gentle-folks  fup. 


Near  Dublin. 


P    O    E    M    S, 


ON  ROVER,  A  LADY'S  SPANIEL. 

INSTRUCTIONS  TO  A   PAINTER*. 

HAPPIEST  of  the  fpaniel  race, 
Painter,  with  thy  colours  grace : 
Draw  his  forehead  large  and  high, 
Draw  his  hlue  and  humid  eye  ; 
Draw  his  neck  fo  fmooth  and  round, 
Little  neck  with  ribbands  bound ; 
And  the  mufely  fwelling  breaft 
Where  the  Loves  and  Graces  reft  ; 
And  the  fpreading  even  back, 
Soft,  and  fieek,  and  gloffy  black ; 
And  the  tail  that  gently  twines, 
Like  the  tendrils  of  the  vines ; 
And  the  filky  twifted  hair, 
Shadowing  thick  the  velvet  ear; 
Velvet  ears,  which,  hanging  low, 
O'er  the  veiny  temples  flow. 

With  a  proper  light  and  fhade, 
Let  the  winding  hoop  be  laid  ; 
And  within  that  arching  bower 
(Secret  circle,  myftic  power) 
In  a  downy  {lumber  place 
Happieft  of  the  fpaniel  race ; 
While  the  foft  perfpiring  dame, 
Glowing  with  the  fefteft  flame, 
On  the  ravifh'd  favourite  pours 
Balmy  dev/s,  ambrofial  fhowers ! 

With  thy  utmoft  Ikill  exprefs 
Nature  in  her  richeft  drefs ; 
Limpid  rivers  fmoothiy  flowing, 
Orchards  by  thofe  rivers  blowing ; 
Curling  woodbine,  myrtle  fhade, 
And  the  gay  enamel'd  mead  ; 
Where  the  linnets  fit  and  fing, 
Little  fportiings  of  the  fpring ; 
Where  the  breathing  field  and  grove 
Soothe  the  heart,  and  kindle  love : 
Here  for  me,  and  for  the  mufe, 
Colours  of  refemblance  choofe ; 
-Make  of  lineaments  divine, 
Daply  female  Jfanidls  ihine, 
Pretty  fondlings  of  the  fair, 
Gentle  damfils,  gentle  care  ; 
But  to  one  alone  impart 
All  the  flattery  of  thy  art. 
Crowd  each  feature,  crowd  each  grace, 
Which  complete  the  defperate  face  ; 
Let  the  fpotted  wanton  dame 
Feel  a  new  refiftlefs  flame ; 
Let  the  happieft  of  his  race 
Win  the  fair  to  his  embrace. 
But  in  fhade  the  reft  conceal, 
Nor  to  fight  their  joys  reveal, 
Left  the  pencil  and  the  mufe 
Loofe  defires  and  thoughts  infufc. 

AY  AND  NO; 

A    TALE    FROM    DUBLIN.       1737' 

AT  Dublin's  high  feaft  fate  Primate  and  Dean, 
Both  drefs'd  like  divines,  with  band  and  face  clean. 


*  In  r 

-   it  has 
Boulter" 


le  of  Philip's  poem  on  Miff  Carter  et,  and 

's  let n  f did i  "  to  a/rj».i  ibe  faJy  if  Ar(b- 


Quoth  Hilgh  of  Armagh  *•',  "  The  mob  is  grown 
"  bold."  [«  gold." 

"  Ay,  ay,"   quoth  the  Dean,   "  the  caufe  is  old 
"  No,  no,"  quoth  the  Primate,  "  if  caufes  we  fift, 
"  This  mifchief  arifes  from  \vir-y  Dean  Swift." 
'The  fmart-cae  replied,  "  There's  no  wit  in  the  cafe  ; 
"  And  nothing  of  that  ever  troubled  your  Grace. 
"  Though  with  your  ilate-fieve  your  own  notions 

"  you  fplit, 

"  A  Boulter  by  name  is  no  bolter  of  wit. 
<<r  It  is  matter  of  weight,  and  a  mere  money-job  ; 
"  But  the  lower  the  coin,  the  higher  the  mob. 
"  Go  tell  your  friend  Bob  and  the  other  great  folk, 
"  That  linking  the  coin  is  a  dangerous  joke. 
"  The  Irifh  dear-joys  have  enough  common  fenfe, 
"  To  treat  gold  reduced  like  Wood's  copper  pence. 
{'  It  is  pity  a  prelate  fhould  <iie  without  law  ; 
"  But  if  I  fay  the  word—  take  care  of  Armagh  1" 

DR.  SWIFT's  ANSWER  TO  A  FRIEND'  s 
QUESTION. 

THE  furniture  that  beft  doth  pleafe 
St.  Patrick's  dean,  good  Sir,  are  thefe.t 
The  knife  and  fork  with  which  I  eat  ; 
And,  next,  the  pot  that  boils  the  meat  ; 
The  next  to  be  preferr'd,  I  think, 
Is  the  glafs  in  which  I  drink  ; 
The  fnelves  on  which  my  books  I  keep  ; 
And  the  bed  on  which  I  ileep  ; 
An  antique  elbow-chair  between, 
Big  enough  to  hold  the  Deaa  ; 
And  the  ftore  that  gives  delight 
In  the  cold  bleak  wintery  night  ; 
To  thefe  we  add  a  thing  below, 
More  for  ufe  referv'd  than  fhcw  : 
Thefe  are  what  the  Dean  do  pleafe  ; 
All  fuperfluouo  are  but  thefe. 

APOLLO'S  EDICT  f. 


is  now  our  royal  care, 
We  lately  fix'd  our  ticeroy  there  ; 
How  near  was  fhe  to  be  undone, 
Till  pious  iove  infpir'd  her  fon  ! 
What  cannot  our  vicegerent  do, 
As  poet  and  as  patriot  too  ? 
Let  his  fuccefs  our  fubjefis  fway, 
Our  infpirations  to  obey, 
And  follow  where  he  leads  the  way  ; 
Then  ftudy  to  correct  your  tafte  ; 
Nor  beaten  paths  be  longer  trac'd. 

No  limile  fhall  be  begun, 
With  rifing  or  Avith  fetting  fun  ; 
And  let  the  fat  red  bead  of  Nik 
Be  ever  banifh'd  from  your  ifle. 

When  wretched  lovers  live  on  air, 
I  beg  you'll  the  camelion  fpare  ? 
And,  when  you'd  make  a  hero  grander, 
Forget  he's  like  a  falamander. 

No  fon  of  mine  lhall  dare  to  fay, 
Aurora  ufosr'  d-in  the  day, 
Or  ever  name  the  milky-ivay. 


*  Dr.  Hugh  Boulter. 

-•f-   This  fccm  was  originally  written  In  I72O;  fht  lat 
ter  part  of  it  -was  re-pullfiid  in  1/43,  m  tbf'deai          ' 
Cc;r;fffs  of  Donegal, 

L  iiij 
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THE    WORKS    OF   SWIFT. 


You  all  agree,  I  make  rto  doubt,' 
Elijah's  mantle  is  worn  out. 

The  bird  of  Jove  fhall  toil  no  more 
To  teach  the  humble  wren  to  foar. 
Your  tragic  heroes  fhall  not  rant, 
Nor  fnepherds  ufe  poetic  cant. 
Simplicity  alone  can  grace 
The  manners  of  the  rural  race. 
Theocritus  and  Philips  be 
Your  guides  to  true  fimplicity. 

"When  D&mo&'sfovljtatt  tale  its  fight, 
Though  poets  have  the  fecond  fight, 
They  (hall  not  fee  a  trail  of  light. 
Nor  (hall  the  -vapours  upward  rife. 
Nor  a  netu  Jlar  adorn  the  ikies : 
For  who  can  hope  to  place  one  there, 
As  glorious  as  Belinda's  hair  ? 
Yet,  if  his  name  you'd  eternize, 
And  muft  exalt  him  to  the  Ikies ; 
Without  afar,  this  may  be  done  : 
So  Tickell  mourn'd  his  Addifon. 

If  Anna's  happy  reign  you  praife, 
Pray,  not  a  word  of  hilcy  on-day  s; 
Nor  let  my  votaries  fhow  their  fkill 
In  aping  lines  from  Cooper's-Hill ; 
For  know,  J  cannot  bear  to  hear 
The  mimickry  of  deep,  yet  clear. 

Whene'er  my  viceroy  is  addrefs'd, 
Againfl  the  Phcenix  I  proteft. 
"When  poets  foar  in  youthful  {trains, 
No  Phaeton  to  hold  the  reins. 

When  you  defcribe  a  lovely  girl, 
No  lips  of  coral,  teeth  of  pearl. 
Cupid  fhall  ne'er  miftake  another, 
However  beauteous,  for  his  mother  : 
Nor  fhall  his  darts  at  random  fly 
From  magazine  in  Oelia's  eye. 
With  women-compounds  I  am  cloy'd, 
Which  only  pleas'd  in  Biddy  Floyd. 
For  foreign  aid,  what  need  they  roam, 
Whom  fate  has  amply  bleft  at  home  ? 

Unerring  heaven,  with  bounteous  handr 
Has  form'd  a  model  for  your  land,- 
Whom  Jove  endow'd  with  every  grace  ; 
The  glory  of  the  Granard  race ; 
Now  drftin'd  by  the  powers  divine 
The  biefling  of  another  line. 
Then,  would  you  paint  a  matchlefs  dame, 
Whom  you'd  confign  to  endlcfs  fame  \ 
Invoke  not  Gytherea's  aid, 
Nor  borrow  from  the  blue-ey'd  maid  ; 
Nor  need  you  on  the  Graces  call  \ — 
Take  qualities  from  Donegal. 

EPIGRAM*. 

BEHOLD  !  a  proof  of  Irifh  fenfe  ! 

Here  Irifh  v/it  is  feen  ! 
When  nothing's  left,  that's  worth  defence, 

We  build  a  magazine. 

*  The  Dean,  in  his  lunacy,  had  fome  intervals  of 
fenfe;  at  •which  time  his  guardians,  or  phyficians,  tutk 
him  out  for  the  air.  On  one  of  tbefe  days,  iuhen  they 
tame  to  the  Park,  Siuifl  remarked  a  neiv  biii'din^r,  ivhich 
he  had  never  feen,  and  ajkfd  <zvhat  it  "was  drfignedfor .  To 
which  Dr.  Kingfiury  anfwered,  "  That,  Mr.  Lean,  is 
*'  the  magazine  f»r  arms  and  powder,  f«r  thcfewrih  of 


EPIGRAMS, 

Occafioned  by  Dr.  tiviffs  intended  Hofpiial  for  Idetft 
and  Lunatics. 

THE  Dean  muft  die— our  Ideots  to  maintain, 
Perifh,  ye  Ideots  !  and  long  live  the  Dean  ! 

O  genius  of  Hibernia's  ftate, 
Sublimely  good,  feverely  great ! 
How1  doth  this  lateft  a&  excel 
All  you  have  d<3iie  oy  wrote  fo  well ! 
Satire  may  be  the  child  of  fpitc,- 
And  fame  might  bid  the  Drapier  write : 
But  to  relieve,  and  to  endow, 
Creatures  that  know  not  whence  or  how, 
Argues  a  foul  both  good  and  wife, 
Reiembling  Him  who  rules  the  fkiet. 
He  to  the  thoughtful  mind  difplays 
Immortal  fkill  ten  thoufand  ways  ; 
And,  to  complete  his  glorious  tafkr, 
Gives  what  we  have  not  fenfe  to  afk-! 

Lo !  Swift  to  Ideots  bequeaths  his  ftore : 
Be  wife,  ye  rich ! — confider  thus  the  poor  I 

ON    THE 

BEAN  OF  ST.  PATRICK'S  BIRTH-DAY  f, 
Nov.  3<>,  St.  Andrew's  Day. 

BETWEEN  the  hours  of  twelve  and  one, 
When  half  the  world  to  reft  were  gone, 
Entranc'd  in  fofteft  fleep  I  lay, 
Forgetful  of  an  anxious  day ; 
From  every  care  and  labour  free, 
My  foul  as  calm  as  it  could  be, 

The  Queen  of  Dreams,  well  pleas'd  to  find 
An  undifturb'd  and  vacant  mind, 
With  magic  pencil  trac'd  my  brain, 
And  there  fhe  drew  St.  Patrick's  Dean. 
I  ftrait  beheld  on  either  hand 
Two  faints,  like  guardian  angels,  ftand^ 
And  cither  claim'd  him  for  their  fon ; 
And  thus  the  high  difpute  begun. 

St.  Andrew  firft,  with  reafon  ftrong, 
Maintain'd  to  him  he  did  belong : 
"  Swift  is  my  own,  by  right  divine, 
"  All  born  upon  this  day  are  mine." 

St.  Patrick  faid,  "  I  own  this  true^ 
"  So  far  he  does  belong  to  you  : 
"  But  in  my  church  he's  born  again, 
"  My  fon  adopted,  and  my  Dean. 
"  When  firft  the  Chriftian  truth  I  fpread, 
"  The  poor  within  this  ifie  I  fed, 
"  And  darkeft  errors  banifh'd  hence, 
"  Made  knowledge  in  their  place  commence ; 
"  Nay  more,  at  my  divine  command, 
"  All  noxious  creatures  fled  the  land. 


"  tie  city*'  "  Oh  !  oh  /"  fays  the  Dean,  pulling  out  his 
pocket-book,  "  let  me  take  an  item  of  that.  This  is  ivortlt 
"  remarking:  my  tablets,  as  Hamlet  fays,  jny  tablets-* 2* 
"  memory ,  put  doivn  that ! '  '—Which  produced  the  abovt 
lines,  faid  to  he  the  laft  he  ever  turote. 

f  See,  in  Parnett  s  Poems,  an  c'cgant  compliment  on 
the  fame  ot caftan. 


POEM    S. 


«*  I  made  both  peace  ahd  plenty  fmile. 
*'  Hibernia  was  my  favourite  ifle  ; 
"  Now  his — for  he  fucceeds  to  me,  - 
*'  Two  angels  cannot  more  agree. 

"  His  joy  is,  to  relieve  the  poor ; 
*'  Behold  them  weekly  at  his  door ! 
*'  His  knowledge  too,  in  brighteft  rays, 

He  like  the  fun  to  all  conveys ; 

Shows  ivifdom  in  a  fmgle  page, 

And  in  one  hour  inftrudts  an  age. 

When  ruin  lately  flood  around 

Th'  inclofures  of  \\\j  f acred  ground t 

He  glorioufly  did  interpofe, 

And  fav'd  it  from  invading  foes ; 

For  this  I  claim  immortal  Swift, 

As  my  own  fon,  and  heaven's  beft  gift." 

The  Caledonian  faint,  enrag'd, 
Now  clofer  in  difpute  engag'd, 
Effays  to  prove,  by  tranfmigration, 
The  Dean  is  of  the  Scottifh  nation ; 
And,  to  confirm  the  truth,  he  chofe 
The  loyal  foul  of  great  Montrofe. 
"  Montrofe  and  he  are  both  the  fame, 
**  They  only  differ  in  the  name ; 
"  Both,  heroes  in  a  righteous  caufe, 
"  Affert  their  liberties  and  laws: 
«  He's  now  the  fame,  Montrofe  was  then, 
"  But  that  thefivfird  is  turn'd  a  pen; 
"  A  fen  of  fo  great  power,  each  word 
"  Defends  beyond  the  hero's/won/." 

Now  words  grew  high — we  can't  fuppofe 
Immortals  ever  come  to  blows ; 
But,  left  unruly  paffion  fhould 
Degrade  them  into  fiefh  and  blood, 
An  angel  quick  from  Heaven  defcends, 
And  he  at  once  the  contefl  ends : 

"  Ye  reverend  pair,  from  difcord  ceafe, 
**  Yc  both  miftake  the  prefcnt  cafe; 
*'  One  kingdom  cannot  have  pretence 
M  To  fo  much  virtue  !  fo  much  fenfe  : 
«  Search  Heaven's  record  ;  and  there  you'll  find, 
**  That  he  was  born  for  all  mankind." 


EPISTLE  TO  ROBERT  NUGENT,  ESQ., 
With  a  Picture  of  Dean  Stvift. 

BY  DR.  DUNKIN*. 

To  gratify  thy  long  defire 
(So  love  and  piety  require), 
From  Bindon'sf  colours  you  may  trace 
The  patriot's  venerable  face, 
The  laft,  O  Nugent !  which  his  art 
Shall  ever  to  the  world  impart ; 
For  know,  the  prime  of  mortal  men, 
That  matchlefs  monarch  of  the  pen 
(Whofe  labours,  like  the  genial  fun, 
Shall  through  revolving  ages  run, 
Yet  never,  like  the  fun,  decline, 
But  in  their  full  meridian  mine), 


*  This  elegant  tribute  of  gratitude,  as  it  tuas  ivrtt- 
ten  at  a  period  ivhcn  all fitfpicion  of  flattery  jntijt  vanijh) 
rejicEls  the  kigheji  honour  on  the  ingenious  ivriter,  and 
tannet  but  be  agreeable  to  the  admirers  of  Sivift. 

f  Suittuel  £indont  Efq.  a  (t/ebratea'j>ajx.\-r. 


That  evcr-honour'd,  envied  fage^ 
So  long  the  wonder  of  his  age, 
Who  charm'd  us  with  his  golden  Hraia3 
Is  not  the  fhadow  of  the  Dean  : 
He  only  breathes  Bceotian  air— 
Oh  !  what  a  falling-off  was  there! 

Hiberaia's  Helicon  is  dry, 
Invention,  wit,  and  humour  die ; 
And  what  remains  againft  the  ftorm 
Of  malice,  but  an  empty  form  ? 
The  nodding  ruins  of  a  pile, 
That  flood  the  bulwark  of  this  ifle ; 
In  which  the  fifterhood  was  tix'd 
Of  candid  honour,  truth  unmix'd, 
Impartial  reafon,  thought  profound, 
And  charity,  diffufmg  round, 
In  cheerful  rivulets,  the  flow 
Of  fortune  to  the  fons  of  woe  ? 

Such  one,  my  Nugent,  was  thy  Swift, 
Endued  with  each  exalted  gift. 
But,  lo  !  the  pure  ethereal  flame 
Is  darken'd  by  a  mifty  fleam  : 
The  bal  t.  exhaufled  breathes  no  fmell. 
The  rofe  is  wither'd  ere  it  fell. 
That  godlike  fupplement  of  law, 
Which  held  the  wicked  world  in  awe, 
And  could  the  tide  of  faction  flem, 
Is  but  a  fhell  without  the  gem. 

Ye  fons  of  genius,  who  would  aim 
To  build  an  everlafling  fame, 
And,  in  the  field  of  lettered  arts, 
Difplay  the  trophies  of  youf  parts, 
To  yonder  manfion  turn  a  fide, 
And  mortify  your  growing  pride. 
Behold  the  brighteft  of  the  race, 
And  Nature's  honour,  in  difgrace  : 
With  humble  refignation  own, 
That  all  your  talents  are  a  loan  ; 
By  Providence  advanc'd  for  ufe, 
Which  you  fhould  fludy  to  produce. 
Reflect,  the  mental  flock,  alas ! 
However  current  now  it  pafs, 
May  hapiy  be  recal'd  from  you 
Before  the  grave  demands  his  due. 
Then,  while  your  morning-flar  proceeds, 
Direct  your  courfe  to  worthy  deeds, 
In  fuller  day  difcharge  your  debts ; 
For,  when  your  fun  of  reafon  fets, 
The  night  fucceeds ;  and  all  your  fchemes 
Of  glory  vanifh  with  your  dreams. 

Ah  !  where  is  now  the  fupple  train, 
That  danc'd  attendance  on  the  Dean  ? 
Say,  where  are  thofe  facetious  folks, 
Who  fhook  with  laughter  at  his  jokes, 
And  with  attentive  rapture  hung 
On  wifdom  dropping  from  his  tongue ; 
Who  look'd  with  high  difdainful  pride 
On  all  the  bufy  world  befide, 
And  rated  his  productions  more 
Than  trcafures  of  Peruvian  ore  ? 

Good^Chriftians  !  they  with  bended  knee* 
Ingulph'd  the  wine,  but  loath  the  lees, 
Averting  (fo  the  text  commands), 
With  ardent  eyas  and  up-cafl  hands, 
The  cup  of  forrow  from  their  lips, 
And  fly,  like  rats  from  finking  fhipj. 
While  feme,  who  by  his  friendfhip  rofe 
To  wealth,  in  concert  with  his  foes, 
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Run  counter  to  their  former  track; 

Like  old  Aclxon's  horrid  pack 

Of  yelling  mungrels,  in  requitals 

To  riot  on  their  mafter's  vitals ; 

And,  where  they  cannot  blaft  his  laurels, 

Attempt  to  fligmatize  his  morals  ; 

Through  fcandal's  magnifying-glafs 

His  foibles  view,  but  virtues  pafs, 

And  on  the  ruins  of  his  fame 

Ere6l  an  ignominious  name. 

So  vermin  foul,  of  vile  extraction, 

The  fpawn  of  dirt  and  putrefaction, 

The  founder  members  traverfe  o'er, 

But  fix  and  fatten  on  a  fore. 

Hence !  peace,  ye  wretches,  who  revile 

His  wit,  his  humour,  and  his  flyle ; 

Since  all  the  monfters  which  he  drew 

Were  only  meant  to  copy  you ; 

And,  if  the  colours  be  not  fainter, 

Arraign  yourfelves,  and  not  the  painter. 

But,  oh  !  that  He,  who  gave  him  breath, 
Dread  arbiter  of  life  and  death ; 
That  He,  the  moving  foul  of  all, 
The  fleeping  fpirit  would  recall, 
And  crown  him  with  triumphant  meeds, 
For  all  hjs  pail  heroic  deeds, 
In  maniions  of  unbroken  reft, 
The  bright  republic  of  the  blefs'd  ! 
Irradiate  his  benighted  mind 
With  living  light  of  light  refin'd  ; 
And  thefe  the  blank  of  thought  employ 
With  obje&s  of  immortal  joy  ! 


Yet,  while  he  drags  the  fad  remairisf 
•Of  life,  flow-creeping  through  his  veins, 
Above  the  views  of  private  ends, 
The  tributary  mufe  attends, 
To  prop  his  feeble  fteps,  or  fhed 
The  pious  tear  around  his  bed. 

So  pilgrims,  with  devout  complaints, 
Frequent  the  graves  of  martyr'd  faints, 
Infcribe  their  worth  in  artlefs  lines, 
And,  in  their  {lead,  embrace  their  fhrines. 


INSCRIPTION  INTENDED  FOR  A  MONU 
MENT.     1765. 

SAY,  to  the  Drapier's  vaft  unbounded  fame, 
What  added  honours  can  the  fculptor  give .' 
None. — 'Tis  a  fanction  from  the  Drapier's  name 
Muil  bid  the  fculptor  and  his  marble  live. 

EPIGRAM  OCCASIONED  BY  THE  ABOVE 
INSCRIPTION. 

WHICH  gave  the  Drapier  birth  two  realms  contend, 

And  each  aiTerts  her  poet,  patriot,  friend: 

Her  mitre  jealous  Britain  may  deny ; 

That  lofs  lernia's  laurel  fhall  fupply  :  [bread ; 

Through  life's  low  vale,  {he,  grateful,  gave  him, 

Her  vocal  ilones  ihall  vindicate  him  dead. 

1766.  B.  N, 
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Hail  Nature's  poet !  whom  fiie  taught  alone 

To  Cng  her  works  in  numbers  like  her  own ; 

Sweet  as  the  thrufti  that  warbles  in  the  dale, 

And  foft  as  Philomela's  tender  tale. 

She  lent  her  pencil  too,  of  wond'rous  power, 

To  catch  the  rainbow,  and  to  paint  the  flower 

Of  many  mingling  hues ;  thdn  finiling  faid, 

(But  firft  with  laurel  crown'd  her  fav'rite's  head) 

"  Thefe  beauteous  children,  though  fo  fair  they  fliine, 

"  Fade  in  my  Seafons — let  them  live  in  thine  /" 

And  live  they  fhall,  the  charm  of  every  eye, 

Till  Nature  fickens,  and  the  Seafons  die. 

THOMPSON'S  ADDRESS  TO  THE  SHADE  OF  THOMSON. 
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-T  OR  the  life  cf  THOMSON,  the  world  is  obliged  to  Dr.  Murdoch,  who  was  his  intimate  friend,  ani 
wrote  from  perfonal  knowledge. 

Some  inaccuracies  in  the  narrative  of  Dr.  Murdoch  have  been  corrected  by  Shiels,  and  fome  de 
fects  fupplied  by  the  mafterly  pen  that  has  lately  enriched  our  national  flock  of  criticifm  and  bio* 
graphy. 

Mr.  Bofwell  has  inferted  in  his  life  of  our  great  poetical  biographer,  fome  information  which  he 
lad  obtained  from  Thomfon's  relations,  for  his  ufe,  but  of  which  he  had  negle&ed  fully  to  avail 
himfelf. 

The  Earl  of  Buchan,  with  a  laudable  enthufiafm  to  celebrate  the  memory  of  a  poet  who  is  juftly 
accounted  an  honour  to  his  country,  has  collected  feveral  additional  particulars  of  his  life,  and  has 
intermingled  his  information  with  fome  valuable  letters,  and  poetical  compofitions,  which  were  not 
jjrevioufly  communicated  to  the  public.  Thefe  are  the  authorities  upon  which  moft  of  the  follow 
ing  facts  are  flated. 

James  Thomfon  was  born  at  Ednam,  near  Kelfo,  in  Roxburghftnre,  September  II.  1700.  Hia 
father  was  minifter  of  Ednam,  in  the  prefbytery  of  Kelfo,  and  afterwards  of  Southdean,  in  the  pref- 
feytery  of  Jedburgh,  in  that  county,  and  much  refpected  for  his  piety  and  diligence  in  the  difcharge 
of  his  paftoral  duties.  His  mother,  Beatrix  Trotter,  was  daughter  and  coheirefs  of  Mr.  Trotter,  a. 
fmall  portioner  of  land  at  Foggo,  in  Berwickfhire,  and  equally  amiable  by  her  piety,  which  was  en 
livened  by  fingular  fervour  of  imagination,  and  by  the  focial  and  domeftic  duties. 

The  difficulty  with  which  his  father  fupported  his  family,  having  nine  children,  occafioned  his  re 
moval  to  Southdean,  the  falary  of  which,  though  not  large,  was  more  adequate  to  his  expences  than 
that  of  Ednam.  , 

After  the  fettlement  of  his  father  at  Southdean,  he  was  fent  to  the  fchoolof  the  neighbouring  towm 
of  Jedburgh,  where  he  was  taught  the  common  rudiments  of  learning.  In  the  progrefs  of  his  educa 
tion,  he  was  not  diftinguifhed  among  his  fchool-fellows  by  any  remarkable  fuperiority  of  parts. 

Although  he  was  not  confidered  by  his  matter  as  fuperior  to  common  boys,  he  obtained  notice  bf 
his  genius,  even  in  his  boyilh  years.  Mr.  Riccalton,  minifter  of  the  neighbouring  parifh  of  Hob- 
kirk,  a  man  of  tafte  and  learning,  difcovered  his  early  propenlity  to  poetry,  encouraged  his  firft  poe 
tical  eflays,  and  corrected  his  performances. 

According  to  Lord  Buchan,  he  was  occafionally  invited  to  fpend  the  vacation  of  the  fchool  at  th$ 
country  feat  of  Sir  William  Bennet  of  Chefters,  the  moft  accompliihed  country  gentleman  in  that 
part  of  Scotland,  and  was  alfo  favourably  noticed  by  Sir  Gilbert  Elliot  of  Minto,  afterward* 
Lord  Juftice  Clerk.  The  late  Hon.  Mrs  Selby  of  Pafton,  in  Northumberland,  informed  the  prefent 
writer,  that  he  was  likewife  a  frequent  vifitor  at  Crailing,  the  feat  of  her  father  Lord  Cranfton. 

Thus  encouraged,  he  began,  at  aa  early  age,  to  amufe  himfelf  and  his  friends  with  poetical  com 
pofitions  ;  with  which,  however,  he  fo  little  pleafed  himfelf,  that  on  every  new-year's  day  he  threw 
into  the  fire  all  the  productions  of  the  foregoing  year. 

From  the  fchool,  he  was  removed  to  the  Univerfity  of  Edinburgh  ;  where  he  was  not  more  di£ 
tingnifhed  among  his  fellow-ftudents  than  he  had  been  among  his  fchool-fellows.  By  the  time  when 
he  went  to  College,  he  had  probably  begun  to  confider  himfelf  as  intended  by  nature  for  a  poet.  The 
confcious  dignity  of  genius,  therefore,  would  teach  him  to  difdain  thofe  ftudies  in  which  he  could  not 
excel :  And  thus,  the  contempt  of  his  clafs-fellows,  and  the  encouragement  of  his  poetical  friends, 
would  equally  confpire  to  confirm  his  predilection  for  poetry,  and  to  prompt  him  to  renewed  cf- 
fcrts  in  poetical  composition. 
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In  the  fecond  fefuon  of  his  attendance  at  the  Univerfity,  his  ftudies  were  interrupted  by  the  Aid- 
ci.cn  death  of  his  father.  He  was  fummoned  home  to  receive  his  dying  benediction  ;  but  came  too 
lute.  This  circumftance  contributed  to  increafe  his  forrow,  and  his  filial  piety  was  expreffed  on  this 
mournful  occafion  in  instances  of  conduct  which  his  furviving  relations  afterwards  delighted  to  re- 
colled. 

His  mother,  now  raiting  upon  her  little  eftate  what  money  a  mortgage  could  afford,  removed  with 
•  aniily  to  Edinburgh  ;  and  he  renewed  the  profecution  of  his  fludies. 

As  it  was  the  wifh  of  his  friends,  that  he  fhould  embrace  the  clerical  profeffion,  he  entered  upon 
the  ftudy  of  theology,  which  he  profecuted  without  diftinction  or  expectation,  till,  at  the  ufual  time, 
he  performed  a  probationary  exercife,  by  explaining  a  pfalm.  His  diction  was  fo  poetically  fplendid, 
.that  Mr.  Hamilton,  the  profeffor  of  divinity,  reproved  him  for  fpeaking  language  unintelligible  to 
a.  popular  audience ;  which  fo  difgufted  him  with  his  theological  purfuits,  that  he  feems  to  have 
fbon  after  this  incident,  refolved  to  betake  himfeif  more  entirely  to  the  cultivation  of  poetry. 

About  that  time,  elegant  literature  began  to  be  cherifhed  and  cultivated  in  the  Univerfity ;  and 
a.  poetical  club,  called  "  The  Athenian  Society,"  had  ventured  to  publifh  a  collection  of  poems, 
intituled,  "  The  Edinburgh  Mifcellany,"  furnifhed  chiefly  by  Caliander,  Symmers,  and  Mitchell, 
young  men  of  great  promife,  and  of  Thcmfon's  acquaintance. 

What  fhare  Thoinfon  had  in  "  the  Edinburgh  Mifcellany,"  cannot  now  be  known  ;  but  it  is 
.probable  he  was  a  contributor,  as  well  as  Mallet,  who  was  then  afpiring  to  poetical  competition  ; 
and  with  whom  he  contracted  an  early  intimacy,  which  improved  with  their  years,  undifturbed  by 
any  cafual  miftake,  envy,  or  jealotify  on  either  fide. 

A  fimilarity  of  tafte  and  of  purfuits,  connected  him  alfo  in  habits  of  early  intimacy  with  Pater- 
ion,  the  tranflator  of  Paterculus,  Malcolm,  author  of  the  Treatife  on  Mufic,  and  Murdoch,  after 
wards  a  clergyman  of  the  church  of  England,  a  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Society,  and  the  biographer 
of  his  youthful  companion. 

About  this  time  he  is  faid  to  have  received  particular  attention  from  the  family  of  Baillie  of  Jer- 
vifwood,  to  which  he  was  introduced  by  the  relations  of  his  mother  ;  and  Mr.  Bofwell  informs  us, 
that  he  lived  for  fome  time  in  the  family  of  Lord  Binning,  as  tntor  to  the  prefent  Earl  of  Ha- 
<lington.  Some  verfes  of  his,  addrefled  to  one  of  that  family,  for  the  ufe  of  fome  books,  are,  Lord 
believes,  full  preferved,  "  as  a  fpecimen  of  his  infantine  genius." 

laid  afide  all  thought  of  the  clerical  profeffion,  and  addicted  himfeif  to  the  ftudy  of 
poetry,  in  which  he  reafonably  hoped  to  attain  high  eminence,  he  eafily  difcovered  that  the  only 
rj  on  which  a  poet  could  appear  with  advantage,  was  London;  where  merit  might  fcon  be 
come  ccnfpicuous,  and  would  tind  friends,  as  foon  as  it  became  reputable,  to  befriend  it. 

It  may  be  fuppofed,  therefore,  that  he  eagerly  received  any  fhadow  of  encouragement,  however 
.flight,  which  was  held  out  to  him  ;  when  Lady  Grizzel  Baillie,  his  mother's  friend,  advifed  him  to 
try  his  fortune  as  a  poet  in  London,  and  promifed  him  fome  countenance  and  aftiflance. 

Accordingly,  in  the  autumn  of  the  year  1725,  he  embarked  at  Leith  for  London,  bedewed  with 
the  tears  of  his  affectionate  mother,  the  recollection  of  which  produced,  on  her  death,  which  hap- 
.ycned  not  long  after,  the  unpremeditated,  but  beautiful  verfes  to  her  memory  in  the  collection  of  Lord 
Buchan.  * 

On  his  "arrival  in  London,  he  found  his  way  to  Mallet,  his  fellow  collegian,  then 'tutor  to  the 
ions  of  the  Duke  of  Montrofe  ;  to  whom  he  mowed  his  Winter ,  written  at  firft  in  detached  pieces, 
or  occational  defer  Jptions,  who  advifed  him  to  form  them  into  one  connected  piece,  and  get  it  print 
ed  immediately. 

He  had  recommendations  to  feveral  perfons  of  diftinction,  particularly  to  Mr.  Forbes,  afterwards 
Tretident  of  the  Court  of  Seffion,  then  attending  his  duty  in  parliament,  who,  having  feen  a  fpeci 
men  of  his  poetry  in  Scotland,  received  him  kindly,  and  introduced  him  to  feveral  of  his  friends  ; 
among  whom  was  Aikmari  the  painter,  who  was  equally  ready  in  aftifting  him  with  the  kind  of 
fices  of  friendfhip.  He  obtained  likewife  the  notice  of  Hill,  whom,  being  friendlefs  and  indigent, 
and  glad  of  kindnefs,  he  courted  with  every  expreflion  of  fervile  adulation. 

The  reception  he  met  with,  wherever  he  was  introduced,  encouraged  him  to  rifk  the  publication 
of  his  Winter;  which  for  fome  time  could  find  no  purchafer,  till  at  laft  Mr.  Millan  was  pcrfuaded 
by  Mallet  to  buy  it  at  a  lo\v  price. 
7 
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It  was  publifhed  in  1726,  with  a  preface,  dedication  to  Sir  Spencer  Compton,  and  recommenda 
tory  verfes  by  Hill,  Mallet,  and  a  Lady,  whofe  fictitious  name  was  Mlra^  once,"  fays  Dr.  John- 
fon,  "  too  well  known." 

It  was  not,  immediately  upon  its  appearance,  eagerly  received  by  the  readers  of  poetry,  and  Mr* 
Millan  had,  for  fome  time,  reafon  to  regret  the  expence  of  publication ;  till,  by  accident,  Mr.  Whateley, 
a  man  of  tafte  and  learning,  happening  to  call  his  eye  upon  it,  was  fo  delighted,  that  he  ran  from 
place  to  place  celebrating  its  excellence :  By  degrees,  it  gained  upon  the  public ;  and  edition  after 
edition  was  printed  and  fold. 

The  dedication,  however,  attracted  no  regard  from  Sir  Spencer  Compton  to  the  author,  till  Hill 
awakened  his  attention,  by  fome  verfes  addrefled  to  Thomfon  in  one  of  the  newfpapers,  which  cen- 
fured  the  great  for  their  neglect  of  ingenious  men.  Thomfon  then  obtained  his  notice,  and  a  pre- 
fent  of  twenty  guineas. 

As  foon  as  Winter  was  publifhed,  he  fent  a  copy  of  it  to  Mitchell,  his  brother  poet,  who,  not 
liking  many  parts  of  it,  returned  him  the  following  couplet : 

Beauties  and  faults  fo  thick  lie  fcatter'd  here  ; 
Thofe  I  could  read,  if  theie  were  not  fo  m-ar. 

To  this  Thomfon  anfwered  extetnport, 

Why  all  not  faults,  injurious  Mitchell,  why 
Appears  one  beauty  to  thy  blafting  eye  ; 
Damnation  worfe  than  thine,  if  worfe  can  be, 
Is  all  I  alk,  and  all  I  want  from  thce. 

Finding  other  judges  more  favourable,  he  did  not  fuffer  himfelf  to  fink  into  defpondence.  Every 
day  brought  him  new  friends.  He  had  been  introduced  to  Pope  ;  and,  among  others,  Dr.  Rundle, 
afterwards  Bilhop  of  Derry,  fought  his  acquaintance,  and  found  his  qualities  fuch,  that  he  recom 
mended  him  to  the  Lord  Chancellor  Talbot. 

In  1727,  he  publifhed  his  Summer,  which  he  would  have  dedicated  to  Lord  Binning;  but  the 
fame  kindnefs  which  had  at  firft  difpcfed  his  Lordfhip  to  encourage  him,  determined  him  to  refufe 
the  dedication,  which  was,  by  his  advice,  addreffed  to  Mr.  Dodington,  afterwards  Lord  Mel- 
combe,  a  man  who  had  more  power  to  advance  the  reputation  and  fortune  of  a  poet. 

The  fame  year,  he  publiflied  his  Poem,  facred  ta  ike  Memory  of  Sir  Ifaac  Netvicn,  whom  he  was 
enabled  to  praife  with  due  intelligence,  by  the  fcientific  information  of  his  friend  Air.  Gray.  It 
was  accompanied  by  Britannia,  a  poetical  invective  againfb  the  miniflry,  whom  the  nation  then 
thought  not  forward  enough  in  refenting  the  depredations  of  the  Spaniards* 

In  1728,  he  publifhed  his  Spring,  with  a  dedication  to  the  Countefs  of  Hertford,  afterwards 
Duchefs  of  Somerfet,  by  whom  he  was  invited  to  fpend  a  fummer  at  Lord  Hertford's  country  feat. 

Autumn,  the  feafon  to  which  the  Sfr<ng  and  Summer  are  preparatory,  ftill  remained  unfung,  and  was 
delayed  till  he  publifhed  his  works,  collected  in  410,  1730.  Autumn  was  addreffed  to  Mr.  Onflow. 

The  fame  year,  he  brought  on  the  ftage  at  Drury-Lane,  the  tragedy  of  Sopbonfia,  which 
raifed  fuch  expectation,  that  every  rehearfal  was  dignified  with  a  fplendid  audience,  collected  to  an 
ticipate  the  delight  that  was  preparing  for  the  public.  It  was  obferved,  however,  that  nobody  was 
affected,  and  that  the  company  rofe  as  from  a  moral  lecture. 

It  had  upon  the  ftage  no  unufual  degree  of  fuccefs.     There  is  a  feeble  line  in  the  play  : 

Oh,  Sophonifba  !  Sophonifba,  Oh  ! 

This  gave  occafion  to  a  waggifh  parody : 

Oh,  Jemmy  Thomfon  !  Jemmy  Thomfon,  Oh  ! 
which,  for  a  while,  was  echoed  through  the  town. 

Dr.  Johnfon  was  told  by  Savage,  that,  of  the  prologue  to  Scpbonijba,  the  firit  part  was  written  by 
Pope,  who  could  not  be  perfuaded  to  finifli  it,  and  that  the  concluding  lines  were  added  by 
Mallet. 

Not  long  afterwards,  he  was,  by  the  influence  of  Dr.  Rundle,  fent  to  travel  with  the  Honourable 
Charles  Talbot,  cldefl  fon  of  the  Chancellor,  with  whom  he  vifited  moft  of  the  courts  in  Europe, 
and  returned  with  his  views  greatly  enlarged,  not  of  exterior  nature  only,  and  the  works  of  art, 
but  of  human  life  and  manners,  and  cf  the  conflitiuion  and  policy  of  the  fcveral  flatcs. 
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On  his  return  to  England,  he  was  rewarded  for  his  attendance,  by  the  place  of  Secretary  of  t&e 
Briefs,  which  required  little  attendance,  and  was  equal  to  all  his  wants. 

While  abroad,  he  had  conceived  the  idea  of  a  Poem  upon  Liberty,  upon  which  he  fpent 
two  years.  While  he  was  bufy  in  this  laborious  work,  Mr.  Talbot  died  ;  and  he  opens  the  firft 
took  with  an  affectionate  tribute  to  his  memory. 

The  poem  of  Liberty,  upon  which  he  congratulated  himfeif  as  his  noblcft  work,  was  lefs  ea 
gerly  received  by  the  public  than  he  had  expected,  and  is  flill  lefs  generally  read  than  feveral  of  his 
ether  compofitions.  It  does  not  now  appear  in  its  original  ftate,  having  been  fhortened  by  LonJ 
Lyttleton,  after  his  death,  with  a  liberty  which  cannot  be  juftified  by  any  iuppofed  propriety  of  the 
alteration,  or  kindnefs  of  the  friend. 

Not  long  after  the  publication  of  his  favourite  work,  the  Chancellor  died.  His  place  then  be- 
tame  vacant,  and  was,  after  fome  delay,  given  by  Lord  Hardwick,  the  new  Chancellor,  to  ano 
ther,  becaufe  he  did  not  think  proper  to  afk  it. 

He  was  now  obliged  to  rely  on  his  literary  exertions  for  fupport.  Yet,  even  at  this  time,  he  ap 
pears,  by  his  letters  to 'Mr.  George  Rofs,  publiihed  by  the  Earl  of  Buchan,  to  have  been  affec 
tionately  anxious  to  affift  the  narrow  circumftanccs  of.  his  fillers,  Jean  and  Elizabeth,  who  then  lived 
with  Mr.  Guflhart,  one  of  the  miniilers  of  Edinburgh. 

In  1738,  he  brought  on  the  ftage  at  Drury-Lane,  his  tragedy  of  Agamemnon,  which,  Dr.  Johnfon 
obferves,  was  much  fhortened  in  the  reprefcntation.  It  had  the  fate  which  mofl  commonly  attends 
mythological  {lories,  and  was  only  endured,  but  Rot  favoured.  Pope,  who  had  favoured  Thomfoa, 
when  in  Italy,  with  a  poetical  epiflle,  countenanced  Agawtn-.non,  by  coming  to  it  the  firft  night,  and 
was.  welcomed  to  the  theatre  by  a  general  clap. 

About  this  time,  he  was  introduced  by  Mr.  Lyttleton,  afterwards  Lord  Lyttleton,  to  the  Prmce 
•f  Wales,  then  ftruggling  for  popularity,  and  profeiling  himfelf  the  patron  of  wit ;  and  being  quef- 
tioned  about  the  ffcate  of  his  affairs,  faid,  <:  that  they  were  in  a  more  poetical  pofture  than  former 
ly,"  and  had  a  penfion  allowed  him  of  one  hundred  pounds  a-year. 

In  1731,  he  offered  to  the  ftage  another  tragedy,  Edioard  and  Ehonora ;  but  his  connection  with 
the  opposition  having  excited  the  jealoufy  of  the  miniflry,  the  reprefentation  of  it  was  prohibit 
ed  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  on  account  of  it3  political  complexion, 

In  1740,  he  was  employed,  in  conjunction  with  Mallet,  to  write  the  mafque  of  Alfred,  which 
was  acted  before  the  Prince,  at  Cliefden-houfe,  on  the  birth-day  of  the  Priricefs  Augufla. 

It  appears,  by  fome  letters  and  verfes  which  have  been  lately  publifned  by  Lord  Buchan,  that 
he  rented  a  houfe,  about  this  time,  at  the  upper  end  of  Kew-lane  ;  and  that  the  Amanda,  whom  he 
has  frequently  celebrated  in  his  verfes,  was  a  Mifs  Young,  lifter  of  Mrs.  Robertfon,  wife  of  hit 
neighbour  Mr.  James  Robertfon  of  Richmond,  furgeon  to  the  Houfehold  at  |Cew. 

In  ^745,  he  brought  on  the  ffcage  at  Drury-lane,  the  tragedy  of  Tancred  and  Sigijtnynda,  the  moil 
fuccefsful  of  all  his  dramatic  pieces;  for  it  ftill  keeps  its  turn  upon  the  ftage.  The  plot  is  taken  from 
the  novel  of  Gil  Bias.  The  characters  are  well  fupported ;  yet  they  are  not  fufficiently  new  and 
#riking.  The  loves  of  Tancred  and  Sigtftntmda  are  tender,  pathetic,  and  affecting  ;  yet  there  is  too 
little  variety  of  incident  to  preferve  the  attention  of  an  audience.  The  language  is,  in  many  places, 
poetical  and  flowery ;  yet  in  general  too  declamatory  and  fentimental. 

Dr.  Johnfon  has  communicated  to  the  public  a  letter,  which  occurs  about  this  period,  from  Thom 
fon  to  his  fifter  Mrs.  Jean  Thomfon,  wife  of  Mr.  Robert  Thomfon,  mafter  of  the  grammar  fchool 
at  Lanark,  which  exhibits  a  pleafing  proof  of  tender  folicitude  and  fraternal  affection.  The  kind* 
nefs  of  Thomfon  to  his  relations,  however  removed  from  them  by  place  or  condition,  is  recorded  by 
the  prefent  writer  with  much  pleafure,  as  it  affords  him  an  opportunity  of  renting  on  the  wortfc 
and  learning  of  his  brother-in-law,  under  whom  he  was  initiated  in  claffical  learning,  and  of  com 
memorating  the  amiable  benevolence  of  his  fifler,  from  whom  he  received  many  perfonal  civilities. 

The  laft  piece  that  he  lived  to  publifh,  was  the  Co/lie  of  Indolence,  which  was  many  years  under 
his  hand,  but  was  at  laft  finiihed  with  great  accuracy,  and  is  perhaps  the  mofl  perfect  and 
«f  all  his  compofitions.    It  ippcared  in  1746.  " 
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His  friend  Mr.  Lyttleton  was  now  in  power,  and  procured  him  the  place  of  Surveyor  General  of 
the  Leeward  Iflands,  from  which,  when  his  deputy  was  paid,  he  received  about  three  hundred  pound* 
a  year.  The  deputy  whom  he  appointed  was  his  friend  Paterfon,  \vhofe  tragedy  of  "  Arminius" 
had  been  prohibited  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  foon  after  the  publication  of  Ed-ward  and  Eleoncra. 
Paterfon  lived  to  fucceed  him  in  the  office. 

He  was  now  in  a  fituation  of  eafe  and  affluence,  but  was  not  long  to  enjoy  it ;  for,  by  taking  cold 
on  the  river,  in  returning  in  the  evening  from  London  to  Kew  Lane,  he  caught  a  diforder,  which> 
with  fome  carelefs  exafperation,  by  again  expofmg  himfelf  incautioufly  to  the  dews  of  the  evening', 
ended  in  a  fever  that  put  an  end  to  his  life,  ayth  Auguft  1748,  in  the  48th  year  of  his  age.  He  was 
buried  in  the  church  of  Richmond,  under  a  plain  ftone,  without  any  infcription;  but  a  decent  mo 
nument  was  erected  to  his  memory  in  Weftminfter  Abbey  in  1761,  the  charge  of  which  was  de 
frayed  by  the  profits  arifing  from  a  fplendid  edition  of  his  works,  given  by  Mr.  Millar,  the  bookfel- 
ler.  A  tablet,  with  a  memorial  infcription,  was  placed  on  the  wall  in  Richmond  church,  by  the 
Bar!  of  Buchan,  in  1792. 

"  Only  one  gentleman,  (Collins)"  fays  Dr.  Murdoch,  "  wrote  an  ode  to  his  memory."  There 
is,  however,  another  performance  on  his  death,  intituled,  "  Mufidorus,  an  Elegy,  &c."  by  Robert 
Shiels,  a  young  North  Briton,  bred  a  mechanic,  and  deftitute  of  education,  but  not  deftitute  of  ge 
nius.  He  adored  Thomfon,  and  ftudied  his  manner.  He  wrote  a  poem  on  "  Beauty,"  and  was 
the  real  author  of  the  "  Lives  of  the  Poets,"  publifhed  under  the  name  of  Theo.  Gibber.  He 
died  of  a  confumption.  Thompfon,  Langhorne,  and  various  other  poets,  have  fmce  lamented  his 
death,  and  commemorated  his  merits. 

The  Earl  of  Buchan,  defirous  of  promoting  a  fubfcription  for  ereding  a  monument  to  his  memory 
on  Ednam  Hill,  perfuaded  a  confiderable  number  of  gentlemen  to  celebrate  the  anniverfary  of  his 
birth-day  at  Ednam,  in  1790  and  1791,  with  an  eager  and  officious  enthufiafm,  which  has  perhaps 
defeated  its  own  purpofe. 

He  left  behind  him  the  tragedy  of  Corlolanus,  which  was  brought  upon  the  ftage  at  Covent  Gar 
den  in  1749,  by  his  executors,  Sir  George  Lyttleton  and  Mr.  (afterwards  Sir  Andrew)  Mitchell, 
for  the  benefit  of  his  family.  Sir  George  Lyttleton  wrote  the  prologue,  which  Quin,  who  had 
long  lived  with  Thomfon  in  fond  intimacy,  fpoke  in  fuch  a  manner  as  Ihewed  him  "  to  be,"  on  that 
occafion, "  no  a<Stor." 

The  commencement  of  this  intimacy  is  highly  honourable  to  Quin,  who  is  reported  to  have  de 
livered  Thomson,  then  known  to  him  only  for  his  genius,  from  an  arreft,  by  a  prefent  of  a  hundred 
pounds :  and  its  continuance  is  honourable  to  both ;  for  friendship  is  not  always  the  fequel  of  ob 
ligation. 

By  this  tragedy,  which  is  far  from  being  the  beft  of  his  dramatic  pieces,  a  confiderable  fum  was 
raifed ;  of  which  part  discharged  his  debts,  and  the  reft  was  remitted  to  his  two  furviving  fillers, 
Mrs.  Jean  Thomfon  and  Mrs.  Mary  Craig. 

He  had  a  brother  who  followed  him  into  England,  and  lived  with  him  for  fome  time  as  his  ama- 
nuenfis ;  but  being  feized  with  a  confumption,  he  returned  to  Scotland,  to  try  the  benefit  of  his  na 
tive  air,  and  foon  after  died. 

His  fifter  Elizabeth,  married  to  Mr.  Bell  minifter  of  Strathaven,  in  Lanarklhire,  died  before  1747, 
leaving  a  fon,  the  prefent  Dr.  James  Bell,  minifter  of  Coldftream  in  Berwickshire,  and  a  daughter, 
Beatrix,  married  to  Mr.  Thomas  Prentice  of  Jervifwood,  near  Lanark.  Dr.  Bell  pofleffes  a  large 
portion  of  the  worth  and  genius  of  his  uncle.  He  published  a  volume  of  fermons  m  8vo,  1790,  and 
is  preparing  a  collated  edition  of  his  uncle's  works,  from  the  edition  1750,  the  additions  and  altera 
tions  to  be  printed  in  Italics,  with  a  correct  account  of  his  life.  Mrs.  Thomfon  died  in  1782,  leaving 
no  iffue.  Mrs.  Craig  died  in  17*91,  leaving  a  fon,  Mr.  James  Craig,  the  ingenious  architect  who  drew 
the  plan  of  the  New  Town  of  Edinburgh. 

His  poems  and  flays  were  collected  and  publifhed  by  Mr.  Millar  the  bookfeller,  in  two  volumes  4to, 
1761,  to  which  was  prefixed  an  account  of  his  life  by  Dr.  Murdoch.  The  fubfequent  editions,  par 
ticularly  of  the  Seafirtf,  are  too  numerous  to  be  fpecified,  The  edition  in  8vo,  1768,  is  illuflrated 
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by  an  effay  on  the  Seafons  by  Dr.  Aikin ;  that  in  410,  Perth  1793,  by  a  critical  cffay  on  the  poem 
'by  Mr.  Heron;  and  thac  in  Svo,  1794,  with  notes  by  Mr.  Stockdale.  The  two  laft  editions  arc 
em-bellifhed  with  beautiful  engravings. 

Thomfon  was  of  ftature  above  the  middle  fize,  and  *f  more  fat,"  fays  Armfkrong,  "  than  bard  be- 
feems,"  of  a  dull  countenance,  and  a  grofs,  unanimated,  uninviting  appearance;  fileat  in  mingled  com? 
pany,  but  cheerful  amon?  felect  friends,  and  by  his  friends  very  tenderly  and  warmly  beloved.  His  be- 
jtevolence  was  fervent,  but  not  active  :  he  would  give,  on  all  occafions,  what  his  purfe  cquld  fupply ; 
but  offices  of  intervention  and  felicitation,  he  could  not  conquer  his  natural  fluggifhnefs  fufnciently 
to  perfprm.  The  affairs  of  others,  however,  were  not  more  neglected  than  his  own.  He  had  often 
felt  the  inconveniences  of  idlenefs ;  but  he  never  cured  it ;  and  was  fo  confcious  of  his  own  character, 
that  l.e  tailed,  of  writing  an  eaftern  tale,  Of  the  man  ivho  toyed  to  be  in  dlflrefe. 

Dr.  Johnfon  has  related,  on  the  authority  of  Savage,  that  Thomfon  difcovered,  in  his  habits  of 
life,  little  of  that  delicacy  of  fentiment  which  breathes  through  his  writings.  Savage's  veracity  was 
not  in  high  repute  among  his  acquaintance  ;  he  might  therefore  have  mifreprefented  Thomfon's  ha? 
bits,  and  aggravated  the  groffaefs  of  his  manners.  That  in  love  he  was  fufceptible  of  Cometh-ing 
more  refined  than  the  mere  paflion  for  the  fex,  is  evident  from  his  tender  attachment  to  Mif$ 
Young.  Other  proofs  appear  of  ^he  purity  and  delicacy  of  his  fentiments,  in  his  fongs  and  fmaller 
pieces  of  poetry,  in  the  defcription  of  the  effects  of  the  tender  paffion  in  his  Spring,  and  in  the  fond 
impaffioned  commemoration  of  Mifs  Stanley,  in  his  Summer.  Even  Savage,  according  to  Dr.  Johnfon, 
Always  fpoke  with  the  moft  eager  praife  of  his  focial  qualities,  his  warmth  aiid  conffcancy  of  friendfhip, 
and  his  adherence  to  his  firft  acquaintance,  when  the  advancement  of  his  reputation  had  left  them 
behind  him_. 

Among  his  peculiarities,  was  a  very'  unfkilful  and  inarticulate  manner  of  pronouncing  any 
lofty  or  Colemn  compofition.  He  was  once  reading  to  Dodington,  who,  being  himfelf  a  reader 
eminently  elegant,  was  fo  much  provoked  by  his  odd  utterance,  that  he  Cnatched  the  paper  from 
his  hand,  and  told  him  that  he  did  not  underftand  his  own  verCes. 

"  By  what  I  have  learned,"  fays  Mr.  Heron,  whofe  ingenuity  and  kindnefs  m  ke  it  a  pleafure  to 
the  compiler  of  this  collection  to  reflect  upon  his  friendfhip,  "  of  the  circumftances  of  Thomfon's  life, 
and  by  the  complexion  of  his  writings,  I  mould  fuppofe  him  to  have  been  a  man  of  mild  virtue,  and  of 
gentle,  carelefs  manners,  with  a  found  judgment,  an  extenfive  imagination,  and  a  feeling  heart ;  lefs 
acute  in  his  obfervation  of  human  life,  than  of  external  nature  ;  extenfively  informed  in  all  the  more 
popular  parts' of  knowledge,  and  well  acquainted  with  the  general  principles  of  the  fine  arts." 
•  As  a  dramatift,  the  compofitions  of  Thomfon  have  been  judged  by  the  critics  to  be  elaborate,  decla 
matory,  and  uninterefting ;  and  that  judgment  muft  be  generally  allowed. 

Confidered  in  his  principal  character  of  a  defcriptive  poet,  he  is  well  entitled  to  the  exclufivc 
denomination  of  the  a  Poet  of  Nature."  The  pictures  of  other  poets,  comparatively  with  his, 
often  want  precifion,  colour,  and  expreffion,  becaufe  they  are  rather  fecondary  descriptions,  than 
tranfcripts  made  immediately  from  the  living  volume  of  nature.  In  his  Autumn,  he  has  defcribed, 
the  ftricteft  truth,  the  tenor  and  habit  of  his  poetical  life. 


•  I  folitary  court 

Th'  inspiring  breeze,  'and  meditate  the  book 
Of  Nature,  ever  open  ;  aiming  thence 
Warm  from  the  heart  to  pour  the  moral  fong. 

As  the  "  Poet  of  Liberty,"  his  merits  have  not  been  fo  fairly  eftimated,  or  generally  allowed,  "  I 
»e ver  faw,"  fays  Hill,  in  a  letter  to  Thomfon,  "  more  energy  in  poetry,  never  imagery  more  glowing, 
never  fentiments  more  elevated.  It  is  all  over  foul :  it  infpires,  and  muft  therefore  have  been  infpir- 
cd.  The  images  live  in  it,  (as  you  fay  iculpture  does  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Rome).  They  ftand 
out  and  prefent  themfelves  to  the  touch,  as  if  not  defcribed  but  embodied.  Yet  one  is  led  by  th^ 
turn  of  your  fentiments  to  fufpect  you  of  robbery,  as  if  you  had  ftolen  from  unhappy  Italy,  what,  in 
the  poverty  of  her  prefent  condition,  fhe  can,  of  all  things,  leaft  fpare  ;  for  while  you  are  writing  o| 
Old  R^mis  liberty,  you  feem  to  have  fucked  in  with  the  Roman  air  the/out  of  an  *ld  Roman," 


THE    LIFE    OF- THOMSON.  ifJ 

•The  piar.  of  Liberty,  which  unfortunately  is  minutely  and  circumftantially  hiftorical,  fpreads  a 
4  mip  and  langour  through  ft, veral  parts  of  the  poem.  Its  beauties,  however,  are  numerous.  The 
defcription  of  the  fcenery  of  Switzerland,  in  particular,  is  a  piece  of  powerful  and  exquifite  painting. 
The  Genius  of  the  deep  is  perhaps  one  of  the  moil  atvful  beings  ever  yet  imagined  by  poetic  fancy,  and 
ftrongly  reminds  us  of  the  "  fpirit  of  the  Cipe"  ui  the  "  l.ufiad." 

The  fubjcct  of  the  poem  is  noble,  and  dear  to  Britons ;  yet  it  has-  been  treated  by  Dr.  Johnfon 
with  a  faftidioufnefs  unworthy  of  a  liberal  mind.  "  The  poem  of  Liberty"  fays  he,  "  when  it  firft 
appeared,  I  trkd  to  read,  and  lb.ou  deiiiled.  I  hay,e  never  tried  again,  and  iherefore  will  not 
hazard  either  praife  or  cenfure." 

The  opinion  of  Mr.  Heron  is  more  favourable.  "  This  poem  is  written  in  a  more  correct  ftyle 
than  perhaps  any  of  his  larger  works ;  it  abounds  with  iublime  genuine  imagery,  and  has  many  ex*- 
quifite  particular  images  Teattered  through  it.  It  contains  muca  animated  eloquence,  which  may 
ferve  as  a  model  to  the  orator.  It  prefents  a  pleafmg  view  of  the  progrels  of  civilization  and  re 
finement,  and  offers  many  exhortations  to  virtucns  exertions,  which  appear  to  have  been  poured 
warm  from  the  heart.  Its  difad vantages  feem  to  be,  that  the  biuinefs  of  the  poem  is  affigned  to  an 
ejnbodied  abftradl  idea,  a  metaphyfical  pcribnage  ;  that  fo  much  of  it  is  employed  in  relating  gene- 
rally  known  facts,  in  the  Grecian,  the  Roman,  and  the  Engiiih  hiflory  ;  and  that  it  is  diverfified  .by 
np  iittle  epifodes,  which  might  relieve  the  tcdlQufaefs  of  uainterefling  hiftoric  narrative  and  politi 
cal  declamation." 

His  Cajlle  of  Indolence,  is  embellifhed  with  all  the  decorations  which  poetical  imagination  could  con 
fer.  The  plan  is  artfully  laid,  and  naturally  conducted,  and  the  descriptions  rife  in  a  beautiful  fucceflicn.. 
The  (fharms  of  indolence,  while  it  only  moderates  and  v'ives  a  particular  direction  to  our  activity  > 
without  unfitting  us  entirely  for  focial  converfe  and  enjoyment,  are,  in  the  firfl  part  of  the  poem, 
mofl  exquifitely  painted  ;  and  its  loathfome  fqualid  mifery,  when  It  declines  into  the  languid  help- 
•efsnefs  of  grofs  floth,  is  afterwards  moft  fkilfully  defcribed.  The  ftyle  and  flanza  of  Spenfer,  ap 
propriated  by  cuftom  to  all  allegorical  poems  in  our  language,  have  been  adopted  with  the  happieft 
{kill.  In  the  Cajlle  of  Indolence,  he  has  characterifed  Dr.  Murdoch,  "  the  ovy  man  of  God,"  Mr.  Quln, 
and  other  intimate  friends.  The  character  of  himfelf,  in  flanza  LXVIII,  was  written  by  Arm- 
ftrong.  The  Englifh  language  poffeffes  nothing  more  exquifitely  delicate  than  his  fmgs  und  odes  ? 
and  his  etsgies,  and  fmaller  pieces  have  no  inconfiderable  fliare  of  merit. 

The  Sczfons,  his  greateft  work,  have  been  fo  often  the  fubject  of  critical  examination,  that  general 
rriticifm  can  fay  little  of  them  that  has  not  been  faid  already.  Scott,  Dr.  Aikin,  Mr.  Herin,  and 
Mr.  Stockdale,  have  explained  their  plan  and  character,  and  pointed  out  their  beauties  and  defects  with 
the  minutenefs  and  regularity  of  particular  crkicifm.  As  there  is  no  preat  reafon  to  object  to  Dr.  John- 
fon's  opinion  of  them,  it  would  be  prefumptuous  to  try  the  fame  taflc,  which  has  already  exercifed 
Jiis  powers,  in  hopes  of  doing  more  than  he  has  done. 

"  As  a  writer,  Thomfon  is  entitled  to  one,  praife  or  the  highefl  kind, — hismode  of  thinkingr,  and  of 
expreffino;  his  thoughts,  is  original.  His  blank  vcrfe  is  no  more  the  blank  verfe  of  Milton,  or  of  any 
ether  poet,  than  the  rhymes  of  Prior  are  the  rhymes  of  Cowley.  His  numbers,  his  paufes,  his  dic 
tion,  are  of  his  own  growth,  without  tranfcription,  without  imitation.  He  thinks  in  a  peculiar 
train,  and  he  thinks  always  as  a  man  of  genius:  he  looks  round  on  nature,  and  on  life,  with  the  eye 
•which  nature  only  bellows  on  a  poet,  the  eye  that  diftinguifbes  in  every  thing  prefented  to  its  view, 
•whatever  there  is  on  which  imagination  can  delight  to  be  detained,  and  with  a  mind  that  at  once 
comprehends  the  vafl,  and  attends  to  the  minute.  The  reader  of  the  Seafons  wonders  that  he  never 
fuw  before  what  Thomfon  fhows  him,  and  that  he  never  yet  felt  what  Thomfon  imprciTes. 

"  His  is  one  of  the  works  in  which  blank  vcrfc  feems  properly  ufed.  Thomfon's  wide  expanfion  of 
general  views,  and  his  enumeration  of  circumflantiai  varieties,  would  have  been  obflructed  and  em- 
barraffed  by  the  frequent  interfection  of  the  fenfe,  which  are  the  neceffary  effecls  of  rhyme. 

"  His  defcription  of  extended  fcenes,  and  genera!  effects,  brinr  before  us  the  whole  ma- nificence 
ef  nature,  whether  pleafuig  or  dreadful.  The  gaiety  of  Spring,  the  fplendor  of  Summer,  the  tranquil 
lity  of  dutttmn,  and  the  horrors  of  Winter,  take  in  their  turns  poffisffion  of  the  mind.  The  poet  leads 
us  through  the  appearances  of  things  as  they  are  fucceflivcly  varied  by  the  viciffitudes  of  the  year, 
and  imparts  to  us  fo  much  of  his  own  enthufufm,  that  our  thoughts  expand  with  his  imagery,  and 

Mij 


*!f  THI  LIFE  OF  THOMSON. 

kindle  with  his  fentiments.  Nor  is  the  naturalift  without  his  fhare  in  the  entertainment ;  for  he  Is 
affifted  to  recoiled  and  to  combine,  to  arrange  his  difcoveries,  and  to  amplify  the  fphere  of  his  con 
templation. 

"  The  great  defect  of  the  Seafons  is  want  of  method  ;  but  for  this  1  know  not  that  there  was  any 
remedy.  Of  many  appearances  fubfifting  all  at  once,  no  rule  can  be  given  why  one  fhould  be  men 
tioned  before  another  ;  yet  the  memory  wants  the  help  of  order,  and  the  curiofity  is  not  exerted  by 
fufpenfe  or  expectation. 

"  Irjis  diction  is  in  the  higheft  degree  fluid  and  luxuriant ;  fuch  as  may  be  faid  to  be  to  his  images 
and  thoughts,  '  both  their  luftre  and  their  made ;'  fuch  as  inyeft  them  with  fplendor  through 
•which  perhaps  they  are  not  always  eafily  difcerned.  It  is  too  exuberant,  and  fometimes  may  b^ 
charged  with  filling  the  ear  more  than  the  mind. 

"  Thefe  poems,  with  which  I  was  acquainted  on  their  firft  appearance,  I  have  fmce  found  altered 
and  enlarged  by  fubfequent  revifals,  as  the  author  fuppofed  his  judgment  to  grow  more  exact,  and 
as  books  or  converfation  extended  his  knowledge  and  opened  his  profpects.  They  are,  I  think,  im 
proved  in  general ;  yet  I  know  not  whether  they  have  not  loft  part  of  what  Temple  calls  their 
*'  race,''  a  word  which,  when  applied  to  wine,  in  its  primitive  fenfe,  means  the  flavour  of  the 
foil. 

"  The  higheft  praife  which  he  has  received,  ought  not  to  be  fuppreffed ;  it  is  faid  by  Lord  Lyttler 
ton,  in  thp  prologue  to  his  pofthumous  play,  that  his  works  contained 

No  line  which  dying  he  could  wifh  to  blot."  , 

This  account  of  the  "  Poet  of  the  Seafons"  cannot  conclude  more  properly  than  with  the  follow 
ing  "  Addrefs  to  the  Shade  of  Thomfon,"  written  by  Mr.  Burns,  whole  poems  in  the  Sc9ttifti  dialcc> 
are  well  known  among  his  countrymen,  and  univerfally  admired. 

While  virgin  Spring,  by  Eden's  flood. 

Unfolds  her  tender  mantle  green; 
Or  pranks  the  fod  in  frolic  mood, 

Or  tunes  Eolian  ftrains  between : 

s 

While  Summer,  with  a  matron  grace, 

Retreats  to  Dryburgh's  cooling  fhade  5 
Yet,  oft  delighted,  flops  to  trace 

The  progrefs  of  the  fpiky  blade : 

While  Autumn,  benefactor  kind, 

By  Tweed  erects  her  aged  head  ; 
And  fees,  with  felf-approving  minds 

Each  creature  on  her  bounty  fed  : 

While  maniac  Winter  rages  o'er 

The  hills  where  clafiic  Yarrow  flows, 
Rpufing  the  turbid  torrent's  roar, 

Or  fweeping  wild  a  wafte  of  fnows : 

So  long,  fweet  poet  of  the  year, 

Shall  bloom  that  wreath  thou  well  haft  won^ 

While  Scotia,  with  exulting  tear, 
Proclaims  that  THOMSON  was  her  foi?. 
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"  Et  nunc  omnis,  ager  nunc  omnis  parturit  arbos, 
"  Nunc  frondent  fylvae,  nunc  formofiflimus  annus." 

VlRO, 


Argument. 

'he  fubjecl  propofed.  Infcrlbed  to  the  Countefs  of  Hertford.  The  feafon  is  defcribed  as  It  affcdti 
the  various  parts  of  Nature,  afcending  from  the  lower  to  the  higher  ;  with  digreflions  arifing  from, 
the  fubjed.  Its  influence  on  inanimate  matter,  on  vegetables,  on  brute  animals,  and,  laft,  on 
man  ;  concluding  with  a  diffualive  from  the  wild  and  irregular  pafiion  of  love,  oppofed  to  that  of 
a  pure  and  happy  kind. 


COME,  gentle  Spring,  ethereal  mildnefs,  come, 
And  from  the  bpfom  of  yon  dropping  cloud, 
While  mufic  wakes  around,  veil'd  in  a  mower 
Of  fhadowing  rofes,  on  our  plains  defcend. 

O  Hertfordj  fitted  or  to  mine  in  courts 
With  unaffected  grace,  or  walk  the  plain 
With  innocence  and  meditation  join'd 
In  foft  aflemblage,  liften  to  my  fong, 
Which  thy  own  feafon  paints  ;  when  nature  all 
Is  blooming  and  benevolent,  like  thee. 

And  fee  where  furly  Winter  paffes  off, 
Far  to  the  north,  and  calls  his  ruffian  blafts : 
His  blafls  obey,  and  quit  the  howling  hill, 
The  fhatter'd  foreft,  and  the  ravag'd  vale  ; 
While  fofter  gales  fucceed,  at  whofe  kind  touchj 
Diflblving  fnows  in  livid  torrents  loft, 
The  mountains  lift  their  green  heads  to  the  fky. 

As  yet  the  trembling  year  is  unconfirm'd, 
And  Winter  oft  at  eve  refumes  the  breeze, 
Chills  the  pale  morn,  and  bids  his  driving  fleets 
Deform  the  day  delightlefs :  fo  that  fcarce 
The  bittern  knows  his  time,  with  bill  ingulpht 
To  (hake  the  founding  marm  ;  or  from  the  Ihore 
The  plovers  when  to  fcatter  o'er  the  heath, 
And  ling  their  wild  notes  to  the  liftening  wafte. 

At  lali  from  Aries  rolls  the  bounteous  fun, 
And  the  bright  bull  receives  him.     Then  no  more 
Th'  expanfive  atmofpherc  is  eramm'd  with  cold  ; 
But,  full  of  life  and  vivifying  foul,  [thin, 

JLifts  the  light  clouds  fublime,  and  fpreads  them 
Fleecy  and  white,  o'er  all-furrounding  heaven. 

Forth  fly  the  tepid  airs ;  and  uncorifin'd, 
Unbinding  earth,  the  moving  foftnefs  ftrays. 
Joyous,  th'  impatient  huflbajadman  perceives 


Relenting  nature,  and  his  lufty  fteers        [plough, 
Drives  from  their  ftalls,  to  where  the  well-us'd 
Lies  in  the  furrow,  loofen'd  from  the  frofi. 
There,  unrefufing,  to  the  harnefs'd  yoke 
They  lend  tlidir  moulder,  and  begin  their  toil, 
Cheer'd  by  the  fimple  fong  and  foaring  lark. 
Meanwhile,  incumbent  o'er  the  mining  ihare 
The  mafter  leans,  removes  the  obftrudting  clay, 
Winds  the  whole  work, and  fidelong  lays  the  glebe. 

White  through  the  neighbouring  field  the  fowetf 

ftalks, 

With  meafur'd  ftep,  and  liberal  throws  the  grain 
Into  the  faithful  bofom  of  the  ground : 
The  harrow  follows  harfh,  and  fhuts  the  fcene. 
Be  gracious,  Heaven !  for  now  laborious  man 
Has  done  his  part.     Ye  foflering  breezes,  blow  J 
Ye  fbftehing  dews,  ye  tender  fhowers,  defcend  I 
And  temper  all,  thou  world-reviving  fun, 
Into  the  perfedl  year !  Nor  ye  who  live 
In  luxury  and  eafe,  in  pomp  and  pride, 
Think  thefe  loft  themes  unworthy  of  your  car  : 
Such  themes  as  thefe  the  rural  Maro  fung 
To  wide  imperial  Rome,  in  the  full  height } 
Of  elegance  and  tafle,  by  Greece  refin'd. 
In  ancient  times*,  the  facrea'pkmgh  employ 'd 
The  kings,  and  awful  fathers  of  mankind  : 
And  fome,  with  whom  compar'd  your  infe6l-trib  i 
Are  but  the  beings  of  a  furnmer's  day, 
Have  held  the  fcale  of  empire,  rul'd  the  ftorm 
Of  mighty  war,  then,  with  unwearied  hand, 
Difdaining  little  delicacies,  feiz'd 
The  plough,  and  greatly  independent  liv'd. 

Ye  generous  Britons,  venerate  the  plough  ; 
And  o'er  your  hills,  and  long  withdrawing  rales, 
Miij. 
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Let  Autumn  fprsad  liis  treafures  to  the  fun, 
Luxuriant  and  unbounded  :   as  the  fea, 
.Far   hrou^h  his  ax  are  turbulent  domain, 
Your  empire  owns,  and  from  a*  thoufand  fhores 
Wafts  all  the  pomp  of  life  into  your  ports  ; 
So  \vith  iuperior  Leon  m.;y  your  rich  foil, 
Exubs-  flings  pour 

O'er  every  Ir-ud,  the  n:.ked  rations  clothe, 
And  be  th   e.vliaultlef.  granary  of  a  world  1 

Nor  only  il  •  lenient  ah%  this  change, 

.Delicious,  breathes  ;  the  penetrative  fun 
His  force  deep-dicing'  to  the  dark  retreat 
Of  vegetation,  &-.=,  the  {learning  power 
At  l<-'"ge,  to  wander  o'er  the  verdant  earth, 
In  various  hues  ?  but  chiefly  thee,  gay  g-reen  ! 
Thou  frrtiling  nature's  univerfal  robe  ! 
United  light  and  {hade  !  where  the  fight  dwells 
With  growing  ilrength,  and  ever-new  delight. 
From  the  moiil  meadow  to  the  wither'd  hill, 
Led  by  the  breeze,  the  vivid  verdure  runs, 
And  fvvells,  and  deepens,  to  the  cherim'cl  eye, 
The  hawthorn  whitens  ;  and  the  juicy  groves 
Put . orth  their  buds,  unfolding  by  degrees, 
Till  the  whole  leafy  foreft  Hands  difplay'd 
In  full  luxuriance  to  the  fighing  gales  ; 
Where  the  deer  ruflle  through  the  twining  brake, 
.And  the  birds  fing  conceal'd.  At  once  array'd 
In  all  the  colours  of  the  fliifhing  year, 
By  nature's  fwift  and  ferret-working  hand, 
The  garden  glows,  and  fills  the  liberal  air 
Wi'b  lavHh  fragrance  ;  while  the  promis'd  fruit 
Lies  yet  a  little  embryo,  unperceiv'd, 
Within  its  crirrubn  folds.     Now  from  the  town 
Buried  in  fmoke,  and-fleep,  and  noifome  damps^ 
Oft  let  m-j  waiider  o'er  the  dewy  fields,        [drop 
Where  freflmefs  b-eathes,  and  dafh  the  tr'rnib.i'ng 
From  the  bent  buih,  as  ihrough  the  verdant  maze 
Of  fweet-briar  heu;    s  I  parf'.ie  my  walk  ; 
Or  iafte  the  fmell  of  dairy ;  or  afcend 
Some  eminence,  An    i  Ita,  in  thv  plains, 
And  fee  he,  country, .  r  diffus'd  around, 
O   '•.'  l)oiu>  liefs  blulh  one  \vhite  empurpled  fhower 

lingled' blofibrhs  ;  where. the  raptur'cf  eye 
Hu:-"j'es  fro  i  joy  t ,.  joy,  and  nid  beuc.uh 
Th.  i'dir  pro-'ufion,  yellow  A'.i'umn  ipies. 

If,  •viflTd  fi-jm  Ruffian  wilds,  a  cutting  gale 
B.ife  no,:   and  fca:'?r  from  his  humid  wings 
Th.-  clammy  ni'M    y;  or,  dry-blowing,  breathe 
Untimely  irofl; ;  before  whofe  baleful  Mail    ' 
The    full-blown  Spring  through   all  her  foliage 

fh  rinks, 

Joylefs  and  dead,  a  wide-dejected  wafte. 
For,  oft  engendered  by  the  hazy  north, 
Myriads. on  myra  's,  infect  arm>  '.  waft 
Keen  in  thy  poifon'd  treeze  ;  and  wafteful  eat, 
Through  buds  and  bark,  into  the  bkcken'd  core, 
Their  eager  way.  A  feeble  race  !  ydt  oft 
The  facred  fons  of  veageano:  r  on  \vhofe  courfe 
Corrofive  famine  waits,  and  k ill «  the  year. 
Tocheck  this  plague  the  fkilful  farmer  chaff, 
And  blazing  ft  raw  before  his  orchard  burns ; 
Till,  allinvolv'd  in  fmoke,  the  latent  foe 
From  every  cranny  fuffocated  falls  : 
Or  fcatterso'er  the  blooms  the  pungent  c^uft 
Of  pepper,  futal  to  the  frofty  tribe  : 
Or,  when  tb.'  envenom'd  leaf  begins  to  curl, 
With  fprinkled  v.-ater  drowns  them  in  their  neil ; 
N#r,  while  they  pick  them  up  with  bufy  blllj 


The  little  trooping  birds  unv/ife!y  fcafes. 

Be  patient,  fwains,  thefe  c'-uel  feeming  winds 
Blow  riot  in  vain.  For  h-nce  they  keep  reprefs'tl 
'i  ;iofc  deepening  clouds  on  clouds,  furcharg'd  \vitlk 
That,  o'er  the  vail  Atlantic  hither  borne,  [rain, 
In  endlcfs  train,  would  quench  the  fumraer-blaze, 
And,  cheerlels,  drown  the  crude  unripened  year. 

The  north-call  ipcnds  his  rage  ;  he  now  fhut  up 
Within  his  iron  cave,  th'  effafive  fouth 
Warms  the  wide  air,  and  o'er  the  void  of  heaven 
Dreithes  the  big  clouds  with  vernal    (bowers  dif- 
A';  fiift  a  dulky  w^reath  they  feem  to  rife,      [tent. 
Scarce  ftaining  ether ;  bu:  by  fwift  degrees, 
in  heaps  on  heaps,  the  doubling  vapoair  fails 
Along  the  loaded  Iky,  and  mingled  deep 
Sits  on  th'  horizon  round  a  fettled  gloom  : 
Not  fuch  as  wintry  ftorrns,  on  mortals  flie  J, 
Opprefilng  life  :  but  lovely,  gentle,  kind, 
And  full  of  every  hope  and  every  joy, 
The  wi'fh  of  'nature.     Gradual  finks  the  breeze 
Into  a  perfecl:  calm,  that  ftot  a  breath 
Is  heard  to  quiver  through  tlie  clofmg  woods, 
Or  ruftling  turn  the  many  twinkling  leaves 
Of  afpin  tall.     ThT  uncurling  floods,  diffus'd 
Li  giaffy  breadth,  feem  through  delufive  lapfer 
Forgetful  of  their  courfe.     *Tis  filence  all, 
And  pleafing  expeclation.     Herds  and  flocks 
Drop  the  dry  fprig,  and  mute-imploring  eye 
The  falling  verdure.     Hufh'd  in  mort  fvfpenfe, 
The  plumy  people  ftfeak  their  wings  with  oil, 
To  throw  the  lucid  moifture  trickling  off; 
And  wait  th'  approaching  fign  to  ftrike,  at  once, 
Into  the  general  choir.     Ev'n  mountains,  vales, 
And  foreft-s  feem,  inpatient,  to  demand 
Tile  promis'd  fweetnefs.     Man  fuperior  walks 
Amid  rhe  glad  creation,  mufing  praife, 
And  looking  liv-'ly  gratitude      At  Iaf>, 
The  clouds  confign  their  treafures  to  the  fields ; 
And,  foftly  making  on  the  dimpled  pool 
Prelufive'  drops,  let  all  their  moifture  flow, 
I1*  .  vrge  r.n'i!uon,  o'er  the  freflien'd  world. 
'y  .  •  ftealing  iho . -er  is  fcarce  to  patter  heard, 
By  fuch  as  wandu1  through  the  foreft  \\'alk?f, 
Beneath  th'  amb*-.igcous  multitude  of  leaves. 
But  \vho  'can  hold  the  fhade,  while   Heaven  de- 
In  univerfiil  bounty  iheclding  herbs,  [fcendff 

And  fruits  and  flowers,  on  nature's  ample  lap  ? 
Swift  fancy  iir'd  anticipates  their  growth  ; 
Ahd;  while  the  milky  nutriment  difbls, 
Beholds  the  kindling  coir.r:-y  colour  round. 

Thus  all  day  long  the  full-diflended  clouds 
Indulge    their   genial   ftores,   and   well-fhower'd 
Is  deep-enrch'd  with  vegetable  life  ;  [earthr 

Tiil,  in  the  weflern  fkv,  the  downward  fun 
Loqks  out,  efTalgent,  from  amid  the  flufla 
Of  broken  clouds,  gay-fhiftin-7  to  his  beam. 
The  rapid  radi;'^ce  inflantaneous  ftrikes 
Th'  illunin'd  mountain,  through  the  foreft  ftreams, 
Shakes  on  the  floods,  and  in  a  yellow  mift. 
Far  irhoking  o'er  the  iuterriiinable  plain, 
In  tv.'inkHng  myriads  lights  the  dewy  gems. 
Moift,  bright,  and  green,  the   landfcape  laughy 

around. 

Full  fwell  the  woods ;  their  very  mufic  wakes, 
MTxt  in  wild  concert  with  the  warbling  brook 
Increas'd,  the  diffont  bleatings  of  the  hills, 
And  hollow  lowsrefponfive  from  the  vales, 
Whence  blending  all  the  fweeten'd  zephyr  fprirgs< 
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Meantime  refracted  from  yon  eaftern  cloud, 
Beftriding  earth,  the  grand  ethereal  bow 
Shoots  up  immenfe ;  and  every  hue  unfolds. 
In  fair  proportion  running  from  the  red, 
To  where  the  violet  fudes  into  the  iky. 
Here,  awful  Newtdrf,  the  diilolving  clouds 
Form,  fronting  on  the  fun,  thy  fhowery  prifm ; 
And  to  the  fage  initrucled  eye  unfold 
The  various  twine  of  light,  by  that  difclos'd 
From  the  white  mingling  maze.    Not  fo  the  boy ; 
He  wondering  views  the  bright  enchantmentbend. 
Delightful,  o'er  the  radiant  fields,  and  runs 
To  catch  the  failing  glory  ;  but  amaz'd 
Beholds  th'  amufive  arch  before  him  fly, 
Then  vanifh  quite  away.     Still  night  fucceeds, 
And  fof;en'd  ihade,  and  faturated  earth 
Awaits  the  mornirtg-beam,  to  give  to  light, 
Rais'd  through  ten  thoufahd  different  plaftic  tubes, 
The  balmy  treafure-3  of  the  former  day. 

Then  fpring  the  living  horbs,  profufely  wild, 
O'er  all  the  deep-green  earth,  beyond  the  power 
Of  botaniils  to  number  up  their  tribes  : 
Whether  he  fteals  along  the  lonely  dale, 
In  liicnt  feardl ;  or  through  the  foreft,  rank 
With  what  the  dull  incurious  weeds  account, 
Burfts  his  blind  way,  br  climb's  the  mountain  rock, 
Fir'd  by  th  *  nodding  verdure  of  its  brbw. 
With  i'-.urh  a  liberal  hand  has  nature  flung 
Their  feeds  abroad,  blown  them  about  in  winds, 
Innumerous  rrtixt  them  with  the  nurfing  mold, 
The  moifteninjj  current,  and  prolific  rain. 

Bu:  who  their  virtues  can  declare?  who  pierce, 
With  vifioh  pure,  into  thefe  fecret  ftores, 
Oi7  health,  and  life,  and  joy  ?  The  food  of  man, 
While  yet  he  liv'd  hi  innocence,  and  told 
A  length  of  golden  years  ;  unflefh'd  in  blood, 
A  ftranger  to  the  favage  arts  of  life, 
Death,  rapine,  carnage,  furfeit,  and  difeaie  5 
The  lord,  and  not  the  tyrant,  of  the  world. 

The  firft  frefh  dawrt  then  \vak'd  the  gladden  *d 
Of  uncorrupted  man,  nor  blufh'd  to  fee  [race 

The  fluggard  fleep  beneath  its  facred  beam  : 
For  their  light  fl'tmbers  gently  fum'd  away  ; 
•And  up  they  rofe  as  vigorous  as  the  fun, 
Or  to  the  culture  of  the  willing  gi 
Or.  to  the  cheerful  tendance  oT  the  flock,      [fport, 
Meantime  the  fong  went  round  ;  and  dance  and 
Wifdom  and  friendly  talk,  fuc^effive,  Hole 
Their  hours  away;  while  in  the  roiy  vale 
X.ove  breath'd  his  infant  ii^hs,  t'foni  anguifb  free, 
And  full  replete  with  blifs  ;  fave  the  fweet  pain, 
That,  inly  thrilling,  but  exalts  it  more. 
Nor  yet  injurious  act,  nor  furly  deed, 
Was  known  among  thofe  happy  fons  of  heaven  ; 
For  reafon  and  benevolence  were  law. 
Harmonious  nature  too  look'd  fmiling  on. 
Clear  fhone  the  fldes,  cool'd  with  eternal  gales, 
And  balmy  fpirit  ail.     The  youthful  fun 
Shot  his  beft  rays,  and  ftill  the  gracious  clouds 
Dropp'd  fatnefs  down ;  as  o'er  the  Avell  ng  mead, 
The  herds  and  flocks,  commixing,  play'd  lecure. 
This  when,  emergent  from  the  gloomy  wood, 
The  glaring  lion  faw,  his  horrid  heart 
Was  meeken'd,  and  he  join'd  1m  fullen  joy. 
For  mufic  held  the  whole  in  perfect  pe:, 
Sigh'd  the  flute ;  the  tender  voice  was  heard, 
"Warbling  the  varied  heart ;  the  woodlands  round 
Apply'd  thsir  quire  ;  and  7,  iudc  and  Yvit'.-rs  fivw'fl 


In  confonance.     Such  were  thofe  prime  of  days'. 

But  now   thofs   white    imblemim'd   manners, 

•  whence 

The  fablin.  poets  took  the.ir  golden  age," 
Are  found  'no  more  amid  thefe  iron  times, 
Thefq  dregs  of  life  !  Now  the  diftemper'd  mind 
Has  loft  that  concord  of 'harmonious  pov/eri, 
Which'-forms  the  foul  of  h?.pp:hef~,   ;;nd  all 
Is  off  the.poife  within  :   the  paifions  all 
Hr.ve  burll  tHeir  bounds  ;  and  reafon.  h'alf  e5tihc"ra 
Or  impotent,  cr  elfe  approving,   fees 
The-foiii  dilbrder.     Senfelefs,  and  <i<?fcnn'd, 
Convullive  anger  ilorms  at  largfe  ;  orT^ale^ 
And  iilent,  fettles  into  full  revenge. 
Bale  envy  withers  at  another's  joy, 
And  hates  that  excellence  it  cannot  reach. 
Dcfponding  fear,  of  feeble  f:mcies  full, 
\Veak  and  unmar.ly,  loofens  evi'ry  po%vfr. 
Ev'n  love  itfelf  i?  bitternefs  of  foul, 
A  penfive  an;;ui\h  pining  at  the  bear: ; 
Or;  funk  to  fordid  intertft,  feels  no  more 
That  noble  wiih,  that 'never-cloy'd  deiire, 
Which,  felfifli  joy  diidaining,  fecks  uione 
To  bk-fs  the  dearer  object  of  its  flame. 
Hope  fickens  with  extravagance  ;  and  grief, 
Of  life  impatient,  into  mnanefs  fwells ; 
Or  in  dead  filence  waftes  the  weeping  hours, 
Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  mixt  enactions  more, 
From  ever-changing  vie\vs  of  good  and  ii!, 
Form'd  infinitely  various,  vex  the  mind 
With  endlefs   llorm  :     whence,   deeply   rankling, 
The  partial  thou.  ht,  a  liftlefs  unconcern,      [grows 
Cold,  and  averting  from  our  neighbour's  good  ; 
Then  dark  difguft,  and  hatred,  winding  wilts, 
Coward  deceit,  and  ruffian  violence  ; 
At  laft,  extinct  each  focial  feeling,  fc-11 
And  jcylefs  ihhui-mnity  pervades 
And  petrifies  the  heart.     Nature  difliirb'd     . 
Is  decm'd  vindictive  to  have  changM  her  courfe. 

Hence,  in  ok'  diifky  time,  a  deluge  came  . 
When  the  deep-cleft  difparting  orb,  that  arch'd 
The  central  waters  round   impetuous  fuih'd, 
With  universal  bu.rit,  into  the  u.ulf, 
And  o'er  the  high-pil'd  hills  of  fratft&r'd  earth 
Wide  dcifh'd  the  waves,  in  undulation  vaft  ; 
Till,- from  the  centre  t6  the  ftreafnir.g  clouds, 
A  Jhorelefs  ccean  tumbled  round  the  globe. 

The  Seafohs  fince  have,  with  fevert  r  fv.-:>.y, 
Opprefs'd  a  broken  world :  the  Winter  -keen 
Shook  forth  his  wafte  of  fi:ows;  and  Mimmer  {hot 
His  peftilential  heats.     Great  Spring,  before, 
Green'd  all  the   year ;    and  fruits  and  bloflbms 

blulh'd, 

In  focial  fweetnefsr,  6ri  th£  felf-farhe  bou  h. 
Pure  was  the  temperate  air  ;  and  even  calm 
Perpetual  re'ign'd,  fave  what  the  zephyrs  bland 
Breath'd  o'er   the    blue    expanfe ;    for  then  nor 

ftorms 

Were  taught  to  blow,  nor  hurricanes  to  ra^e ; 
Sound  flept  the  waters ;  no  fulphureous  glooms 
SwcH'd  in  the  iky,  and  fent  the  lightning  forth  j 
While  fickly  damps,  and  cold  autumnal  fogs, 
Hung  not,  relating,  on  the  fprings  of  life. 
But  now,  of  turbid  elements  the  iport, 
From  clear  to  cloudy  toil,  frpni  hot  to  cold, 
And  dry  to  moift,  v/ith  inw'ard-eating  change, 
Our  drooping  days  are  dwindled  down  to  nought';, 
Their  period  £iiila'd  ere  tis  well  begun. 
M  iiij 
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And  yet  the  wholefcrae  herb,  neglected  dies ; 
Though  with  the  pure  exhilarating  foul 
Of  nutriment  and  health,  and  vital  powers, 
Beyond  the  fearch  of  art,  'tis  copious  bleft. 
For,  with  hot  ravine  fir'd,  enfanguin'dman 
Is  now  become  the  lion  of  the  plain, 
And  worfe.     The  wolf,  who  from  the  nightly  fold 
fierce  drags  the  bleating  prey,  ne'er  drunk  her 

milk, 

Nor  wore  her  warming  fleece  :  nor  has  the  fleer, 
'At  whofe  ftrong  cheft  the  deadly  tiger  hangs, 
E'er  plough'dfor  him.  They  too  aretemper'd  high, 
With  hunger  ftung  and  wild  neceffity, 
Nor  lodges  pity  in  th-'ir  fhaggy  breaft. 
But  man,  whom  Nature  form'd  of  milder  clay, 
With  every  kind  emotion  in  his  heart, 
And  taught  alone  to  weep  ;  while  from  her  lap 
She  pours  ten  thoufand  delicacies,  herbs, 
And  fruits,  as  numerous  as  the  drops  of  rain 
Or  beams  that  gave  them  birth :  fhall  he,fair  form  ! 
Who  wears  fvveet  fmiles,  and  looks  erect  on  hea- 
E'er  ftoap  to  mingle  with  the  prowling  herd,  [ven, 
And  dip  his  tongue  in  gore  ?  The  bead  of  prey, 
Blood-ftain'd,defervesto  bleed:  but  you,  ye  flocks, 
What  have  ye  done  ;  ye  peaceful  people,  what, 
To  merit  death  ?  you,  who  have  given  us  milk 
Jn  lufcious  ftreams,  and  lent  us  your  own  coat 
Againft  the  Winter's  cold  ?  And  the  plain  ox, 
That  harmlefs,  honeft,  guilelefs  animal, 
Jn  what  has  he  offended  ?  he,  whofe  toil, 
Patient  and  ever  ready,  clothes  the  land 
With  all  the  pomp  of  harveft :  fhall  he  bleed, 
And  ftruggling  groan  beneath  the  cruel  hands, 
Ev'n  of  thv.  clown  he  feeds  ?  and  that,  perhaps, 
To  fwell  the  riot  of  th'  autumnal  feaft, 
Won  by  his  labour  ?  Thus  the  feeling  heart 
Would  tenderly  fuggeft :  but  'tis  enough, 
In  this  late  age,  adventurous  to  have  touch'd 
Light  on  the  numbers  of  the  Samian  fage. 
High  Heaven  forbids  the  bold  prefumptuousftrain, 
Whofe  wifeft  will  hae  fix'd  us  in  a  ftate 
That  muft  not  yet  to  pure  perfection  rife. 

Now  when  the  firft  foul  torrent  of  the  brooks, 
Swell' d  with  the  vernal  rains,  is  ebb'd  away, 
And,  whitening,  down  their  mofiytinctur'd  ftream 
Defcends  the  billowy  foam :  now  is  the  time, 
While  yet  the  dark  brown  water  aids  the  guile, 
To  tempt  the  trout.     The  well-diffembled  fly, 
The  rod  fine-tapering  with  claftic  fpring, 
Snatch'd  from  the  hoary  fteed  the  floating  line, 
And  all  thy  {lender  wat'ry  ftores  prepare. 
But  let  not  on  thy  hook  the  tortur'd  worm, 
Convulfive,  twift  in  agonizing  folds  ; 
Which,  by  rapacious  hunger  fwallow'd  deep 
Gives,  as  you  tear  it  from  the  bleeding  breaft 
Of  the  weak  helplefs  uncomplaining  wretch, 
Harfh  pain,  and  horror  to  the  tender  hand. 

When  with  his  lively  ray  the  potent  fun 
Has  pierc'd  the  ftreams,  and  rous'd  the  finny  race, 
Then  iffuing  cheerful,  to  thy  fport  repair  ; 
Chief  Ihculd  the  weftern  breezes  curling  play, 
And  light  o'er  ether  bear  the  fhadowy  clouds. 
High  to  their  fount,  this  day,  amid  the  hills 
And  woodlands    warbling   round,    trace   up   the 

brooks ; 

The  next,  purfue  their  rocky-channeTd  maze, 
Down  to  the  river,  in  whofe  ample  wave 
Their  little  Naiads  love  to  fport  at  large. 
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Juft  in  the  dubious  point,  where  with  th«  podl 

Is  mix'd  the  trembling  ftream,  or  where  it  boils 

Around  the  ftone,  or  from  the  hollow'd  bank 

Reverted  plays  in  undulating  flow, 

There  throw,  nice-j lulling,  the  qelu  five  fly  ; 

And  as  you  lead  it  round  in  artful  curve, 

With  eye  attentive  mark  the  fpringing  game. 

Strait  as  above  the  furface  of  the  flood 

They  wanton  rife,  or  urg'd  by  hunger  leap, 

Then  fix,  with  gentle  twitch,  the  barbed  hook : 

Some  lightly  tofling  to  the  grafly  bank, 

And  to  the  (helving  fhore,  flow  dragging  fomc, 

With  various  hand  proportion'd  to  their  force. 

If  yet  too  young,  and  eafily  deceiv'd, 

A  worthlefs  prey  fcarce  bends  your  pliant  rod, 

Him,  pitious  of  his  youth  and  the  fhort  fpace 

He  has  enjoy'd  the  vital  light  of  heaven, 

Soft  difengage,  and  back  into  the  ftream 

The  fpeckled  captive  throw.    But  fhould  you  lure 

From  his  dark  haunt,  beneath  the  tangled,  roots 

Of  pendent  trcc«,  the  monarch  of  the  brook, 

Behoves  you  then  to  ply  your  fined  art. 

Long  time  he,  following  cautious,  fcans  the  fly  ; 

And  oft  attempts  to  feize  it,  but  as  oft 

The  dimpled  water  fpeaks  his  jealous  fear. 

At  laft,  while  haply  o'er  the  fhaded  fun 

Paffes  a  cloud,  he  defperate  takes  the  death, 

With  fullen  plunge.     At  once  ho  darts  along, 

Deep-ftruck,  and  runs  out  all  the  lengthen'd  line : 

Then  feeks  the  fartheft  ooze,  the  flickering  weed, 

The  cavern'd  bank,  his  old  fecure  abode  ; 

And  flies  aloft,  and  flounces  round  the  pool, 

Indignant  of  the  guile.     With  yielding  hand, 

That  feels  him  flill,  yet  to  his  furious  courfe, 

Gives  way,  you,  now  retiring,  following  no\r, 

Acrofs  the  ftream,  exhauft  his  idle  rage  : 

Till  floating  broad  upon  his  breathlefs  fide, 

And  to  his  fate  abaridon'd,  to  the  fhore 

You  gaily  drag  your  unrefifting  prize. 

Thus  pafs  the  temperate  hours :  but  when  the  fun 

Shakes  from  his  noon-day  throne  the  fcatterijBg 

clouds, 

Ev'n  fhooting  liftlefs  langour  through  the  deeps  : 
Then  feek  the  bank  where  flowering  elders- crowd, 
Where  fcatter'd  wild  the  lily  of  the  vale 
Its  balmy  effence  breathes,  where  cowflips  hang 
The  dewy  head,  where  purple  violets  lurk, 
With  all  the  lowly  children  of  the  fhade  ; 
Or  lie  reclin'd  beneath  yon  fpreading  afh, 
Hung  o'er  the  fteep;  whence,  borne  on  liquid  wing 
The  founding  culver  fhoots  ;  or  where  the  hawk, 
High,  in  the  beetling  cliff,  his  aery  builds. 
There  let  the  claflic  page  thy  fancy  lead 
Through  rural  fcenes ;  fuch  as  the  Mantuan  fwain 
Paints  in  the  matchlefs  harmony  of  fong. 
Or  catch  thyfelf  the  landfk.ip,  gliding  fvvift 
Athwart  imagination's  vivid  eye: 
Or  by  the  vocal  woods  and  waters lull'd, 
And  loft  in. lonely  mufing,  in  the  dream, 
Confus'd,  of  e:\relefs  foiitude,  where  mix 
Ten  thoufand  wandering  images  of  things, 
f-; ;:<>•; he:  every  guft  ofpaffion  into  peace; 
All  out  the  fwelangs  of  the  foften'd  heart, 
That  wur.tiH,  not  difturb,  the  tranquil  mind, 

Behold  yon  breaking  p."ofpect  bids  the  Muie 
Throw  all  her  beauty  forth.     Eut  who  can 
Like  Nature?  Can  imagination  boaft. 
d  its  gay  creation,  hues  like  hers  ? 
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t)r  can  it  mix  them  with  that  matchlefs  Ikill, 
And  lofe  them  in  each  other,  as  appears 
In  every  bud  that  blows  ?  If  fancy  then 
Unequal  fails  beneath  the  pleafing  tafk, 
Ah,  what  fhall  language  do  ?  ah,  where  find  words 
Ting'd  with  fo  many  colours ;  and  whofe  power, 
To  fife  approaching,  may  perfume  my  lays 
With  that  fine  oil,  thofe  aromatic  gales 
That  inexhauftive  flow  continual  round  ? 

Yet,  though  fuccefslefs,  will  the  toil  delight. 
Come  then,  ye  virgins  and  ye  youths,  whofe  hearts 
Have  felt  the  raptures  of  refining  love  ; 
And  thou,  Amanda,  come,  pride  of  my  fong  ! 
Form'd  by  the  Graces,  loveiinefs  itfeli ! 
Come  \vith  thofe  downcaft  eyes,  fedate  and  fweet, 
Thofe  looks  demure,  that  deeply  pierce  the  foul, 
"Where,  with  the  light  of  thoughtful  reafon  mix'd, 
Shines  lively  fancy  and  the  feeling  heart : 
O  come!  and  while  the  rofy-footed  May 
Steals  blufhing  on,  together  let  us  tread 
The  morning  dews,  and  gather  i»,  their  prime 
Frefh-blooming  flowers,  to  grace  thy  braided  hair, 
And  thy  lov'd  boforn  that  improves  their  fweets. 

See  where  the  winding  vale  its  lavifh  ftores, 
Jrriguous,  fpreads.     See,  how  the  lily  drinks 
The  latent  rill,  fcarce  oozing  through  the  grafs, 
Of  growth  luxuriant ;  or  the  humid  bank, 
In  fair  profufion,  decks.     Long  let  us  walk, 
Where  the  breeze  blows  from  yon  extended  field 
Of  bloffom'd  beans.     Arabia  cannot  boaft 
A  fuller  gale  of  joy,  than,  liberal,  thence         [foul. 
Breathes  through  the  fenfe,  and  takes  the  ravifti'd 
Nor  is  the  mead  unworthy  of  thy  foot, 
Full  of  frefh  verdure,  and  unnumber'd  flowers, 
The  negligence  of  Nature,  wide,  and  wild  ; 
Where,  undifguis'd  by  mimic  art,  {he  fpreada 
Unbounded  beauty  to  the  roving  eye. 
Here  their  delicious  tafk  the  fervent  bees, 
In  fwarming  millions,  tend  :  around,  athwart, 
Through  the  foft  air,  the  bufy  nations  fly, 
Cling  to  the  bud,  and,  with  inferted  tube. 
Suck  its  pure  efience,  its  ethereal  foul ; 
And  oft,  with  bolder  wing,  they  foaring  dare 
The  purple  heath,  or  where  the  wild  thyme  grows, 
And  yellow  load  them  with  the  lufcious  fpoil. 

At  length  the  finifh'd  garden  to  the  view 
Its  viftas  opens,  and  its  alleys  green. 
Snatch'd  through  the  verdant  maze,  the  hurried 
Diftra&ed  wanders ;  now  the  bowery  walk      [eye 
Of  covert  clofe,  where  fcarce  a  fpeck  of  day 
Falls  on  the  lengthen'd  gloom,  protracted  fweeps  : 
Now  meets  the  bending  fky  ;  the  river  new 
Dimpled  along,  the  breezy  ruffled  lake, 
The  foreil  darkening  round,  the  glittering  fpire, 
Th'  ethereal  mountain,  and  the  diftant  main. 
But  why  fo  far  excurfive  ?  when  at  hand, 
Along  thcfe  blufhing  borders,  bright  with  dew, 
'  And  in  yon  mingled  wildcrnefsof  flowers, 
Fair-handed  Spring  unbofoms  every  grace  ; 
Throws  out  the  fnow-drop,  and  the  crocus  firft  ; 
The  daify,  primrofe,  violet  darkly  blue, 
And  polyanthus  of  unnumber'd  dyes  ; 
The  yellow  wall-flower,  ftain'd  with  iron-brown  ; 
And  lavifh  ftock  that  fcents  the  garden  round : 
From  the  foft  wing  of  vernal  breezes  fhed, 
Anemoni.es ;  auriculas,  enrich 'd 
With  fhinning  meal  o'er  all  their  velvet  leaves ; 
And  full  ranunculas  of. glowing  red. 


Then  comes  the  tuiip-race,  where  beauty  playi 

Her  idle  freaks  ;  from  family  diffus'd 

To  family,  as  flies  the  father-duft, 

rhe  varied  colours  run ;  and,  while  they  break 

On  the  charm 'd  eye,  th'  exulting  florift  marks, 

With  fecret  pride,  the  wonders  of  his  hand. 

No  gradual  bloom  is  wanting ;  from  the  bud, 

Firft -born  of  Spring,  to  Summer's  muflcy  tribes: 

Nor  hyacinths,  of  pureft  virgin  white, 

Low  bent,  and  bluihing  inward ;  nor  jonquils 

Of  potent  fragrance  ;  nor  narciifus  fair,j 

As  o'er  the  fabled  fountain  hanging  {till ; 

Nor  broad  carnations,  nor  gay-fpotted  pinks ; 

Nor,  {bower 'd  from  every  bufh,  the  damaUc-irafe* 

Infinite  numbers,  delicacies,  fmells, 

With  hues  on  hues  expreflion  cannot  paint, 

The  breath  of  nature,  and  her  endlefs  bloom. 

Hail,  Source  of  Being  !  Umverfal  foul 
Of  heaven  and  earth !  Effential  I*refence,  hail ! 
To  Thee  I  bend  the  knee ;  taThee  my  thoughts* 
Continual,  climb ;  who,  with  a  mafter-hand, 
Haft  the  great  whole  into  perfection  tonch'd. 
By  Thee  the  various  vegetative  tribes, 
Wrapt  in  a  filmy  net,  and  clad  with  leaves, 
Draw  the  live  ether,  and  imbibe  the  dew  : 
By  Thee  difpx>s'd  into  congenial  foils, 
Stands  each  attractive  plant,  and  fucks,  and  fvvelfs 
The  juicy  tide  ;  a  twining  mafs  of  tubes. 
At  Thy  command  the  vernal  fun  awakes 
The  torpid  fap,  detruded  to  the  root 
By  wintery  winds ;  that  now  in  fluent  dance, 
And  lively  fermentation,  mounting,  fpreads 
All  this  innumerous-colour'd  fcene  of  things. 

As  rifing  from  the  vegetable  world 
Aly  theme  afcends,  with  equal  wing  afcend, 
My  panting  mufe ;  and  hark,  how  loud  the  woods 
Invite  you  forth  in  all  your  gayeft  trim. 
Lend  me  your  fong,  ye  nightingales !  oh !  pour 
The  mazy-running  foul  of  melody 
Into  my  varied  verfe  !  while  I  deduce, 
From  the  firft  note  the  hollow  cuckoo  fings, 
The  fymphony  of  Spring,  and  touch  a  theme 
Unknown  to  fame,  the  fajjlon  of  the  groves. 

When  firft  the  foul  of  love  is  fent  abroad, 
Warm  through  the  vital  air,  and  on  the  heart 
Harmonious  ieizes,  the  gay  troops  begin, 
In  gallant  thought  to  plume  the  painted  wing ; 
And  try  again  the  long-forgotten  ftrain, 
At  firft  faint-warbled.     But  no  fooner  grows 
The  foft  infufion  prevalent  and  wide, 
Than,  all  alive,  at  once  their  joy  o'erflows 
In  mufic  unconfin'd.     Up-fprings  the  lark, 
Shrill- voic'd,  and  loud,  the  meflenger  of  morn ; 
Ere  yet  the  fhadows  fly,  he  mounted  fings 
Amid  the  dawning  clouds,  and  from  their  haunts 
Calls  up  the  tuneful  nations.     Every  copfe 
Deep-tangled,  tree  irregular,  and  bufh 
Bending  with  dewy  moifture,  o'er  the  heads 
Of  the  coy  quirifters  that  lodge  within, 
Are  prodigal  of  harmony.     The  thrufh 
And  wood-lark,  o'er  the  kind-contending  throng 
Superior  heard,  run  through  the  fweeteft  length 
Of  notes ;  when  liftening  Philomela  deigns 
To  let  them  joy,  and  purpofes,  in  thought 
Elate,  to  make  her  night  excel  their  day. 
The  blackbird  whiftles  from  the  thorny  brake  ; 
The  mellow  bullfinch  anfvvers  from  the  grove  : 
Nor  are  the  linnets,  o'ejr  the  flowering  furze. 
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Pour'd  out  profufely,  filent.     Join'd  to  thefe 
tnnumerous  fongfters,  in  the  freihenihg  fhade 
Of  new-fprung  leaves,  their  modulations  mix 
Mellifluous.     The  jay,  the  rook,  the  daw, 
And  each  harfh  pipe,  difcordant  heard  alone, 
Aid  the  full  concert:  while  the  flock-dove  breathes 
A  melancholy  murmur  through  the  whole. 

/Tis  love  creates  their  melody,  and  all 
This  wafle  of  mufic  is  the  voice  of  love  ; 
That  ev'n  to  birds,  and  hearts,  the  tender  arts 
Of  pleafing  teaches.     Hence  the  gloffy  kind 
Try  every  winning  way  inventive  love 
Can  dictate,  and  in  courtfhip  to  their  mates 
Pour  forth  their  little  fouls.     Firft,  wide  around, 
"With  diflant  awe,  in  airy  rings  they  rove, 
Endeavouring  by  a  thoufand  tricks  to  catch 
The  cunning,  confcious,  half-averted  glance 
Of  their  regardiefs  charmer.     Should  fhe  feem 
Softening  the  leaft  approvance  to  bellow, 
Their  colours  burnifh,  and,  by  hope  infpir'd 
They  brifk  advance  ;  then,  on  a  fiidden  ftruck, 
Retire  diforaer'd;  then  again  approach; 
"In  fond  rotation  fpread  the  fpotted  wing, 
And  fhiver  every  feather  with  defire. 

Connubial  leagues  agreed,  to  the  deep  wood* 
They  hafle  away,  all  as  their  fancy  leads, 
Pleafure,  or  food,  pr  fecnet  falety  pr6mpts ; 
That  nature's  great,  cemmand  may  be  obey'd : 
Nor  all  the  fweet  fenfations  they  perceive 
Indulg'd  in  vain.     Some  to  the  holly-hedge 
Neilling  repair,  and  to  the  thicket  ioroe ; 
Some  to  the  rude  protection  of  the  thorn 
Commit  their  feeble  offspring  •-  the  cleft  tree 
Offers  its  kind  concealment  to  a  few, 
Their  food  its  infecls,  and  its  mofs  their  nefts. 
Others  apart  far  in  the  grafiy  dale, 
Or  roughening  wafte,  their  humble  texture  weave. 
But  moft  in  Woodland  lolitudes  delight, 
In  unfrequented  glooms,  or.  fhaggy  banks, 
Steep,  and  divided  by  a  babbling  brook, 
"Whofe  murmurs' foothe  them  all  the  live-long  day, 
"When  by  kind  duty  fix'd.    Among  the  roots 
Of  hazel,  pendent  o'er  the  plaintive  dream, 
They  frame  the  firfl  foundation  of  their  domes': 
Dry  fprigs  of  trees,  in  artful  fabric  laid, 
And  bound  with  clay  together.     Now  'tis  nought 
But  reftlefs  hurry  through  the  bufy  air, 
Beat  by  unnumber'd  wings.     The  fwallow  fweeps 
The  flimy  pool,  to  build  his  hanging  houfe 
Intent.     And  often,  from  the  carelefs  back 
Of  herds  and  flocks  a  thoufand  tugging  bills 
Pluck  hair  and  wool ;  and  oft.,  when  unobferv'd, 
Steal  from  the  barn  a  flraw  :  till  foft  and  warm, 
Clean,  and  complete,  their  habitation  grows.          * 

AS  thus  the  patient  dam  affiduous  fits, 
Not  to  be  tempted  from  her  tender  taflc, 
Or  by  fharp  hunger,  or  by  fmooth  delight, 
Though  the  whole  loofen'd  fpring  around  her  blows. 
Her  Sympathizing  lover  takes  his  {land 
High  on  th"  opponent  bank,  and  ceafelefs  lings 
The  tedious  time  away  :  or  elfe  fupplies 
Her  place  a  moment,  while  fhe  fudden  flits 
To  pick  the  fcanty  meal.     Th'  appointed  time 
"With  pious  toil  fulfiPd,  the  callow  young, 
Warm'd  and  expanded  into  perfect  life, 
Their  brittle  bondage  break,  and  come  to  light, 
A  helplefs  family,  demanding  food 
With.confiant  clamour ;  0  what  paffions  then* 


What  melting  fentiments  of  kindly  care, 

On  the  new  parents  feize  !  Away  they  fly 

Affectionate,  and  undefiring  bear 

The  moil  delicious  morfei  to  their  young ; 

Which  equally  diftributed,  again 

The  fearch  begins.     Ev'n  fo  a  gentle  pair, 

By  fortune  iunk,  but  form'd  of  generous  mould, 

And  charm'd  with  cares  beyond  the  vulgar  breaft, 

In  fome  Irtne  cot  amid  the  diflant  woods, 

SuflahYd  alone  by  providential  heaven, 

Oft,  as  they  weeping  eye  their  infant  train, 

Check  their  own  appetites,  and  give  them  all. 

Ndr  toil  alone  they  fcorn  :  exalting  love, 
By  the  great  Father  of  the  Spring  infpir'd, 
p-ives  inilant  courage  to  $\K.- fearful  race, 
And  to  thefimple  art.     With  Healthy  wing, 
Should  fome  rude  foot  their  woody  haunts  moleft, 
Amid  a  neighbouring  bulh  they  filent  drop, 
And  whirring  thence,  as  if  alarm'd,  deceive 
Th'  unfeeling  fchool-boy.  Hence,  around  the  head 
Of  wandering fw.Jn,  the  white  wing'd  plover  wheeU 
Her  founding  flight,  and  then  diivclly  on 
Jn.long  exeurfion  fkims  the  level  lawn,        [hence, 
To  tempt  him  from  her  neil.      The  wild-duck, 
O'er  the  rough  mofs,  and  o'er  the  tracklefs  wafte 
The  heath-hen  flutters,  pious  fraud  !  to  lead 
The  hot  purfuing  fpaniel  far  ailray. 

Be  not  the  mule  afham'd,  here  to  bemoaa 
Her1  brothers  of  the  grove,  by  tyrant  man 
Inhuman  caught,  and  in  the  narrow  cage 
From  liberty  confin'd,  and  boundlefs  air. 
Dull  are  the  pretty  ilaves,  their  plumage  dull, 
Ragged,  and  all  its  brightning  luftre  loft  ; 
Nor  is  that  fprightly  wildnefs  in  their  notes* 
Which,  clear  and  vigorous,  warbles  from  the  beech; 
O  then,  ye  friends  of  love  and  love-taught  fong, 
Spare  the  foft  tribes,  this  barbarous  art  forbear  j " 
If  on  your  bofom  innocence  can  win, 
Mufic  engage,  or  piety  perfuade. 

But  let  not  chief  the  nightingale  lament 
Her  ruin'd  care,  too  delicately  fram'd 
To  brook  the  harfh  confinement  of  the  cage. 
Oft  when, -returning  with  her  loaded  bill, 
Th'  ailonifb'd  mother  finds  d  vacant  neft, 
By  the  hard  hand  of  unrelenting  clowns 
Robb'd,  to  the  ground  the  vain  provifion  falls; 
Her  pinions  ruffle,  and,  low-drooping,  fcarce 
Ca"n-  bear  the  mourner  to  the  poplar  fhade  ; 
Where,  ail  abandon'd  to  defpair,  fhe  lings 
Her  ibrrovvs' through  the  night;  and,  on  the  bough, 
Sole-fitting,  ftill  at  every  dying  fall 
Takes  up  again  her  lamentable  ftrain 
Of  winding  Woe  ;  till,  wide  around,  the  woods 
Sigh  to  her  fong,  and  with  her  wail  refound. 

But  now  the  feather'd  youth  their  former  bounds, 
Ardent,  difdain ;  and,  weighing  oft  their  wings; 
Demand  the  free  poffeffian  of  the  fky : 
This  one  glad  office  more,  and  then  diflblves 
Parental  love  at  once,  now  needlefs  grown. 
LJnlaviih'd  wifdom  never  works  in  vain. 
Tis  on  fome.  evening,  funny,  grateful,  mild, 
When  nought  but  balm  is  breathing  through  th* 

woods, 

With  yellow  luftre  bright,  that  the  new  tribes 
Vijit  the  fpacious  heavens,  and  look  abroad 
On  nature's  common  far  as  they  can  fee, 
Or  wing,  their  range  andpafture.  O'er  the  bought 
Dancing  about*  ftill  at  the  giddy  verge 
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Their  refblutioti  fails ;  their  pinions  ftill, 
In  loofe  libration  ftretch'd,  tD  truit  the  void 
Trembling  refufe  :  till  down  before  them  fly 
The  parent-guides,  and  chide,  exhort,  command, 
Or  pufh  them  off.     The  {urging  air  receives 
Its  plumy  burden ;  and  their  felt-taught  -.vings 
Winnow  the  waving  element.     On  ground 
Alighted,  bolder  up  again  they  lead, 
Farther  and  farther  on,  the  lenghtening  flight ; 
Till,  vanifh'd  every  fear,  and  every  power 
Rous'd  into  1  f e  and  a^ion,  light  in  air 
Th*  acquitted  parents  fee  their  foaring  race, 
And  once  rejoicing-  never  know  them  more. 

High  from  the  Aunmit  of  a  craggy  cliff, 
Hung  o'er  the  dcf:;i,  fuch  us  amazing  frowns 
On  utmoft  *  Kilda'v  ftiore,  whofe  lonely  race 
Refign  tfce  fetting  fnn  to  Indian  worlds, 
The  royal  ea^le  oraws  his  vigorous  young, 
Strong-pounc'd,  and  ardent  with  paternal  fire. 
Nov.-  fit  to  raife  a  kingdom  of  t!h?:r  own, 
He  drives  them  from  his  fort,  the  lowering  feat, 
For  ag^c  of  his  empire  ;  which,  in  peace, 
Unftain'd  he  holds,  while  many  a  league  to  fea 
He  wings  his  courfe,  and  p-rv.s  h,   ';llunt  ifles. 

Should  I  my  fteps  turn  to  the  rural  feat, 
Whofe  lofty  elms,  and  venerable  oaks, 
Invite  the  rook,  who  high  amid  the  boughs, 
In  cary  Spring,  his  airy  city  builds, 
Andcealelefs  caws  amnfive:  there,  well-pleas'd, 
I  might  the  various  polity  furvey 
Of  the  rnixt  houfehold  kind.     The  careful  hen 
Calls  all  her  chirping  family  around, 
Fed  and  defended  by  the  fearlefs  cock ; 
Whofe  breaft  with  ardour  flames,  as  on  he  walks, 
Graceful  and  crows  defiance.     In  the  pond, 
The  finely-chequer'd  duck,  before  her  train, 
Rows  garrulous.     The  {lately-failing  fwan 
Gives  out  his  fnowy  plumage  to  the  gale  ; 
And,  arching  proud  his  neck,  with  oary  feet 
B.^ars  forward  fierce,  and  guards  his  ofier-ifle, 
Protective  of  his  young.     The  turkey  nigh, 
.Loud  threatening  reddens ;     while    the    peacock 
His  every-colour'd  glory  to  the  fun,  [fpreads 

And  fwims  in  radiant  majefty  along. 
O'er  the  whole  homely  fcene,  the  cooing  dove 
Flies  thick  in  amorous  chafe,  and  wanton  roils 
The  glancing  eye,  and  turns  the  changeful  neck. 

While  thus  the  gentle  tenants  of  the  {hade 
Indulge  their  purer  loves,  the  rougher  world 
Of  brutes,  below,  rum  furious  into  flame, 
And  fierce  defire.     Through  all  his  lufly  veins 
The  bull,  deep-fcorch'd,  the  raging  pafiion  feels. 
Of  pafture  fick,  and  negligent  of  food, 
Scarce  'feen,  he  wades  among  the  yellow  broom, 
While  o'er  his  ample  fide  the  rambling  fprays 
Luxuriant  fhobt ;  or  through  the  mazy  wood 
Deje&ed  wanders,  nor  th'  enticing  bud 
Crops,  though  it  prefles  on  his  carelefs  fenfe. 
And  oft,  in  jealous  maddening  fancy  wrapt, 
He  feeks  the  fight ;  and,  idly-butting,  feigns 
His  rival  gor'd  in  every  knotty  trunk. 
Him  Ihould  he  meet,  the  bellowing  war  begins : 
Their  eyes  flam  fury  ;  to  the  hollow'd  earth, 
Whence  the  fand  flies,  they  mutter  bloody  deeds, 
And,  groaning  deep,  th'  impetuous  battle  mix  : 
While  the  fair  heifer,  balmy  breathing,  near, 
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Stands  kindling  up  their  f  age.  The  trembling  ftec-d. 
With  this  hot  impulfe  feiz'cl  in  every  nerve, 
Nor  heeds  the  rein,  nor  hears  the  founding  thong; 
Blows  are  not  felt ;  but,  tolling  high  his  head, 
And  by  the  well-known  joy  to  diftant  plains 
Attracted  ftrong,  all  wild  he  burfls  away; 
O'er  rocks,  and  woods,  and  craggy  mountains  flies: 
An   ,  neighing,  on  th'  aerial  fumm it  takes 
Th'  exciting  gale  ;  then,  fteepniefcending,  cleavea 
The  headlong  torrents  foaming  down  the  hills, 
Ev'n  where  the  madnefs  of  the  ftraiten  d  ftreani 
Tifrns  in  black  eddies  round ;  fuch  is  the  force 
With  which  his  frantic  heart  and  fine.vs  fwell. 

Nor  undelighted  by  the  boundlefs  Spring  ' 
Are  the  broad  monfters  of  the  foaming  deep  : 
From  the  deep  ooze  and  gelid  cavern  rous'd, 
They  flounce  and  tumble  in  unwieldly  joy. 
Dire  vere  the  drain,  and  fliiTonant,  to  iing 
The  cruel  raptures  of  the  favage  kind  :' 
How  by  this  flame:  their  native  wrath  fublim'd, 
They  roam,  amid  the  fury  of  their  heart, 
The  far-rtdbunding1  wafte  in  fiercer  bauds, 
And  growl  their  horrid  loves.     But  this  the  theme' 
I  fing,  enraptur'd,  to  the  Britifh  Fair, 
Forbids,  and  leads  me  to  the  mountain-brow, 
Where  fits  the  fhepherd  on  the  grawy  turf, 
Inhaling,  healthful,  the  defcending  fun. 
Around  him  feeds  his  many-bleating  fleck, 
Of  various  cadence  ;  and  his  fpcrtive  iambs, 
This  way  and  that  convolv'd,  in  irilkful  glee, 
Their  frolicks  play.     And  now  the  fprightly  race 
Invites  them  forth  ;  when  fwif't,  the  fignal  giveii, 
They  ftart  away,  and  fweep  the  mafly mound 
That  runs  around  the  hill ;  th    rampart  once 
Of  iron  war,  in  ancient  barbarous  times, 
When  difunited  Britain  ever  bled, 
Loft  in  eternal  broil :  ere  yet  me  grew 
To  this  deep-laid  indifibkibie  flate, 
Where  wealth  and  commerce  lift  their  golden  head*; 
And  o'er  our  labours,  liberty  and  law, 
Impartial,  watch;  the  wonder  of  a  world  ! 

What  is  this  miv'uty  breath^  ye  fages,  fay, 
That  in  a  powerful  language,  felt,  not  heard, 
Inftru&s  the  fowls  of  heaven  ;  and  through  their 

breaft 

Thefe  arts  of  love  diffufcs  ?  What,  but  God? 
Infpiring  God  !  who,  boundlefs  fpirit  all, 
And  unremitting  energy,  pervades, 
Adjufts,  fuftains,  and  agitates  the  whole. 
He  ceafelefs  works  alone ;  and  yet  alone 
Seems  not  to  work :  with  fuch  perfection  fram'd 
Is  thi?  complex  flupendous  fcheme  of  things. 
But,  though  conceal'd,  to  every  purer  eye 
Th'  informing  Author  in  his  works  appears : 
Chief,  lovely  Spring,  in  thee,  and  thy  loft  fcenes, 
The  fmiling  God  is  feen  ;  while  water,  earth, 
And  air,  atteii  his  bounty  ;  which  exalts 
The  brute  creation  to  this  finer  thought, 
And  annual  melts  their  undefigning  heart? 
Profufely  thus  in  tcndernefs  and  joy. 

Still  le^my  fong  a  nobler  note  aflume,     • 
And  fing  th'  infufive  force  of  Spring  on  man  ; 
When  heaven  and  earth,  as  if  contending,  vie 
To  raife  his  being,  and  ferene  his  foul. 
Can  he  forbear  to  join  the  general  fmile 
3f  nature  ?  Can  fierce  paflions  vex  his  breaft, 
While  every  gale  is  peace,  and  every  grove 
a  nicloJy  f  Hence  !  from  the  boumeous  walk* 
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Of  flowing  Spring,  ye  fordid  fons  of  earth, 

Hard,  and  unfeeling  of  another's  wo:! 

Or  only  lavifti  to  yourfelves ;  away  ! 

Bat  come,   ye    generous    minds,   in  whofe  wide 

Of  all  his  works,  creative  bounty  burns    [thought, 

"With  warmeft  beam  ;  and  on  your  open  front 

And  liberal  eye,  fits,  from  his  dark  retreat 

Inviting  modeft  want.     Nor,  till  invok'd 

Can  reftlefs  goodnefs  wait :  your  a6live  fearch 

Leaves  no  cold  wintery  corner  unexplor'd ; 

Like  filent-working  heaven,  furprifing  oft 

The  lonely  heart  with  unexpected  good. 

For  you  the  roving  fpirit  of  the  wind 

Blows  Spring  abroad  5  for  you  the  teeming  clouds 

Defcend  in  gladfome  plenty  o'er  the  world ; 

And  the  fun  iheds  his  kindeft  rays  for  you, 

Ye  flower  of  human  race  !  In  thefe  green  days, 

Reviving  ficknefs  lifts  her  languid  head: 

Life  flows  afrefh ;  and  young-ey'd  health  exalts 

The  whole  creation  round.     Contentment  walks 

The  funny  glade,  and  feels  an  inward  blifc 

Spring  o'er  his  mind,  beyond  the  power  of  kings 

To  purchafe.     Ptfre  ferenity  apace 

Induces  thought,  and  contemplation  ftill. 

By  fwift  degrees  the  love  of  nature  works, 

And  warms  the  bofom ;  till  at  laft  fublim'd 

To  rapture,  and  enthufiafHc  heat, 

We  feel  the  prefent  Deity,  and  tafte 

The  joy  of  God  to  fee  a  happy  World ! 

Thele  are  the  facred  feelings  of  thy  heart, 
Thy  heart  inform'd  by  reafon's  purer  ray, 
O  Lyttleton  the  friend !  thy  paffions  thus 
And  meditations  vary,  as  at  large,  [ftray'ft  ; 

Courting  the  mufe,  through  Hagley  Park  thou 
Thy  Britifh  temple  !  There  along  the  dak, 
With  woods  o'er-huKg,  and  fhagg'd  with  mofiy 
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Whence  on  each  hand  the  gufliing  waters  play, 
And  down  the  rough  cafcade  white-dafhing  fall, 
Or  gleam  in  lengthen'd  vifta  through  the  trees, 
You  filent  fteal :  or  fit  beneath  the  fhade 
Of  folemn  oaks,  that  tuft  the  fvvelling  mounts 
Thrown  graceful  round  by  Nature's  carelefs  hand, 
-And  penuve  lifteri  to  the  various  voice 
Of  rural  peace  :  the  herds,  the  flocks,  the  birds, 
The  hollow-whifpering  breeze,  the  plaint  of  rills, 
That,  purling  down  amid  the  twifted  roots 
Which  creep  around,  their  dewy  murmurs  (hake 
On  the  footh'd  ear.     From  thefe  abftra6ted  oft, 
You  wander  through  the  philofophic  world  ; 
Where  in  bright  train  continual  wonders  rife, 
Or  to  the  curious  or  the  pious  eye. 
And  oft,  conducted  by  hiftoric  truth, 
You  tread  the  long  extent  of  backward  time : 
Planning,  with  warm  benevolence  of  mind, 
And  honeft  zeal  unwarp'd  by  party-rage, 
Britannia's  weal ;  how  from  the  venal  gulf 
To  raife  her  virtue,  and  her  arts  revive. 
Or,  turning  thence  thy  view,  thefe  graver  thoughts 
The  mufes  charm :  while,  with  fure  tafte  refin'd, 
You  draw  th'  infpiring  breath  of  ancient  fong ; 
Till  nobly  rifes;  emulous,  thy  own. 
Perhaps  thy  tov'd  Lucinda  mares  thy  walk, 
With  foul  to  thine,  attun'd.     Then  nature  all 
Wears  to  the  lover's  eye  a  look  of  love ; 
And  all  the  tumult  of  a  guilty  world, 
Toft  by  ungenerous  paflions,  finks  away. 
The  tender  heart  is  animated  peace ; 


And  as  it  pours  its  copious  treafures  forth, 
In  varied  converfe,  foftening  every  theme, 
You,  frequent  pauling,  turn,  and  from  her  eyes/ 
Where  meeken'd  fenfe,  and  amiable  grace, 
And  lively  fweetnefs  dwell,  enraptur'd,  drink 
That  namelefs  fpirit  of  ethereal  joy, 
Unutterable  happinefs  !  which  love, 
Alone,  beftows,  and  on  a  favoured feiv. 
Meantime  you  gain  the  height,  from  whofe  fair 

brow 

The  burfting  profpecl:  fpreads  immcnfe  around  : 
And  fnatcn'd  o'er  hill  and  dale,  and  wood  and  lawn, 
And  verdant  field,  and  darkening  heath  between, 
And  villages  embofom'd  (oft  in  trees, 
And  fpiry  towns  by  furging  columns  mark'd 
Of  houfehold  fmoke,  your  eye  excurfive  roams: 
Wide-ftretching  from  the  hall,  in  whofe  kind  haunt! 
The  hofpitable  genius  lingers  ftill, 
To  where  the  broken  landfcape,  by  degrees, 
Afcending,  roughens  into  rigid  hills ; 
O'er  which  the  Cambrian  mountains,  like  far  cloud* 
That  flcirt  the  blue  horizon,  duiky  rife. 

Flufli'd  by  the  fpirit  of  the  genial  year, 
Now  from  the  virgin's  cheek  a  frefher  bloom 
Shoots,  lefs  and  lefs,  the  live  carnation  round  ; 
Her  lips  blufh  deeper  fweets;  fhe  breathes  of  youth  ? 
The  lLining  moifture  fwells  into  her  eyes, 
In  brighter  flow  ;  her  wifliing  bofom  heaves, 
With  palpitations  wild  ;  kind  tumults  feize 
Her  veins,  and  all  her  yielding  foul  is  love. 
From  the  keen  gaze  her  lover  turns  away, 
Full  of  the  dear  ecftatic  power,  and  fick 
With  fighing  languiftiment.     Ah  then,  ye  fair ! 
Be  greatly  cautious  of  your  fliding  hearts: 
Dare  not  th'  infectious  ngh  ;  the  pleading  look,- 
Downcaft,  and  low,  in  meek  fubmiilion  dreft, 
But  full  of  guile.     Let  not  the  fervent  tongue, 
Prompt  to  deceive,  with  adulation  fmooth, 
Gain  on  your  purpos'd  will.     Nor  in  the  bower, 
Where  woodbines  flaunt,  and  rofes  filed  a  couch, 
While  evening  draws  her  crimfon  curtains  round, 
Truft  your  foft  minutes  with  betraying  man. 
And  let  th:  afpiring  youth  beware  of  love, 
Of  the  fmooth  glance  beware ;  for  'tis  too  late, 
When  on  his  heart  the  torrent-foftnefs  pours. 
Then  wifdom  proftrate  lies,  and  fading  fame 
Diflblves  in  air  away ;  while  the  fond  foul, 
Wrapt  in  gay  vifions  of  unreal  blifs, 
Still  paints  th'  illufive  form ;  the  kindling  grace ; 
Th'  enticing  fmile  ;  the  mbdeft-feeming  eye, 
Beneath  whofe  beauteous  beams,  belying  heaven, 
Lurk  fearchlefs  cunning,  cruelty,  and  death : 
And  ftill  falfe-warbling  in  his  cheated  ear, 
Her  fyren  voice,  enchanting,  draws  him  on 
To  guileful  fliores,  and  meads  of  fatal  joy. 

Ev'n  prefent,  in  the  very  lap  of  love 
Inglorious  laid ;  while  mufic  flows  around, 
Perfumes  and  oils,  and  wine,  and  wanton  hours; 
Amid  the  rofes  fierce  repentance  rears 
Her  fhaky  creft  :  a  quick  returning  pang         [ftill* 
Shoots  through  the  confcious  heart ;  where  honour 
And  great  deiigri,  againft  the  opprefllve  load 
Of  luxury,  by  fits,  impatient  heave. 

But  abfent,  what  fantaftic  v/oes  arous'd, 
Rage  in  each  thought,  by  reftlefs  muling  fed, 
Chill  the  warm  cheek,  and  blaft  the  bloom  of  life  ? 
Neglected  fortune  flies  ;  and  fliding  fwift, 
Prone  into  ruin,  fall  his  fcorn'd  affairs. 
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*Tis  nought  but  gloom  around  :  the  darken'd  fun 
Lofes  his  light.   The  rofy-bofom'd  Spring 
To  weeping  faney  pines ;  and  yon  bright  arch, 
Contracted,  bends  into  a  dufky  vault. 
All  nature  fades  extincl: ;  and  fhe  alone 
Heard,  felt,  and  feen,  poffeffes  every  thought, 
Fills  every  fenfe,  and  pants  in  every  vein. 
Books  are  but  formal  dulnefs,  tedious  friends ; 
And  fad  amid  the  focial  band  he  fits, 
Lonely,  and  unattcntive.     From  his  tongue 
Th'  unfinifh'd  period  falls  :  while,  borne  away 
On  fwelling  thought,  his  wafted  fpirit  flies 
To  the  vain  bofom  of  his  diftant  fair ; 
And  leaves  the  femblauce  of  a  lover,  fiVd 
In  melancholy  fite,  with  head  declin'd, 
And  Iove-deje6ted  eyes.     Sudden  he  ftarts, 
Shook  from  his  tender  trance,  and  reftlefs  runs 
To  glimmering  fhades,  and  fympathetic  glooms; 
Where  the  dun  umbrage  o'er  the  falling  ftream, 
Romantic,  hangs ;  there  through  the  penfive  dulk 
Strays,  in  heart-thrilling  meditation  loft, 
Indulging  all  to  love :  or  on  the  bank 
Thrown,  amid  drooping  lilies,  fwells  the  breeze 
With  fighs  unceafing,  and  the  brook  with  tears. 
Thus  in  foft  anguifh  he  confumes  the  day, 
Nor  quits  his  deep  retirement,  till  the  moon 
Peeps  through  the  chambers  of  the  fleecy  eaft, 
Enlighten'd  by  degrees,  and  in  her  train 
Leads  on  the  gentle  hours ;  then  forth  he  walks, 
Beneath  the  trembling  languifh  of  her  beam, 
With  foften'd  foul,  and  wooes  the  bird  of  eve 
To  mingle  woes  with  his :  or  while  the  world 
And  all  the  fons  of  care  lie  hufh'd  in  fleep, 
Aflbciates  with  the  midnight  fhadows  drear ; 
And,  fighing  to  the  lonely  taper,  pours 
His  idly-tortur'd  heart  into  the  page, 
Meant  for  the  moving  meffenger  of  love  ; 
Where  rapture  burns  on  rapture,  every  line 
With  rifmg  frenzy  fir'd.     But  if  on  bed 
Delirious  flung,  fleep  from  his  pillow  flie$, 
All  night  he  tofles,  nor  the  balmy  power 
In  any  pofture  finds ;  till  the  gray  morn 
Lifts  her  pale  luflre  on  the  paler  wretch, 
Exanimate  by  love :  and  then  perhaps 
Exhaufted  nature  finks  a  while  to  reft, 
Still  interrupted  by  diftra&ed  dreams, 
That  o'er  the  fick  imagination  rife, 
And  in  black  colours  paint  the  mimic  fcene. 
Oft  with  th'  enchantrefs  of  his  foul  he  talks  ; 
Sometimes  in  crowds  diftrefs'd  ;  or  if  retir'd 
To  fecret  winding  flower-enwoven  bower*, 
Far  from  the  dull  impertinence  of  man, 
Juft  as  he,  credulous,  his  endlefs  cares 
Begins  to  lofe  in  blind  oblivious  love, 
Snatch'd  from  her  yielding  hand, he knowsnothow 
Through  forefts  huge,  and  long  untravel'd  heaths 
With  defolation  brown,  he  wanders  wafte, 
In  night  and  tempeft  wrapt ;  or  flirinks  aghaft, 
Back,  from  the  bending  precipice ;  or  wades 
The  turbid  ftream  below,  and  ftrives  to  reach 
The  farther  fhore  ;  where  fuccourlefs,  and  fad, 
She  with  extended  arms  his  aid  implores ; 
But  ftrives  in  vain :  borne  by  th'  outrageous  floo< 
To  diftance  down,  he  rides  the  ridgy  wave, 
Or  whehn'd  beneath  the  boiling  eddy  finks. 
Thefe  are  the  charming  agonies  of  love, 
Whofe  mifery  delights.     But  through  the  heart 
jSbould  jealoufy  its  vcnpm.  pn.ce  diffufe, 


Tis  then  delightful  mifery  no  more, 
Jut  agony  unmix'd,  inceffant  gall, 
Corroding  every  thought,  and  blafting  all 
Cove's  paradife.     Ye  fairy  profpeAs,  then, 
fe  beds  of  rofes,  and  ye  bowers  of  joy, 
Farewell !  Ye  gleamings  of  departed  peace, 
shine  out  your  laft  !  The  yellow-tinging  plague 
nternal  vifion  taints,  and  in  a  night 
Of  livid  gloom  imagination  wraps. 
Ah,  then  !  inftead  of  love-enliven'd  cheeks, 
Df  funny  features,  and  of  ardent  eyes 
With  flowing  rapture  bright,  dark  looks  fucceed, 
Suffus'd  and  glaring  with  untender  fire ; 
A.  clouded  afpe<ft,  and  a  burning  cheek, 
Where  the  whole  poifon'd  foul,  malignant,  fits, 
And  frightens  love  away.     Ten  thoufand  feara 
nvented  wild,  ten  thoufand  frantic  views 
Df  horrid  rivals,  hanging  on  the  charms 
For  which  he  melts  in  fondnefs,  eat  him  up 
With  fervent  anguifh,  and  confuming  rage. 
In  vain  reproaches  lend  their  idle  aid, 
Deceitful  pride,  and  refolution  frail, 
Giving  falfe  peace  a  moment.     Fancy  pours, 
Afrefh,  her  beauties  on  his  bufy  thought, 
Her  firft  endearments  twining  round  the  foul, 
With  all  the  witchcraft  of  enfnaring  love. 
Straight  the  fierce  ftorm  involves  his  mind  anew, 
Flames  through  the  nerves,  and  boils  along  the  veins  ; 
While  anxious  doubt  diftra&s  the  tortur'd  heart: 
For  ev'n  die  fad  affurance  of  his  fears 
Were  eafe  to  what  he  feels.  Thus  the  warm  youth, 
Whom  love  deludes  into  his  thorny  wilds, 
Through  flowery-tempting  paths,  or  leads  a  life 
Of  fever'd  rapture,  or  of  cruel  care ; 
His  brighteft  flames  extinguiiu'd  all,  and  all 
His  lively  moments  running  down  to  wafte. 

But  happy  they  !  the  happieft  of  their  kind ! 
Whom  gentler  ftarts  unite,  and  in  one  fate 
Their  hearts,  their  fortunes,  and  their  beings  blend- 
'Tis  not  the  coarfer  tie  of  human  laws, 
Unnatural  oft,  and  foreign  to  the  mind, 
That  binds  their  peace,  but  harmony  itfelf, 
Attuning  all  their  paffions  into  love ; 
Where  friendfhip  full>-exerts  her  fofteft  power, 
Perfect  efteem  enliven 'd  by  defire 
Ineffable,  and  fympathy  of  foul ; 
Thought  meeting  thought,  and  will  preventing-wili, 
With  boundlefs  confidence  :  for  nought  but  love 
Can  anfwer  love,  and  render  blifs  fecure. 
Let  him,  ungenerous,  who,  alone  intent 
To  blifs  himfelf,  from  fordid  parents. buys 
The  loathing  virgin,  in  eternal  care, 
Well-merited,  confume  his  nights  and  days: 
Let  barbarous  nations,  whofe  inhuman  love 
Is  wild  defire,  fierce  as  the  funs  they- feel ; 
Let  eaftern  tyrants,  from  the  light  of  heaven 
Seclude  their  bofom-flaves,  meanly  poflefs'd 
Of  a  mere,  lifelefs,  violated  form  : 
While  thofe  whom  love  cements  in  holy  faith, 
And  equal  tranfport,  free  as  nature  live, 
Difdaining  fear.     What  is  the  world  to  them. 
Its  pomp,  its  pleafure,  and  its  nonfenfe  all ! 
Who  in  each  other  clafp  whatever  fair 
High  fancy  forms,  and  lavifli  hearts  can  wifh ; 
Something  than  beauty  dearer,  fhould  they  look; 
Or  on  the  mind,  or  mind-illumin'd  face  ; 
Truth,  goodnefs,  honour,  harmony,  and  lovct 
The  richeft  bounty  of  indulgent  heaven. 
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Meantime  a  Trailing  offspring  rifcs  round, 
And  mingles  both  their  graces.     By  d? grees, 
The  human  bloffom  blows;  and  every  day, 
Soft  as  it  rolls  along,  (hows  fome  new  charm, 
The  father's  luftre,  and  the  mother's  bloom. 
Then  infant  reafon  grows  apace,  and  calls 
For  the  kind  hand  of  an  afliduous  care. 
Delightful  tafk  !  to  rear  the  tender  thought, 
To  teach  the  young  idea  how  to  fftoot, 
To  pour  the  frefh  inflructien  p'tr  the  mind, 
To  breathe  th'  enlivening  fpirii.  and  to  fix 
The  generous  purpole  in  the  glowing  breaft. 
Oh,  fpeak  the  joy  !  ye,  whom  the  fudden  tear 
Surprifes  often,  while  you  look  around, 
And  nothing  ftrikes  your  eye  but  fights  of  blifs, 
All  various  nature  preffing  on  the  heart : 


An  elegant  fufficiency,  content, 
Retirement,  rural  quiet,  friendihip,  books, 
Eafe  and  alternate  labour,  ufcful  life, 
Progreffive  virtue,  and  approving  heaven. 
Thefe  are  the  matchiefs  joys  of  virtupus  love  j. 
And  thus  their  moments  fly.     The  Seafons  thus, 
As  ceafelefs  round  a  jarring  world  ihey  roll, 
Still  find  them  happy  ;  and  consenting  Spring 
Sheds  her  own  rofy  garland  on  their  heads  : 
Till  evening-  ccmes  at  la  ft,  ferene  and  mild  ; 
When,  after  the  long  vernal  day  of  life, 
Enamour'd  more,  as  more  remembrance  fwelli 
With  many  a  proof  of  recollected  love, 
Together  down  they  fink  in  focial  ileep ; 
Together  freed,  their  gentle  fpirks  fly 
To  fcenes  where  love  and  blifs  immortal  reiga. 
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Argument. 

The  fubjecl  propofed.  Invocation.  Addrefs  to  Mr.  Doddington.  An  introductory  reflection  on  the 
motion  of  the  heavenly  bodies  ;  whence  the  fucceflion  of  the  Seafons.  As  the  face  of  nature  in  this 
Seafon  is  almofl  uniform,  the  progrefs  of  the  poem  is  a  defcription  of  a  Srm'-  '•=  c!ay.  The  dawn. 
Sun-rifing.  Hymn  to  the  fun.  Forenoon.  Summer  infe&s  defcribed.  Hay-making.  Sheep-fhear- 
ing.  Noon-day.  A  woodland  retreat.  Groupe  of  herds  and  flocks.  A  folemn  grove  :  how  it  af 
fects  a  contemplative  mind.  A  cataract,  and  rude  feene.  View  of  Summer  in  the  torrid  zone. 
Storm  of  thunder  and  lightning.  A  tale.  The  florm  over,  a  ferene  afternoon.  Bathing.  Hour  of 
walking.  Tranfition  to  the  profpect  of  a  rich  well-cultivated  country ;  which  introduces  a  panegyric 
on  Great  Britain.  Sun-fet.  Evening.  Night,  Summer  meteors.  A  comet.  The  whole  conclud 
ing  with  the  praife  of  philofophy. 


FROM  brightening  fields  of  ether  fair  difclos'd, 

Child  of  the  fun,  refulgent  Summer  comes, 

In  pride  of  youth,  and  felt  through  nature's  depth: 

He  comes  attended  by  the  fultry  hours, 

And  ever-fanning  breezts,  on  his  way  ; 

While,  from  his  ardent  look,  the  turning  Spring 

Averts  her  blufhful  face  ;  and  earth,  and  fkies, 

All-fmiling,  to  his  hot  dominion  leaves. 

Hence,  let  me  hafle  into  the  mid-wood  fhade, 
"Where  fcarce  a  fun-beam  wanders  through  the 

gloom ; 

And  on  the  dark-green  grafs,  befide  the  brink 
Of  haunted  ftream,  that  by  the  roots  of  oak 
Rolls  o'er  the  rocky  channel,  lie  at  large, 
And  fing  the  glories  of  the  circling  year. 

Come,  infpiration  !  from  thy  hermit-feat, 
By  mortal  feldom  found  :  may  fancy  dare, 
From  thy  fix'd  ferious  eye,  and  raptur'd  glance 
fchot  on  furrounding  heaven,  to  fteal  one  look 
Creative  of  the  poet,  every  power 
Exalting  to  an  ecftafy  of  foul. 

And  thou,  my  youthful  mufe's  early  friend, 
?n  whom  the  human  graces  all  unite  : 
Pure'  light  of  mind,  and  tendernefs  of  heart ; 
Genius,  and  wifdom  ;  the  gay  focial  fenfe, 
By  decency  chaftis'd  ;  goodnefs  and  wit, 
In  feldcm-mee'irg  harmony  combin'd  ; 
Unblemim'd  honour,  and  an  active  'zeal 
For  Britain's  glory,  liberty,  and  man : 
O  Doddington  !  attend 'my  rural  fong. 


Stoop  to  my  theme.,  infpirit  every  line, 
And  teach  nie  to  deferve  thy  juft  appLufe. 

With 'what  an  aweful  world-revolving  power 
Were  firft  th'  unwieldy  planets  launch' d  along 
Th'  illimitable  void !  Thus  to  remain, 
Amid  the  flux  of  many  thoufarjd  years, 
That  oft  has  fwept  the  toiling  rase  of  men, 
And  all  their  labour'd  monuments  away. 
Firm,  unremitting,  matchiefs,,  in  their  courfe ;_ 
To  the  kind-temper'd  change  of  night  and  day, 
And  of  the  feafons  ever  flealing  round, 
Minutely  faithful  :  Such  th"  all-perfect  hand  ! 
That  pois'd,  impels,  and  rules  the  fteady  whole. 

When  now  no  more  th'  alternate  twins  are  fir'd, 
And  Cancer  reddens  with  the  folar  blaze, 
Short  is  the  doubtful  empire  of  the  night ; 
And-foon,  obfervant  of  approaching  day, 
The  meck-ey'd  morn  appears,  mother  of  dewi, 
At  firft  faint-gleaming  in  the  dappled  eaft  : 
Till  far  o'er  ether  fpreads  the  widening  glow  ; 
And,  from  before  the  luftre  of  her  facr, 
White  break  the  clouds  away.  With  quicken'dflep,, 
Brown  night  retires.  Young  4aY  Pours  m  aPace> 
And  opens  all  the  lawny  profpecl  wide. 
The  dripping  rock,  the  mountain's  mifty  top 
Swell  on  the  fight,  and  brighten  with  the  dawn. 
Blue,  through  the  dufk,the  fmoking  currents  fhine  $ 
And  from  the  blad.d  field  the  fearful  hare 
Limps,  awkward ;  while  along  the  forefl-gladc    . 
The  "wild  deer  trip,  and  often  turning  gaze 


5     U     M    M    E     R. 


191 


At  early  paffenger.     Mufic  awakes 

The  native  voice  of  undiflembled  joy  ; 

And  thick  around  the  woodland  hymns  arife. 

Rous'd  by  the  cock,  the  foon  clad  ihepherd  leaves 

His  mofiy  cottage,  where  with  peace  he  dwells; 

And  from  the  crowded  fold,  in  order,  drives 

His  flock,  to  tafte  the  verdure  of  the  morn. 

Falfely  luxurious,  will  not  man  awake  ; 
And,  fpringing  from  the  bed  of  floth,  enjoy 
The  cool,  the  fragrant,  and  the  filent  hour, 
To  meditation  due  and  facred  fong  ? 
For  is  there  aught  in  fleep  can  charm  the  wife  ? 
To  lie  in  dead  oblivion,  lofmg  half 
The  fleeting  moments  of  too  fhort  a  life  ; 
Total  extinction  of  tli'  enlighten'd  foul ! 
Or  e!fe  to  feverifh  vanity  alive, 
Wilder'd,  and  tofiing  through  diftemper'd  dreams? 
Who  would  in  fuch  a  gloomy  ilate  remain 
Longer  than  nature  craves ;  when  every  mufe 
And  every  blooming  pleafure  wait  without, 
To  blefs  the  wildly  devious  morning  walk  ? 

But  yonder  comes  the  powerful  king  of  day, 
Rejoicing  in  the  eaft.     The  leiTening  cloud, 
The  kincling  azure,  and  the  mountain's  brow 
Illum'd  with  fluid  gold,  his  near  approach 
Betoken  glad.     Lo ;  now,  apparent  all, 
Aflant  the  dew-bright  earth,  and  colour'd  air, 
He  looks  in  boundlefs  majefty  abroad ; 
And  fheds  the  finning  day,  that  burnifh'd  plays 
On  rocks,  and  hills,  and  towers,  and  wandering 

ftreams, 

High-gleaming  from  afar.     Prime  cheerer  light ! 
Of  all  material  beings  firft,  and  beft  !        -~ 
Efflux  divine  !  nature's  refplendent  robe ! 
Without  whole  vefting  beauty  all  were  wrapt 
In  uneifential  gloom  ;  and  thou,  O  fun  ! 
SQU!  of  furroun-ling  worlds  !  in  whom  befl  feen 
Shines  out  thy  Maker  !  may  I  fmg  of  thee  ? 

'Tis  by  thy  fecret,  ftrong,  attractive  force, 
As  with  a  chain  indiffoluble  bound, 
Thy  fyftem  rolls  entire  ;  from  the  far  bourne 
Of  utmoft  Saturn,  wheeling  wide  his  round 
Of  thirty  years;  to  Mercury,  whofe  ciifk 
Can  fcarce  be  caught  by  philofophic  eye, 
Loft  in  the  near  effulgence  of  thy  blaze. 

Informer  of  the  planetary  train  !  [orbs 

Without  whofe  quickening  glance  their  cumbrous 
Were  brute  unlovely  mafs,  inert  and  dead, 
And  not,  as  now,  the.  green  abodes  of  life  ! 
How  many  forms  of  being  wait  on  thee ! 
Inhaling  fpirit ;  from  th'  unfetter'd  mind, 
By  thee  fublim'd,  down  to  the  daily  race, 
The  mixing  myriads  of  thy  fetting  beam. 

The  vegetable  world  is  alfo  thine, 
Parent  of  Seafons  !  who  the  pomp  precede 
That  waits  thy  throne,  as  through  thy  vaft  domain, 
Annual,  along  the  bright  ecliptic  road, 
In  world-rejoicing  ftate    it  moves  fubiime. 
Meantime  th'  expecting  nations,  circled  gay 
With  all  the  various  tribes  of  foodful  earth, 
Implore  thy  bounty,  or  fend  grateful  up 
A  common  hymn  :  while,  round  thy  beaming  car, 
High-leen,  the  Seafons  lead,  in  fprightly  dance 
Harmonious  knit,  the  rofy-finger'd  hours, 
Thf  zephyrs  floating  loofe,  the  timely  rains, 
Of  bloom  ethereal  the  light-footed  dews, 
And  Ibften'd  into  joy  the  furly  ftorms. 
Thefe.,  in  fucccfiive  Jurn,  with  layifh 


Shower  every  beauty,  every  fragrance  fhower, 
Herbs,  flowers, and  fruits;  till,  kindling  at  thy  touch, 
From  land  to  land  is  flufh'd  the  vernal  year. 

Nor  to  the  furface  of  enliven'd  earth, 
Graceful  with  hills  and  dales,  and  leafy  woods, 
Her  liberal  trefies,  is  thy  force  confin'd  : 
But  to  the  bowel'd  cavern  darting  deep, 
The  mineral  kinds  confefs  thy  mighty  power. 
Effulgent,  hence  the  veiny  marble  ihines ; 
Hence  labour  draws  his  tools;  hence  burnifh'd  war 
Gleams  on  the  day ;  the  nobler  works  of  peace 
Hence  blefs  mankind,  and  generous  commerce  binds 
The  round  of  nations  in  a  golden  chain. 

Th'  unfruitful  rock  itfelf,  impregn'd  by  thee, 
In  dark  retirement  forms  the  lucid  Hone. 
The  lively  diamond  drinks  thy  pui  eft  rays, 
Collected  light,  compact ;  that,  poiifli'd  bright, 
And  all  its  native  Inure  let  abroad, 
Dares,  as  it  fparkles  on  the  fair-one's  breaft, 
With  vain  ambition  emulate  her  eyes. 
At  thee  the  ruby  lights  its  deepening  glow, 
And  with  a  waving  radiance  inward  flumes. 
From  thee  the  fapphire,  folid  ether,  takes 
Its  hue  cerulean  ;  and,  of  evening  tinct, 
The  purple -flreaming  amethyfb  is  thine. 
With  thy  own  fmile  the  yellow  topaz  burns, 
Nor  deeper  verdure  dyes  the  robe  of  Spring, 
When  firft  fhe  gives  it  to  the  fouthern  gale, 
Than  the  green  emerald  Ihows.    But,  all  combin'd, 
Thick  through  the  whitening  opal  play  thy  beamsj 
Or,  flying  ieveral  from  its  furface,  form 
A  trembling  variance  of  revolvin  .  hues, 
As  the  fite  varies  in  the  gazer's  hand. 

The  very  dead  creation,  from  thy  touch, 
Affumes  a  mimic  life.     By  thee  refin'd, 
In  brighter  mazes  the  relucent  ftream 
Plays  o'er  the  mead.     The  precipice  abrupt, 
Projecting  horror  on  the  blacken'd  flood, 
Softens  at  thy  return.     The  de'art  joys 
Wildly,  through  all  his  melancholy  bounds. 
Rude  ruins  glitter ;  and  the  briny  deep, 
Seen  from  iome  pointed  promontory's  top, 
Far  to  the  blue  horizon's  utmoft  verge, 
Reftlefs,  reflects  a  floating  gleam.     But  this, 
And  all  the  much-tranfported  mufe  can  fing, 
Are  to  thy  beauty,  dignity,  and  ufe, 
Unequal  far;  great  delegated  fource 
Of  light,  and  life,  and  grace,  and  joy  below! 

How  fhall  I  then  attempt  to  fmg  of  him  ! 
Who,  light  himlelf,  in  uncreated  light 
Invefted  deep,  dwells  awefully  retir'd 
From  mortal  eye,  or  angel's  purer  ken ; 
Whofe  fingle  fmile  has,  from  the  firft  of  time,. 
Fiird,  o'erflowing,  all  thofe  lamps  of  heaven, 
That  beam  for  ever  through  the  boundlefs  fky  : 
But,  fhould  he  hide  his  face,  th'  aftonifh'd  fan, 
And  all  th'  extinguifh'd  ftars,  would  loofening reel 
Wide  from  their  Tpheres,  and  Chaos  come  again. 

And  yet  was  every  faultering  tongue  of  man, 
Almighty  Father !  filent  in  thy  praife, 
Thy  works  themfelves  would  raife  a  general  voice, 
Ev'n  in  the  depth  of  folitary  woods 
By  human  foot  untrod ;  proclaim  thy  power, 
And  to  the  quire  celeftial  thee  refound, 
Th'  eternal  caufe,  fupport,  and  end  of  all ! 

To  me  be  nature's  volume  broad-difplay'd ; 
And  to  perufe  its  all-inftructing  page, 
Or,  haply  catching  infpiratiofl  thence. 
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Some  eafy  paffage,  raptur'd,  to  tranflate, 
My  fole  delight ;  as  through  the  falling  glooms 
Penfive  I  ftray,  or  with  the  rifing  dawn 
On  fancy's  eagle-wing  excurfive  foar. 

Now,  flaming  up  the  heavens,  the  potent  fun 
Melts  into  limpid  air  the  high-rais'd  clouds, 
And  morning  fogs,  that  hover' d  round  the  hills 
In  party-colour'd  bands;  till  wide  unveil'd 
The  face  of  nature  fhines,  from  where  earth  feems, 
Par  ftretch'd  around,  to  meet  the  bending  fphere. 

Half  in  a  blufh  of  cluftering  rofes  loft, 
Dew-drooping  coolnefs  to  the  fhade  retires; 
There,  on  the  verdant  turf,  or  flowery  bed, 
By  gelid  founts  and  carclefs  rills  to  mufe ; 
"While  tyrant  heat,  difpreading  through  the  Iky, 
'With  rapid  fway,  his  burning  influence  darts 
Oa  men,  and  beaft,  and  herb,  and  tepid  ftream. 

Who  can  unpitying  fee  the  flowery  race, 
Shed  by  the  morn,  their  new-flufh'd  bloom  refign, 
Before  the  parching  beam  ?  So  fade  the  fair, 
When  fevers  revel  through  their  azure  veins. 
But  one,  th?  lofty  follower  of  the  fun, 
Sad  when  he  fits,  fhuls  up  her  yellow  leaves, 
Drooping  all  night ;  and,  when  he  warm  returns, 
Points  her  enamour'd  bofom  to  his  ray. 

Home,  from  his  morning  talk,  the  fwain  retreats ; 
His  flock  before  him  flapping  to  the  fold  : 
"While  the  full-udder'd  mother  lows  around 
The  cheerful  cottage,  then  expecting  food, 
The  food  of  innocence  and  health  1  The  daw, 
The  rook  and  magpie,  to  the  grey-grown  oaks, 
That  the  ealm  village  in  their  verdant  arms, 
Sheltering,  embrace,  direct  their  lazy  flight ; 
Where  on  the  mingling  boughs  they  fit  ernbower'd, 
All  the  hot  noon,  till  cooler  hours  arife. 
Paint,  underneath,  the  houfehold  fowls  convene ; 
And,  in  a  corner  of  the  buzzing  made, 
The  houfe-dog,  with  the  vacant  greyhound,  lies, 
Out-ftretch'd,  and  fleepy.     In  his  flumbers,  one 
Attacks  the  nightly  thief,  and  one  exults 
O'er  hill  and  dale  ;  till,  waken'd  by  the  wafp, 
They  ftarting  fnap.     Nor  fhall  the  mufe  difdain 
To  let  the  little  noify  fummer-race 
Live  in  her  lay,  ahd  flutter  through  her  fong : 
Not  mean,  thouph  fimple ;  to  the  fun  aily'd, 
Prom  him  they  draw  their  animating  fire. 

Wak'd  by  his  warmer  ray,  the  reptile  young 
Come  wing'd  abroad  ;  by  the  light  air  upborn, 
Lighter,  and  full  of  foul.     From  every  chink, 
And  fecret  corner,  where  they  flept  away 
The  wintery  ftorms ;  or  rifing  from  their  tombs, 
To  higher  life  ;  by  myriads,  forth  at  once, 
Swarming  they  pour ;  of  all  the  vary'd  hues 
Their  beauty-beaming  parent  can  difclofe. 
Ten  thoufand  forms!  ten  thoufand  different  tribes ! 
People  the  blaze.     To  funny  waters  fome 
By  fatal  inftin6t  fly ;  where  on  the  pool 
They,  fportive,  wheel;  or,  failing  down  the  ftream, 
Are  fnatch'd  immediate  by  the  quick-ey'd  trout, 
Or  darting  falmon.  Through  the  green-wood  glade 
Some  love  to  ftray ;  there  lodg'd,  amus'd  and  fed, 
In  the  frefh  leaf.     Luxurious,  others  make 
The  meads  their  choice,  and  vifit  every  flower, 
And  every  latent  herb  :  for  the  fweet  taflc, 
To  propagate  their  kinds,  and  where  to  wrap, 
In  what  foft  beds,  their  young  yet  undifclos'd, 
Employs  their  tender  care.     Some  to  the  houfe, 
The  fold,  and  dairy,  hungry,  bend  their  flight; 


Sip  round  the  pail,  or  tafle  the  curdling  cheefe : 
Oft,  inadvertent,  from  the  milky  ftream 
They  meet  their  fate  ;  or,  weltering  in  the  bowl, 
With  powerlefs  wings  around  them  wrapt,  expire. 

But  chief  to  heedlefs  flies  the  window  proves 
A  conftant  death  ;  where,  gloomily  retir'd, 
The  villain  fpider  lives,  cunning,  and  fierce. 
Mixture  abhorr'd  !  Amid  a  mangled  heap 
Of  carcafes,  in  eager  watch  he  fits, 
O'erlooking  all  his  waving  mares  around. 
Near  the  dire  cell  the  dreadlefs  wanderer  oft 
Puffes,  as  oft  the  ruffian  mows  his  front  •, 
The  prey  at  laft  enfnar'd,  he  dreadful  darts, 
With  rapid  glide,  along  the  leaning  line  ; 
And,  fixing  in  the  wretch  his  cruel  fangs,     [wing 
Strikes  backward,  grimly  pleas'd :    the  fluttering: 
And  fhrillcr  found  declare  extreme  diftrefs, 
And  aik  the  helping  hofpitable  hand. 

Refounds  the  living  furface  of  the  ground : 
Nor  undelightful  is  the  ceafelefs  hum, 
To  him  who  mufcs  through  the  woods  at  noon  : 
Or  drowfy  fhepherd,  as  he  lies  reclin'd, 
With  half-fhut  eyes,  beneath  the  floating  fhade 
Of  willows  gray,  clofe-crowding  o'er  the  book. 

Gradual,  from  thefe  what  numerous  kinds  de- 
Evading  ev'n  the  microfcopic  eye  !  [fcend, 
Full  Nature  fwarms  with  life  ;  one  wondrous  mafs 
Of  animals,  or  atoms  organiz'd, 
Waiting  the  vital  Breath,  when  Parent-HeavcM 
Shall  bid  his  fpirit  blow.     The  hoary  fen, 
In  putrid  fleams,  emits  the  living  cloud 
Of  peftilence.     Through  fubterranean  cells, 
Where  fearching  fun-beams  fcarce  can  find  a  way, 
Earth  animated  heaves.     The  flowery  leaf 
Wants  not  its  .foft  inhabitants.     Secure, 
Within  its  winding  citadel,  the  ftone 
Holds  multitudes.     But  chief  the  foreft-boughs, 
That  dance  unnumber'd  to  the  playful  breeze, 
The  downy  orchard,  and  the  melting  pulp 
Of  mellow'  fruit,  the  namelefs  nations  feed 
Of  evanefcent  infects.     Where  the  pool 
Stands  mantled  o'er  with  green,  invifible, 
Amid  the  floating  verdure  millions  ftray. 
Each  liquid  too,  whether  it  pierces,  foothes, 
Inflames,  refrefhes,  or  exalts  the  tafte, 
'With  various  forms  abounds.     Nor  is  the  ftreant 
Of  pureft  cryftal,  nor  the  lucid  air, 
Though  one  transparent  vacancy  it  feems, 
Void  of  their  unfeen  people.     Thefe,  conceal'd 
By  the  kind  art  of  forming  Heaven,  efcape 
The  grofler  eye  of  man  •  for,  if  tlie  worlds 
In  worlds  enclos'd  fhould  on  his  fenfes  burft, 
From  cates  ambrofial,  and  the  neclar'd  bowl, 
He  would  abhorrent  turn  ;  and  in  dead  night, 
When  filence  fleeps  o'er  all,  be  ftunn'd  with  noife 

Let  no  prefuming  impious  railer  tax 
Creative  Wifdom,  as  if  aught  was  form'd 
In  vain,  or  not  for  admirable  ends. 
Shall  little  haughty  ignorance  pronounce 
His  works  unwife,  of  which  the  fmalleft  part 
Exceeds  the  narrow  vifion  of  her  mind  ? 
As  if  upon  a  full-proportion'd  dome, 
On  fwelling  columns  heav'd,  the  pride  of  art ! 
A  critic-fly,  whofe  feeble  ray  fcarce  fpreads 
An  inch  around,  with  blind  prefumption  bold, 
Should  dare  to  tax  the  ftruclure  of  the  whole. 
And  lives  th'e  man  whofe  univerfal  eye 
Has  fwept  at  once  th'  unbounded  fcheme  of  things; 
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,i  {heir  dependence  fo,  and  firm  accord, 
As  with  unfaultcring  accent  to  conclude 
That  this  availed!  nought  ?     Has  any  feen 
The  mighty  chain  of  beings,  leiFening  down 
From  Infinite  Perfection  to  the  brink 
Of  dreary  nothing,  deiolate  ubyfs  I 
From  which  aftonifh'd  thought,  recoiling,  turns  ? 
Till  then  alone  let  zealous  praife  afcend, 
And  hymns  of  holy  wonder,  to  that  Power 
Whofe  wifdom  fhines  as  lovely  on  our  minds, 
As  on  our  fmiling  eyvs  his  fervant  fun. 

Thick  in  yon  ftrea:n  of  light,  a  thoufand  ways, 
Upwurd,  and  downward,  thwarting,  and  ccnvolv'd, 
The  quivering  nations  fport ;  till,  tempeit-wing'd, 
Fierce  Winter  fweeps  them  from  the  face  of  day. 
JEv'n  fo  luxurious  men,  unheeding,  pals 
An  idle  iummer  life  in  fortune's  i'hine, 
A  feafon's  glitter  I     Thus  they  flutter  on 
From  toy  to  toy,  from  vanity  to  vice  ; 
Till,  blown  away  by  death,  oblivion  comes 
Behind,  and  ftrikes  them  from  the  book  of  life. 

Now  fwarms  the  village  o'er  the  jovial  mead  : 
The  ruftic  youth,  brown  with  meridian  toil, 
Healthful  and  ftrong ;  full  as  the  fummer  rofe 
Blown  by  prevailing  funs,  the  ruddy  maid, 
Half  naked,  fwelling  on  the  fight,  and  all 
Her  kindled  graces,  burning  on  her  cheek. 
Ev'n  Hooping  age  is  here :  and  infant  hands 
Trail  the  long  rake,  or,  with  the  fragrant  load 
O'ercharg'd,  amid  the  kind  oppreflion  roll. 
Wide  flies  the  tedded  grain  ;  all  in  a  row 
Advancing  broad,  cr  wheeling  round  the  field, 
They  ipread  their  breathing  harveft  to  the  fun, 
That  throws  refrefnful  round  a  rural  fmell : 
Or,  as  they  rake  the  green-appearing  ground, 
And  drive  the  duiky  wave,  along  the  mead, 
The  ruffet  hay-cock  rifes  thick  behind, 
In  order  gay.     While,  heard  from  dale  to  dale, 
Waking  the  breeze,  refounds  the  blended  voice 
Of  happy  labour,  love,  and  focial  glee. 

Or  ruining  thence,  in  one  diffufive  band, 
They  drive  the  troubled  flocks,  by  many  a  dog 
Oompell'd,  to  where  the  mazy-running  brook   , 
Forms  a  deep  pool ;  this  bank  abrupt  and  high, 
And  that  fair  ipreading  in  a  pebbled  more. 
Urg'd  to  the  giddy  brink,  much  is  the  toil 
The  clamour  much,  of  men,  and  boys,  and  dogs, 
Ere  the  foft  fearful  people  to  the  flood 
Commit  their  woolly  fides.   And  oft  the  fwain, 
On  fome  impatient  feizjng,  hurls  them  in  : 
Embolden'd  then,  nor  hcfitating  more, 
Faft,  fafl,  they  plunge  amid  the  fiaihing  wave, 
And  panting  labour  to  the  fartheft  more. 
Repeated  thi,,  till  the  deep  well-wafh'd  fleece 
Has  drunk  ihc  flood,  and  from  his  lively  haunt 
The  trout  is  banifh'd  by  the  iordid  ftream ; 
Heavy,  and  dripping,  to  the  breezy  brow 
Slow  move  the  harmleis  race :  where,  as  they  fpread 
Their  Dwelling  trcr.la^es  to  the  funny  ray, 
Inly  difturb'd,  and  won  d' ring  what  this  wild 
Outrageous  tumult  means,  their  loud  complaints 
The  country  fill ;  and,  tofs'd  from  rock  to  rock, 
Inceffant  bleatings  run  around  the  hills. 
At  laft,  of  fnowy  white,  the  gather' d  flocks 
Are  in  the  wattled  pen  innamerous  prefs'd, 
Head  above  head  :  and,  rang'd  in  lufty  rows, 
The  fhepherds  fit,  and  whei  the  founding  fhears. 
The  houfewife  waits  to  roll  ha  fleecy  ftores, 
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With  all  her  gay-dreft  maids  attending  round. 
One,  chief  in  gracious  dignity  enthrou'd. 
Shines  o'er  the  reft,  the  paitoral  queen,  and  rays 
tier  fmiles,  fweet-beamhig,  on  her  fhephcrd-king  ; 
While  the  glad  circle  round  them  yield  their  fouls 
To  feftive  mirth,  and  wit  that  knows  no  gall. 
Meantime,  their  joyous  talk  goes  on  apace  : 
Some  mingling  ftir  the  melted  tar,  and  fome, 
Deep  on  the  new-fhorn  vagrant's  heaving- fide, 
To  ftamp  his  mafter's  cypher  ready. Hand; 
Others  tlr  unwilling  wether  drag  along  ; 
And,  glorying  in  his  might,  the  fturdy.  boy 
Holds  by  the  twifted  horns  th'  indignant  ram. 
Behold  where  bound,  and  of  its  robe  bereft, 
By  needy  man,  that  all-depending  lord, 
How  meek,  how  patient,  the  mild  creature  lies! 
What  loftnefs  in  its  melancholy  face, 
What  dumb  complaining  innocence  appears ! 
Fear  not,  ye  gentle  tribes,  'tis  not  the  knife 
Of  horrid  Slaughter  that  is  o'er  you  wav'd ; 
Nq$  'tis  the  tender  fwain's  well-guided  (hears, 
Who  having  now,  to  pay  his  annual  care,. 
Borrow'd  your  fleece,  to  you  a  cumbrous  load, 
Will  fend  you  bounding  to  your  hills  again. 
A  fimple  fcene  !  yet  hence  Britannia  fees 
Her  folid  grandeur  fife  :  hence  fhe  commands 
Th'  exalted  ftores  of  every  brighter  clime, 
The  treafures  of  the  fun  without  his  rage : 
Hence,  fervent  all,  with  culture,  toil,  and  arts, 
Wide  glows  her  land:  her  dreadful  thunder  hence 
Rides  o'er  the  waves  fublime,  and  now,  ev'n  now, 
Impending  hangs  o'er  Gallia's  humbled  coaft ; 
Hence  rules  the  circling  deep,  and  awes  the  world. 

'Tis  raging  noon ;  and,  vertical,  the  fun 
Darts  on  the  head  direct  his  forceful  rays. 
O'er  heaven  and  earth,  far  as  the  ranging  eye 
Can  fweep,  a  dazzling  deluge  reigns ;  and  all 
From  pole  to  pole  is  undiitinguifh'd  blaze. 
In  vain  the  fight,  dejected  to  the  ground, 
Stoops  for  relief ;  thence  hot-aicending  fteams, 
And  keen  reflection  pain.     Deep  to  the  root 
Of  vegetation  parch'd,  the  cleaving  fields 
And  fltppery  lawn  an  arid  hue  difclofe, 
Blaft  fancy's  bloom,  and  wither  ev'n  the  foul. 
Echo  no  more  returns  the  cheerful  found    < 
Of  fharpening  fcythe  :  the  mower  finking  heaps 
O'er  him  the  humid  hay,  with  flowers  perfum'd  ; 
And  fcarce  a  chirping  grafs-hopper  is  heard 
Through  the  dumb.  mead.     Diftrefsful  nature  pants. 
The  very  ftreams  look  languid  from  afar ; 
Or,  through  the  unftielter'd  glade,  impatient  ieem. 
To  hurl  into  the  covert  of  the  grove. 

All-conquering  heat,  oh,  intermit  thy  wrath! 
And  on  my  throbbing  temples  potent  thus 
Beam  not  fo  fierce  !.  Incefiant  itill  you  flow, 
And  Hill  another  fervent  flood  fucceeds, 
Pour'd  on  the  head  profufe.     In  vain  I  figh, 
And  reftlcfs  turn,  and  look  around  for  night ; 
Night  is  far  off,  and  hotter  hours  approach. 
Thrice  happy  he  !  who,  on  the  funlefs  fide 
Of  a  romantic  mountain,  foreft-crown'd. 
Beneath  the  whole  collected  {hade  reclines : 
Or  in  the  gelid  cavernc,  woodbine-wrought, 
And  frefli  bedew'd  with  ever-fpouting  ftreamsj 
Sits  Coolly  calm  ;  while  all  the  world  without, 
Unfatisfied  and  fick,  toffes  ia  noon  : 
Emblem  initructive  of  the  virtuous  man, 
Who  keeps  his  temper' d  mind  ferene  and  pure, 


19* 

And  every  paflion  aptly  harmoniz'd, 
Amid  a  jarring  world  with  vice  inflam'd. 

Welcome,  ye  {hades  !  ye  bowery  thickets,  hail ! 
Ye  lofty  pines  !  ye  venerable  oaks  ! 
Ye  afhes  wild,  refounding  o'er  the  fteep  ! 
Delicious  is  your  flicker  to  the  foul, 
As  to  the  hunted  hart  the  fallying  fpring, 
Or  ftream  full-flowing,  that  his  fwelling  fides 
leaves,  as  he  floats  along  the  herbag'd  brink, 
Cool,  through  the  nerves,  your  pleafmg  comfort 

glides ; 

The  heart  beats  glad ;  the  frefh-expanded  eye 
And  ear  refume  their  watch ;  the  finews  knit ; 
And  life  {hoots  fwift  through   all   the  lighten'd 
limbs. 

Around  th'  adjoining  brook,  that  purls  along 
The  vocal  grove,  now  fretting  o'er  a  rock, 
Now  fcarcely  moving  through  a  reedy  pool, 
Now  ftarting;  to  a  fudden  ftream,  and  now 
Gently  diffus'd  into  a  limpid  plain  ; 
A  various  group  the  herds  and  flocks  compofe, 
Rural  confufion  !  on  the  graflfy  bank 
Some  ruminating  lie ;  while  others  ftand 
Half  in  the  flood,  and,  often  bending,  fip 
The  circling  furface.     In  the  middle  droops 
The  ftron?  laborious  ox,  of  honeft  front, 
Which  incompos'd  he  lhakes;  and  from  his  fides 
The  troublous  infecls  lafties  with  his  tail, 
Returning  ftill.     Amid  his  fubjedis  fafe, 
Slumbers  the  monarch-fvvain  ;  his  carelefs  arm 
Thrown  round  his  head,  on  downy  mofsfuftain'd; 
Here  laid  his  fcrip,  with  v/holefome  viands  fiil'd; 
There,  liftening  every  noiie,  his  watchful  dog. 

Light  fly  his  {lumbers,  if  perchance  a  flight 
Of  angry  gad-flies,  fatten  on  the  herd ; 
That  ftaftling  fcatters  from  the  {hallow  brook, 
In  fearch  of  lavifti  ftream.     Tofling  the  foam, 
They  feorn  the  keeper's  voice,  and  fcour  the  plain, 
Through  all  the  bright  feverity  of  noon ; 
While,  from  their  labouring  breafts,  a  hollow  moan 
Proceeding,  runs  low-bellowing  round  the  hills. 

Oft  in  this  feafon  too  the  horfe,  provck'd, 
While  his  big  finews  full  of  fpirits  fwell, 
Trerrfbling  with  vigour,  in  the  heat  of  blood, 
Springs  the  high  fence ;  end,  o'er  die  field  effus'd, 
Darts  on  the  gloomy  flood,  with  ftedfaft  eye, 
And  heart  eftrang'd  to  fear :  his  nervous  cheft 
Luxuriant,  and  erect !  the  feat  of  ftrength  ! 
Bears  down  th'   oppofing  ftream :  quenchlefs  his 
He  takes  the  river  at  redoubled  draughts;  [thiril ; 
And  with  wide  noftrils,  fnorting,  {kirns  the  wave. 

Still  let  me  pierce  into  the  midnight  depth 
Of  yonder  grove,  of  wildeft  largcft  growth : 
That,  forming  high  in  air  a  woodland  quire, 
Nod3<o'er  the  mount  beneath.     At  every  ftep, 
Solemn,  and  flow,  the  fhadows  blacker  fall, 
And  all  is  aweful  liftening  gloom  around. 

Thefe  are  the  haunts  of  Meditation,  thefe 
The  fcenes  where  ancient  bards  th'  infpiring  breath, 
Ecftatrc,  felt ;  and,  from  this  world  retir'd, 
Convers'd  with  angels  and  immortal  forms, 
On  gracious  errands  bent :  to  fave  the  fall 
"Of  virtue  ftruggling  on  the  brink  of  vice ; 
In  waking  whifpers,  and  repeated  dreams, 
To  hint  pure  thought,  and  warn  the  favour'd  foul 
For  future  trials  fated  to  prepare  ; 
To  prompt  the  poet,  who  devoted  gives 
His  mufe  to  better  themes ;  to  foothe  the  pangs 
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Of  dying  worth,  and  from  the  patriot's  breaft 

(Backward  to  mingle  in  detefted  war, 

But  foremoft  when  engag'd)  to  turn  the  death; 

And  Humberlefs  fuch  offices  of  love 

Daily,  and  nightly,  zealous  to  perform. 

Shook  fudden  from  the  bofom  of  the  fky, 
A  thoufand  fliapes  or  glide  athwart  the  dufk, 
Or  ftalk  majeilic  on.     Deep-rous'd,  I  feel 
A  facred  terror,  a  fevere  delight,  [thinks, 

Creep  through  my  mortal  frame ;   and  thus,  me- 
A  voice,  than  human  more,  th'  abftracled  ear 
Of  fancy  ftrikes.     "  Be  not  of  us  afraid, 
"  Poor  kindred  man  !  thy  fellow-creatures,  we 
"  From  the  fame  Parent-Power  our  beings  drew, 
"  The  fame  our  Lord,  and  laws,  and  great  purfuit. 
"  Once  fome  of  us,  like  thee,  through  ftormy  life, 
"  Toil'd,  tempdl-beaten,  ere  we  could  attain 
"  This  holy  calm,  this  harmony  of  mind, 
"  Where  purity  and  peace  immingie  charms. 
"  Then  fear  not  us  ;  but  with  refponfive  fong, 
"  Amid  thefe  dim  receffes,  undifturb'd 
"  By  roify  folly  and  difcordant  vice, 
"  Of  Nature  fing  with  us,  and  Nature's  God. 
"  Here  frequent,  at  the  vifionary  hotir, 
"  When  mufing  midnight  reigns  or  filent  noon, 
"  Aug-elic  harps  are  in  full  concert  heard,       [hill, 
"  And  voices  chaunting  from  the  wood-crown'd 
"  The  deepening  dale,  or  inmoft  fylvan  glade  : 
"  A  privilege  beftow'd  by  us,  alone, 
"  On  Contemplation,  or  the  hallow'd  ear 
"  Of  poet,  fwelling  to  feraphic  ftrain." 

And  art  thou,  *  Stanley,  of  that  facred  band  ?  ; 
Alas,  for  us  too  foon  !     Though  rais'd  above 
The  reach  of  human  pain,  above  the  flight 
Of  human  joy  ;  yet,  with  a  mingled  ray 
Of  fadly-pleas'd  remembrance,  mud  thou  feel 
A  mother's  love,  a  mother's  tender  woe  : 
Who  feeks  thee  ftill,  in  many  a  former  fcene  ; 
Seeks  thy  fair  form,  thy  lovely  beaming  eyes, 
Thy  pleafmg  converfe,  by  gay  lively  fenfe 
Infpir'd  :  where  moral  wifdom  mildly  fhone, 
Without  the  toil  of  art ;  and  virtue  glow'd, 
In  all  her  fmiles,  without  forbidding  pride. 
But,  O  thou  beft  of  parents !  wipe  thy  tears ; 
Or  rather  to  parental  nature  pay 
The  tears  of  grateful  joy,  who  for  a  while 
Lent  thee  this  younger  fclf,  this  opening  bloom 
Of  thy  enlighten'd  mind  and  gentle  worth. 
Believe  the  mufe  :   the  wintery  blaft  of  death 
Kills  not  the  buds  of  virtue  ;  no,  they  fpread 
Beneath  the  heavenly  beam  of  brighter  funs, 
Through  endlefs  ages,  into  higher  powers. 

Thus  up  the  mount,  in  aery  vifion  rapt, 
I  ftray,  regardlefs  whither  3  till  the  found 
Of  a  near  fail  of  water  every  fenfe  [\ng  back, 

Wakes  from  the  charm  of  thought :   fwift-fhrink- 
I  check  my  fteps,  and  view  the  broken  fcene. 

Smooth  to  the  {helving  brink  a  copious  flood 
Rolls  fair,  and  placid  ;  where  collected  all, 
In  one  impetuous  torrent,  down  the  fteep 
It  thundering  {hoots,  and  {hakes  the  country  round. 
At  firft,  an  azure  flieet,  it  rufties  broad ; 
Then  whitening  by  degrees,  as  prone  it  falls, 
And  from  the  loud-refounding  rocks  below 
Dafti'd  in  a  cloud  of  foam,  it  fends  aloft 


*  A  young 
tie  year  1738. 
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A  hoary  mift,  and  forms  a  ceafelefs  fhower. 
Nor  can  the  tortur'd  wave  here  find  repofe  : 
But,  raging  ftill  amid  the  fhaggy  rocks, 
Now  flaihes  o'er  the  fcattcr'd  fragments,  now 
Aflant  the  hollow  channel  rapid  darts  ; 
And,  falling  fafl  from  gradual  flope  to  flope, 
With  wild  infracted  courfe,  and  leflen'd  roar, 
It  gains  a  fafer  bed,  and  fteals,  at  laft, 
Along  the  mazes  of  the  quiet  vale. 

Invited  from  the  cliff,  to  whofe  dark  brow 
He  clings,  the  fteep-afcending  eagle  foars, 
With  upward  pinions,  through  the  flood  of  day  ; 
And,  giving  full  his  bofom  to  the  blaze, 
Gains  on  the  fun ;  while  all  the  tuneful  race, 
Smit  by  afflictive-  noon,  diforder'd  droop, 
Deep  in  the  thicket ;  or,  from  bower  to  bower 
Refponfive,  force  an  interrupted  flrain. 
The  flock-dove  only  through  the  fcrefl  cooes, 
Mournfully  hoarfe ;  oft  ceafing  from  his  plaint, 
Short  interval  of  weary  woe  !  again 
The  fad  idea  of  his  murder'd  mate, 
Struck  from  his  fide  by  favage  fowler's  guile, 
Acrofs  his  fancy  comes  ;  and  then  refounds 
A  louder  fong  of  forrow  through  the  grove. 

Befide  the  dewy  border  let  me  fit, 
All  in  the  frefhnefs  of  the  humid  air  ; 
There  in  that  hollow'd  rock,  grotefque  and  wild, 
An  ample  chair  mofs-lin'd,  and  over  head 
By  flowering  umbrage  fhaded :  where  the  bee 
Strays  diligent,  and  with  th'  extracted  balm 
Of  fragrant  woodbine  loads  his  little  thigh. 

Now,  while  I  tafte  the  fweetnefs  of  the  fhade, 
While  Nature  lies  around  deep-lull'd  in  noon, 
-Now  come  bold  fancy,  fpread  a  daring  flight, 
And  view  the  wonders  of  the  torrid  zone: 
Climes  unrelenting  !  with  whofe  rage  compar'd, 
Yon  blaze  is  feeble,  and  yon  fides  are  cool. 

See,  how  at  once  the  bright  effulgent  fun, 
Riling  dire&,  fwift  chafes  from  the  fky 
The  fhort-liv'd  twilight ;  and  with  ardent  blaze 
Looks  gaily  fierce  through  all  the  dazzling  air  : 
He  mounts  his  throne  ;  but  kind  before  him  fends, 
Iffuing  from  out  the  portals  of  the  morn, 
The  *  general  breeze,  to  mitigate  his  fire, 
And  breathe  refrelhment  on  a  fainting  world. 
Great  are  the  fcenes,  with  dreadful  beauty  crovvn'd 
And  barbarous  wealth,  that  fee  each  circling  year, 
Returning  funs  f  and  double  feafons  pafs  : 
Rocks  rich  in  gems,  and  mountains  big  with  mines, 
That  on  the  high  equator  ridgy  rife, 
Whence  many  a  burfting  flream  auriferous  plays  : 
Majeftic  woods,  of  every  vigorous  green, 
Stage  above  ftage,  high  waving  o'er  the  hills  ; 
Or  to  the  far  horizon  wide  diffus'd, 
A  boundlefs  deep  immenfity  of  made. 
Here  lofty  trees,  to  ancient  fong  unknown, 
The  noble  fons  of  potent  heat  and  floods 
Prone  ruining  from  the  clouds,  rear  high  to  heaven 


*  Which  ilo'ws  conflantly  between  the  tropics  from 
tlit  cflft,  or  the  collateral  points,  the  north-eajl  andfouth- 
eajl  •  caufed  by  the  prejfure  of  the  rarefied,  air  on  that 
before  it,  according  to  the  diurnal  motion  of  the  fun  from 
eaft  to  tcrf}. 

f  In  all  climates  between  the  tropics,  the  fun,  a 
pajjes  and  repajfes  in  his  annual  motion  t  is  twice  a  yfdl 
vertical,  which  produces  this  ejftfj, 
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Their  thorny  ftems,  and  broad  around  them  throw 

Vleridian  gloom.     Here,  in  eternal  prime, 

Unnumber'd  fruits  of  keen  delicious  tafle 

And  vital  fpirit,  drink  amid  the  cliffs, 

And  burning  fands  that  bank  the  fhrubby  vales, 

Redoubled  day,  yet  in  their  rugged  coats 

A  friendly  juice  to  cool  its  rage  contain. 

Bear  rne,  Pomona,  to  thy  citron  groves ; 
To  where  the  lemon  and  the  piercing  lime, 
With  the  deep  orange,  glowing  through  the  green j 
Their  lighter  glories  blend.     Lay  me  reclin'd 
Beneath  the  fpreading  tamarind  that  fhakes, 
Fann'd  by  the  breeze,  its  fever-cooling  fruit. 
Deep  in  the  night  the  nrafTy  locuffc  fheds       [maze, 
Quench  my  hot  limbs :  or  lead  me  through  the 
Embowering  endtefs,  of  the  Indian  fig; 
Or,  thrown  at  gayer  eafe,  on  icune  fair  brow, 
Let  me  behold,  by  breezy  murmurs  cool'd, 
Broad  o'er  my  head  the  verdant  cedar  wave, 
And  high  palmetos  lift  their  graceful  made. 
Or  ft r etch' d  amid  thefe  orchards  of  the  fun, 
Give  me  to  drain  the  cocoa's  milky  bowl, 
And  from  the  palm  to  draw  its  frefhening  wine  ! 
More  bounteous  far  than  all  the  frantic  juice 
Which  Bacchus  pours.     Nor,  on  its  flender  twigs 
Low-bending,  be  the  full  pomegranate  fcorn'd  ; 
Nor,  creeping  through  the  woods,  the  gelid  race 
Of  berries.     Oft  in  humble  flation  dwells 
Unboaflful  worth,  above  faftidious  pomp. 
Witnefs,  thou  beft  Anana,  thou  the  pride 
Of  vegetable  life,  beyond  whate'er 
The  poets  imag'd  in  the  golden  age  : 
Quick  let  me  ftrip  thee  of  thy  tufty  coat, 
Spread  thy  ambrofial  flores,  and  feaft  with  Jovr  f 

From  thefe  the  profpect  varies.     Plains  inimenic 
Lie  ftretch'd  below,  interminable  meads 
And  vaft  favannahs,  where  the  wandering  eye, 
Unfixt,  is  in  a  verdant  ocean  loft. 
Another  Flora  there,  of  bolder  hues, 
And  richer  fweets,  beyond  our  gardens  pride, 
Plays  o'er  the  fields,  and  fhowers  with  fudden  hand 
Exuberant  Spring  ;  for  oft  thefe  vallies  fhift 
Their  green-embroider' d  robe  to  fiery  brown, 
And  fwift  to  green  aeain,  as  fcorching  funs, 
Or  ftreaming  dews  and  torrent  rains,  prevail. 

Along  thefe  lonely  regions,  where  retir'd, 
From  little  fcenes  of  art,  great  Nature  dwells 
In  awful  folitude,  and  nought  is  feen 
But  the  wild  herds  that  owri  no  mafter's  flail, 
Prodigious  rivers  roll  their  fattening  feas  : 
On  whofe  luxuriant  herbage,  half  conceal'd, 
Like  a  fall'n  cedar,  far  diffus'd  his  train, 
Cas'd  in  green  fcales,  the  crocodile  extends. 
The  flood  difparts :  behold  !  in  plaited  mail, 
*  Behemoth  rears  his  head.    Glane'd  from  his  fide,; 
The  darted  fteel  in  idle  fhivers  flies : 
He  fearlefs  walks  the  plain,  or  feeks  the  hills  ; 
Where,  as  he  crops  his  varied  fare,  the  herds, 
In  widening  circle  round,  forget  their  food, 
And  at  the  harmlefs  ftranger  wondering  gaze. 

Peaceful,  beneath  primseval  trees,  that  call 
Their  ample  fhade  o'er  Niger's  yellow  ftream, 
And  where  the  Ganges  rolls  his  facred  wave ; 
Or  mid  the  central  depth  of  blackening  wood*, 
High-ruis'd  in  iolemn  theatre  around, 


*  The  Hippopotamus,  or  rfoer-lstrft, 
Nij 
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Leans  the  huge  elephant ;  wifeft  of  brutes  ! 
O  truly  wife !  with  gentle  might  endow'd, 
Though  powerful,  not  definitive  !  Here  he  fees 
Revolving  ages  fweep  the  changeful  earth, 
And  empires  rife  and  fall ;  regardlefs  he 
Of  what  the  never-i-efling  race  of  men 
Project  :  thrice  happy  !  could  he  'fcape  their  guile, 
Who  mine,  from  cruel  avarice,  his  fteps ; 
Or  with  his  towery  grandeur  fwell  their  flate, 
The  pride  of  kines  !  or  elfe  his  firength  pervert, 
And.  bid  him  rage  amid  the  mortal  fray, 
Aftomfh'd  at  the  madnefs  of  mankind. 

Wide  o'er  the  winding  umbrage  of  the  floods, 
Like  vivid  blolfoms  elowing  from  afar,         [hand, 
Thick   fwarm  the  brighter  birds.     For  Nature's 
That  v/ith  a  fportive  vanity  has  declt'd 
The  plumy  nations,  there  her  gayeft  hues 
Profufely  pours.     *  But,  if  flie  bids  them  fhine, 
Array'd  in  all  the  beauteous  beams  of  day, 
Yet,  frugal  ftill,  Ihe  humbles  them  in  fong. 
l^or  envy  we  the  ^audy  robes  they  lent 
Proud  Montezuma's  realm,  whofe  legions  cafl 
A  boundlefs  radiance  waving  on  the  fun, 
While  Philomel  is  ours  ;  while  in  our  fhades, 
Thro.i'h  the  foft  filence  of  the  liilening  night, 
Th    fober-fuited  fongftrefs  trills  her  lay. 

But  come,  my  mule,  the  defart  barrier  burft, 
A  wild  expanfe  of  lifelefs  fand  and  iky  : 
And,  fwifter  than  the  toiling  caravan, 
Shoot  o'er  the  vale  of  Sennar  ;  ardent  climb 
The  Nubian  mountains,  and  the  f^cret  bounds 
Of  jealous  Abyffinia  boldly  pierce. 
Thou  art  no  ruffian,  who  beneath  the  mafk 
Of  focial  commerce  com'ft  to  rob  their  wealth ; 
^No  holy  fury  thou,  blafphemin^  Heaven, 
"With  confecrated  fleel  to  flab  their  peace, 
And  through  the  land,  yet  red  from  civil  wounds, 
To  fpread  the  purple  tyranny  of  Rcme. 
Thou,  like  the  harmlefs  bee,  may'ft  freely  range, 
CFrom  mead  to  mead  bright  with  exalted  flowers, 
JFrom  jafmine  grove  to  grove,  may'ft  wander  gay, 
Through  palmy  Shades  and  aromatic  woods. 
That  grace  the  plains,  inveft  the  peopled  hills, 
And  up  the  more  than  Alpine  mountains  wave. 
There  on  the  breezy  fummit,  fpreading  fair, 
Jor  many  a  league  ;  or  on  ftupendous  rocks, 
*That  from  the  fun-redoubling  valley  lift, 
•Cool  to  the  middle  air,  their  Jawny  tops ; 
^Vhere  palaces,  and  fanes,  and  villas  rife ; 
And  gardens  fmile  around,  and  culter'd  fields; 
And  fountains  gufh;  and  carelefs  herds  and  flocks 
Securely  ftr&y  ;  a  world  within  itfelf, 
Difdaining  all  aflault :  there  let  me  draw 
JEthereal  foul,  there  drink  reviving  gales, 
Profufely  breathing  from  the  fpicy  proves, 
And  vales  of  fragrance  ;  there  at  diftance  hear 
The  roaring  floods,  and  cataracts,  that  fweep 
prom  difembowell'd  earth  the  virgin  gold  ; 
And  o'er  the  varied  landfkip,  reftlefs,  rove, 
Fervent  with  life  of  every  fairer  kind : 
A  land  of  wonders  !  which  the  fun  flill  eyes 
With  ray  direct,  as  of  the  lovely  realm 
Enamour'd,  and  delighting  there  to  dwell. 


*  In  all  the  regions  of  the  torrid  zone,  tie  birds, 
though  more  beautiful  in  their  plumage^  are.  observed  to 
be  left  melodious  than  ours, 


How  chang'd  the  fcene !    tn  blazing  height  of 

noon, 

The  fun,  opprefs'd,  is  pkrn^'d  in  thickeft  gloom, 
Still  horror  reigns,  a  dreary  twilight  round, 
Of  ftruogling  night  and  day  malignant  mix'd. 
For  to  the  hot  equator  crowding  faft, 
Where,  highly  rarefy'd,  the  yielding  air 
Admits  their  ftream,  incefiant  vapours  roll, 
Amazing  clouds  on  clouds  continual  heap'd ! 
Or  whirl'd  tempeftuous  by  the  gufty  wind, 
Or  filent  borne  along,  heavy,  and  flow, 
With  the  big  ftores  of  {learning  oceans  charg'd. 
Meantime,  amid  thefe  upper  feas,  condens'd 
Around  the  cold  aerial  mountain's  brow, 
And  by  conflicting  winds  together  dafh'd, 
The  thunder  holds  his  blade  tremendous  throne  : 
From  cloud  to  cloud  the  rending  lightnings  rage  ; 
Till,  in  the  furious  elemental  war 
Diffolv'd;  the  whole  precipitated  mafs 
Unbroken  floods  and  folid  torrent;?  pours. 

The  rreafures  thefe,  hid  from  the  bounded  fearch 
Of  ancient  knowledge;  whence,  with  annual  pomp, 
Rich  king  of  floods  !  o'erflows  the  fwelling  Nile. 
From  his  two  fprings,  in  Gojam's  funny  realm^ 
Pure- welling  out,  he  through  the  lucid  lake 
Of  fair  Dambea  rolls  his  infant  ftream. 
There,  by  the  Naiads  nurs'd,  he  fports  away 
His  playlul  youth,  amid  the  fragrant  ifles, 
That  with  unfading  verdure  fmile  around. 
Ambitious,  thence  the  manly  river  breaks ; 
And,  gathering  many  a  flood,  and  copious  fed 
With  all  the  mellow'd  treafures  of  the  fky, 
Winds  in  progreflive  majefly  along: 
Through  fplendid kingdoms  now  devolves  his  maze, 
Now  wanders  wild  o'er  folitary  tracts 
Of  life-deferted  fand  ;  till,  glad  to  quit 
The  joylefs  defart,  down  the  Nubian  rocks 
From  thundering  fteep  to  fleep,  he  pours  his  urn^ 
And  Egypt  joys  beneath  the  fpreading  wave. 

His  brother  Niger,  too,  and  all  the  floods 
In  which  the  full-form'd  maids  of  Afric  lave 
Their  jetty  limbs  ;  and  all  that  from  the  tract 
Of  woody  mountains  ftretch'd  through  gorgeous 
Fall  on  Coromandel's  coaft,  or  Malabar ;          [Ind 
From  *  Menam's  orient  ilream,  that  nightly  fhines 
With  infect-lamps,  to  where  Aurora  flieds 
On  Indus'  milling  banks  the  rofy  fhower : 
All,  at  this  bounteous  feafon,  ope  their  urns, 
And  pour  untoiling  harveft  o'er  the  land. 

Nor  lefs  thy  world,  Columbus,  drinks,  refrefh'd, 
The  lavifh  moifture  of  the  melting  year. 
Wide  o'er  his  ifles,  the  branching  Oronoque 
Rolls  a  brown  deluge  ;  and  the  native  drives 
To  dwell  aloft  on  life-lufficing  trees, 
At  once  his  dome,  his  robe,  his  food,  and  arms. 
Sweli'd  by  a  thoufand  ftreams,  impetuous  hurl'd 
From  all  the  roaring  Andes,  huge  defcends 
The  mijjhty  f  Orellana.     Scarce  the  mufe 
Dares  ftretch  her  wing  o'er  this  enormous  maf» 
Of  rufhing  water  ;  fcarce  fhe  dares  attempt 
The  fealike  Plata  ;  to  whofe  dread- expanfe, 
Continuous  depth,  and  wondrous  length  of  courfej 
Our  floods  are  rills.     With  unabated  force, 

*  The  river  that  runs  through  Siam ;  on  ivhofe 
banks  a  vajl  multitude  of  thoj'e  infe&s  called  frc-fiest 
make  a  beautiful  appearance  in  the  night, 

f  the  rii/fr  of  ihe  /im^tienf. 
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In  fflent  dignity  they  fweep  along, 
And  traverfe  realms  unknown,  and  blooming  wilds, 
And  fruitlefs  defarts,  worlds  of  folitude, 
Where  the  fun  fmiles  and  feafons  teem  in  vain, 
LTnfeen,  and  unenjojr'd.     Forfaking  thefe, 
O'er  peopled  plains  they  fair-diifaiive  iiow, 
And  many  a  nation  feed,  and  circle  fafe, 
In  their  foft  bofom,  many  a  happy  iile  ; 
The  feat  of  blamelefs  Pan,  yet  undifturb'd 
By  Chriftian  crimes  and  Europe's  cruel  fons. 
Thus  pouring  on  they  proudly  feek  the  deep, 
Whofe  vanquifh'd  tide,  recoiling  from  the  ihock, 
Yields  to  the  liquid  weight  of  half  the  globe  ; 
And  Ocean  trembles  for  his  green  domain. 

But  what  avails  this  wondrous  wafte  of  wealth? 
This  gay  profufion  of  luxurious  blifs  ? 
This  pomp  of  nature  ?  what  their  balmy  meads, 
Their  powerful  herbs,  and  Ceres  void  of  pain  ? 
By  vagrant  birds  difpers'd,  and  wafting  winds, 
What    their    unplanted    fruits  ?    what   the    cool 

draughts, 

Th'  ambrofial  food,  rich  gums,  and  fpicy  health, 
Their  forefts  yield  ?  their  toiling  infedis  what, 
Their  lilky  pride,  and  vegetable  robes  ? 
Ah  !  what  avail  their  fatal  trcafures,  hid 
Deep  in  the  bowels  of  the  pitying  earth, 
Golconda's  gems,  and  fad  Potofi's  mines; 
Where  dwelt  the  gentleft  children  of  the  fun  ? 
What  all  that  A  Trie's  golden  rivers  roll, 
Her  odorous  woods,  and  {Lining  ivory  {lores  ? 
Ill-fated  race  !  the  foftening  arts  of  peace, 
Whate'er  the  humanizing  mufes  te?.ch  ; 
The  godlike  wifdom  of  the  temper'd  breaft  ; 
Progreflive  truth,  the  patient  force  of  thought ; 
Inveftigation  calm,  whofe  filent  powers  [Heaven; 
Command   the   world ;    the   light   that   leads  to 
Kind  equal  rule,  the  government  of  laws, 
And  all-prote&ing  freedom,  which  alone 
Suftains  the  name  and  dignity  of  man  : 
Thefe  are  not  theirs.     The  parent-fun  himfelf 
Seems  o'er  this  world  of  flaves  to  tyrannize ; 
And,  with  oppreflive  ray,  the  rofeate  bloom 
Of  beauty  blafting,  gives  the  gloomy  hue, 
And  feature  grofs  :   or  worfc,  to  ruthiefs  deeds, 
Mad  jealoufy,  blind  rage,  and  fell  revenge, 
Their  fervid  {pint  fires.     Love  dwells  not  there, 
The  foft  regards,  the  tendernefs  of  life, 
The  heart-filed  tear,  th'  ineffable  delight 
Of  fweet  humanity  .  thefe  court  the  beam  • 
Of  milder  climes  ;  in  felfifii  fierce  defire, 
And  the  wild  fury  of  voluptuous  fenfe, 
There  loft.     The  very  brute*  creation  there 
This  rage  partakes,  and  burns  with  horrid  fire. 

Lo  !  the  green  ferpent,  from  his  dark  abode, 
Which  ev'n  Imagination  fears  to  tread, 
At  noon  forth-ifiuing,  gathers  up  his  train 
In  orbs  immenfe,  then,  darting  out  anew, 
Seeks  the  refreihing  fount ;  by  which  difFus'd, 
He  throws  his  folds  :  and  while,  with  threatening 

tongue, 

And  deathful  jaws  eredt,  the  monfter  curls 
His  {laming  creft,  all  other  thirft  appal'd,' 
Or  fbivering  flies,  or  check'd  at  diftance  ftan.ds, 
Nor  dares  approach.     But  ftill  more  direful  he, 
The  fmall  clofe-lurking  miniftcr  of  fate, 
Whofe  hjgh-conco<5ted  venom  through  the  veins 
A  rapid  lightning  darts,  arrefting  fwift 
The  vital  current,    Forrn'd  to  humble  nun, 


This  child  of  vengeful  nature  !  There,  fublim'd 
To  fearlefs  luft  of  blood,  the  favage  race 
Roam,  licens'd  by  the  {hading  hour,  of  guilt, 
And  foul  mifdeed,  when  the  "pure  day  has  {hut 
His  facred  eye.     The  tiger  darting  fierce 
Impetuous  on  the  prey  his  glance  has  doom'd  : 
The  lively  {hining  leopard,  fpeckled  o'er 
With  many  a  fpot,  the  beauty  of  the  waile  : 
And,  fcorning  all  the  taming  arts  of  man, 
The  keen  hyena,  felleft  of  the  fell. 
Thefe,  rufhJng  from  th'  inhofpitable  woods 
Of  Mauritania,  or  the  tufted  iiks, 
That  verdant  rife  amid  the  Libyan  wild, 
Innumerous  glare  around  their  ihaggy  king, 
Majeftic,  ftalking  o'er  the  printed  fand  ; 
And,  with  imperious  and  repeated  roars, 
Demand  their  fated  food.     The  fearful  flocks 
Crowd  near  the  guardian  fwain  ;  the  nobler  herds,- 
Where  round  their  lordly  bull,  ui  rural  eafe, 
They  ruminating  lie,  with  horror  hear 
The  coming  rage.     Th'  awaken'd  village  flarts  ; 
And  to  her  fluttering  breaft  the  mother  ilrains 
Her  thoughtlefs  infant.     From  the  pirate's  den? 
Or  ftern  Morocco's  tyrant  fang  efcap'd, 
The  wretch  half-wifhes  for  his  bonds  again  : 
While,  uproar  all,  the  \vilderrtefs  refounds, 
From  Atlas  ea  ft  ward  to  the  frighted  Nile. 

Unhappy  he  !  who  from  the  firft  of  joys, 
Society,  cut  off,  is  left  alone 
Amid  this  world  of  death.     Day  after  day, 
Sad  on  the  jutting  eminence  he  fits, 
And  views  the  main  that  ever  toils  below ; 
Still  fondly  forming  in  the  fartheft  verge, 
Where  the  round  ether  mixes  with  the  wave, 
Ships,  dim  difcover'd,  dropping  from  the  clouds  5* 
At  evening,  to  the  fetting  fun  he  turns 
A  mournful  eye,  and  down  his  dying  heart 
Sinks  helplefs  ;  while  the  wonted  roar  is:  up, 
And  hifs  continual  through  the  tedious  night. 
Yet  here,  ev'n  here,  into  thefe  black  abodes 
Of  mongers  unappall'd,  from  {looping  Rome, 
And  guilty  Csfar,  liberty  retir'd, 
Her  Cato  following  through  Numidian  wilds :. 
Difdainful  of  Campania's  gentle  plains, 
And  all  the  green  delights  Aufonia  pours ; 
When  for  them  fhe  rnuft  bend  the  fervile  knee, 
And  fawning  take  the  fplendid  robber's  boon. 

Nor  {lop  the  terrors  of  thefe  regions  here. 
Commifllon'd  demons  oft,  angels  of  wrath, 
Ltt  Icofe  the  raging  elements.     Breath'd  hot, 
From  all  the  boundlefs  furnace  of  the  flcy, 
And  the  wide  glittering  wafte  of  burning  fand, 
A  fuffocating  wind  the  pilgrim  fmites 
With  inftant  death.     Patient  of  thirft  and  toil, 
Son  of  the  defert !  ev'n  the  camel  feels, 
Shot  through  his  wither'd  heart,  the  fiery  blaft. 
Or  from  the  black-red  ether,  burfting  broad, 
Sallies  the  fudden  whirlwind.     Strait  the  fands, 
Commov'd  around,  in  gathering  eddies  play  : 
Nearer  and  nearer  ftill  they  darkening  come  ; 
Till,  with  the  general  all-involving  ftorm 
Swept  up,  the  whole  continuous  wilds  arife  ; 
And  by  their  noon-day  fount  deje&ed  thrown, 
Or  funk  at  night  in  fad  difaftrous  fleep, 
Beneath  defcending  hills,  the  caravan 
Is  buried  deep.     In  Cairo's  crowded  ftrccts 
Th'  impatient  merchant,  wondering,  waits  in  vaia. 
And  Mecca  faddena  at  the  long  d.clay. 
N  iij 
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But  chief  at  fea,wkofe  every  flexile  wave 
Obeys  the  blaft,  th'  aerial  tumult  fwells. 
In  the  dread  ocean,  undulating  wide, 
Beneath  the  radiant  line  that  girts  the  globe, 
The  circling  *Typhon,whirl'd  from  point  to  point, 
Exhaufting  all  the  rage  of  all  the  Iky, 
And  dire  *  Ecnephia  reign.     Amid  the  heavens, 
Falfely  ferene,  deep  in  a  cloudy  f  fpeck 
Comprefs'd,  the  mighty  tempeft  brooding  dwells  : 
Of  no  regard,  fave  to  the  fkilful  eye, 
Fiery  and  foul,  the  fmall  prognofHc  hangs 
^Aloft,  or  on  the  promontory's  brow 
Jvlufters  its  force.     A  faint  deceitful  calm, 
A  fluttering  gale  the  demon  fends  before, 
To  tempt  the  fpreading  fail.     Then  down  at  once, 
Precipit-.nt,  defcends  a  mingled  mafs 
Of  roaring  winds,  and  flame,  and  rufhing  floods. 
In  wild  amazement  fix  d  the  failor  ftands. 
Art  is  too  flow:  by  rapid  fate  opprefs'd, 
His  broad-wing'd  veflel  drinks  the  whelming  tide, 
Hid  in  the  bofom  of  the  black  abyfs. 
-  With  fuch  mad  feas  the  daring  f  Gama  fought, 
Tor  many  a  day,  and  many  a  dreadful  night, 
Inceffant,  labouring  round  thefformy  Cape  ; 
By  bold  -ambition  led,  and  bolder  thirft 
Of  gold.     For  then  from  ancient  gloom  emerg'd 
The  rifmg  world  of  trade  :  the  genius,  then, 
Of  navigation,  that,  in  hopelefs  floth, 
Had  flumber' d  on  the  vau  Atlantic  deep, 
For  idle  ages,  llarting,  heard  at  laft 
The  §  Lufitanian  Prince  ;  who,  heaven-infpir'd, 
To  love  of  ufeful  glory  rous'd  mankind, 
And  in  unbounded  commerce  mix'd  the  world. 

Increafmg  ftill  the  terrors  of  thefe  ftorms, 
His  jaws  horrific  arm'd  with  threefold  fate, 
Here  dwells  the  direful  {hark.     Lur'd  by  the  fcent 
Of  {learning  crowds,  of  rank  difeafe,  and  death, 
Behold  \  he  rufliing  cuts  the  briny  flood, 
Swift  as  the  gale  can  bear  the  fhip  along  ; 
And,  from  the  partners  of  that  cruel  trade, 
Which  fpoils  unhappy  Guinea  of  her  fons, 
Demands  his  {hare  of  prey  ;  demands  themfelves. 
The  ftormy  fates  defcend :  one  death  involves 
T.yrants'  and  Haves ;  when  ftrait,  their  mangled 

limbs 

Crafting  at  once,  he  dyes  the  purple  feas 
With  gore,  and  riots  in  the  vengeful  meal. 

When  o'er  this  world,  by  equinoctial  rains 
Flooded  immenfe,  looks  out  the  joylefs  fun, 
And  draws  the  copious  fteam  :  from  fwampy  fens 
Where  putrefaction  into  life  ferments, 
And  breathes  deftrucHve  myriads ;  or  from  woods 
Impenetrable  {hades,  recefles  foul. 
In  vapours  rank  and  blue  corruption  wrapt, 
Whole  gloomy  horrors  yet  no  defperate  foot 
Has- ever  dar'd  to  pierce  ;  then,  wafteful,  forth 


*   Typhon  and  Ecnephia,  names  of  particular  Jlorms 
f  r  hurttMCneSy  knoivn  only  bettvecn  the  tropics. 

f   Called  by  failors  the  Ox-tye,  being  in   appearance 


no  bigger. 

\  Fafto  de  Gama,  the  frjl  who  failed  round  Africa 
ty  tie  Cape  of  Gt^d  Hope,  to  the  Eajl  Indies. 

§  Don  Henry,  third  fon  to  John  the  Fir/?,  king  oj 
Pcrtugal.  His  Jlronrr  vcnius  to  the  dif  cover  y  of  neii> 
toiintrics,  was  the  chief  fource  of  all  the  modern  improve- 
•3-tr.l;  in  navigation 


Walks  the  dire  power  of  peftilcnt  difeaic. 
A  thoufand  hideous  fiends  her  courfe  attend, 
Sick  nature  blafting,  and  to  heartlefs  woe, 
And  feeble  defolation,  cafting  down 
The  towering  hopes  and  all  the  pride  of  man. 
Such  as,  of  late,  at  Carthagena  quench'd 
The  Britifli  fire.     You,  gallant  Vernon,  faw 
The  miferable  fcene  ;  you,  pitying,  faw 
To  infant-weaknefs  funk  the  warrior's  arm  ; 
Saw  the  deep-racking  pang,  the  ghaftly  form, 
The  lip  pale-quivering,  and  the  beamlefs  eye 
No  more  with  ardour  bright :  you  heard  the  groans 
Of  agonizing  {hips  from  {hore  to  fhore ; 
Heard,  nightly  plung'd  amid  the  fallen  waves, 
The  frequent  corfe  ;  while,  on  each  other  fix'd, 
In  fad  prefage,  the  blank  afliftants  feem'd, 
Silent,  to  afic,  whom  fate  would  next  demand. 
What  need  I  mention  thofe  inclement  {kies, 
Where,  frequent  o'er  the  fickening  city,  plague, 
The  fierceft  child  of  Nemefis  divine, 
Defcends  ?  *  From  Ethiopia's  poifon'd  woods 
From  ftifled  Cairo's  tilth,  and  fetid  fields 
With  locuft-armies  putrefying  heap'd, 
This  great  deftroyer  fprung.     Her  awful  rage 
The  brutes  efcape :  Man  is  her  deftin'd  prey, 
Intemperate  man !  andr  o'er  his  guilty  domes, 
She  draws  a  clofe  incumbent  cloud  of  death; 
Uninterrupted  by  the  living  winds, 
Forbid  to  blow  a  wholcfome  breeze;  and  ftain'd 
With  many  a  mixture  by  the  fun,  fuffus'd, 
Of  angry  afpecl.     Princely  wifdom,  then, 
Dejecls  his  watchful  eye;  and  from  the  hand 
Of  feeble  juflice,  inefiedtual,  drop 
The  fword  and  balance  :  mute  the  voice  of  joy, 
And  hufh'd  the  clamour  of  the  bufy  world. 
Empty  the  ftreets,  with  uncouth  verdure  clad ; 
Into  the  worft  of  deferts  fudden  turn'd 
The  cheerful  haunt  of  men,  unlefs  efcap'd 
From  the  doom'd  houfe,  where  matchlefs  horror 

reigns, 

Shut  up  by  barbarous  fear,  the  flatten  wretch, 
With  frenzy  wild,  breaks  loofe  ;  and,  loud  to  hea- 
Screaming,  the  dreadful  policy  arraigns,          [veto, 
Inhuman,  and  unwife.     The  fullen  door, 
Yet  uninfecl:ed,  on  its  cautious  hinge 
Fearing  to  turn,  abhors  fociety  : 
Dependants,  friends,  relations,  love  himfelf, 
Savag'd  by  woe,  forget  the  tender  tie,' 
The  fweat  engagement  of  the  feeling  heart. 
But  vain  their  felfifh  care  :  the  circling  flcy, 
The  wide  enlivening  air,  is  full  of  fate ; 
And,  ftruck  by  turns,  in  folitary  pangs 
They  fall,  unbleft,  untended,  and  unmourn'd. 
Thus  o'er  the  proftrate  city  black  defpair 
Extends  her  raven  wing  ;  while,  to  complete 
The  fcene  of  defolation,  ftretch'd  around, 
7'he  grim  guards  ftand,  denying  all  retreat, 
And  give  the  flying  wretch  a  better  death. 

Much  yet  remains  unfung :  the  rage  intenfc 
Of  brazen-vaulted  flcies,  of  iron  fields, 
Where  drought  and  famine  ftarve  the  blafled  year: 
Fir'd  by  the  torch  of  noon  to  tenfold  rage, 
Th'  infuriate  hill  that  {hoots  the  pillar'd  flame  ; 
And,  rous'd  within  the  fubterranean  world, 
Th'  expanding  earthquake,  that  refiftlefs  {hakes. 

*   Thefe  are  the  caufes  fuppofed  to  be  thejirji  origin  of 
the  Plague,  in  Dr.  Mend's  f  levant  both  on  thatfubjeft* 
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Afpiring  cities  from  their  folid  bafe, 
And  buries  mountains  in  the  flaming  gulf. 
Cut  'tis  enough;  return,  my  vagrant  niufe  : 
A  nearer  fcene  cf  horror  calls  thee  home. 

Behold,  flow-fettling  o'er  the  lurid  grove 
Unufual  darknefs  broods ;  and  growing  gains 
The  full  poffeflion  of  the  flcy,  furcharg'd 
With  wrathful  vapour,  from  the  fecret  beds, 
Where  fleep  the  mineral  generations,  drawn. 
Thence  nitre,  fulphur,  and  the  fiery  fpume 
Of  fat  bitumen,  fteaming  on  the  day, 
With  various- tinctur'd  trains  of  latent  flame, 
Pollute  the  fky,  and  in  yon  baleful  cloud, 
A  reddening  gloom,  a  magazine  of  fate, 
Ferment ;  till,  by  the  touch  ethereal  rous'd, 
The  dafh  of  clouds,  cr  irritating  war 
Of  fighting  winds,  while  all  is  calm  below, 
They  furicus  fpring.     A  boding  iilence  reigns, 
Dread  through  the  dun  expanfe ;  favc  the  dull  found 
That  from  the  mountain,  previous  to  the  ftorm, 
Rolls  o'er  the  muttering  earth,  diflurbs  the  flood, 
And  fliakes  the  fore  ft- leaf  without  a  breath. 
Prone,  to  the  lowefc  vale,  th'  aerial  tribes 
JDefcend  :  the  tempeil-loving  raven  fcarce 
Dares  wing  the  dubious  duflc.     In  rueful  c-??.c 
The  cattle  Hand,  and  on  the  fcowling  heavens 
Caft  a  deploring  eye  ;  by  man  fori- 
Who  to  the  crowded  cottage  hies  him  faft, 
Or  feeks  the  {helter  of  the  downward  cave. 

'Tis  liftening  fear  and  dumb  amazement  all : 
When  to  the  ftartled  eye  the  fudden  glance 
Appears  far  fouth,  eruptive  through  the  cloud  ; 
And  following  flower,  in  cxplofion  vail, 
The  thunder  raifes  his  tremendous  voice. 
At  firft,  heard  folemn  o'er  the  verge  of  heaven, 
The  tempeft  growls  ;  but  as  it  nearer  conies, 
And  rolls  its  aweful  burden  on  the  wind, 
The  lightnings  flafh  a  larger  curve,  and  more 
The  noife  aftounds :  till  over  Jiead  a  fheet 
Of  livid  flame  difclofes  wide ;  then  fnuts, 
And  opens  wider;  fhuts  and  oper.3  itill 
Expanfive,  wrapping  ether  in  a  blaze. 
Follows  the  loofen'd  aggravated  roar, 
Enlarging,  deepening,  mingling;  peal  on  peal 
Crufh'd  horrible,  convulfing  heaven  and  earth. 

Down  comes  a  deluge  of  fonorous  hail, 
Or  prone-defcending  rain.     Wide-rent,  the  clonus 
Pour  a  whole  flood;  and  yet,  its  flame  unquench'd, 
1  h'  unconquerable  lightning  ftru^les  through, 
Ragged  and  fierce,  or  in  red  whirling  balls, 
And  fires  the  mountains  with  redoubled  rage. 
Black  from  the  ft roke,  above,  the  fmouldering  pine 
Stands  a  fad  fhatter'd  trunk;  and,  ftretch'd  below, 
A  lifclefs  i^roup  the  blafted  cattle  lie  : 
Here  the  foft  flocks,  with  that  fame  harmlefs  look 
They  wore  alive,  and  ruminating  (till 
In  fancy's  eye;  and  there  the  frowning  bull, 
And  ox  half-rais'd.     Struck  on  the  caftled  cliff, 
The  venerable  tower  and  fpiry  fane 
Refign  their  aged  pride.     The  gloomy  woods 
Start  at  the  flafh,  and  from  their  deep  reccfs. 
Wide-flaming  out,  their  trembling  inmates  fhakc. 
Amid  Carnarvon's  mountains  rages  loud 
The  repcrcufiive  roar  :  with  mighty  crufn, 
Into  the  flafhing  deep,  from  the  rude  neks 
Of  Penmanmaur  heap'd  hideous  to  the  fky, 
Tumble  the  fmitten  cliffs  ;  and  Snowclcn's  peal:, 
Diffolving,  inftant  yields  his  wjtntery  lead. 


Far-feen,  the  heights  of  heathy  Cheviot  blaze, 
And  Thule  bellows  through  her  utmoft  ifles. 

Guilt  hears  appall'd,  with  deeply  troubled  thought, 
And  yet  not  always  on  the  guilty  head 
Defcends  the  fated  flafh.     Young  Celadon 
And  his  Amelia  were  a  matchlefs  pair; 
With  equal  virtue  form'd,  and  equal  grace, 
The  fame,  diflinguifh'd  by  their  fex  alone  : 
Hers  the  mild  luftre  of  the  blooming  morn, 
And  his  the  rudiance  of  the  rifen  day. 
•  They  lov'd:  but  iuch  their  guilelefs  paffion  was, 
As  in  the  dawn  of  time  inform'd  the  heart 
Of  innocence,  and  undiffembling  truth. 
'Twas  friendfhip  heighten'd  by  the  mutual  wifli, 
Th'  enchanting  hope,  and  fympathctic  glow, 
Bea'm'd  from  the  mutual  eye.     Devoting  all 
To  love,  each  was  to  each  a  dearer  felf ; 
Supremely  happy  in  th'  awaken'd  power 
Of  giving  joy.    Alone,  amid  the  fhades, 
Still  in  harmonious  intercourfe  they  liv'd 
The  rural  day,  and  talk'd  the  flowing  heart, 
Or  figh'd  and  look'd  unutterable  things. 

So  pafs'd  their  life,  a  clear  united  ftream, 
By  care  unruffled  ;  till,  in  evil  hour, 
The  tempeft  caught  them  on  the  tender  walk, 
Heedlefs  how  far,  and  where  its  mazes  ftray'd, 
While,  with  each  ether  bleft,  creative  love 
Still  bade  eternal  Eden  fmile  around. 
Prefaging  inftant  fate,  her  bofom  heav'cl 
Unwonted  fijhs,  and  ftealing  oft  a  look 
Of  the  big  gloom  on  Celadon  her  eye 
Fell  tearful,  wetting  her  diforder'd  cheek. 
In  vain  alluring  love,  and  confidence 
In  heaven,  reprefs'd  her  fear;  it  grew,  and  fhoo.k 
Her  frame  near  diflblution.     He  perceiv'd 
Th'  unequal  conflict  ;  and  as  angels  look 
On  dying  faints,  his  eyes  companion  fhed, 
With  love  illumin'd  high.     "  Fear  not,  he  faid, 
"  Sweet  innocence  !  thou  ftranger  to  offence, 
"  And  inward  ftorm !  he,  who  yon  fkies  involves 
u  In  frowns  of  darknefs,  ever  fmiles  on  thee 
'  With  kind  regard.     O'er  thee  the  fecret  fhaft 
"  That  waftes  at  midnight,  or  th'  undreaded  hour 
'  Of  noon,  flies  harmlefs  :  and  that  very  voice 
'  Which  thunders  terror  through  the  guilty  heart, 
'  With  tongues  of  feraphs  whifpers  peace  to  thins. 
"  'Tis  fafety  to  be  near  thee  fure,  and  thus 
"  To  clafp  perfection  !"  From  his  void  embrace, 
Myfterious  heaven  !  that  moment,  to  the  ground, 
A  blacken'd  corfe,  was  ftruck  the  beauteous  maid,, 
But  who  can  paint  the  lover,  as  he  flood, 
Pierc'd  by  fcvere  amazement,  hating  life, 
Speechlefs,  and  fix'd  in  all  the  death  of  woe  ! 
So,  faint  rcfemblance  !  on  the  marble  tomb, 
The  well-diffembled  mourner  ftooping  ftands,     • 
1'c.r  rvcr  filent,  and  for  ever  fad. 

As  from  the  face  of  heaven  the  fhatter'd  cloudi 
Tumultuous  rove,  th'  interminable  fky 
Sublimer  fwells,  and  o'er  the  world  expands 
A  purer  azure.     Through  the  lighten'd  air 
A  higher  luftre  and  a  clearer  calm, 
Diftufive,  tremble  ;  while,  as  if  in  fign 
Of  danger  paft,  a  glittering  robe  of  joy, 
Set  oft'  abundant  by  the  yellow  ray, 
Inveils  the  fields;  and  nature  fmiles  rcviv'd. 

'Tis  beauty  all,  and  grateful  fong  around, 
Join'd  to  the  low  of  kinc,  and  numerous  bieat 
Of  flocks  thick-nibbling  through  'he  clover'd 
Niiij 
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And  (hall  the  hymn  be  marr'd  by  thanklefs  man, 
&Ioft  favour'd  ;  who  \vith  voice  articulate 
Should  lead  the  chorus  of  this  lower  world  ? 
Shall  he,  fc  foon  forgetful  of  the  hand 
That  huih'd  the  thunder,  and  ferenes  the  Iky, 
JixHnguifh'd  feel  that  fpark  the  tempeft  wak'd, 
That  fenfe  of  pov/ers  exceeding  far  his  own, 
Ere  yet  his  feeble  heart  has  loft  its  fears  ? 

Cheer' d  by  the  milder  beam,  the  fprightly  youth 
Speeds  to  the  well-known  pool,  whole  cryital  depth 
A  fandy  bottom  {hows.  •  A  while  'he  itaads 
Gazing  th'  inverted  landfkip,  half  afraid 
To  meditate  the  blue  profound  below ; 
Then  plunges  headlong  down  the  circling  flood- 
His  ebon  treffes  and  his  rofy  cheek 
Inftant  emerge  ;  and  through  th'  obedient  wave, 
At  each  fhort  breathing  by  his  lip  repell'd, 
With  arm's  and  legs  according  well,  he  makes, 
As  humour  leads,  an  ealy-winding  path: 
While,  from  his  polifn'd  fides,  a  dewy  light 
Effufes  on  the  pleas'd  fpectators  round. 

This  is  the  pureft  cxercife  of  health, 
The  kind  refrefher  of  the  Summer  heats  ; 
Nor,  when  cold  Winter  keens  the  brightening  fioo4, 
Would  I  wcak-ihivering  linger  on  the  brink. 
Thus  life  redoubles,  and  is  oft  preferv'd, 
By*  the  bold  fwimmer,  in  the  fwift  illapfs 
Of  accident  difaftrous.     Hence  the  limbs 
Knit  mto  force  ;  and  the  fame  Roman  arm, 
That  rofe  victorious  o'er  the  conquer'd  earth, 
Firft  learn'd,  while  tender,  to  fubdue  the  wave. 
Ev'n  from  the  body's  purity,  the  mind 
Receives  a  fecret  fympathetic  aid. 

Clofe  in  the  covert  of  an  hazel  copfe, 
Where  winded  into  pleafing  folitudes 
Runs  out  the  rambling  dale,  young  Damon  fat 
Penfi ve,  and  pierced  with  love's  delightful  pangs. 
There  to  the  ftream  that  down  the  diftant  rocks 
Hoarfe-murmuring  fell,  and  plaintive  breeze  that 
Among  the  bending  willows,  falfely  he       [play' J 
Of  Mufidora's  cruelty  complain'd. 
£>he  felt  his  flame  ;  but  deep  within  her  breaft, 
In  bafhful  coynefs,  or  in  maiden  pride, 
The  foft  return  ccnceaPd,  fave  v.'hen  it  flole 
In  fidelong  glances  from  her  downcsft  eye, 
Or  from  her.fwelling  foul  in  Trifled  fighs. 
Touch' d  by  the  fcene,  no  ftranger  to  his  vows, 
He  fram'd  a  melting  lay,  to  try  her  heart ; 
And,  if  an  infant  paflion  ftruggled  there, 
To  call  that  paffion  forth.     Thrice  happy  fwain  ! 
A  lucky  chance,  that  oft  decides  the  fate 
Of  mighty  monarch's,  then  decided  thine. 
For,  lo  [  conducted  by  the  laughing  leves, 
This  cool  retreat  his  Mufidora  fought*. 
Warm  in  her  cheek  the  ful-try  feafon  glow'd  ; 
And,  rob'd  in  loofe  array,  fhe  came  to  bathe 
JIrr  fervent  limbs  in  the  refrefhirg  ftream. 
What  fhall  he  do  ?  In  fweet  confufion  loft, 
And  -dubious  fiutterings,  he  a  while  rernaia'd  : 
A  puie  ingenuous  elegance  of  foul, 
A  delicate  refinement,  known  to  few, 
Perplex'd  his  breaft,  and  urg'd  him  to  retire  : 
But  lo\e  forbade.     Ye  prudes  in  virtue,  fay,  ; 
Say,  ye  fevereft,  what  would  you  have  done  ? 
Meantime,  this  fv.ircr  nymph  than  ever  bleft  ' 
Arcadian  Stream,  with  tini id  eye  around 
'The  banks  fi.rvc/ing.  ftrip'd  hei  beauteous  limb 
'Co  tafte  the  lucid  ccvkieis  of  the  fkod. 


Ah,  then  !  not  Paris  on  the  piny  top 
Of  Ida  pant-.t-  J  itror.;/;::r,  \viien  alkie 
The  r;v.  9  the  veil  divine 

Oft  rij:  in'iu'cu  uiivl  !.;;  ve  Irm  all  their  charms, 
Than,  Ij.vnori,  tl,  .'iowy  leg, 

And  ilenck  "  -jrccd  {ilk  fhe  drew  ; 

As  the  fort  :  r:  virgin  zone  ; 

And,    through   ; '  i  ,    rohe,    th'    alternate 

br:       . 

Vith  youti   \vild -thi\>y.v;:g,  on  thy  lawlefs  gaze 
n  full  hixv.mnce  ro'"      .  'iut,  defperate  youth, 
riow  durft  tl;  ibul  diilracling  view  ; 

As  froiii  he;   ,      .,  ,  of  Blowing  white, 

iarmomous  ,       re's  fineit  hand, 

n  fol  ii  the  fainter  lawn; 

A.nd  {•,.'•  r-^    .  -  from  herfelf, 

With  1  .  iul  breeze 

Alarm';,       .  like  the  fearful  fawn  ? 

Then  to  (he  ruiii'd;  the  parted  flood 

ts  iovel;  .  >rh  cioiing  waves  receiv'd  ; 

And  ever\-  ;  ^auty  iofienlng,  every  grace 
Hnng  iuilrc  ihed  : 

mines  ch  :;;;;h  the  cryftal  mild; 

Or  as  the  rofe  ainid  the  morning  dew 
Prefli  from  Aurora's  hand,  more  fwsetly  glows. 

M'C  ihus  ilie  wanton'd,  now  beneath  the  wave 
But  ill-conceal'd  ;  and  now  with  ftreaming  locks, 

hat  half-tuibnic'd  her  in  a  humid  veil, 
R.ifing  agaui,  tho  latent  Damon  drew 
ouch  riudk^ning  draughts  of  beauty  to  the  foul, 
As  fur  a  while  o'erwhelm'd  his  raptur'd  thought 
With  luxury  too  daring.     Check'd,  at  laft, 
By  love's  reipcclful  modefty,  he  deem'd 
The  theft  profane,  if  aught  profane  to  love 
au  e'er  be   deem'd ;  and  ftruggling  from  the 

iliade, 

With  headlong  hurry  fled  :  but  firft  thefe  lines, 
Tiac'd  by  his  ready  pencil,  on  the  bank  , 

With  trembling  hand  he  threw.     "  Bathe  on,  my 
"  Yet  uubcheld,  ^kve  by  the  facred  eye  [fair4. 

"  Of  faith  lUi  love  :  I  go  to  guard  thy  haunt, 
"  To  keep  from  thy  recefs  each  vagrant  foot, 
"  And  eccli  licentious  eye."     With  wild  furprife^ 
As  if  to  mr.i-ble  flruck,  devoid  of  fenfe, 
A  ftupiil  moment  motionlefs  fhe  flood  : 
So  ftands  the  ftatue  *  that  enchants  the  world» 
So  bendu;^  tries  to  veil  the  rnatchlefs  boaft, 
The  mingled  beauties  of  exulting  Greece. 
Recovering,  fwift  flic  flew  to  find  thofe  robes 
Which  blifsful  Eden  knew  not ;  and,  array'd 
In  carelefs  hafte,  th'  alarming  paper  fnatcWd. 
But,  when  her  Damon's  well-known  hand  fhe  faws 
Her  terrors  vaniih'd,  and  a  fofter  train 
Of  mixt  emotions,  hard  to  be  defcrib'd, 
Her  fudden  bofom  feiz'd  :  fhanie  void  of  guilt, 
The  charming  blufh  of  innocence,  efteem. 
And  admiration  of  her  ] over's  flame, 
By  modefky  exalted  :  ev'n  a  fenfe 
-Of  felf-approving  beauty  ftole  acrcfs 
Her  bufy  thought.     At  length,  a  tender  cahii 
Hufh'd  by  degrees  the  tumult  of  her  foul ; 
And  en  ike  fpreading  bea'ch,-that  o'er  the  ftream 
Incumbent  hxing,  fhe  with  the  fyivan  pen 
Of  rural  lovers  this  coriLffton  carv'd, 
Which  fcori  her  Damon  kifs'd  with  weeping  joy : 
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"  Dear  youth !  folc  judge  oi  what  thefe  verfes 

mean, 

"  By  fortune  too  much  favour'd,  but  by  love, 
"  Alas  !  not  favour'd  lefs,  be  ftill  as  now 
"  Diicreet :  the  time  may  come  you  need  not  fly." 

The  fun  has  loft  his  rage  :  his  downward  orb 
Shoots  nothing  now  but  animating  warmth, 
And  vital  luftre  ,  that,  with  various  ray, 
Lights  up  the  clouds,  thofe   beauteous  robes  of 
Inceffant  roll'd  into  romantic  fnapes,          [heaven, 
The  dream  of  waking  fancy  !  Broad  below, 
Cover'd  with  ripening  fruits,  arid  fwelling  faft 
Into  the  perfect  year,  the  pregnant  earth 
And  all  her  tribes  rejoice.     Now  the  foft  hour 
Of  walking  comes  :  for  him  who  lonely  loves 
To  feek  the  diftant  hills,  and  there  converfe 
With  Nature ;  there  to  harmonize  his  heart, 
And  in  pathetic  fong  to  breathe  around 
The  harmony  to  others.     Social  friends, 
Attun'd  to  happy  uniion  of  foul ; 
To  whofe  exalting  eye  a  fairer  world, 
Of  which  the  vulgar  never  had  a  glimpfe, 
Difplays  its  charms;  whofe  minds  are  richly  fraught 
With  philofophic  ftores,  fuperior  light ; 
And  in  whole  breaft,  enthufiaftic,  burns 
Virtue,  the  fons  of  intereft  deem  romance  ; 
Now  call'd  abroad,  enjoys  the  falling  day  : 
Now  to  the  verdant  portico  of  woods, 
To  Nature's  vaft  lyceum,  forth  they  walk  ; 
By  that  kind  fchool  where  no  proud  mafter  reigns, 
The  full  free  converfe  of  the  friendly  heart, 
Improving  and  improv'd.     Now  from  the  world. 
Sacred  to  fweet  retirement,  lovers  fleal, 
And  pour  their  Ibuls  in  tranfport,  which  the  fire 
Of  love  approving  hears,  and  calls  it  good. 
Wrhich  way,  Amanda,  fhail  we  bend  our  courfe  ? 
The  choice  perplexes.  Wherefore  Ihould  we  choofe,? 
All  is  the  fame  with  thee.     Say,  fhall  we  wind 
Along  the  ftreams  ?  or  walk  the  fmiling  mead  ? 
Or  court  the  foreft  glades?  or  wander  wild 
Among  the  waving  harvefts  ?  or  afcend, 
While  radiant  fummer  opens  all  its  pride, 
Thy  hill,  delightful  Shene  *  ?  Here  let  us  fweep 
The  boundlefs  landfcape  :  now  the  raptur'd  eye, 
Exulting  fvvift,  to  huge  Augufta  fend, 
Now  to  the  fifter-hills  f  that  fkirt  her  plain, 
To  lofty  Harrow  now,  and  now  to  where 
Majeflic  Windfor  lifts  his  princely  brow. 
In  lovely  contraft  to  this  glorious  view 
Calmly  magnificent,  then  will  we  turn 
To  where  the  filver  Thames  firfb  rural  grows. 
There  let  the  feafted  eye  unwearied  flray  ; 
Luxurious,  there,  rove  through  the  pendent  woods 
That  nodding  hang  o'er  Harrington's  retreat ; 
And,  ftooping  thence  to  Ham's  embowering  walks, 
Beneath  whofe  {hades,  in  fpotlefs  peace  retir'd, 
With  her  the  pleafing  partner  of  his  heart, 
The  worthy  Queenfberry  yet  laments  his  Gay, 
And  polifh'd  Cornbury  wooes  the  willing  mule, 
Slow  Jet  us  trace  the  matchlefs  vale  of  Thames  ; 
Fair  winding  up  to  where  the  mufe's  haunt 
In  Twk'nam's  bowers,  and  for  their  Pope  im 
plore 
The  healing  god  \  ;  to  royal  Hampton's  pile, 

*  _  Tie  old  name  cf  Richmond,  JigrJfyiag,   in  Saxon, 
ihining  or  fpkndor.. 
:    t  H'gtyatftrtd  Ham/lead.       \  In  his  lajlf*fkn*f>. 
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To  ClerrAont's  terrafs'd  height,  and  Efher's  groves, 

Where  in  the  fweeteft  foiitude,  embrac'd 

By  the  foft  windings  of  the  filent  Mole, 

From  courts  and  ienates  Pelham  finds  repofe, 

Enchanting  vale !  beyond  whate'er  the  mufe 

Has  of  Achaia  or  Hefperia  fung ! 

O  vale  of  blifs  !  O  foftly-fweliing  hills  ! 

On  which  the  poiver  of  cultivation  lies, 

And  joys  to  fee  the  wonders  of  his  toil. 

Heavens!  what  a  goodly  profped  fpreads  around, 
Of  nilis,  and  dales,  and  woods,  and  lawns,  and 

fpires, 

And  glittering  towns,  and  gilded  ftreams,  till  all 
The  Itretching  landfkip  into  fmoke  decays  ! 
Happy  Britannia  !  Where,  the  queen  of  arts, 
Infpiring  vigour,  liberty  abroad 
Walks,  unconfin'd,  ev'n  to  thy  farthefl  cots, 
And  fcatters  plenty  with  unfparing  hand. 

Rich  is  thy  foil,  and  merciful  thy  clime ; 
Thy  itreams  unfailing  in  the  Summer's  drought ; 
Unmatch'd  thy  guardian-oaks  ;  thy  vallies  float 
With  golden  waves :  and  on  thy  mountains  Hocks 
Bleat  numberlefs ;  while,  roving  round  their  fides, 
Bellow  the  blackening  herds  in  lufty  droves. 
Beneath  thy  meadows  glow,  and  rife  unquell'd 
Againft  the  mower's  fcythe.     On  every  hand 
Thy  villas  fhine.  Thy  country  teems  with  wealth  j 
And  property  affures  it  to  the  fwain, 
Pleas'd,  and  unwearied,  in  his  guarded  toil. 

Full  are  thy  cities  with  the  ions  of  art ; 
And  trade  with  joy,  in  every  bufy  ftreet, 
Mingling  are  heard  :  ev'n  drudgery  himfelf, 
As  at  the  car  he  fweats,  or  dufty  hews 
The  palace-flone  looks  gay.    Thy  crowded  portst 
Where  rifing  mails  an  endlefs  profpecl:  yield, 
With  labour  burn,  and  echo  to  the  fhouts 
Of  hurried  failor,  as  he  hearty  waves 
His  laft  adieu,  and,  loofening  every  meet, 
Refigns  the  fpreading  veffel  to  the  wind. 

Bold,   firm,    and  graceful,  are   thy    generous 

youth, 

By  hardfhip  finew'd,  and  by  danger  fir'd, 
Scattering  the  nations  where  they  go ;  and  firfl 
Or  on  the  lifted  plain,  or  ftormy  fcas. 
Mild  are  thy  glories  too,  as  o'er  the.  plans 
Of  thriving  peace  thy  thoughtful  fires  prefide  ; 
In  genius,  and  fubflantial  learning,  high  ; 
For  every  virtue,  every  worth  renown'd  ; 
Sincere,  plain-hearted,  hofpitable,  kind ; 
Yet,  like  the  muttering  thunder,  when  provok'd, 
The  dread  of  tyrants,  aod  the  fole  refource 
Of  thofe  that  under  grim  opprefiion  groan. 

Thy  fons  of  glory  many  !  Alfred  thine, 
In  whom  the  fpiendor  of  heroic  war, 
And  more  heroic  peace,  when  govern'd  well, 
Combine ;  whofe  hallow'd  names  the  virtues  faint, 
And  Us  own  mufes  love ;  the  heft  of  kings  ! 
With  him  thy  Edwards  and  thy  Henrys' fhine, 
Names  dear  to  fame  ;  the  firft  \ylio  deep  imprefs'd 
On  haughty  Gaul  the  terror  of  thy  arms, 
That  awes  her  genius  ftill.     In  f  ait-fa;  en  thou, 
And  patriots,  fertile.     Thine  a  iteady  More, 
Who,  with  a  generous,  though  miilaken  zeal, 
Withftood  a  brutal  tyrant's  ufeful  rage, 
Like  Cato  firm,  like  Arifiides  juft, 
Like  rigid  Cincinr.atus  nobly  poor, 
A  dauntlefs  foul  erecl,  who  fmil'd  on  death. 
Frugal  and  wife,  a  Walfingliam  is  thine ; 
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A  Drske,  who  made  thee  miftrcfs  cf  the  deep, 

And  bore  thy  name  in  thunder  round  the  world. 

Then  ibm'd  thy  fpirit  high  :  but  who  can  fpeak 

The  numerous  worthies  of  the  maiden  reign  ? 

In  Raleigh  mark  their  every  glory  mix'd  ; 

Raleigh,  the  fcourge  of  Spain  !  whofe  breaft  with  all 

The  fage,  the  patriot,  and  the  hero,  burn'd. 

Nor  funk  his  vigour,  when  a  coward-reign 

The  warrior  fetter'  d,  and  at  laft  refign'd, 

To  glut  the  vengeance  of  a  vanquifh'd  foe. 

Then,  aclive  flill  and  unreftrahrd,  his  mind 

Explor'd  the  vaft  extent  of  ages  pad, 

And  with  his  prifon-hours  enrich'd  the  world  ; 

Yet  found  no  times,  in  ail  the  long  refearch, 

So  glorious,  er  fo  bafe,  as  thofe  he  prov'd, 

Sn  which  he  conquer'd,  and  in  which  he  bled. 

Nor  can  the  mufe  the  gallant  Sidney  pafs, 

The  plume  of  war  !  with  early  laurels  crown'd, 

The  lover's-  myrtle,  and  the  poet's  bay. 

A  Hampden  too  is  thine,  illuilrious  land, 

Wife,  ftrertuous,  firm,  of  unfubmitting  foul, 

"Who  ftem'd  the  torrent  cf  a  downward  age 

To  flavery  prone,  and  bade  thee  rife  again, 

In  all  thy  native  pomp  of  freedom  bold. 

Bright,  at  his  call,  thy  age  of  men  effulg'd, 

Of  men  on  whom  late  time  a  kindling  eye 

Shall  turn,  and  tyrants  tremble  while  they  read. 

Bring  every  fweeteft  flower,  and  let  me  ftrew 

The  grave  whereRuffellies;  whofe  temper'd  blood, 

With  calmeft  cheerfulnefs  for  thee  refign'd, 

Stain'd  the  fad  annals  of  a  giJdy  reign  ; 

Aiming  at  lawlefs  power,  though  meanly  funk 

In  loofe  inglorious  luxury.     With  him 

His  friend,  the  *  Britifh  Cafihis,  fearlefs  bled  ; 

Of  high  determin'd  fpirit,  roughly  brave, 

By  ancient  learning  to  th'  enlighten'd  love 

Of  ancient  freedom  warm'd.     Fair  they  renown 

In  awefulyjjw  and  in  noble  banh  ; 

Soon  as  the  light  of  dawning  fcience  fpread 

Her  orient  ray,  and  wak'd  the  mufes'  fong. 

Thine  is  a  Eacon  ;  haplcfs  in  his  choice, 

Unfit  to  ftand  the  civil  ftorm  of  ftate, 

And  through  the  fmooth  barbarity  of  courts, 

With  firm,  hut  pliant  virtue,  forward  ftill 

To  urge  his  ccurfe  :  -him  for  the  fiudious  fhade 

Kind  Nature  form'd,  deep,  comprehenfive,  clear, 

Exact,  and  elegant  ;  in  one  rich  foul, 

Plato,  the  Stagyrite,  and  Tully  join'd. 

The  great  deliverer  he  !  who  from  the  gloom 

Of  cloifter'd  monks,  and  jargon-teaching  fchools, 

Led  forth  the  true  philofophy,  there  long 

Held  in  the  magic  chain  of  words  and  forms, 

And  definitions  void  :  he  led  her  forth, 

Daughter  of  heaven  !  that,  flow-afcending  ftill, 

Inveftigating  fure  the  chain  of  things, 

With  radiant  finger  points  to  heaven  again. 

The  generous  f  Aftiley  thine,  the  friend  of  man  ; 

Who  fcann'd  his  nature  with  a  brother's  eye, 

His  wcaknefs  prompt  to  fhade  to  raife  his  aim, 

To  touch  the  finer  movements  of  the  mind, 

And  with  the  moral  beauty  charm  the  heart. 

Why  need  T  name  thy  Boyle,  whole  pious  fearch 

Amid  the  dark  recefies  of  his  works, 

The  great  Creator  fought  ?  And  why  thy  Locke, 

Who  made  the  whole  internal  world  his  own  ? 
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Let  Newton,  pure  intelligence,  whom  God 
To  mortals  lent,  to  trace  his  boundlefs  works 
From  laws  fublimely  fimple,  fpeak  thy  fame 
In  all  philofophy.     For  lofty  fenfe, 
Creative  fancy,  and  infpeclion  keen 
Through  the  deep  windings  of  the  human  heart, 
Is  not  wild  Shakfpeare  thine  and  Nature's  boaft? 
Is  not  each  great,  each  amiable  mufe 
Of  claffic  ages  in  thy  Milton  met  ? 
A  genius  univerfal  as  his  theme ; 
Aftonilhing  as  Chaos,  as  the  bloom 
Of  blowing  Eden  fair,  as  heaven  fublime. 
Nor  fhall  my  verfe  that  elder  bard  forget, 
The  gentle  Spenfer,  fancy's  p/leafing  fon  ; 
Who,  like  a  copious  river,  pour'd  his  fong 
O'er  all  the  mazes  of  enchanted  ground  : 
Nor  thee,  his  ancient  mafter,  laughing  fage, 
Chaucer,  whofe  native  manners-painting  verfe, 
Well-moraliz'd,  fhines  through  the  Gothic  cloud 
Of  time  and  language  o'er  thy  genius  thrown. 

May  my  fong  foften,  as  thy  daughters  1, 
Britannia,  hail !  for  beauty  is  their  own, 
The  feeling  heart,  fimplicity  of  life, 
And  elegance,  and  tafte  :  the  faultlefs  form, 
Shap'd  by  the  hand  of  harmony  ;  the  cheek, 
Where  the  live  crimfon,  through  the  native  white 
Soit-fhooting,  o'er  the  face  diffufes  bloom, 
And  every  namelefs  grace  ;  the  parted  lip, 
Like  the  red  rofe-bud  moift  with  morning-dew, 
Breathing  delight ;  and,  under  flowing  jet, 
Or  funny  ringlets,  or  of  circling  brown, 
The  neck  flight-fhaded,  and  the  fwelling  breaft ; 
The  look  refiftlefs,  piercing  to  the  foul, 
And  by  the  foul  inform'd,  when  dreft  in  love 
She  fits  high-fmiling  in  the  confcious  eye. 

Ifland  of  blifs  !  amid  the  fubjecl:  feas, 
That  thunder  round  thy  rocky  coafts,  fet  up, 
At  once  the  wonder,  terror,  and  delight, 
Of  diftant  nations ;  whofe  remoteil  fhores 
Can  foon  be  fhaken  by  thy  naval  arm  ; 
Not  to  be  fhook  thyfelf,  but  all  affaults 
Baffling,  as  thy  hoar  cliffs  the  loud  fea-wave. 

O  Thou  !  by  whofe  almighty  nod  the  fcale 
Of  empire  rifes,  or  alternate  falls, 
Send  forth  the  faving  virtues  round  the  land, 
In  bright  patrol :  white  peace,  and  focial  love  ; 
The  tender-looking  charity,  intent, 
On  gentle  deeds,  and  fhedding  tears  through  fmiles; 
Undaunted  truth,  and  dignity  of  mind  ; 
Courage  compos'd,  and  keen  ;  found  temperance, 
Healthful  in  heart  and  look  ;  clear  chaftity,  j 
With  biufhes  reddening  as  /he  moves  along, 
Diforder'd  at  the  deep  regard  fhe  draws  ; 
Rough  induftry  ;  activity  untir'd, 
With  copious  life  inform'd,  arid-  all  awake  : 
While  in  the  radiant  front,  fuperior  fhines 
That  firft  paternal  virtue,  public  zeal  ; 
Who  throws  o'er  all  an  equal  wide  furvey, 
And,  ever  mufing  on  the  common  weal, 
Still  labours  glorious  with  fome  great  defign. 

Low  walks  the  fun,  and  broadens  by  degrees, 
Juft  o'er  the  verge  of  day.     The  fhifting  clouds 
Affembled  gay,  a  richly-gorgeous  train, 
In  all  their  pomp  attend  his  fetting  throne. 
Air,  earth,  and  ocean  fmile  immenfe.     And  now, 
As  if  his  weary  chariot  fought  the  bowers 
Of  Amphitrite,  and  her  tending  nymphs, 
(So  Grecian  fable  fung)  he  dips  his  orb.,  . 
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Now  half-immers'd ;  and  now  a  golden  curve 
Gives  one  bright  glance,  then  total  difappears. 

For  ever  running  an  inchanted  round, 
Paffes  the  day,  deceitful,  vain,  and  void; 
As  fleets  the  vifion  o'er  the  formful  brain, 
This  moment  hurrying  wild  th'  impaffion'd  foul, 
The  next  in  nothing  loft.     'Tis  fo  to  him, 
The  dreamer  of  this  earth,  an  idle  blank  : 
A  fight  of  horror  to  the  cruel  wretch, 
Who,  all  day  long  in  fordid  pleafure  roll'd, 
Himfelf  an  ufelefs  load,  has  fquander'd  vile, 
Upon  his  fcdundrel  train,  what  might  have  cheer'd 
A  drooping  family  of  modeft  worth. 
But  to  the  generous  ftill-improving  mind, 
That  gives  the  hopelefs  heart  to  fing  for  joy, 
Diffufmg  kind  beneficence  around, 
Boaftlefsy  as  now  defcends  the  filent  dew  ; 
To  him  the  long  review  of  order'd  life 
Is  inward  rapture,  only  to  be  felt. 

Confefs'd  from  yonder  flow-extinguifh'd  clouds, 
All  ether  foftening,  fober  evening  takes, 
Her  wonted  ftation  in  the  middle  air ; 
A  thouhndftadoivs  at  her  beck.     Firft  this 
She  fends  on  earth  ;  then  that  of  deeper  dye 
Steals  foft  behind  ;  and  then  a  deeper  (till, 
In  circle  following  circle,  gathers  round, 
To  clofe  the  face  of  things.     A  frefher  gale 
Begins  to  wave  the  wood,  and  ftir  the  ftrcam, 
Sweeping  with  fhadowy  guft  the  fields  of  corn  ; 
While  the  quail  clamours  for  his  running  mate. 
Wide  o'er  the  thillly  lawn,  as  fvvells  the  breeze, 
A  whitening  (bower  of  vegetable  down 
i  Amufive  floats.     The  kind  impartial  care 
Of  Nature  nought  difdains  :  thoughtful  to  feed 
Her  lowed  fons,  and  clothe  the  coming  year, 
From  field  to  field  the  feather'd  feeds  (he  wings. 

His  folded  flock  fecure,  the  (hepherd  home 
Hies,  merry-hearted  ;  and  by  turns  relieves 
The  ruddy  milk-maid  of  her  brimming  pail ; 
The  beauty  whom  perhaps  his  witlefs  heart, 
Unknowing  what  the  joy-mixt  anguifh  means, 
Sincerely  loves,  by  that  heft  language  diown 
Of  cordial  glances,  and  obliging  deeds. 
Onward  they  pafs,  o'er  many  a  panting  height 
And  valley  funk,  and  unfrequented  ;  where 
At'  fall  of  eve  the  fairy  people  throng, 
In  various  game,  and  revelry,  to  pafs 
The  fummer-night,  as  village-dories  tell. 
But  far  about  they  wander  from  the  grave 
Of  him,  whom  his  ungentle  fortune  urg'd 
Ajainft  his  own  fad  bread  to  lift  the  hand 
Of  impious  violence.     The  lonely  tower 
Is  alfo  fhunn'd ;  whofe  mournful  chambers  hold, 
So  night-druck  fancy  dreams,  the  yelling  ghod. 

Among  the  crooked  lanes,  on  every  hedge, 
The   glow-worm  lights  his  gepn  ;  and,  through 

the  dark, 

A  moving  radiance  twinglcs.     Evening  yields 
The  world  to  night ;  not  in  her  winter-robe 
Of  maffy  Stygian  woof,  but  loofe  array'd 
In  mantle  dun.     A  faint  erroneous  ray, 
Glanc'd  from  th'  imperfedt  furfaces  of  things, 
Flings  half  an  image  on  the  (training  eye  ; 
While  wavering  woods,  and  villages,  and  dream?, 
And  rocks,  and  mountains  tops,  that  long  retain'd 
Th'  afcending  gleam,  are  all  one  fwimming  fcene, 
Uncertain  if  beheld.     Sudden  to  heaven 
Whence  weajry  viftcn.  turns  j  where,  leading  foft 


The  filent  hours  of  love,  with  purefl  ray 
Sweet  Venus  Ihines ;  and  from  her  genial  rife, 
When  day-light  uckens  till  it  fprings  afrelh, 
UnrivalFd  reions,  the  faireft  lamp  of  night. 
As  thus  th'  effulgence  tremulous  I  drink, 
Wit;h  cherilh'd  gaze,  the  lambent  lightnings  fhoot 
Acrofs  the  flcy ;  or  horizontal  dart 
In  wondrous  (hapes  :  by  fearful  murmuring  crowds 
Portentous  deem'd.     Amid  the  radiant  orbs, 
That  more  than  deck,  that  animate  the  iky, 
The  life-infufmg  funs  of  other  worlds  ; 
Lo  !  from  the  dread  immenfity  of  fpace 
Returning,  with  accelerated  courfe, 
The  rufhing  comet  to  the  fun  defcends ; 
And  as  he  finks  below  the  fhading  earth, 
With  awful  train  projc61ed  o'er  the  heavens, 
The  guilty  nations  tremble.     But,  above 
Thofe  fuperftitious  horrors  that  enfiave 
The  fend  fequacious  herd,  to  myftic  faith 
And  blind  amazement  prone,  th'  enlighten'd  few, 
Whofe  godlike  minds  philofophy  exalts, 
The  glorious  ilranger  hail.     They  feel  a  joy 
Divinely  great ;  they  in  their  powers  exuit, 
That  wondrous  force  of  thought,  which  mount 
ing  fpurns 

This  dufky  fpot,  and  meafur^s  all  the  Iky  ; 
While,  from  his  far  excurfion  through  the  wilds 
Of  barren  ether,  faithful  to  his  time, 
They  fee  the  blazing  wonder  rife  anew, 
In  feemin-r  terror  clad,  but  kindly  bent 
To  work  the  will  of  all-fuftainintj  Love  : 
From  his  huge  vapoury  train  perhaps  to  fhakq 
Reviving  moifture  on  the  numerous  orbs, 
Through  which  his  long  ellipfis  winds ;  perhaps 
To  lend  new  fuel  te  declining  funs, 
To  lioht  up  worlds,  and  feed  th'  eternal  fire. 

Writh  thee,  ferene  philofophy,  with  thee, 
And  thy  bright  garland,  let  me  crown  my  fong  \ 
Effufive  fource  of  evidence,  and  truth  ! 
A  luftre  (bedding  o'er  th'  ennobled  mind, 
Stronger  than  fummer-noon ;  and  pure  as  that, 
Whofe  mild  vibrations  foothc  the  parted  foul, 
New  to  the  dawning  of  celeflial  day.  [thee, 

Hence  through  her  nourifh'd  powers,  enlarg  d  by 
She  fprinjjs  aloft,  with  elevated  pride, 
Above  the  tangling  mafs  of  low  defires,  [win^'d, 
That    bind  the    fluttering:    crowd :    and,   angel- 
The  heights  of  fcience  and  of  virtue  gains, 
Where  all  is  calm  and  clear;  with  nature  round, 
Or  in  the  ftarry  regions,  or  th'  abyfs, 
To  reafon's  and  to  fancy's  eye  difplay'd : 
The  fir/I  up-tracing,  from  the  dreary  void, 
The  chain  of  caufes  and  effects  to  him,  * 

The  world-producing  Effence,  who  alone 
Pcffeffcs  beinof ;  while  the  La/}  receives 
The  whole  magnificence  of  heaven  and  earth, 
And  every  beauty,  delicate  or  bold, 
Obvious  or  more  remote,  with  livelier  fenfe, 
Diffufivc  painted  on  the  rapid  mind. 

Tutor'd  by  thee,  hence  poetry  exalts 
Her  voice  to  aeres ;  and  informs  the  page 
With  mufic,  image,  fentiment,  and  thought, 
Never  to  die  !  the  treafure  of  mankind  ! 
Their  higheft  honour,  and  their  trued  joy  ! 

Without  thee  what  were  nncnlighten'd  man  ? 
A  favaee  roaming  through  the  woods  and  wilds, 
In  qtieft  of  prey  ;  and  with  th'  unfafhion'd  fur 
Rough-clad  ;  cUvoid  of  every  finer  art, 
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And  elegance  of  life.    Nor  happinefs 
Domeftic,  mix'd  of  tendernefs  and  care, 
Nor  moral  excellence,  nor  focial  blifs, 
Nor  guardian  law  were  his  ;  nor  various  fkill 
To  turn  the  furrow,  or  to  guide  the  tool 
Mechanic  ;  nor  the  heaven-conducted  prow 
Of  navigation  bold,  that  fearlefs  braves 
The  burning;  line,  nor  dares  the  wint'ry  pole  ; 
Mothhr  fevere  of  infinite  delights  ! 
Nothing,  fave  rapine,  indolence,  and  guile, 
And  woes  on  woes,  a  ftill-revolvin^  train  ! 
Whofe  horrid  circle  had  made  human  life 
That  non-exiilence  worfe  :  but,  taught  by  thee, 
Ours  are  the  plans  of  policy  and  peace  ; 
To  live  like  brothers,  and  conjunctive  all 
Embeiiilh  life.     While  thus  laborious  crowds 
Ply  the  tough  oar,  pliilofophy  dire  els 
The  ruling  helm  ;  or  like  the  liberal  breath 
Of  potent  heaven,  inviflbie,  the  fail 
Swells  out,  and  bears  th'  inferior  world  along. 

Nor  to  this  evanefcent  fpeck  of  earth 
Poorly  coiifin'd,  the  radiant  tracts  on  high 


Are  her  exalted  range  •  intent  to  paze 
Creation  through  ;  and,  from  that  full  complex 
Of  never-ending  wonders,  to  conceive 
Of  the  Sole  Being  ri^ht,  who  fpok,  the  -word, 
And  Nature  mov'd  complete.    With  inward  view, 
Thence  on  th'  ideal  kingdom  fwift  fhe  turns 
Her  eye  ;  and  inftant,  at  her  powerful  glance, 
Th'  obedient  phantoms  vanifh  or  appear  ; 
Compound,  divide,  and  into  order  Ihift, 
Each  to  his  rank,  from  plain  perception  up 
To  the  fair  forms  of  fancy's  fleeting  train  : 
To  reafon  then,  deducing  truth  from  truth  ; 
And  notion  quite  abftract ;  where  firft  begins 
The  world  of  fpirits,  action  all,  and  life 
Unfetter'd,  and  unmixt.     But  here  the  cloud, 
So  wills  Eternal  Providence,  fits  deep. 
Enough  for  us  to  know  that  this  dark  ftate, 
In  wayward  paffions  loft,  and  vain  purfuits, 
This  infancy  of  being,  cannot  prove 
The  final  iifue  of  the  works  of  God, 
By  boundlefs  love  and  perfect  wifdom  form'd. 
And  ever  riling  with  the  rifing  mind. 
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Argument. 

The  fubject  propofed.  Addreffedto  Mr.  Onflow.  A  profpect  of  the  fields  ready -• for  harveft.  Re 
flections  in  praife  of  induftry  raifed  by  that  view.  Reaping.  A  tale  relative  to  it.  A  harveft  ftorm. 
Shooting  and  hunting,  their  barbarity.  A  ludicrous  account  of  fox-hunting.  A  view  of  an  or 
chard.  Wall-fruit.  A  vineyard.  A  defcription  of  fogs,  frequent  in  the  latter  part  of  Autumn  : 
whence  a  digreflion,  inquiring  into  the  rife  of  fountains  and  rivers.  Birds  of  feafon  confidered, 
that  now  fhift  their  habit? tion.  The  prodigious  number  of  them  that  cover  the  northern  and  weft- 
em  ifies  of  Scotland.  Hence  a  view  of  the  country.  A  profpect  of  the  difcoloured,  fading  woods. 
After  a  gentle  dufky  dSy,  moon-light.  Autumnal  meteors.  Morning  :  to  which  fucceeds  a  calm, 
pure,  fun-Ibiny  day,  fuch  as  ufually  (huts  up  the  Seafon.  The  harveft  being  gathered  in,  the  coun 
try  diifolved  in  joy.  The  whole  concludes  with  a  panegyric  on  a  philofophical  country  life. 


V»ROWN*D  with  the  fickle  and  the  wheaten  fheaf, 
While  Autumn,  nodding  o'er  the  yellow  plain, 
Comes  jovial  on  :  the  Doric  reed  once  more, 
Well  pleas'd,  I  tune.  Whate'er  the  Wintery  froft 
Nitrous  prepared ;  the  various-bloffom'd  fpring 
Put  in  v.-hite  promife  forth  :   and  Summer  funs 
Concocted  ftrong,  rufh  boundlefs  now  to  view, 
Full,  perfect  all,  and  fwell  my  glorious  theme. 
Onflow  !  the  mufe,  ambitious  of  thy  name, 
To  grace,  infpire  and  dignify  her  fong, 
Would  from  the  public  voice  thy  gentle  ear 
A  while  engage.     Thy  noble  care  fhe  knows, 
The  patriot  virtues  that  diftend  thy  thought, 
Spread  on  thy  front,  and  in  thy  bofom  glow  ; 
While  lifkning  fenates  hang  upon  thy  tongue, 
Devolving  through  the  maze  of  eloquence 
A  roll  of  periods  fweeter  than  her  fong. 
But  fhe  too  pants  for  public  virtue  ;  fhe 
Though  weak  in  power,  yet  ftrong  in  ardent  will, 
\yhene'er  her  country  rufhes  on  her  heart, 
Allumes  a  bolder  note,  and  fondly  tries 
To  mix  the  patriot's  with  tjie  poet's  flame* 


When  the  bright  virgin  gives  the  beauteous  days, 
And  Libra  weighs  in  equal  fcales  the  year  ; 
From   heaven's  high   cope  the  fierce   effulgence 
Of  parting  Summer,  a  ferener  blue,  [ihook 

With  golden  light  enliven'd,  wide  invefts 
The  happy  world.     Attemper'd  funs  arife, 
S  weet-beam'd,  and  fliedding  oft  through  lucid  clouds 
A  pleafing  calm ;  while  broad,  and  brown,  below 
Extenfive  harveft  hang  the  heavy  head. 
Rich,  filent,  deep,  they  ft  and ;  for  not  a  gale 
Rolls  its  light  billows  o'er  the  bending  plain  : 
A  cairn  for  plenty  I  till  the  ruffled  air 
Falls  from  its  poifc,  and  gives  the  breeze  to  blow. 
Rent  is  the  fleecy  mantle  of  the  fky  ; 
The  clouds  fly  different ;  and  the  fudden  fun 
By  fits  effulgent  gilds  th'  illumin'd  field, 
And  black  by  fits  the  fliadows  fweep  along. 
A  gaily-checker'd  heart-expanding  view, 
Far  as  the  circling  eye  can  moot  around, 
Unbounded  tolling  in  a  flood  of  corn. 

Tbefe  are  thy  bleflings,  Induftry  !  rough  power; 
Whom  labour  ftill  attends,  and  fweat,  and  pain; 
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Yet  the  kind  fource  of  every  gentle  art, 

And  all  the  foft  civility  of  life  .' 

Raifer  of  human  kind !  by  Nature  caft, 

Naked,  and  helplefs,  out  amid  the  woods 

And  wilds,  to  rude  inclement  elements ; 

With  various  feeds  of  art  deep  in  the  mind 

Implanted,  and  profufely  pour'd  around 

Materials  infinite  ;  but  idle  all. 

Still  unexerted,  in  th'  unconfcious  bread, 

Slept  the  lethargic  powers;  corruption  ftill, 

Voracious,  fwallow'd  what  the  liberal  hand 

Of  bounty  fcatter'd  o'er  the  favage  year  : 

And  ftili  the  fad  barbarian,  roving,  mix'd 

With  beafts  of  prey ;  or  for  his  acorn-meal 

Fought  the  fierce  tnfky  boar  ;  a  fnivering  wretch  ! 

Aghaft,  and  comfortiefs,  when  the  bleak  north, 

With  Winter  charg'd,  let  the  mixt  tempeft  fly, 

Hail,  rain,  and  fnow,  and  bitter-breathing  froft  : 

Then  to  the  flicker  of  the  hut  he  fled ; 

And  the  wild  feafon,  fordid,  pin'd  away. 

For  home  he  had  not ;  home  is  the  refort 

Of  love,  of  joy,  of  peace  and  plenty,  where, 

Supported  and  fupported,  polifh'd  friends, 

And  dear  relations  mingle  into  blifs. 

But  this  rugged  fnvage  never  felt, 

JEv'n  defolate  in  crowds  ;  and  thus  his  days 

Roll'd  heavy,  dark,  and  unenjoy'd  along  : 

A  wafte  of  time  ;  till  induftry  approach'd, 

And  rous'd  him  from  his  miferable  floth  : 

His  faculties  unfolded  ;  pointed  out 

Where  lavifh  Nature  the  directing  hand 

Of  Art  demanded  ;  fhow'd  him  how  to  raife 

His  feeble  force  by  the  mechanic  powers, 

To  dig  the  mineral  from  the  vaulted  earth, 

On  what  to  turn  tj^e  piercing  rage  of  fire, 

On  what  the  torrent,  and  the  gather'd  blaft ; 

Gave' the  tail  ancient  foreft  to  his  axe  ; 

Taught  him  to  chip  the  wood,  and  hew  the  ftone, 

Till  by  degrees  the  finifh'd  fabric  rofe  ; 

Tore  from  his  limbs  the  blood-polluted  fur, 

And  wrapt  them  in  the  woolly  veilment  warm, 

Or  bright  in  gloffy  filk,  and  flowing  lawn  ; 

With  wholefome  viands  fill'd  his  table,  pour'd 

The  generous  glafs  around,  infpir'd  to  wake 

The  life  refining  foul  of  decent  wit : 

Nor  ftop'd  at  barren  bare  neceffity  ; 

But,  ftill  advancing  bolder,  led  him  on 

To  pomp,  to  pleafure,  elegance  and  grace  ; 

And,  breathing  high  ambition  through  his  foul, 

Set  fcience,  wifdom,  glory,  in  his  view, 

And  bade  him  be  the  lord  of  all  below. 

Then  gathering  men  their  natural  powers  com- 
And  torm'd  a  public  ;  to  the  general  good  [bin'd 
Submitting,  aiming,  and  conducting  all. 
For  this  the  patriot-council  met,  the  full, 
The  free,  and  fairly  represented  ivhole ; 
For  this  they  plann'd  the  holy  guardian  laws, 
Diftinguifh'd  orders,  animated  arts, 
And,  with  joint  force  oppreflion  chaining,  fet 
Imperial  jullice  at  the  helm  ;  yet  ftill 
To  them  accountable  ;  nor  flavifh  dream'd 
That  toiling  millions  muft  refign  their  weal, 
And  all  the  honey  of  their  fearch,  to  fuch 
As  for  themfelves  alone  themfelves  have  rais'd. 

Hence  every  form  of  cultivated  life 
In  order  fet,  protected,  and  infpir'd, 
Into  perfection  wrought.     Uniting  all 
Society  gre\v  numerous,  high,  polite, 


And  happy.     Nurfc  of  art !  the  city  rear'd 
In  beauteous  pride  her  tower-encircled  head ; 
And,  ftretching  ftreet  on  ftreet,  by  thoufands  drew, 
From  twining  woody  haunts,  cT  the  tough  yew 
To  bows  ftrong-ftraining,  her  afpiring  fons. 

Then  commerce  brought  into  the  public  walk 
The  bufy  merchant ;  the  big  warehoufe  built ; 
Rais'd  the  ftrong  crane ;    chok'd  up  the  loaded 

ilreet 

With  foreign  plenty;  and  thy  ftream,  O  Thames, 
Large,  gentle,  deep,  majelKc,  king  of  floods! 
Chofc  for  his  grand  refort.     On  either  hand, 
Like  a  long  wintery  foreft,  groves  of  mafts 
Shot  up  their  fpires ;  the  bellying  fheet  between 
Poflefs'd  the  breezy  void ;  the  footy  hulk 
Steer'd  fluggifh  on  ;  the  fplendid  barge  along 
Row'd,  regular,  to  harmony ;  around, 
The  boat,  light  fkimming,  ftretch'd  its  oary  wings; 
While  deep  the  various  voice  of  fervent  toil 
From  bank  to  bank  increas'd;  whence  ribb'd  with 

oak 

To  bear  the  Britifh  thunder,  black,  and  bold, 
The  roaring  veffel  rufh'd  into  the  main. 

Then  too  the  pillar'd  dome,  magnific,  heav'd 
Its  ample  roof;  and  luxury  within  [finooth, 

Pour'd    out    her   glittering   ftores;    the   canvas 
With  glowing  life  protuberant,  to  the  view 
Embodied  rofe ;  the  ftatue  feem'd  to  breathe, 
And  foften  into  flefh,  beneath  the  touch 
Of  forming  art,  imagination-flufh'd. 

All  is  the  gift  of  induftry  ;  whatever 
Exalts,  embellifhes,  and  renders  life 
Delightful.     Penfive  Winter  cheer'd  by  him 
Sits  at  the  focial  fire,  and  happy  hears 
Th'  excluded  tempeft  idly  rave  along ; 
His  harden'd  fingers  deck  the  gaudy  Spring ; 
Without  him  Summer  were  an  arid  wafte  ; 
Nor  to  th'  autumnal  months  could  thus  tranfinit 
Thofe  full,  mature,  immeafurable  ftores, 
That,  waving  round,  recal  my  wandering  fonjj. 

Soon  as  the  morning  trembles  o'er  the  Iky, 
And,  unperceiv'd,  unfolds  the  fpreading  day  ; 
Before  the  ripen'd  field  the  reapers  ftand, 
In  fair  array  ;  each  by  the  lafs  he  loves, 
To  bear  the  rougher  part,  and  mitigate 
By  namelefs  gentle  offices  her  toil. 
At  once  they  ftoop  and  fwell  the  lufty  fheaves  ; 
While  through  their  cheerful  band  the  rural  talk, 
The  rural,  fcandal,  and  the  rural  jeft, 
Fly  harmlefs  to  deceive  the  tedious  time, 
And  fteal  unfelt  the  fultry  hours  away. 
Behind  the  mafter  walks,  builds  up  the  fhqcks ; 
And,  confcious,  glancing  oft  on  every  fide 
His  fated  eye,  feels  his  heart  heave  with  joy. 
The  gleaners  fpread  around,  and  here  and  there, 
Spike  after  ,fpike,  their  fcanty  harveft  pick. 
Be  not  too  narrow,  hufbandmen  !  but  fling 
From  the  full  fheaf,  with  charitable  ftealtlf, 
'The  liberal  handful.     Think,  oh,  grateful  think? 
How  good  the  God  of  harveft  is  to  you ; 
Who  pours  abundance  o'er  your  flowing  fieldsj 
While  thefe  unhappy  partners  of  your  kind 
Wide-hover  round  you  like  the  fowls  of  heaveir, 
And  afk  their  humble  dole.     The  various  turns 
Of  fortune  ponder  ;  that  your  fons  may  want 
What  now,  with  hard  reluclance,  faint,  ye  give. 

The  lovely  young  Lavinia  once  had  friends  \ 
And  fortune  tnil'd,  deceitful,  on  her  birth* 
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For,  in  her  helplefs  years  depriv'd  of  all, 
Of  every  flay,  lave  innocence  and  heaven, 
She,  with  her  widow'd  mother,  feeble,  old, 
And  poor,  liv'd  in  a  cottage,  far  retir'd 
Among  the  windings  of  a  woody  vale  ; 
By  foiitude  and  deep  furrounding  fhades, 
But  more  by  bafhful  modefty,  conceal'd. 
Tot-ether  thus  they  fhunn'd  the  cruel  fcorn 
Which  virtue,  funk  to  poverty,  would  meet 
From  triddy  paffion  and  low-minded  pride: 
Almoft  on  Nature's  common  bounty  fed  ; 
JLike  the  gay  birds  that  fung  them  to  repofe, 
Content,  and  carelefs  of  to-morrow's  fare. 
Her  form  was  frefher  than  the  morning  rofe, 
When  the  dew  wets  its  leaves  ;  unftain'd  and  pure, 
As  is  the  lily,  or  the  mountain  fnow. 
The  modeft  virtues  mingled  in  her  eyes, 
Still  on  the  ground  dejecied,  darting  all 
Their  humid  beams  into  the  blooming  flowers : 
Or  when  the  mournful  tale  her  mother  told, 
Of  what  her  faithlefs  fortune  promis'd  once, 
Thrill'd  in  her  thought,  they,  like  the  dewy  ftar 
Of  evening,  Ihone  in  tears.     A  native  grace 
Sat  fair-proportion'd  on  her  polifh'd  limbs, 
Veil'd  in  a  fimple  robe,  their  befl  attire, 
Beyond  the  pomp  of  drefs ;  for  lovelinefs 
I^feeds  not  the  foreign  aid  of  ornament, 
But  is,  when  unadorn'd,  adorn'd  the  moft. 
Thoughtlefs  of  beauty,  fhe  was  beauty's  lelf, 
Reclufe  amid  the  clofe-embowering  woods. 
As  in  the  hollow  breaft  of  Appenine, 
Beneath  the  fhelter  of  encircling  hills 
A  myrtle  rifes,  far  from  human  eye, 
And  breathes  its  balmy  fragrance  o'er  the  wild ; 
So  flourifh'd  blooming,  and  unfeen  by  all, 
The  fweet  Lavmia;  till,  at  length,  compell'd 
By  ftrong  neceflity'sfupreme  command, 
With  fmilinor  patience  in  her  looks,  ihe  went 
To  glean  Palemon's  fields.     The  pride  of  fwains 
Palemon  was,  the  generous,  and  the  rich  ; 
Who  Ld  the  rural  life  in  all  its  joy 
And  elegance,  fuch  as  Arcadain  fong 
Tranfmits  from  ancient  uncorrupted  times ; 
When  tyrant  cuftom  had  not  fhaekled  man, 
But  free  to  follow  nature  was  the  mode. 
He  then,  his  fancy  with  autumnal  fcenes 
Amufmg,  chanc'd  befide  his  reaper-train 
To  walk,  when  poor  Lavinia  drew  his  eye  ; 
Unconfcious  of  her  power,  and  turning  quick 
With  unaffected  blufhes  from  his  gaze  : 
He  faw  her  charming,  but  he  faw  not  half 
The  charms  her  downcaft  modefly  conceal'd. 
That  very  moment  love  and  chafte  deiire 
Sprung  in  his  bofom,  to  himfelf  unknown ; 
For  ftill  the  world  prcvaii'd,  and  its  dread  laugh, 
Which  fcarce  the  firm  philofopher  can  fcorn, 
Should  his  heart  own  a  gleaner  in  the  field  : 
And  thus  in  fecret  to  his  foul  he  figh'd. 
"  What  pity !  that  fo  delicate  a  form, 
"  By  beauty  kindled,  where  enlivening  fenfe 
**  And  more  than  vulgar  goodnefs  feem  to  dwell, 
"  Should  be  devoted  to  the  rude  embrace 
«'  Of  fome  indecent  clown  !  She  looks,  methinks, 
"  Of  old  Acafto's  line  ;  and  to  my  mind 
"  Recals  that  patron  of  my  happy  life, 
"  From  whom  my  liberal  fortune  took  its  rife ; 
"  Now  to  the  duft  gone  down  ;  his  houfes,  hinds, 
"  And  once  fair-fpreading  family,  diffolv'd. 


'Tis  faid  that  in  fome  lone  obfcurc  retreat, 
Urg'd  by  remembrance  fad,  and  decent  pride, 
Far  from  thofe  fcenes  which  knew  their  better 
His  aged  widow  and  his  daughter  live,       [days, 
Whom  yet  my  fruitless  fearch  could  never  find. 
Romantic  wilh !  would  this  the  daughter  were  1" 
When,  ftrict  inquiring,  from  herfelf  he  found 
She  was  the  fame,  the  daughter  of  his  friend, 
Of  bountiful  Acafto ;  who  can  fpeak 
The  mingled  paffions  that  furpris'd  his  heart, 
And  through  his  nerves  in  fhivering  tranfport  ran  ? 
Then  blaz'd  his  fmother'd flame,  avow'd,  and  bold; 
And  as  he  view'd  her,  ardent,  o'er  and  o'er, 
Love,  gratitude,  and  pity,  wept  at  once. 
Confus'd,  and  frighten'd  at  his  fudden  tears, 
Her  rifing  beauties  flulh'd  a  higher  bloom, 
As  thus  Palemon,  paffionate  and  juft, 
Pour'd  out  the  pious  rapture  of  his  foul. 

"  And  art  thou  then  Acafto's  dear -remains  ? 
"  She,  whom  my  reftlefs  gratitude  has  fought 
;  So  long  in  vain  ?  O,  heavens !  the  very  fame, 
"  The  foften'd  image  of  my  noble  friend, 
"  Alive  his  every  look,  his  every  feature, 
"  More  elegantly  touch' d.     Sweeter  than  Spring  ! 
"  Thou  fole  furviving  bloffom  from  the  root 
"  That  nourifh'd  up  my  fortune  !  Say,  ah  where, 
"  In  what  fequefter'd  defert,  haft  thou  drawn 
"  The  kindeft  afpecl:  of  delighted  heaven  ? 
"  Into  fuch  beauty  fpread,  and  blown  fo  fair; 
"  Though  poverty's  cold  wind,  and  crufhing  rain, 
"  Beat  keen,  and  heavy,  on  thy  tender  years  ? 
"  O  let  me  now,  into  a  richer  foil,  [fhowers, 

Tranfplant  thee  fafe  !  where  vernal  funs,  and 
Diffufe  their  warmeft,  largeft  influence  ; 
"  And  of  my  garden  be  the  pride,  and  j  oy  ! 
"  111  it  befits  thee,  oh,  it  ill  befits 
"  Acafto's  daughter,  his  whofe  open  ft  ores, 
'  Though  vaft,  were  little  to  his  ampler  heart, 
'  The  father  of  a  country  thus  to  pick 
'  The  very  refufe  of  thofe  harveft-fields, 
'  Which  from  his  bounteous  friendihip  I  enjoy. 
'  Then  throw  that  fhameful  pittance  from  thy 

"  hand, 

"  But  ill  apply'd  to  fuch  a  rugged  talk ; 
"  The  fields,  the  mafter,  all,  my  fair,  are  thine ; 
"  If  to  the  various  blefllngs  which  thy  houfe 
"  Has  on  me  lavifh'd,  thou  wilt  add  that  blifs, 
"  That  deareft  blifs,  the  power  of  blefling  thee  !" 
Here  ceas'd  the  youth,  yet  ftill  his  fpeaking  eye 
Exprefs'd  the  facred  triumph  of  his  foul, 
With  confcious  virtue,  gratitude,  and  love, 
Above  the  vulgar  joy  divinely  rais'd. 
Nor  waited  he  reply.     Won  by  the  charm 
Of  goodnefs  irrefiftible,  and  all 
In  fweet  diforder  loft,  fhe  blufli'd  confent. 
The  news  immediate  to  her  mother  brought,          : 
While,  pierc'd   with  anxious  thought,  fhe  pin'd 
The  lonely  moments  for  Lavinia's  fate  ;        [away 
Amaz'd,  and  fcarce  believing  what  fhe  heard, 
Joy  feiz'd  her  wither'd  veins,  and  one  bright  gleam 
Of  fetting  life  fhone  on  her  evening  hours  : 
Not  lefs  enraptur'd  than  the  happy  pair  ; 
Who  flourifh'd  long  in  tender  blifs,  and  rear'd 
A  numerous  offspring,  lovely  like  themfelves, 
And  good,  the  grace  of  all  the  country  round, 

Defeating  oft  the  labours  of  the  year, 
The  fultry  fouth  collects  a  potent  blaft. 
At  firft,  the  groves  are  fcarcely  feen  to  ftir. 
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Their  trembling  tops ;  and  a  ftill  murmur  runs 
Along  the  fort-inclining  fields  of  corn. 
But  as  th'  aerial  tempeit  fuller  fwells, 
And  in  one  mighty  ftream,  invifiole. 
Immenfe,  the  whole  excited  atruofphere, 
Impetuous  rufhes  o'er  the  founding  world  : 
Strain'd  to  the  root,  the  Hooping  fortft  pouri 
A  ruftling  fhower  of  yei  untimely  leaves, 
Hi^h-beat,  the  circling  mountains  eddy  in, 
From  the  bare  wild,  the  diflipated  ftorm, 
And  fend  it  in  a  torrent  down  the  vale. 
Expos'd,  and  naked,  to  its  utmoft  rage, 
Through  all  the  fsa  of  harvelr.  rolling  round, 
The  billowy  plain  floats  wide;  nor  caa  evade, 
Though  pliant  to  the  Waft,  its  feizing  force  ; 
Or  whiii'd  in  air,  or  into  vacant  chaff 
Shook  \vafle.     And  ibmctimes  too  a  burft  of  rain, 
Swept  from  the  black  horizon,  broad,  defcends 
In  -r-.e  continuous  flood.     Still  over  head 
The  mingling  tempeft  weaves  its  gloom,  and  ftill 
The  deluge  deepens ;  till  the  fields  around 
Lie  funk,  and  flatted,  in  the  fordid  wave. 
Sudden,  the  ditches  fweil ;  the  meadows  fwim. 
Red,  from  the  hills,  innumerable  ftreams 
Tumultuous  roar  ;  and  high  ubove  its  banks 
The  river  lift ;  before  wr.ofe  rufhing  tide, 
Herds,  flocks,  and  harvefts,  cottages,  and  fwains, 
Roll  mingled  down  ;  all  that  the  winds  had  fpar'd 
In  one  wild  moment  ruin'd  ;  the  big  hopes, 
And  well-earn'd  treafures  of  the  painful  year. 
Fled  to  fome  eminence,  the  hufbandman 
Helplcfs  beholds  the  miferable  wreck 
Driving  along ;  his  drowning  ox  at  once 
Defcending,  with  his  labours  fcatter'd  round, 
He  fees  ;  and  inftant  o'er  his  fliivering  thought 
Comes  Winter  unprovidedr  and  a  train 
Of  clamant  children  dear.     Ye  mailers,  then, 
Be  mindful  of  the  rough  laborious  hand, 
That  finks  you  foft  in  elegance  and  eafe  ; 
Be  mindful  of  thofe  limbs  in  ruffet  clad, 
Whofe  toH  to  yours  is  warmth,  and  graceful  pride; 
And,  oh  !  be  mindful  of  that  fparing  board, 
Which  covers  yours  with  luxury  profufe, 
Makes  your  glafs  fparkle,  and  your  fenfe  rejoice  ! 
Nor  cruelly  demand  what  the  deep  rains 
And  all-involving  winds  have  fwept  away. 

Here  the  rude  clamour  of  the  fportfman's  joy, 
The  gun  fall-thundering,  and  the  winded  horn, 
Would  tempt  the  mufe  to  fmg  the  rural  game  : 
How,  in  his  mid-career,  the  fbaniel  flruck, 
Stiff,  by  the  tainted  gale,  with  open  nofe, 
Out-ftretch'd,  and  finely  fcnfible,  draws  full, 
Fearful,  and  cautious,  on  the  latent  prey  ; 
As  in  the  fun  the  circling  covey  bafk 
Their  varied  plumes,  and  watchful  every  way, 
Through  the  rough  ftubblc  turn  the  fecret  eye. 
Caught  in  the  mefliy  fnare,  in  vain  they  beat 
Their  idle  wings,  entangled  more  and  more : 
Nor  on  the  furgesof  the  boundlefs  air, 
Though  borne  triumphant,  are  they  fafe-;  the  gun, 
Glanc'd  juft,  and  fudden,  from  the  fowler's  eye 
O'ertakes  their  founding  pinions  ;  and  again, 
Immediate,  brings  them  from  the  towering  wing, 
Dead  to  the  ground ;  or  drives  them  wide-difpers'd, 
Wounded,  and  wheeling  various,  down  the  wind. 

Thefe  are  not  fubjecls  for  the  peaceful  mufe, 
Nor  will  fhe  ftain  with  fuch  her  fpotlefs  fong  ; 
Then  moft  delighted,  when  (he  facial  fees 


The  whole  mix'd  animal-creation  round, 
Alive,  and  happy.     'Tis  not  joy  to  her, 
This  falfely-cheerful  barbarous  game  of  death  ; 
This  rage  of  pleafure,  which  the  reftlefs  youthr 
Awakes,  impatient,  with  the  gleaming  morn  ; 
When  beafti  of  prey  retire,  that  all  night  long-, 
Urg'd  by  necefiity,  had  rang'd  the  dark, 
As  if  their  confcious  ravage  fhun'd  the  light, 
Afham'd.     Not  fo  the  ft  ady  tyrant  man, 
Who  with  the  thoughtlefs  infolence  of  power 
Inflam'd,  beyond  the  moft  infuriate  wrath 
Of  the  worft  monfter  that  e'er  roam'd  the  wafte, 
For  fport  alone  purfues  the  cruel  chafe, 
Amid  the  beamings  of  the  gentle  days. 
Upbraid,  ye  ravening  tribes,  our  wanton  rage, 
For  hunger  kindles  you,  and  lawlefs  want; 
But  laviin  fed,  in  Nature's  bounty  roli'd, 
To  joy  at  anguifli,  and  delight  in  blood, 
I*  what  your  horrid  boibms  never  knew. 

Poor  is  the  triumph  o'er  the  timid  hare  ! 
Scar'd  from  the  corn,  and  now  to  fome  lone  feat 
Retir'd  •-  the  rnihy  fen  ;  the  ragged  furze, 
StretchM  o'er  the  ftony  heath  ;  the  ftubble  chapt  J 
The  thiftly  lawn  ;  the  thick  entangled  broom  ; 
Of  the  fame  friendly  hue,  the  \vither' d  fern  ; 
The  fallow  ground  laid  open  to  the  fun, 
Conco6Uve  ;  and  the  nodding  fandy  bank, 
Hung  o'er  the  mazes  of  the  mountain  brook. 
Va,m  is  her  beft  precaution  ;  though  fae  fits 
Coaceal'd,  with  folded  ears  ;  unfleeping  eyes, 
By  Nature  rais'd  to  take  th'  horizon  in  ; 
And  head'  couch'd  clofe  betwixt  her  hairy  feet, 
In  a(3  to  fpring  away.     The  fcented  dew 
Betrays  her  early  labyrinth  ;  and  deep, 
In  fcatter'd  fullen  openings,  far  behind, 
With  every  breeze  fhe  hears  the  coming  ftorm* 
But  nearer,  aad  more  frequent,  as  it  loads 
The  fighing  gt'-le,  fhe  fprings  amaz'd,  and  all 
The  favage  foul  of  game  is  up  at  once : 
The  pack  full-opening,  various ;  the  fhrill  horn 
Refounded  from  the  Kills ;  the  neighing  fteed, 
Wild  for  the  chafe  ;  and  the  loud  hunter's  fhout; 
O'er  a  weak,  harmlefs,  flying  creature,  all 
Mix'd  in  mad  tumult,  and  difcordant  joy. 

The  flag,  too.fingled  from  the  herd,  where  long 
He  rang'd  the  branching  monarch  of  the  lhades, 
Before  the  tempeft  drives.     At  firft,  in  fpted 
He,  fprightly,  puts  his  faith  ;  and,  rous'd  by  fear, 
Gives  all  his  fwift  aerial  foul  to  flight ; 
Againft  the  breeze  he  darts,  that  way  the  more 
To  leave  the  leffening  murderous  cry  behind  : 
Deception  fhort !  though  fleeter  than  the  winds 
Blown  o'er  the  keen-air'd  mountains  by  the  north, 
He  burfts  the  thickets,  glances  through  the  glades,. 
And  plunges  deep  into  the  wildeft  wood  ; 
If  flow,  yet  fure,  adhefive  to  the  track 
Hot-fteaming,  up  behind  him  come  again 
Th'  inhuman  route,  and  from  the  fhady  deptli 
Expel  him,  circling  through  his  every  fhift. 
He  fweeps  the  foreft  oft ;  and  fobbing  fees 
The  glades,  mild  opening  to  the  golden  day ; 
Where,  in  kind  conteft,  with  his  butting  friends 
He  wont  to  ftruggle,  or  his  loves  enjoy. 
Oft  in  the  full-defcending  flood  he  tries 
To  lofe  the  fcent,  and  lave  his  burning  fides : 
Oft  feeks  the  herd  ;  the  watchful  herd,  alarm'd,- 
With  felfifh  care  avoid  a  brother's  woe. 

What  fhall  he  do  ?  His  once  fo  vivid  nerve?3 
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So  full  of  buoyant  fpirit,  now  no  more 

Infpire  the  courie  ;  but  fainting  breathlefs  toil, 

Sick,  feizes  on  his  heart :  he  (lands  at  bay  ; 

And  puts  his  lad  weak  refuge  in  defpair. 

The  big  round  tears  run  down  his  dappled  face ; 

He  groans  in  anguifh  ;  while  the  growling  pack, 

Blood-happy,  hang  at  his  fair  jutting  cheft, 

And  mark  his  beauteous  checker'd  fides  with  gore. 

Of  this  enough.     But  if  the  fylvan  youth, 
"Whofe  fervent  blood  boils  into  violence, 
Mufl  have  the  chafe  ;  behold,  defpifmg  flight, 
The  rous'd-up  lion,  refolute,  and  flow, 
Advancing  full  on  the  protended  fpear, 
And  coward-band,  that  circling  wheel  aloof. 
Slunk  from  die  cavern,  and  the  troubled  wood, 
See  the  grim  wolf ;  on  him  his  fhaggy  foe 
Vindictive  fix,  and  let  the  ruffian  die  : 
Or,  growling  horrid,  as  the  brindled  boar 
Grins  fell  definition,  to  the  monfter's  heart 
Let  the  dart  lighten  from  the  nervous  arm. 

.  Thefe  Britain  knows  not ;  give,  ye  Britons,  then 
Your  fportive  fury,  pitylefs,  to  pour 
Loofe  on  the  nightly  robber  of  the  fold  : 
Him,  from  his  craggy  winding  haunts  unearth'd, 
JjCt  all  the  thunder  of  the  chafe  purfue. 
Throw  the  bread  ditch  behind  you;  o'er  the  hedge 
High-bound,  refiftlefs  ;  nor  the  deep  rnorafs 
Refufe,  but  through  the  (baking  v/ildernefs 
Pick  your  nice  way  ;  into  the  perilous  flood 
Bear  fearlefs,  of  the  raging  inftinc"l  full ; 
And  as  you  ride  the  torrent,  to  the  banks 
Your  triumph  found  fonorous,  running  round, 
From  rock  to  rock,  in  circling  echoes  toft  ; 
Then  fcale  the  mountains  to  their  woody  tops ; 
Rufh  down  the  daHgerous  fteep :  and  o'er  the  lawn 
In  fancy  fwallowing  up  the  fpace  between, 
Pour  all  your  fpeed  into  the  rapid  game, 
For  happy  he  !   who  tops  the  wheeling  chafe ; 
Has  every  maze  evolv'd,  and  every  guile 
Difclos'd  ;  who  knows  the  merits  of  the  pack  ; 
"Who  faw  the  villain  feiz'd,  and  dying  hard, 
•Without  complaint,  though  by  an  hundred  mouths 
Relentlefs  torn  :   O  glorious  he,  beyond 
His  daring  peers !  when  the  retreating  horn 
Calls  them  to  ghoftly  halls  of  gray  renown, 
With  woodland  honours  grac'd  ;  the  fox's  fur, 
Depending  decent  from  the  roof ;  and  fpread 
Round  the  drear  walls,  with  antic  figures  fierce, 
The  flag's  large  front :  he  then  is  loudeft  heard, 
"When  the  night  ftaggers  with  feverer  toils, 
With  feats  Theffalian  Centaurs  never  knew, 
And  their  repeated  wonders  fhake  the  dome. 

But  firft  the  fuel'd  chimney  blazes  wide  ; 
The  tankards  foam  ;  and  the  ftrong  table  groans 
Beneath  the  fmoking  furloin,  flretch'd  immenfe 
From  fide  to  fide  ;  in  which,  with  defperate  knife, 
They  deep  incifion  make,  and  talk  the  while 
Of  England's  glory,  ne'er  to  be  defac'd 
While  hence  they  borrow  vigour  :  or  amain 
Into  the  pafty  plung'd,  at  intervals, 
If  ftomach  keen  can  intervals  allow, 
Relating  all  the  glories  of  the  chafe. 
Then  fated  Hunger  bids  his  brother  Thirft 
Produce  the  mighty  bowl ;  the  mighty  bowl, 
Swell'd  high  with  fiery  juice,  fteams  liberal  round 
A  potent  gale,  delicious  as  the  breath 
Of  Maia  to  the  love-fick  fhepherdefs, 
On.  violets  diffus'd,  while  foft  ftie  hears 


Her  panting  fhepherd  dealing  to  her  drms, 
Nor  wanting  is  the  brown  October,  drawn, 
Mature  and  perfect,  from  his  dark  retreat 
Of  thirty  years  ;  and  now  his  honefl  front 
Flames  in  the  light  refulgent,  not  afraid 
Ev'n  with  the  vineyard's  beft  produce  to  vie. 
To  cheat  the  thirfly  moments,  whift  a  while 
Walks  his  dull  round,  beneath  a  cloud  of  fmoke, 
Wreath' d,  fragrant,  from  the  pipe ;  or  the  quick 
In  thunder  leaping  from  the  box,  awake        [dice, 
The  founding  gammon  :  while  romp-loving  mifs 
Is  haul'd  about,  in  gallantry  robuft. 

At  laft  thefe  puling  idleneffes  laid 
Afide,  frequent  and  full,  the  dry  divan 
Clofe  in  firm  circle  ;  and  fet,  ardent,  in 
For  ferious  drinking.     Nor  evafion  fly, 
Nor  fober  fhift,  is  to  the  puking  wretch 
Indulg'd  apart ;  but  earneft,  brimming  bowls 
Lave  every  foul,  the  table  floating  round, 
And  pavement,  faithlefs  to  the  fuddled  foot. 
Thus  as  they  fwim  in  mutual  fwill,  the  talk, 
Vociferous  at  once  from  twenty  tongues, 
P.eels  faft   from   theme   to  theme ;   from  horfe.s, 
To  church  or  miftrefs,  politics  or  ghoft,     [hounds, 
In  endlefs  mazes,  intricate,  perplex'd. 
Meantime,  with  fuddcn-  interruption,  loud, 
Th'  impatient  catch  burfts  from  the  joyous  heart ; 
That  moment  touch'd  is  every  kindred  foul; 
And,  opening  in  a  full  mouth' d  cry  of  joy, 
The  laugh,  the  flap,  the  jocund  curfe,  go  round  ; 
While,  from  their  (lumbers  (hook,  the  kennel'd 
Mix  in  the  mufic  of  the  day  again.  [hounds 

As  when  the  tempeft,  that  has  vex'd  the  deep 
The  dark  night  long,  with  fainter  murmurs  falls : 
So  gradual  finks  their  mirth.   Their  feeble  tongues, 
Unable  to  take  up  the  cumbrous  word, 
Lie  quite  diflblv'd.     Before  their  maudlin  eyes, 
Seen  dim,  and  blue,  the  double  tapers  dance, 
Like  the  fun  wading  through  the  mifty  fey. 
Then  Hiding  foft,  they  drop.     Confus'd  above, 
Glaffes  and  bottles,  pipes  and  gazetteers, 
As  if  the  table  ev'n  itfelf  was  drunk, 
Lie  a  wet  broken  fcene  ;  and  wide,  below, 
Is  hcap'd  the  focial  (laughter  ;  where  aftridc 
The  lublf r  poivtr  in  filthy  triumph  fits, 
Slumberous,  inclining  frill  from  fide  to  fide, 
And  fteeps  them  drench'd  in  potent  deep  till  morn, 
Perhaps  fome  doctor,  of  tremendous  paunch, 
Awful  and  deep,  a  black  abyfs  of  drink, 
Outlives  them  all ;  and  from  his  bury'd  flock 
Retiring,  full  of  rumination  fad, 
Laments  the  weajtnefs  of  thefe  latter  times. 

But  if  the  rougher  lex  by  this  fierce  fport 
Is  hurried  wild,  let  not  fuch  horrid  joy 
E'er  ftain  the  bofom  of  the  Britiih  Fair.   . 
Far  be  the  fpirit  of  the  chafe  from  them  ! 
Uncomely  courage,  unbeieeming  (kill ; 
To  fpring  the  fence,  to  rein  the  prancing  deed  j 
The  cap,  the  whip,  the  mafculine  attire  ; 
In  which  they  roughen  to  the  fenfe,  and  all 
The  winning  foftnefs  of  their  fex  is  ioft. 
In  them  'tis  graceful  to  diflblve  at  woe  ; 
With  every  motion,  every  word,  to  wave 
Quick  o'er  the  kindling  cheek  the  ready  blufh  ^ 
And  from  the  (mailed  violence  to  (brink 
Unequal,  then  the  lovelieft  in  their  fears; 
And  by  this  filcnt  adulation,  foft, 
To  their  protection  more  engaging  man. 
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O  may  their  eyes  no  miferable  fight, 

Save  weeping  lovers,  lee  !  a  nobler  game, 

Through  love's  enchanting  wiles  purfued,  yet  fled, 

In  ch?.(e  ambiguous.     May  their  tender  limbs 

Float  in  the  loofe  firnpUcity  of  drefs  ! 

And,  fafhion'd  all  to  harmony,  alone 

Know  they  to  feize  the  captivated  foul, 

In  rapture  warbled  from  love-breathing  lips  ; 

To  teach  the  lute  to  languifli ;  with  fmooth  ftep, 

Difcloling  motion  in  its  every  charm, 

To  fwim  along,  and  fwell  the  mazy  dance  ; 

To  train  the  foliage  o'er  the  fnowy  lawn  ; 

To  guide  the  pencil,  turn  the  tuneful  page  ; 

To  lend  new  flavour  to  the  fruitful  year, 

And  heighten  Nature's  dainties :  in  their  race 

To  rear  their  graces  into  fecond  life  ; 

To  give  fociety  its  higheft  tafte ; 

Well-ordered  home  man's  befb  delight  to  make  ; 

And  by  fubmiflive  wifdom,  modeft  flail, 

With  every  gentle  care-eluding  art, 

To  raife  the  virtues,  animate  the  blifs, 

And  fweeten  all  the  toils  of  human  life  : 

This  be  the  female  dignity  and  praife. 

Ye  fwains,  now  halten  to  the  hazel  bank ; 
Where,  down  yon  dale,  the  wildly-winding  brook 
Falls  hoarfe  from  ftcep  to  fteep.     In  clofe  array, 
Fit  for  the  thickets,  and  the  tangling  fhrub,  , 
Ye  virgins  come.     For  you  their  lateft  fong 
The  woodlands  raife  ;  the  cluttering  nuts  for  you 
The  lover  finds  amid  the  fecret  made  ; 
And,  where  they  burnifh  on  the  topmoft  bough, 
With  active  vigour  crufhes  down  the  tree  ; 
Or  fhakes  them  ripe  from  the  refigning  huflc, 
A  gloffy  fhower,  and  of  an  ardent  brown, 
As  are  the  ringlets  of  Melinda's  hair  : 
Melinda  !  form'd  with  every  grace  complete, 
Yet  thefe  neglecting,  above  beauty  wife, 
And  far  tranfcending  fuch  a  vulgar  praife. 

Hence  from  the  bufy  joy-refounding  fields, 
In  cheerful  error,  let  us  tread  the  maze  • 
Of  Autumn,  unconfin'd  ;  and  tafte,  reviv'd, 
The  breath  of  orchard  big  with  bending  fruit. 
Obedient  to  the  breeze  and  beating  ray, 
From  the  deep-loaded  bough  a  mellow  fhower 
IncefTant  melts  away.     The  juicy  pear 
Lies,  in  a  foft  profufion,  fcatter'd  round. 
A  various  fweetnefs  fwells  the  gentle  race  ; 
By  Nature's  all-refining  hand  peprar'd  ; 
Of  temper'd  fun,  and  water,  earth,  and  air, 
In  ever-changing  compofition  mixt. 
Such,  falling  frequent  through  the  chiller  night 
The  fragrant  ftores,  the  wide-projected  heaps 
Of  apples,  which  the  lufty-handed  year, 
Innumerous,  o'er  the  blufhing  orchard  fhakes. 
A  various  fpirit,  frefh,  delicious,  keen, 
Dwells  in  their  gelid  pores ;  and,  active,  points 
The  piercing  cyder  for  the  thirfty  tongue : 
Thy  native  therne,  and  boon  infpirer  too, 
Phillips,  Pomona's  bard,  the  fecond  thou 
Who  nobly  durft,  in  rhyme-unfetter'd  vcrfe, 
With  Britifh  freedom  fing  the  Britifh  fong : 
How,  from  Silurian  vats,  high-fparkling  wines 
Foam  in  tranfparent  floods ;  fome  ftrong,  to  cheer 
The  wintery  revels  of  the  labouring  hind  ; 
And  tafteful  fome,  to  cool  the  i'ummer-hours. 

In  this  glad  feafon,  while  his  fweeteft  beams 
The  fun  fheds  equal  o'er  the  meeken'd  day ; 
Oh,  lofe  me  in  the  green  delightful 


Of,  Doddington,  thy  feat,  ferene,  and  plain  ; 
Where  fimple  Nature  reigns  ;  and  every  view, 
Diftuiive,  fpreads  the  pure  Dorfetian  downs, 
In  boundlefs  profpect :  yonder  fhagg'd  with  wood, 
Here  rich  with  harveft,  and  there  white  with  flocks  I 
Meantime  the  grandeur  of  thy  lofty  dome, 
Far-fplendid,  feizes  on  the  ravifh'd  eye. 
New  beauties  rife  with  each  revolving  day ; 
New  columns  fwell,  and  ftill  the  frefh  Spring  finds 
New  plants  to  quicken,  and  new  groves  to  green. 
Full  of  thy  genius  all !  the  mufes'  feat : 
Where  in  the  fecret  bower,  and  winding  walk, 
For  virtuous  Young  and  thee  they  twine  the  bay. 
Here  wandering  oft,  fir'd  with  the  reftlefs  thirft, 
Of  thy  applaufe,  I  folitary  court 
Th'  infpiring  breeze  :  and  meditate  the  book 
Of  nature  ever  open  :  aiming  thence, 
Warm  from  the  heart,  to  learn  the  moral  fong. 
Here,  as  I  fteal  along  the  funny  wall, 
Where  Autumn  balks,  with  fruit  empurpled  deep, 
My  pleafing  theme  continual  prompts  my  thoughti 
Prefents  the  downy  peach  ;  the  fhining  plumb  ; 
The  ruddy,  fragrant  nectarine  ;  and  dark, 
Beneath  his  ample  leaf,  the  lufcious  fig. 
The  vine  too  here  her  curling  tendrils  fhoots ; 
Hangs  out  her  clufters,  glowing  to  the  fouth  i 
And  fcarcely  wifhes  for  a  warmer  fky. 
Turn  we  a  moment  fancy's  rapid  flight 
To  vigorous  foils,  and  climes  of  fair  extent ; 
Where,  by  the  potent  fun,  elated  high, 
The  vineyard  fwells  refulgent  on  the  day  ; 
Spreads  o'er  the  vale ;  or  up  the  mountain  climbs^ 
Profufe  ;  and  drinks  amid  the  funny  rocks, 
From  cliff  to  cliff  increas'd,  the  heighten'd  blaze. 
Low  bend  the  weighty  boughs.  The  clufters  clear, 
Half  through  the  foliage  feen,  or  ardent  flame, 
Or  fhine  tranfparent ;  while  perfection  breathes 
White  o'er  the  turgent  film  the  living  dew. 
As  thus  they  brighten  with  exalted  juice, 
Touch'd  into  flavour  by  the  mingling  ray ; 
The  rural  youth,  and  virgins  o'er  the  field, 
Each  fond  for  each  to  cull  th'  autumnal  prime, 
Exulting  rove,  and  fpeak  the  vintage  nigh. 
Then  comes  the  crufhing  fwain ;  the  country  floats, 
And  foams  unbounded  with  the  mafhy  flood ; 
That  by  degrees  fermented  and  refin'd, 
Round  the  rais'd  nations  pours  the  cup  of  joy : 
The  claret  fmooth,  red  as  the  lip  we  prefs 
In  fparkling  fancy,  while  we  drain  the  bowl; 
The  mellow-tafted  Burgundy  ;  and  quick, 
As  is  the  wit  it  gives  ;  the  gay  Champagne. 

Now,  by  the  cool  declining  year  conclens'd, 
Defcend  the  copious  exhalations,  check'd 
As  up  the  middle  iky  unfeen  they  ftole, 
And  roll  the  doubling  fogs  around  the  hill. 
No  more  the  mountain,  horrid,  vafc,  fublime, 
Who  pours  a  fweep  of  rivers  from  his  fides, 
And  high  between  contending  kingdoms  rears 
The  rocky  long  divifion  fills,  the  view 
With  great  variety ;  but  in  a  night 
Of  gathering  vapour,  from  the  bafHed  fenfe 
Sinks  dark  and  dreary.     Thence  expanding  far, 
The  huge  dulk,  gradual,  fwallows  up  the  plain  : 
Vanilh  the  woods ;  the  dim-feen  river  feems 
Sullen,  and  flow,  to  roll  the  mifty  wave. 
Ev'n  in  the  height  of  noon  opprefl,  the  fun 
Sheds  weak,  and  blunt,  his  wide  refracted  ray ; 
Whence  glaring  oft,  •with  many  a  broadenM  orb, 
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He  frights  the  nations.     IndiftincT:  on  earth, 
Seen  through  the  turhid  air,  beyond  the  life 
Objects  appear  ;  and,  wilder'd,  o'er  the  waflc 
The..mepherd  ftalks  gigantic.     Till  at  laft 
"Wreath'd  dun  around,  in  deeper  circles  ftill 
Succefilve  clofing,  fits  the  general  fog 
Unbounded  o'er  the  world  ;  and,  mingling  thick, 
A  formlefs  gray  confufion  covers  all. 
As  when  of  old  (fo  fung  the  Hebrew  bard) 
Light,  uncollected,  through  the  chaos  urg'd 
Its  infant  way  ;  nor  order  yet  had  drawn 
His  lovely  train  from  out  the  dubious  gloom. 

Thefe  roving  mifts,  that  constant  now  begin 
To  fmoke  along  the  hilly  country,  thefe, 
"With  weighty  rains,  and  melted  Alpine  fnows, 
The  mountain-cifterns  fill,  thofe  ample  ftores 
O?  water,  fcoop'd  among  the  hollow  rocks ;  [play, 
Whence  gufh  the  ftreams,  the  ceafelcfs  fountains 
And  their  unfailing  wealth  the  rivers  draw. 
Some  fages  fay,  that,  where  the  numerous  wave 
For  ever  lafhes  the  refounding  fhore, 
I)rill'd  through  the  fandy  ftratum,  every  way, 
The  waters  with  the  fandy  ftratum  rife ; 
Amid  whofe  angles  infinitely  ftrain'd, 
They  joyful  leave  their  jaggy  falts  behind, 
And  clear  and  fweeten,  as  they  foak  along. 
Nor  ftops  the  reftlefs  fluid,  mounting  flill, 
Though  oft  amidft  th'  irriguous  vale  it  fprings  ; 
But  to  the  mountain  courted  by  the  fand, 
Tha:  leads  it  darkling  on  in  faithful  maze, 
Far  from  the  parent-main,  it  boils  again 
Frefh  into  day ;  and  all  the  glittering  hill 
Is  bright  with  fpoutihg  rills.     But  hence  this  vain 
Amuilve  dream !  why  mould  the  waters  love 
To  take  fo  far  a  journey  to  the  hills, 
'When  the  fweet  vallies  offer  to  their  toil 
Inviting  quiet,  and  a  nearer  bed  ? 
Or  if,  by  blind  ambition  led  aftray, 
They  mud  afpire  ;  v,-hy  mould  they  fudden  flop 
Among  the  broken  mountain's  ruftiy  dells, 
And,  ere  they  gain  its  higheft  peak,  defert 
Th'  attractive  fahd  that  charm'd  their  courfe  fo 
Betides,  the  hard  agglomerating  falts,  [long  ? 

The  fpoil  of  ages,  wou'd  impervious  choke 
Their  fecre-  channels ;  or,  by  flow  degrees, 
High  as  the  hills  protrude  the  fwelling  vales : 
Old  ocean  too,  fuck'd  through  the  porous  globe, 
Ha-'  ••  -no;  ere  now  fo*fook  his  horrid  bed, 
And  brought  Deucalion's  watery  times  again. 

Say  then,  where  lurk  the  vaft  eternal  fprings, 
That,  like  creat'ng  Nature,  lie  conceal'd 
From  morfal  eye,  yet  with  their  lavifh  ftores 
Refrefh  the  glob'%  and  all  its  joyous  tribes  ? 
O,  thou  pervading  genius,  given  to  man, 
To  trace  the  fecrets  of  the  dark  abyfs, 
O,  lay  the  mountains  bare  !  and  wide  difplay 
Their  hidden  firucture  to  th'  aftonifh'd  view  ! 
Strip  from  the  branching  Alps  their  piny  load ; 
The  huge  incumbrance  of  horrific  woods 
From  the  Afian  Taurus,  from  Imaus  ftretch'd 
Athwart  the  roving  Tartar's  fullea  bounds! 
Give  opening  Hemus  to  my  fearching  eye, 
And  high  Olympus  pouring  many  a  ftream  ! 
O,  from  the  founding  fummits  of  the  north, 
The  Dofrne  hill?,  through  Scandinavia  roll'd 
To  fartheO  Lapland  and  the  frozen  main; 
From  lofry  Caucafus,  far-feen  by  thofe 
IjVIio  in  the  Cafpian  and  black  Euxine  toil ; 
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From  cold  Riphean  rocks,  which  the  wild  Rufr 

Believes  thejlony  girdle  *  of  the  world  ; 

And  all  the  dreadful  mountains,  wrapt  in  florin, 

Whence  wide  Siberia  draws  her  lonely  floods  ; 

O,  fweep  th'  eternal  fnows !  hung  o'er  the  deep 

That  ever  works  beneath  his  founding  bafe, 

Bid  Atlas,  propping  heaven,  as  poets  feign, 

His  fubterranean  wonders  fpread !  unveil 

The  miny  caverns,  blazing  on  the  day, 

Of  Abyfiinia's  cloud  compelling  cliffs, 

And  of  the  bending  Mountains  f  of  the  Moon  ! 

O'ertopping  all  thefe  giant  fons  of  earth, 

Let  the  dire  Andes,  from  the  radiant  line 

Stretch'd  to  the  ftormy  feas  that  thunder  round 

The  fouthern  pole,  their  hideous  deeps  unfold  ! 

Amazing  f'cene  !  Behold  !  the  glooms  difcloic, 

I  fee  the  rivers  in  their  infant  beds  ! 

Deep,  deep  I  hear  them,  labouring  to  get  free  f 

I  fee  the  leaning  flrata,  artful  rang'd  ; 

The  gaping  fiflures  to  receive  the  rains, 

The  melting  fnows,  and  ever-dripping  fogs. 

Strow'd  bibulous  above  I  fee  the  fands, 

The  pebbly  gravel  next,  the  layers  then 

Of  mingled  moulds,  of  more  retentive  earths, 

The  gutter'd  rbcks,  and  mazy-running  clefts ; 

That,  while  the  ftealing  moifture  they  tranfmit, 

Retard  its  motion,  and  forbid  its  wafte. 

Beneath  th'  inceflant  weeping  of  thefe  drains, 

I  fee  the  rocky  fyphons  flretch'd  immenfe, 

The  mighty  refervoirs,  of  harden'd  chalk, 

Or  ftiff  compacted  clay,  capacious  form'd. 

O'erflowing  thence,  the  congregated  ftores, 

The  cryftal  treafures  of  the  liquid  world, 

Through  the  ftirr'd  fands  a  bubbling  pafiagc  burfl  $ 

And  fwelling  out,  around  the  middle  fteep, 

Or  from  the  bottoms  of  the  bofom'd  hills, 

In  pure  effufion  flow.     United,  thus, 

Th'  exhaling  fun,  the  vapour-burden'd  air, 

The  gelid  mountains,  that  to  rain  condens'd 

Thefe  vapours  in  continual  current  draw, 

And  fend  them  o'er  the  fair-divided  earth, 

In  bounteous  rivers  to  the  deep  again, 

A  focial  commerce  hold,  and  firm  fupport 

The  full-adjufted  harmony  of  things. 

When  Autumn  fcatters  his  departing  gleams, 
Warn'd  of  approaching  Winter,  gather'd,  play 
The  fwallow-people  ;  and  tofs'd  wide  around, 
O'er  the  calm  fky,  in  convolution  fwift, 
The  feather'd  eddy  floats ;  rejoicing  once, 
Ere  to  their  wintery  flumbers  they  retire ; 
In  clutters  clung,  beneath  the  mouldering  bank, 
And  where,  unpierc'd  by  froft,  the  cavern  fvveats* 
Or  rather  into  warmer  climes  convey'd, 
With  other  kindred  birds  of  feafon,  there 
They  twitter  cheerful,  till  the  vernal  months 
Invite  them  welcome  back  ;  for,  thronging,  now 
Innumerous  wings  are  in  commotion  all.      f 

Where  the  Rhine  lofes  his  majeftic  force 
In  Belgian  plains,  won  from  the  raging  deep, 
By  diligence  amazing,  and  the  ftrong 
Unconquerable  hand  of  liberty, 


*  Tf>e  MufctmHet  call  the  Riphean  Mountains 
likl  Camenypoys,  that  is,  the  great  ftony  girdle 
caiife  they  fuppofn  them  to  encomfafs  tbt  luho^ 

f  A    range  of  mountains  in   Afri«t  ti' 
(tlnisfl  all  M«nom:tapa. 
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The  {lork-^fTembry  meets ;  for  many  a  day, 
Confulting  deep,  and  various,  ere  they  take 
Their  arduous  voyage  through  the  liquid  iky.    . 
And  now  their  rout,  defign'd,  their  leaders  chofe, 
Their  tribes  adjufted,  clean'd  their  vigorous  wings ; 
And  many  a  circle,  many  a  fhort  eflay, 
Wheel'd  round  and  round,  in  congregation  full 
The  figur'd  flight  afcends  ;  and,  riding  high 
The  aerial  billows,  mixes  with  the  clouds. 

Or  where  the  northeni  ocean,  in  vaft  whirls, 
Boils  round  the  naked  melancholy  ifles 
Of  faireft  Thule,  and  th'  Atlantic  furge 
Pours  in  among  the  flormy  Hebrides ; 
Who  can  recount  what  transmigrations  there 
Arc  annual  made  ?  what  nations  come  and  go  ? 
And  how  the  living  clouds  on  clouds  arife  ? 
Infinite  wings !  till  all  the  plume-dark  air 
And  rude  refounding  more  are  one  wild  cry. 

Here  the  plain  harmlefs  native  his  fmall  flock, 
And  herd  diminutive  of  many  hues, 
Tends  on  the  little  ifland's  verdant  fwell, 
The  fhepherd's  fea-girt  reign  ;  or,  to  the  rocks 
Dire-clinging,  gathers  his  ovarious  food  ; 
Or  fweeps  the  fifhy  fuore  ;  or  treafures  up 
The  plumage,  rifmg  full,  to  form  the  bed 
Of  luxury.     And  here  a  while  the  mufe, 
High  hovering  o'er  the  broad  cerulean  fcene, 
Sees  Caledonia,  in  romantic  view  •. 
Her  airy  mountains,  from  the  waving  main, 
Inverted  with  a  keen  diffufive  fky, 
Breathing  the  foul  acute  ;  her  foreftshugej 
Incult,  robuft,  and  tall,  by  Nature's  hand 
Planted  of  old ;  her  azure  lakes  between, 
Pour'd  out  extenfive,  and  of  watery  wealth 
Full ;  winding  deep,  and  green,  her  fertile  vales; 
With  many  a  cool  trahflucent  brimming  flood 
Wafh'd  lovely  from  the  Tweed  (pure  parent Jlrtam 
Whofe  paftoral  banks  firfl  heard  my  Doric  reed, 
With,  fylvan  Jed,  thy  tributary  brook) 
To  where  the  north-inflated  tempeft  foams 
O'er  Orca's  or  Betubium's  .higheft  peak  :  (I  Afr^  •  /. 
Nurfe  of  a  people^  in  misfortune's  fchool  /3. 

Train'd  up  to  hardy  deeds;  foon  vifited 
By  learning,  when  before  the  Gothic  rage 
She  took  her  weftern  flight.     A  manly  race, 
Qf  urifubmitting  fpirit,  wife,  and  brave  ; 
Who  ftill  through  bl  eding  ages  ftruggled  hard^ 
(As  well  Unhappy  Wallace  can  atteft, 
Great  patriot-hero  !  ill-requited  chief !) 
To  hold  a  generous  undiminifh'd  ftate  ; 
Too  much  in  vain  !  Hence  of  unequal  bounds 
Impatient,  and  by  tempting  glory  borne 
O'er  every  land,  for  every  land  their  life 
Has  flow'd  profufe,  their  piercing  genius  plann'd, 
And  fwell'd  the  pomp  of  peace  their  faithful  toil. 
As  from  their  own  clear  north,  in  radiant  ftreams, 
Bright  over  Europe  burfts  the  boreal  morn. 

Oh,  is  there  not  fome  patriot,  in  whofe  power 
That  beft,  that  godlike  luxury  is  plac'd, 
Of  blefling  thouiands,  thoTifands  yet  unborn, 
Through  late  poflerity  ?  fome,  large  of  foul, 
To  cheer  dejedted  induflry  ?  to  give 
A  double  harveft  to  the  pining  fwain  ? 
And  teach  the  labouring  hind  the  fweets  of  toil  ? 
How,  by  the  fineft  art,  the  native  robe 
To  weave  ;  how,  white  as  Hyperborean  fnow, 
To  form  the  lucid  lawn ;   with  venturous  oar 
How  to  dafh  wide  the  billow ;  nor  look  on, 


Shamefully  paflive;  while  Batavian  fleets 

Defraud  us  of  the  glittering  finny  fwarms, 

That  heave  our  friths,  ar.l  crowd  upon  our  fhores  j 

How  all-enlivening  trade  to  rou£e,  and  \ving 

The  profperous  fail  from  every  growing  port, 

Uninjur'd,  round  the  fea-encircled  globe  ; 

And  thus,  in  foul  united  as  in  name, 

Bid  Britain  reign  the  rr,iftrefs  of  the  deep  ? 

Yes,  there  are  fuch.     And  full  on  thee,  Argyll, 
Her  hope,  her  ft  ay,  her  darling,  and  her  boaft, 
From  her  firfl  patriots  and  her  hoi  o?s  fprung, 
Thy  fond  imploring  country  turns  her  eye; 
In  thee,  with  all  a  mother's  triumph,  fees 
Her  every  virtue,  every  grace  combin'd, 
Her  genius,  wifdom,  her  engaging  turn, 
H?r  pride  of  honour,  and  her  courage  try'd, 
Calm,  and  intrepid,  in  the  very  throat 
Of  fulphurous  war,  on  Tenier's  dreadful  field. 
Nor  lefs  the  palm  of  peace  inwreathes  tliy  brow  ; 
For,  powerful  as  thy  fword,.  from  thy  rich  tongue 
Perfuafion  flows,  and  wins  the  high  debate  ; 
While  rnix'd  in  thee  combine  the  charm  of  youth, 
The  force  of  manhood,  and  the  depth  of  age. 
Thee,  Forbes,  too,  whom  every  worth  attends, 
As  truth  fincere,  as  weeping  friendship  kind, 
Thee,  truly  generous,  and  in  filcnce  great, 
Thy  country  feels  through  her  reviving  arts, 
Plann'd  by  thy  wifdcm,  by  thy  foul  inform' d  ; 
And  frldom  has  fhe  known  a  friend  like  thee. 

But  fee  the  fading  many-coloured  woods, 
Shade  deepening  over  fhade,  the  country  round 
Imbrown  ;  a  crowded  umbrage,  dufk,  and  dun, 
Of  every  hue,  from  wan-declining  green 
To  footy  dark.     Thefe  now  the  lonefome  mule, 
Lbw-whifpering,  lead  into  their  leaf-flrown  walks, 
And  give  the  feafon  in  its  latcft  view. 

Meantime,  light-fhadowing  all,  a  fober  calm 
Fleeces  unbounded  ether  ;  whofe  leaft  wave 
Stands  tremulous,  uncertain  where  to  turn 
The  gentle  current :  while  illumiu'd  wide, 
The  dewy-fkirted  clouds  imbibe  the  fun, 
And  through  their  lucid  veil  his  foften'd  force 
Shed  o'er  the  peaceful  world.     Then  is  the  time 
For  thofe  whom  wifdom  and  whom  Nature  charm, 
To  fteal  themfelves  from  the  degenerate  crowd, 
And  foar  above  this  little  fccne  of  things ; 
To  tread  low-tho-ughted  vice  beneath  their  feet ; 
To  foothe  the  throbbing  paffions  irro  peace  ; 
And  woo  lone  Qmet  in  her  filent  walks. 

Thus  folitary,  and  in  penfive  £uife, 
Oft  let  me  wander  o'er  the  ruffet  mead, 
And  through  the  fadden'd  grove,  where  fcarce  is 

heard 

One  dying  ftrain,  to  cheer  the  woodman's  toil. 
Haply  fome  widow' d  fongfler  pours  his  plaint, 
Far,  in  faiht  warblings,  through  the  tawny  copfc. 
While  congregated  thrufhes,  linnets,  larks, 
And  each  wild  throat,  whofe  artlefs  ftrains  fo  late 
Swell' d  all  the  mufic  of  the  fwarming  fhadei, 
Robb'd  of  their  tuneful  fouls,  now  fhiveving  fit 
On  the  dead  tree,  a  dull  defpondent  flock  ; 
With  not  a  brightnefs  waving  o'er  their  plumes, 
And  nought  fave  chattering  difcord  in  their  note. 
O,  let  not,  aim'd  from  fome  inhuman  eye, 
The  gun  the  mufic  of  the  coming  year 
Deftroy  ;  and  harmlefs,  unfufpecUng  harm, 
Lay  the  weak  tribes  a  miferable  prey, 
In  mingled  murder,  fluttering  on  the  ground ! 
Oij 
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The  pale  defcendiflg  year,  yet  pleafmg  Hill, 
A  gentler  mood  infpires ;  for  now  the  leaf 
Inceflant  ruftles  from  the  mournful  grove  ; 
Oft  flartling  fuch  as,  ftudious,  walk  below, 
And  flowly  circles  through  the  waving  air. 
But  fhould  a  quicker  breeze  among  the  boughs 
Sob,  o'er  the  fky  the  leafy  deluge  ftreams  ; 
Till  chok'd,  and  matted  with  the  dreary  fhower, 
The  foreft-walks,  at  every  rifmg  gale, 
Roll  wide  the  wither'd  wafte,  and  whiftle  bleak. 
Pled  is  the  bla-fted  verdure  of  the  fields  ; 
And,  fhrunk  into  their  beds,  the  flowery  race 
Their  funny  robes  refign.     Ev'n  what  remain'd 
Of  ftronger  fruits  falls  from  the  naked  tree  ; 
And  woods,  fields,  gardens,  orchards,  all  around 
The  defolated  profpecl:  thrills  the  foul. 

He  comes !  he  comes  !  in  every  breeze  the  power 
Of  philofophic  melancholy  comes  ! 
His  near-approach  the  fudden  ftarting  tear, 
The  glowing  cheek,  the  mild  dejected  air, 
The  foften'd  feature,  and  the  beating  heart, 
Pierc'd  deep  with  many  a  virtuous  pang,  declare. 
O'er  all  the  foul  his  facred  influence  breathes  ! 
Inflames  imagination  ;  through  the  breafl 
Infufes  every  tendernefs  ;  and  far 
Beyond  dim  earth  exalts  the  fwelling  thought. 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  fleet  ideas,  fuch 
As  never  mingled  with  the  vulgar  dream, 
Crowd  faft  into  the  mind's  creative  eye. 
As  faft  the  correfpondent  paflions  rife, 
As  varied,  and  as  high  :  Devotion  rais'd         * 
To  rapture,  and  divine  aftonifhment ; 
The  love  of  nature  unconfin'd,  and,  chief, 
Of  human  race  ;  the  large  ambitious  wifh, 
To  make  them  bleft  ;  the  figh  for  fuffering  worth 
Loft  in  obfcurity  ;  the  noble  fcorn 
Of  tyrant  pride ;  the  fearlefs  great  refolve  ; 
The  wonder  which  the  dying  patriot  draws, 
Infpiring  glory  through  remoteft  time  ; 
Th'  awaken' d  throb  for  virtue,  and  for  fame  ; 
The  fympathies  of  love,  and  friendfhip  dear ; 
With  all  the  facial  offspring  of  the  heart. 

Oh,  bear  me  to  vaft  embowering  fhades, 
To  twilight  groves,  and  vifionary  vales  ; 
To  weeping  grottoes,  and  prophetic  glooms  ; 
"Where  angel  forms  athwart  the  folemn  duflc 
Tremendous  fweep,  or  feem  to  fweep  along  ; 
And  voices  more  than  human,  through  the  void 
Deep-founding,  feize  th'  enthufiaftic  ear  ! 

Or  is  this  gloom  too   much  ?    Then   lead,  ye 
That  o'er  the  garden  and  the  rural  feat     [powers, 
Prefide,  which  fhming  through  the  cheerful  land 
In  countlefs  numbers  bleft  Britannia  fees  ; 
O,  lead  me  to  the  wide  extended  walks, 
The  fair  majeftic  paradife  of  Stowe  *  ! 
No:  Perfian  Cyrus  on  Ionia's  fhore 
E'er  faw  fuch  fylvan  fcenes ;  fuch  various  art 
By  genius  fir'd,  fuch  ardent  genius  tam'd 
By  cool  judicious  art ;  that,  in  the  ftrife, 
All-beauteous  Nature  fears  to  be  outdone. 
And  'here,  O  Pitt,  thy  country's  early  boaft, 
There  let  me  fit  beneath  the  fhelter'd  Hopes, 
Or  in  that  f  Temple  where,  in  future  times, 
Thou  well  {halt  merit  a  diftinguilh'd  name; 

*   The  feat  of  the  Lord  Fif count  Cobban. 
f  The  Temple  of  Virtue  in  Stowe  Gardens* 


And,  with  thy  conVerfe  bleft,  catch  the  laft  fmile* 
Of  Autumn  beaming  o'er  the  yellow  woods. 
While  there  with  thee  th'  enchanted  round  I  walk, 
The  regulated  wild,  gay  fancy  then 
Will  tread  in  thought,  the  groves  of  Attic  land ; 
Will  from  thy  ftandard  tafte  refine  her  own, 
Correct  her  pencil  to  the  pureft  truth 
Of  Nature,  or,  the  unimpaflion'd  fhades 
Forfaking,  raife  it  to  the  human  rr.ind. 
Or  if  hereafter  fhe,  vt'tfhjnjler  hand, 
Shall  draw  the  tragic  fcene,  inftru6t  her  thou, 
To  mark  the  varied  movements  of  the  heart, 
What  every  decent  character  requires, 
And  every  paflion  fpeaks  :  O,  through  her  ftraifl 
Breathe  thy  pathetic  eloquence  !  that  moulds 
Th'  attentive  fenate,  charms,  perfuades,  exalts, 
Of  honeft  zeal  th'  indignant  lightning  throws, 
And  fhakes  corruption  on  her  venal  throne. 
While  thus  we  talk,  and  through  Elyfian  vales 
Delighted  rove,  perhaps  a  figh  efcapes  : 
What  pity,  Cobham,  thou  thy  verdant  files 
Of  order' d  trees  fhouldft  here  inglorious  range, 
Inftead  of  fquadrons  flaming  o'er  the  field, 
And  long  embattled  hofts !  when  the  proud  foe, 
The  faithlefs  vain  difturber  of  mankind, 
Infulting  Gaul,  has  rous'd  the  world  to  war  ; 
When  keen,  once  more,  within  their  bounds  to  prefs 
Thofe  polifh'd  robbers,  thofe  ambitious  flaves, 
The  Britifh  youth  would  hail  thy  wife  command, 
Thy  temper* d  ardor,  and  thy  veteran  (kill. 

The  weftern  fun  withdraws  the  fhorten'd  day ; 
And  humid  evening,  gliding  o'er  the  fky, 
In  her  chill  progrefs,  to  the  ground  condens'd 
The  vapours  throws.  Where  creeping  waters  ooze, 
Where  marfhes  ftagnate,  and  where  rivers  wind, 
Clufter  the  rolling  fogs,  and  fwim  along 
The  dufky-mantled  lawn.     Mean-while  the  moon 
Full-orb'd,  and  breaking    through   the   fcatter'd 

clouds, 

Shows  her  broad  vifage  in  the  crimfon'd  eaft. 
Turn'd  to  the  fun  dire6t,  her  fpotted  difk, 
Where  mountain's  rife,  umbrageous  dales  defcend, 
And  caverns  deep,  as  optic  tube  defcries, 
A  fmaller  earth,  gives  us  his  blaze  again, 
Void  of  its  flame,  and  fheds  a  fofter  day. 
Now  through  the  pafling  cloud  fhe  feems  to  ftoop, 
Now  up  the  pure  cerulean  rides  fublime. 
Wide  the  pale  deluge  floats,  and  ftreaming  mild 
O'er  the  fky'd  mountain  to  the  fhadewy  vale, 
While  rocks  and  floods  reflect  the  quivering  gleam, 
The  whole  air  whitens  with  a  boundlefs  tide 
Of  filver  radiance,  trembling  round  the  world. 

But  when  half  blotted  from  the  fky  her  light, 
Fainting,  permits  the  ftarry  fires  to  burn 
With  keener  luftre  through  the  depth  of  heaven ; 
Or  near  extind:  her  deaden'd  orb  appears, 
And  fcarce  appears,  of  fickly  teamlefs  white  ; 
Oft  in  this  feafon,  filent  from  the  north 
A  blaze  of  meteors  fhoots  :  enfweeping  firft 
The  lower  fkies,  they  all  at  once  converge 
High  to  the  crown  of  heaven,  and  all  at  once 
Rekpfing  quick  as  quickly  reafcend, 
And  mix,  and  thwart,  extinguifh,  and  renew, 
All  ether  courfing  in  a  maze  of  light. 

From  look  to  look,  contagious  through  the  crowd, 
The  panic  runs,  and  into  wondrous  fliapes 
Th'  appearance  throws  :  armies  in  meet  array, 
Throng'd  with  aerial  fpears  and  ftceds  of  fire ; 
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Till  the  long  lines  of  full-extended  war 

In  bleeding  fight  commixt,  the  fanguine  flood 

Rolls  a  broad  flaughter  o'er  the  plains  of  heaven. 

As  thus  they  fcan  the  vifionary  fcene, 

On  all  fides  fvvell  the  fuperftitious  din, 

Incontinent ;  and  bufy  frenzy  talks 

Of  blood  and  battle  ;  cities  overtnrn'd, 

And  late  at  night  in  fwallowing  earthquake  funk, 

Or  hideous  wrapt  in  fierce  afcending  flame  ; 

Of  fallow  famine,  inundation,  ftorm  ; 

Of  peftilence,  and  every  great  diftrefs ; 

Empires  fubvers'd,  when  ruling  fate  has  ftruck 

Th'  unalterable  hour:  ev'n  Nature's  felf 

Is  deem'd  to  totter  on  the  brink  of  time. 

Not  fo  the  man  of  philofophic  eye, 

And  infped;  fage  ;  the  waving  brightnefs  he 

Curious  furveys,  inquifitive  to  know 

The  caufes,  and  materials,  yet  unfix'd, 

Of  this  appearance  beautiful  and  new. 

Now  black,  and  deep,  the  night  begins  to  fall, 
A  {hade  immenfe.     Sunk  in  the  quenching  gloom, 
Magnificent  and  vaft,  are  heaven  and  earth. 
Order  confounded  lies ;  all  beauty  void ; 
Diftintftion  loft ;  and  gay  variety 
One  univerfal  blot :  fuch  the  fair  power 
Of  light,  to  kindle  and  create  the  whole. 
Drear  is  the  ftate  of  the  benighted  wretch, 
Who  then,  bewilder'd,  wanders  through  the  dark, 
Full  of  pale  fancies,  and  chimeras  huge ; 
Nor  vifited  by  one  directive  ray, 
From  cottage  ftreaming,  or  from  airy  hall. 
Perhaps,  impatient  as  he  ftumbles  on, 
Struck  from  the  root  of  flimy  ruihes,  blue, 
The  wild-fire  fcatters  round,  or  gather'd  trails 
A  length  of  flame  deceitful  o'er  the  mofs : 
Whither  decoy'd  by  the  fantaftic  blaze, 
Now  loft,  and  now  renew'd,  he  finks  abforpt, 
Rider  and  horfe,  amid  the  miry  gulf : 
While  ftill,  from  day  to  day,  his  pining  wife 
And  plaintive  children  his  return  await, 
In  wild  conjecture  loft.     At  other  times, 
Sent  by  the  better  genius  of  the  night, 
Innoxious,  gleaming  on  the  horfe's  mane, 
The  meteor  fits ;  and  fhows  the  narrow  path, 
That  winding  leads  through  pits  or"  death,  or  elfe 
Inftru&s  him  how  to  take  the  dangerous  ford. 

The  lengthen'd  night  elaps'd,  the  morning  Ihines 
Serene,  in  all  her  dewy  beauty  bright, 
Unfolding  fair  the  laft  autumnal  day. 
And  now  the  mounting  fun  difpels  the  fog ; 
The  rigid  hoar-froft  melts  before  his  beam  ; 
And  hung  on  every  fpray,  on  every  blade 
Of  grafs,  the  myriad  dew-drops  twinkle  round. 

Ah,  fee,  where  robb'd,  and  murder'd,  in  that  pit 
Lies  the  ftill  heaving  hive  !  at  evening  fnatch'd, 
Beneath  the  cloud  of  guilt-concealing  night, 
And  fix'd  o'er  fulphur  :  while,  not  dreaming  ill, 
The  happy  people,  in  their  waxen  cells, 
Sat  tending  public  cares,  and  planning  fchemes 
Of  temperance,  for  Winter  poor  ;  rejoic'd 
To  mark,  full  flowing  round,  their  copious  (lores. 
Sudden  the  dark  opprefllve  fleam  afcends  ; 
And,  us'd  to  milder  fcents,  the  tender  race, 
By  thoufands,  tumble  from  their  honey'd  domes, 
Convolv'd,  and  agonizing  in  the  duft. 
And  was  it  then  for  this  you  roam'd  the  Spring, 
Intent  from  flower  to  flower  ?  for  this  you  toil'd 
Ceafclefs  the  burning  Summer-heats  away  ? 


For  this  in  Autumn  fearch'd  the  blooming  wafte, 
Nor  loft  one  funny  gleam  ?  for  this  fad  fate  ? 
O,  man  !  tyrannic  lord !  how  long,  how  long, 
Shall  proftrate  nature  groan  beneath  your  rage, 
Awaiting  renovation  ?  when  oblig'd, 
Muft  you  deftroy  ?  Of  their  ambrofial  food 
Can  you  not  borrow;  and,  in  juft  return, 
Afford  them  fhelter  from  the  wiritery  winds  ? 
Or,  as  the  fharp  year  pinches,  with  their  own 
Again  regale  them  on  fome  fmiling  day  ? 
See  where  the  ftony  bottom  of  their  town 
Looks  defolate,  and  wild ;  with  here  and  there 
A  helplefs  number,  who  the  ruin'd  ftate 
Survive,  lamenting  weak,  caft  out  to  death. 
Thus  a  proud  city,  populous  and  rich, 
Full  of  the  works  of  peace,  and  high  in  joy, 
At  theatre  or  feaft,  or  funk  in  fleep, 
(As  late,  Palermo,  was  thy  fate)  is  feiz'd 
By  fome  dread  earthquake,  and  convulfive  hurl'd 
Sheer  from  the  black  foundation,  ftench  involv'da 
Into  a  gulf  of  blue  fulphureous  flame. 

Hence  every  harfher  fight !  for  now  the  day, 
O'er  heaven  and  earth  diffus'd,  grows  warm,  and 
Infinite  fplendor  !  wide  invefting  all.  [high, 

How  ftill  the  breeze  !  fave  what  the  filmy  threads 
Of  dew  evaporate  brufhes  from  the  plain. 
How  clear  the  cloudlefs  fky  !  how  deeply  ting'd 
With  a  peculiar  blue  !  th'  ethereal  arch 
How  fwell'd  immenfe !  amid  whofe  azure  thron'd 
The  radiant  fun  how  gay  !  how  calm  below 
The  gilded  earth  !  the  harveft-treafures  all 
Now  gather'd  in,  beyond  the  rage  of  ftorms, 
Sure  to  the  fwain  ;  the  circling  fence  fhut  up  ; 
And  inftant  Winter's  utmoft  rage  defy'd. 
While,  loofe  to  feftive  joy,  the  country  round 
Laughs  with  the  loud  fincerity  of  mirth,     [youth,, 
Shook  to  the  wind  their  cares.     The  toil-ftrung 
By  the  quick  fenfe  of  mufic  taught  alone, 
Leaps  wildly  graceful  in  the  lively  dance. 
Her  every  charm  abroad,  the  village-toaft, 
Young,  buxom,  warm,  in  native  beauty  rich, 
Darts  not  unmeaning  looks ;  and,  where  her  eye 
Points  an  approving  fmile,  with  double  force, 
The  cudgel  rattles,  and  the  wreftler  twines. 
Age  too  fhines  out ;  and,  garrulous,  recounts 
The  feats  of  youth.    Thus  they  rejoice  ;  nor  think 
That,  with  to-morrow's  fun,  their  annual  toil 
Begins  again  the  never-ceafing  round. 

Oh,  knew  he  but  his  happinefs,  of  men 
The  happieft  he  !  who,  far  from  public  rage, 
Deep  in  the  vale,  with  a  choic:feiv  retir'd, 
Drinks  the  pure  pleafures  of  the  rural  life,     [gate, 
What  though  the  dome  be  wanting,  whofe  proud 
Each  morning,  vomits  out  the  fneaking  crowd 
Of  flatterers  falfe,  and  in  their  turn  abus'd  ? 
Vile  intercourfe !  What  though  the  glittering  robe, 
Of  every  hue  reflected  light  can  give, 
Or  floating  loofe,  or  ftiff  with  mazy  gold, 
The  pride  and  gaze  of  fools!   opprefs  him  not  ? 
What  though,  from  utmoft  land  and  fea  punrey'd, 
For  him  each  rarer  tributary  life 
Bleeds  not,  and  his  infatiate  table  heaps 
With  luxury  and  death  ?  what  though  his  bowl 
Flames  not  with  coftly  juice  :  nor  funk  in  beds, 
Oft  of  gay  care,  he  tofles  out  the  night, 
Or  melts  the  thoughtlefs  hours  in  idle  ftate  ? 
What  though  he  knows  not  thofe  fantaftic  joys. 
That  ftill  amufe  the  wanton,  ftill'decdve  j 
O  iij 
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A  face  of  pleaftire,  but  a  heart  of  pain ; 

Their  hollow  moments  un delighted  all? 

Sure  peace  is  his;  a  folid  life,  eilrang'd 

To  disappointment,  and  fallacious  hope  : 

Rich  in  content,  in  nature's  bounty  rich, 

In  herbs  and  fruits ;  whatever  greens  the  Spring, 

When  heaven  defcends  in  fhowers  j  or  bends  the 

bough 

When  Summer  redden$>  and  when  Autumn  beams; 
Or  in  thr  v  '•nirsy  glebe  whatever  lies 
Coac.cd'd,  u.nd  f:     JHS  with  the  richeft  fap  : 
Thefe  are  not  \yanting  :  nor  the  milky  drove,, 
Luxuriant,  fpread  e'er  all  the  lowing  vale  ; 
Nor  bleating  mountains;  nor  the  chide  or  flreams, 
An  !  hum  of  bees,  inviting  fleep  fincere 
Into  the  guiltlels  breaft,  beneath  the  fhade, 
Or  thrown  at  large  amid  the  fragrant  hay  ; 
Nor  aught  be  fides  of  profpecl,  grove,  or  fong, 
Dim  grottoes,  gleaming  lakes,  and  fountains  clear. 
Here  too  dwells  fimple  truth  ;  plain  innocence ; 
Unfullied  beauty  ;  found  unbroken  youth, 
Patient  of  labour,  with  a  little  pleas'd «, 
Health  ever  blooming  ;  unambitious  toil ; 
Calm  contemplation,  and  poetic  cafe. 

Let  others  brave  the  flood  in  queft  of  gain, 
And  beat,  for  joylefs  months,  the  gloomy  wave. 
Let  fuch  as  deem  it  glory  to  deftroy, 
Rufh  into  blood,  the  fack  of  cities  feek ; 
Unpierc'd,  exulting  in  the  widow's  wail, 
The  virgin's  fhriek,  and  infant's  trembling  cry. 
Let  fome  far  diftant  from  their  native  foil, 
Urg'd  or  by  want  or  harden'd  avarice, 
Find  other  lands  beneath  another  fun. 
Let  this  through  cities  work  his  eager  way, 
By  regal  outrage  and  eftablifh'd  guile, 
The  focial  fenfe  extinct  ;  and  that  ferment 
Mad  into  tumult  the  feditious  herd, 
Or  melt  them  down  to  flayery.     Let  thefe 
Infnare  the  wretched  in  the  toils  of  law, 
Fomenting  difcord,  and  perplexing  right, 
An  iron  race  1  and  tbo/e  of  fairer  front, 
But  equal  inhumanity,  in  courts, 
Delufwe  pomp,  and  dark  cabals,  delight ; 
Wreathe  the  deep  bow,  diffufe  the  lying  fmile, 
And  tread  the  weary  labyrinth  of  ftate. 
While  he,  from  all  the  ftormy  paflions  free 
That  reftleis  men  involve,  hears,  and  but  hears, 
At  diftance  fafe,  the  human  tempeft  roar, 
Wrapt  clofe  in  confcious  peace.    The  fall  of  kings. 
The  rage  of  nations,  and  the  crufh  of  ftates, 
Move  not  the  man,  who,  from  the  world  efcap'd, 
In  ftill  retreats,  and  flowery  folitudes, 
To  nature's  voice  attends,  from  month  to  month, 
And  day  to  day,  through  the  revolving  year  ; 
Admiring,  fees  her  in  her  every  fhape  ; 
Feels  all  her  fweet  emotions  at  his  heart ; 
Takes  what  fhe  liberal  gives,  nor  thinks  of  more. 
He,  when  you  ng  Spring  protrudes  the  burfting  gems, 
Marks  the  firft  bud,  and  fucks  the  healthful  gale 
Imp  his  frefhen'd  foul ;  her  genial  hour$ 


He  full  enjoys  ;  and  not  a  beauty  blows, 

And  not  an  opening  bloffom  breathes  in  rain? 

In  Summer  he,  beneath  the  living  fhade, 

Such  as  o'er  frigid  Tempe  wont  to  wave, 

Or  Hemus  cool,  reads  what  the  mufe,  of  thefe, 

Perhaps,  has  in  immortal  numbers  fung ; 

Or  what  fhe  dictates  writes :  and  oft,  an  eye 

Shot  found,  rejoices  in  the  vigorous  year. 

When  Autumn's  yellow  luftre  gilds  the  world, 

And  tempts  the  fickled  fwain  into  the  field, 

Seiz'd  by  the  general  joy,  his  heart  diilends 

With  gentle  throws;  and  through  the  tepid  gleams 

Deep  muling,  then  he  bejl  exerts  his  fong. 

Ev'n  Winter,  wild  to  him,  is  full  of  blifs. 

The  mighty  tempeft,  and  the  hoary  wafte, 

Abrupt,  and  deep,  ftretch'd  o'er  the  buried  earth, 

Awake  to  folemn  thought.'    At  night  the  fkies, 

Difclos'd,  and  kindled,  by  refining  froft, 

Pours  every  luftre  on  th'  exalted  eye, 

A  friend,  a  book,  the  dealing  hours  fecure, 

And  mark  them  down  for  w  ifdom.  W  ith  fwift  wing, 

O'er  laud  and  lea  imagination  roams; 

Or  truth,  divinely  breaking  on  his  mind, 

Elates,  his  being,  and  unfolds  his  powers ; 

Or  in  his  breaft  heroic  virtue  burns. 

The  touch  of  kindred  too  and  love  he  feels ; 

The  modeft  eye,  whofe  beams  on  his  alone 

Ecftatic  fhine ;  the  little  ftrong  embrace 

Of  prattling  children,  twin'd  around  his  neck. 

And  emulous  to  pleafe  him,  calling  forth 

The  fond  parental  foul.     Nor  purpofe  gay, 

Amafement,  dance,  or  fong,  he  flernly  fcorns ; 

For  happinefs  and  true  philofophy 

Are  of  the  focial  ftill,  and  fmiling  kind. 

This  is  the  life  which  thofe  who  fret  in  guilt, 

And  guilty  cities,  never  knew ;  the  life, 

Led  by  primeval  ages,  uncorrupt, 

When  angels  dwelt,  and  God  himfelf,  with  man  ! 

Oh,  Nature  !  all-fufficient !  over  all ! 
Enrich  me  with  the  knowledge  of  thy  works ! 
Snatch  me  to  heaven ;  thy  rolling  wonder  there, 
World  beyond  world,  in  infinite  extent, 
Profufely  fcatter'd  o'er  the  blue  immenfe, 
Show  me  ;  their  motions,  periods,  and  their  laws, 
Give  me  to  fcan  ;  through  the  difdofing  deep 
Light  my  blind  way  ;  the  mineral  Jlrtf  a  there  ; 
Thruft,  blooming,  thence  the  vegetable  world ; 
O'er  that  the  rifing  fyftem,  more  complex, 
Of  animals ;  and.  higher  ftill,  the  mind, 
The  varied  fcene  of  quick-compounded  thought, 
And  where  the  mixing  pafiions  endlefs  fhift ; 
Thefe  ever  open  to  rhy  ravifh'd  eye  ; 
A  fearch,  the  flight  of  time  can  ne'er  exhauft ! 
But  if  to  that  unequal;  if  the  blood, 
In  fluggifh  ftreams  about  my  heart,  forbid 
That  bejl  ambition  ;  under  clofing  fhades, 
Inglorious,  lay  me  by  the  lowly  brook, 
And  whifper  to  my  dreams.     From  thee  begin, 
Dwell  all  on  thee,  with  thee  conclude  my  fong ; 
And  let  me  never,  never  ftray  from  thee ! 
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*£be  Argument. 

The  fubjecT:  propoferf.  Addrefs  to  the  Earl  of  Wilmington.  Firft  approach  of  Winter.  According 
to  the  natural  courfe  of  the  Seafon,  various  {terms  defcribed.  Rain.  Wind.  Snow.  The  driving 
of  the  fnows  :  a  man  perifhing  among  them  ;  whence  reflections  on  the  wants  and  miferies  of  hu 
man  life.  The  -wolves  defcending  from  the  Alps  and  Apennines.  A  Winter  Evening  defcribed :  a» 
fpent  by  philofophers ;  by  the  country  people ;  in  the  city,  i-roft  A  view  of  Winter  withia  the 
Polar  Circle.  A  thaw.  The  whole  concluding  with  moral  reflections  on  a  future  flate. 


SEE,  Winter  comes,  to  rule  the  varied  year, 
Sullen  and  fad,  with  all  his  rifing  train : 
Vapours,  and  clouds,  and  ftorms.  Be  thefe  my  theme, 
Thefe !  that  exalt  the  foul  to  foltmn  thought, 
And  heavenly  mufing.  Welcome,  kiiidred  glooms! 
Congenial  horrors,  hail !  with  frequent  foot, 
Pleas'd  have  I,  in  my  cheerful  morn  of  life, 
When  nurs'd  by  carelefs  folitude  I  liv'd, 
And  lung  of  Nature  with  unceafing  joy, 
Pleas' d  have  I  wander' d  through  your  rough  domain; 
Trod  the  pure  virgin-fhows,  myfelf  as  pure ; 
Heard  the  winds  roar,  and  the  big  torrent  burft ; 
Or  fecn  the  deep  ferm^n  ing  tempeft  brew'd, 
In  the  grim  evening  fky.     Thus  pals' d  the  time, 
Till  through  the  lucid  chambers  of  the  fouth 
Look'dout  the  joyous  Spring,  look'd  out,  and  firu'l'd. 

To  thee,  the  patron  of  berfrjl  effay, 
The  mufe,  O  Wilmington  !  renews  her  fong. 
Since  has  flie  rounded  the  revolving  year  ; 
Skim'd  the  gay  Spring;  on  eagle-pinions  borne, 
Attempted  through  the  Summer-blaze  to  rife  ; 
Then  fwept  o'er  Autumn  with  the  fhadewy  gale; 
And  now  among  the  wintery  clouds  again, 
Roll'd  in  the  doubling  ftorm,  Ihe  tries  to  foar  ^ 
To  fwell  her  note  with  alj  the  rufliing  winds  ; 
To  fuit  her  founding  cadence  to  the  floe-da ; 
As  is  her  theme,  her  numbers  wildly  great : 
Thrice  happy  !  could  fhe  fill  thy  judging  ear 
With  bold  dcfcription,  and  with  manly  thought. 
Nor  art  thou  ikill'd  in  aweful  fchemes  alone, 
And  how  to  make  a  mighty  people  thrive  ; 
But  equal  goodnefs,  found  integrity, 
A  firm  unfhaken  uncorrupted  foul 
Amid  a  fliding  age,  and  burning  ftrong, 
Not  -vainly  blazing  for  thy  country's  weal, 
A  fteady  ipirit  regularly  free  ; 
Thefe,  each  exalting  each,  the  ftatefman  light 
Into  the  patriot ;  thefe,  the  public  hope 
And  eye  to  thee  converting,  bid  the  mufe 
Record  what  envy  dares  not  flattery  call. 

Now  when  the  cheerlcfs  empire  of  the  fky 
To  Capricorn  the  Centaur  Archer  yields, 
And  fierce  Aquarius  ftains  th'  inverted  year  ; 
Hung  o'er  the  fartheft  verge  of  heaven,  the  fun 
Scarce  fpreads  through  ether  the  dejected  day. 
Faint  are  his  gleams,  and  ineffectual  fhoot 
His  ftruggling  rays,  in  horizontal  lines, 
Through  the  thick  air;  as,  cloth'd  in  cloudy  ftorm, 
Weak,  wan,  and  broad,  he  fkirts  the  fouthern  (ky ; 
And,  Ibon-defcending,  to  the  long  dark  night, 


Wide-fhading  all,  the  proflrate  world  refigns. 
Nor  is  the  night  unwifh'd ;  while  vital  heat, 
Light,  life,  and  joy,  the  dubious  day  forfaixe. 
Meantime,  in  i'abk  cinctuie,  fhadows  vaft, 
Deep-ting'd  and  dump,  and  congregated  cloud*, 
^.nd  all  the  vapoiu/      r.,ulence  of  ^heaven, 
Involve  the  face  of  things.     Thus  Winter  falls, 
A  heavy  gloom  oppreflive  o'er  the  world, 
Through  nature  (hedding  influence  malign, 
And  roufes  up  the  ieeds  of  dark  difeafe. 
The  foul  of  man  dies  in  him,  loathing  life, 
And  black  with  more  than  melancholy  views. 
The  cattle  droop  ;  and  o'er  the  furrow'd  land, 
Frefh  from  the  plough,  the  dun  difcolour'd  flocks, ' 
Untended  fpreading,  crop  the  wholefome  root. 
Along  the  woods,  along  the  moorifh  fens, 
Sighs  the  fad  genius  of  the  coming  ftorm  ; 
And  up  among  the  loofe  disjointed  cliffs, 
And  fraclur'd  mountains  wild,  the  brawling  brook 
And  cave,  prefageful,  fend  a  hollow  moan, 
Refounding  long  in  listening  fancy's  ear. 

Then  comes  the  father  of  the  tempeft  forth, 
Wrapt  in  black  glooms.  Firft  joylefs  rains  obfcure 
Drive  thrpugh  the  mingling  ikies  with  vapour  foul; 
Difh  on  the  mountain's  brow, and  fhake  the  woods, 
That  grumbling  wave  belpw.    Th'  unfightly  plaia 
Lies  a,  brown  deluge  ;  as  the  low-bent  clouds 
Pour  flood  on  flood,  yet  unexhaufted  ftill 
Combine,  and  deepening  into  night  fhut  up 
The  day's  fair  face.     The  wanderers  of  heaven, 
Each  to  his  home,  retire  ;  fave  thofe  that  love 
To  take  their  palhime  in  the  troubled  air, 
Or  fkiaiming  flutter  round  the  dimply  pool. 
The  cattle  from  th'  untafted  fields  return, 
And  afk,  witji  meaning  lowe,  their  wonted  flails, 
Or  ruminate  in  the  contiguous  fhade. 
Thither  the  houfehold  feathery  people  crowd, 
The  crefted  cock,  »vith  all  his  female  train, 
Penfive,  and  dripping ;  while  the  cottage-hind 
Hangs  0,'er  th'  enlivening  blaze,  and  taleful  there 
Recpunts  his  fimple  frolic  :  much  he  talks, 
And  much  he  laughs,  nor  recks  th'e  ftorm  that 
Without,  and  rattles  on  his  humble  roof,      [blows 

Wide  o'er  the  brim,  with  many  a  torrent  fwell'dj 
And  the  mix'd  ruin  of  its  banks  o'erfpread, 
At  laft  the  rous'd-up  river  pours  along  : 
Refiftlefs,  roaring,  dreadful,  down  it  comes, 
From  the  rude  mountain ,  and  the  mofiy  wild, 
Tumbling  through  rocks  abrupt,  and  found  ing  far  £ 
Then  e'er  the  fauded  valley  floating  fprcads,, 
O  iiij 
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Calm,  fluggifh,  filent ;  till  again,  conftrain'd 
Between  two  meeting  hills,  it  burfts  away, 
"Where  rocks  and  woods  o'erhang  the  turbid  ftream; 
There  gathering  triple  force,  rapid,  and  deep, 
It  boils,   and   wheels,    and  foams,   and  thunders 
through. 

Nature  !  great  parent !  whofe  unceafing  hand 
Rolls  round  the  Seafons  of  the  changeful  year, 
How  mighty,  how  majeftic,  are  thy  works  ! 
With  what  a  pleafing  dread  they  fwell  the  foul ! 
That  fees  aflonifh'd  !  and  aftonifh'd  fmgs ! 
Ye  too,  ye  winds  !  that  now  begin  to  blow, 
With  boifterous  fweep,  I  raife  my  voice  to  you. 
Where  are  your  ftores,  ye  powerful  beings  !  fay, 
Where  your  aerial  magazines  referv'd, 
To  fwell  the  brooding  terrors  of  the  ftorm  ? 
In  what  far-diilant  region  of  the  flcy, 
Hufh'd  in  deep  filence,  ileep  ye  when  'tis  calm  ? 

When  from  the  pallid  iky  the  fun  defcends, 
With  many  a  fpot,  that  o'er  his  glaring  orb 
Uncertain  wanders,  ftain'd  ;  red  fiery  fireaks 
Begin  to  flufh  around.     The  reeling  clouds 
Stagger  with  dizzy  poife,  as  doubting  yet 
Which  mailer  to  obey  ;  while  rifing  flow, 
Blank,  in  the  leaden-colour'd  eaft,  the  moori 
Wears  a  wan  circle  round  her  blunted  horns. 
Seen  through  the  turbid  fluctuating  air, 
The  ftars  obtufe  emit  a  fhiver'd  ray  ; 
Or  frequent  feem  to  fhoot  athwart  the  gloom, 
And  long  behind  them  trail  the  whitening  blaze. 
Snatch'd  in  fhort  eddies,  plays  the  wither'd  leaf ; 
And  on  the  flood  the  dancing  feather  floats. 
With  broaden'd  noftrils  to  the  Iky  up-turn'd, 
The  confcious  heifer  muffs  the  ftormy  gale. 
Ev'n  as  the  matron,  at  her  nightly  talk, 
With  penfive  labour  draws  the  flaxen  thread, 
The  wafted  taper  and  the  crackling  flame 
Foretel  the  blaft.     But  chief  the  plumy  race. 
The  tenaats  of  the  fky,  its  changes  fpeak. 
Retiring  from  the  downs,  where  all  day  long 
They  pick'd  their  fcanty  fare,  a  blackening  train 
Of  clamorous  rooks  thick  urge  their  weary  flight, 
And  feek  the  clofin^  fhelter  of  the  grove  ; 
Afliduous,  in  his  bower,  the  wailing  owl 
Plies  his  fad  fong-.     The  cormorant  on  high 
Wheels  from  the  deep,  and  fcreems  along  the  land 
Loud  fhrieks  the   fearing  hern ;  and  with  wile 

wing 

The  circling  fea-fowl  cleave  the  flaky  clouds. 
Ocean,  unequal  prefs'd  with  broken  tide 
And  blind  commotion  heaves;    while   from  the 

more, 

!Eat  into  caverns  by  the  reftlefs  wave, 
And  foreft-ruftlins  mountains,  comes  a  voice, 
That  folemn  founding  bids  the  world  prepare. 
Then  iffues  forth  the  ftorm  with  fudden  burft, 
And  hurl?  the  whole  precipitated  air, 
£)own,  in  a  torrent.     On  the  pafiive  main 
Defcends  th'  ethereal  force,  and  with  ftrong  guft 
Turns  from  its  bottom  the  difcolour'd  deep. 
Through  the  black  night  that  fits  immenfe  around 
Lafh'd  into  foam,  the  fierce  conflicting  brine 
Seems  o'er  a  thoufand  raging  waves  to  burn  : 
Meantime  the  mountain-billows  to  the  clouds 
In  dreadful  tumult  fwell'd,  furge  above  furge, 
Burft  into  ch/aos  with  tremendous  roar, 
And  anchor'd  navies  from  their  ftations  drive, 
Wild  as  the  winds  acrofs  the  howling  wafte 


3f  mighty  waters  :  now  th'  inflated  ware 
Straining  they  fcale,  and  now  inpetuous  Ihooi 
^nto  the  fecret  chambers  of  the  deep, 
The  wintery  Baltic  thundering  o'er  their  head. 
Emerging  thence  again ,  before  the  breath 
Df  full-exerted  heaven  they  wing  their  courfe, 
And  dart  on  diftant  ccalts  ;  if  fome  iharp  rock, 
Or  fhoal  infidiotfs  break  not  their  career, 
And  in  loofe  fragments  fling  them  floating  round. 

Nor  lefs  at  land  the  loofen'd  tempeft  reigns. 
The  mountain  thunders  ;  and  its  flurdy  foris 
Stoop  to  the  bottom  of  the  recks  they  fliade. 
Lone  on  the  midnight  fteep,  and  all  aghaft, 
The  dark  way-faring  ftranger  breathlefs  toils, 
And,  often  falling,  climbs  againft  the  blaft. 
Low  waves  the  rooted  forefl,  vex'd  and  fheds 
What  of  its  tarnifh'd  honours  yet  remain  ; 
Dafh'd  down,  and  fcatter'd  by  the  tearing  wind's 
Afliduous  fury ,  its  gigantic  limbs. 
Thus  ftruggling  through  the  difiipated  grove, 
The  whirling  tempeft  raves  along  the  plain  ; 
And  on  the  cottage  thatch'd,  or  lordly  roof, 
Keen-faflening,  makes  them  to  the  folid  bafe. 
Sleep  frighted  flies ;  and  round  the  rocking  dome. 
For  entrance  eager,  howls  the  favage  blaft. 
Then  too,  they  fay,  through  all  the  burden'd  air, 
Long  groans  are  heard,  fhrill  founds,  and  diftant  fighs 
That,  utter'd  by  the  demon  of  the  night, 
Warn  the  devoted  wretch  of  woe  and  death. 

Huge  uproar  lords  it  wide.  The  clouds  commixt 
With  ftars  fwift  gliding  fweep  along  the  fky. 
All  nature  reels.     Till  Nature's  King,  who  oft 
Amid  tempeftuous  darknefs  dwells  alone, 
And  on  the  wings  of  careering  wind 
Walks  dreadfully  ferene,  commands  a  calm  ; 
Then  ftrait  air,  fea,  and  earth,  are  hufh'd  at  once. 
As  yet  'tis  midnight  deep.     The  weary  clouds, 
Slow-meetinz,  mingle  into  folid  gloom. 
Now,  while  the  drowfy  world  lies  loft  in  fleep, 
Let  me  affociate  with  the  ferious  night, 
And  Contemplation  her  fedate  compeer  ; 
Let  me  fhake  ofFth'  intrufive  cares  of  day, 
And  lay  the  meddling  fenfes  all  afide. 

Where  now,  ye  lying  vanities  of  life  i 
Ye  ever-tempting,  ever-cheating  train  ! 
Where  are  you  now  ?  and  what  is  your  amount  ? 
Vexation,  difappointment,  and  remorfe. 
Sad,  fickening  thought !  and  yet  deluded  man, 
A  i'cene  of  crude  disjointed  vifions  paft, 
And  broken  flumbers,  rifes  ftill  refolv'd, 
With  new-flulh'd  hopes,  to  run  the  giddy  round. 
Father  of  light  and  life  !  thou  Good  fupremc  f 
O,  teach  me  what  is  good  !  teach  me  Thyfelf ! 
Save  me  from  folly,  vanity,  and  vice, 
From  every  low  purfuit  !  and  feed  my  foul 
With  knowledge,  confcious  peace,  and  virtue  pure; 
Sacred,  fubftantial,  never-fading  blifs ! 

The  keener  tempefts  rife  :  and,  fuming  dun 
From  all  the  livid  eaft,  or  piercing  north, 
Thick  clouds  afcend ;  in  whofe  capacious  wqmb 
A  vapoxiry  deluge  lies,  to  fncw  congeal'd. 
Heavy  they  roll  their  fleecy  world  ajong  ; 
And  the  fky  faddens  with  the  gather' d  ftorm. 
Through  the  hufh'd  air  the  whitening  fliower  de* 

fcends, 

At  firft  thin  wavering ;  tjll  at  laft  the  flakes 
Fall  broad,  and  wide,  and  faft,  dimming  the  day, 
With  a  continual  flow.    Tte  cherifli'd  fields 


WINTER. 


217 


Put  on  their  winter-robe  "of  pureft  white. 
'T is  brightnefs  all,  fave  where  the  new  fnow  melts 
Along  the  mazy  current.    Low,  the  woods 
Bow  their  hoar  head  ;  and,  ere  the  languid  fun 
Faint  from  the  weft  emits  his  evening  ray, 
Earth's  univerfal  face,  deep  hid,  and  chill, 
Is  one  wide  dazzling  wafte,  that  buries  wide 
The  works  of  man.     Drooping,  the  labourer-ox 
Stands  cover'd  o'er  with  fnow,  and  then  demands 
The  fruit  of  all  his  toil.     The  fowls  of  heaven, 
Tam'd  by  the  cruel  feafon,  crowd  around 
The  winnowing  ftore,  and  claim  thy  little  boon 
Which  Providence  afligns  them.     One  alone, 
The  red-breaft,  facred  to  the  houfehold  gods, 
Wifely  regardful  of  th*  embroiling  iky, 
In  joylefs  fields,  and  thorny  thickets,  leaves 
His  {hivering  mates,  and  pays  to  trufted  man 
His  annual  vifit.    Half-afraid,  he  firft 
Againft  the  window  beats :  then,  briflc,  alights 
On  the  warm  hearth ;  then,  hopping  o'er  the  floor, 
Eyes  all  the  imiling  family  aflcance, 
And  pecks,  and  ftarts,  and  wonders  where  he  is : 
Till,  more  familiar  grown,  the  table-crumbs 
Attract  his  flender  feet.     The  foodlefs  wilds 
Pour  forth  their  brown  inhabitants.     The  hare, 
Though  timorous  of  heart,  and  hard  befet 
By  death  in  various  forms,  dark  fnares,  and  dogs, 
And  more  unpitying  men,  the  garden  feeks, 
Urg'd  on  by  fearlefs  want.     The  bleating  kind 
Eye  the  bleak  heaven, and  next  the  gliftening  earth, 
With  looks  of  dumb  defpair,  then,  fad-difpers'd, 
Dig  for  the  wither'd  herb  through  heaps  of  fnow. 
Now,  fhepherds,  to  your  helplefs  charge  be  kind ; 
Baffle  the  raging  year,  and  fill  their  penns 
With  food  at  will ;  lodge  them  below  the  ftorm, 
And  watch  them  ftricl: :  for  from  the  bellowing  eaft, 
In  this  dire  feafon,  oft  the  whirlwind's  wing 
Sweeps  up  the  burthen  of  whole  wintery  plains 
At  one  wide  waft,  and  o'er  the  haplefs  flocks, 
Hid  in  the  hollow  of  two  neighbonring  hills, 
The  bellowy  tempeft  whelms ;  till,  upward  urg'd, 
The  valley  to  a  fhining  mountain  fwells, 
Tipt  with  a  wreath  high-curling  in  the  fky. 

As  thus  the  fnows  arife  ;  and  foul,  and  fierce, 
All  Winter  drives  along  the  darken'd  air  ; 
In  his  own  loofe-revolving  fields,  the  fwain 
Difafter'd  ftands ;  fees  other  hills  afcend, 
Of  unknown  joylefs  brow  ;  and  other  fcenes, 
Of  horrid  profpect,  fhag  the  tracklefs  plain  ; 
Nor  find  the  river,  nor  the  foreft,  hid 
Beneath  the  formlcfs  wild  ;  but  wanders  on 
From  hill  to  dale,  ftill  more  and  more  aftray  ; 
Impatient  flouncing  through  the  drifted  heaps, 
Stung  with  the  thoughts  of  home ;  the  thoughts  of 

home 

Rufli  on  his  nerves,  and  call  their  vigour  forth 
In  many  a  vain  attempt.     How  finks  his  foul ! 
What  black  defpair,  what  horror,  fills  his  heart  ! 
When  for  the  duflcy  fpot,  which  fancy  feign'd 
His  tufted  cottage  rifing  through  the  fnow, 
He  meets  the  roughnefs  of  the  middle  wafte, 
Far  from  the  track,  and  bleft  abode  of  man  ; 
While  round  him  night  refiftlefs  clofes  faft, 
And  every  tempeft,  howling  o'er  his  head, 
Renders  the  favage  wildernefs  more  wild. 
Then  throng  the  bufy  fhapes  into  his  mind, 
Of  cover'd  pits,  unfathomably  deep, 
A  dire  defcent !  beyond  the  power  of  froft ; 


Of  faithlefs  bogs ;  of  precipices  huge, 
Smooth'd  up  with  fnow ;  and,  what  is  land,  un- 
What  water  of  the  ftill  unfrozen  fpring,  [known, 
In  the  loofe  marfti  of  folitary  lake, 
Where  the  frefh  fountain  from  the  bottom  boils. 
Thefe  check  his  fearful  fteps;  and  down  he  finks 
Beneath  the  {belter  of  the  ihapelefs  drift, 
Thinking  o'er  all  the  bitternefs  of  death, 
Mix'd  with  the  tender  anguifh  nature  {hoots 
Through  the  wrung  bofom  of  the  dying  man, 
His  wife,  his  children,  and  his  friends  unfeen. 
In  vain  for  him  th'  officious  wife  prepares 
The  fire  fair-blazing,  and  the  veftment  warm ; 
In  vain  his  little  children,  peeping  out 
Into  the  mingling  ftorm,  demand  their  fire, 
With  tears  ot  artlefs  innocence.     Alas! 
Nor  wife,  nor  children,  more  ihall  he  behold, 
Nor  friends,  nor  facred  home.     On  every  nerve 
The  deadly  winter  feizes  ;  fhuts  up  fenfe ; 
And,  o'er  his  inmoft  vitals  creeping  cold, 
Lays  him  along  the  fnows,  a  ftiffen'd  corfe, 
Stretch' d  out,  and  bleaching  in  the  northern  blaft. 

Ah,  little  think  the  gay  licentious  proud, 
Whom  pleafure,  power,  and  affluence  furround ; 
They,  who  their  thoughtlefs  hours  in  giddy  mirth., 
And  wanton,  often  cruel,  riot  wafte  ; 
Ah,  little  think  they,  while  they  dance  along, 
How  many  feel,  this  very  moment,  death 
And  all  the  fad  variety  of  pain. 
How  many  fink  in  the  devouring  flood, 
Or  more  devouring  flame.     How  many  bleed^ 
By  fhameful  variance  betwixt  man  and  man. 
How  many  pine  in  want,  and  dungeon  glooms  ; 
Shut  from  the  common  air,  and  common  ufe 
Of  their  own  limbs.    How  many  drink  the  cup 
Of  baleful  grief,  or  eat  the  bitter  bread 
Of  mifery.    Sore  pierc'd  by  wintery  winds, 
How  many  flirink  into  the  fordid  hut 
Of  cheerlefs  poverty.     How  many  {hake 
With  all  the  fiercer  tortures  of  the  mind, 
Unbounded  paflion,  madnefs,  guilt,  remorfe ; 
Whence  tumbled  headlong  from  the  height  of  life, 
They  furnifh  matter  for  the  tragic  mufe. 
Ev'n  in  the  vale,  where  wifdom  loves  to  dwell, 
With  friendihip,  peace,  and  contemplation  join'd. 
How  many,  rack'd  with  honeft  pafiions,  droop 
In  deep  retir'd  diftrefs.     How  many  ftand    • 
Around  the  death-bed  of  their  deareft  friends, 
And  point  the  parting  anguifti.  Thought  fond  man 
Of  thefe,  and  all  the  thoufand  namelefs  ills, 
That  one  inceffant  ftruggle  render  life, 
One  fcene  of  toil,  of  fuffering,  and  of  fate, 
Vice  in  his  high  career  would  ftand  appall'd, 
And  heedlefs  rambling  impulfe  learn  to  think  ; 
The  confcious  heart  of  charity  would  warm, 
And  her  wide  wifti  benevolence  dilate  , 
The  focial  tear  would  rife,  the  focial  figh; 
And  into  clear  perfection,  gradual  blifs, 
Refining  ftill,  the  focial  paffions  work. 

And  here  can  I  forget  the  generous  *  band, 
Who,  touch'd  with  human  woe,  redreffive  fearch'd 
Into  the  horrors  of  the  gloomy  jail  ? 
Unpitied,  and  unheard,  where  mifery  means  ; 
Where  ficknefs  pines;   where  thirft  and  hunger 

burn, 
And  poor  misfortune  feels  the  lafli  of  vice. 

*  The  Gaol  Committte  in  tie  year  1729* 
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While  in  the  land  of  liberty,  the  land 
Whofe  every  ftreet  and  public  meeting  glow 
With  open  freedom,  little  tyrants  rag'd  ; 
Snatch'd  the  lean  mcrfel  from  the  ftarving mouth; 
Tore  from  cold  wintery  limbs  the  tatter'd  weed  ; 
Ev'n  robb'd  them  of  the  laft  of  comforts,  fleep  ; 
The  free-born  Briton  to  the  dungeon  chain'd, 
Or,  as  the  luft  of  cruelty  preyail'd, 
At  pleafure  mark'd  him  with  inglorious  ftripes ; 
And  crufh'd  out  lives,  by  fecret  barbarous  ways, 
That  for  their  country  would  have  toij'd,  or  bjed. 
O,  great  defign  !  if  executed  well. 
With  patient  care,  and  wifdom-temper'd  zeal. 
Ye  fons  of  mercy  !  yet  refume  the  iearchj 
Drag  forth  the  legal  monfters  into  light, 
Wrench  from  their  hands  oppreflion's  iron  rod, 
And  bid  the  cruel  feel  the  pains  they  give. 
Much  ftill  untouch'd  remains,  in  this  rank  age, 
Much  is  the  patriot's  weeding  hand  requir'd. 
The  toils  of  law,  (what  dark  infidious  men 
Have  cumberous  added  to  perplex  the  truth, 
And  lengthen  fimple  juftic,einto  trade) 
How  glorious  were  the  day !  that  faw  thefe  broke, 
And  every  man  within  the  reach  of  right. 

By  wintery  famine  rous'd,  from  all  the  tracl; 
Of  horrid  mountains  which  the  fhining  Alps,  » 
And  wavy  Appenine,  and  Pyrenees, 
Branch  out  ftupendous  into  diftant  lands ; 
Cruel  as  death,  and  hungry  as  the  grave! 
Burning  for  blood  '  bony,  and  ghaunt,  and  grim  i 
Aflembling  wolves  in  raging  troops  dcfcend  ; 
And,  pouring  o'er  the  country,  bear  along, 
Keen  as  the  north-wind  fweeps  the  glofiy  fnow. 
AH  is  their  prize.     They  faften  on  the  fteed, 
Prefs  him  to  earth,  and  pierce  his  mighty  heart, 
Nor  can  the  bull  his  awful  front  defend, 
Or  make  the  murdering  favages  away. 
Rapacious,  at  the  mother's  throat  they  fly, 
And  tear  the  fcreeming  infant  from  her  brcaft. 
The  godlike  face  of  man  avails  him  nought. 
Ev'n  beauty,  force  divine  I  at  whofe  bright  glance 
The  generous  lion  flands  in  foften'd  gaze, 
Here  bleeds,  a  haplefs  undiftinguifh'd  prey. 
But  if,  appriz'd  of  the  fevere  attack, 
The  country  be  fhut  up,  lur'd  by  the  fcent, 
On  church-yards  drear  (inhuman  to  relate  !) 
The  difappointed  prowlers  fall,  and  dig 
The  fhrouded  body  from  the  grave  ;  o'er  which, 
Mix'd  with  foul  fhades,  and  frighted  ghofts,  they 

howl. 

Among  thofe  hilly  regions,  where  embrac'cl 
In  peaceful  vales  the  happy  Grifonjs  dwell . 
Oft,  rufhing  fudcen  from  the  loaded  cliffs, 
Mountains  of  fnow  their  gathering  terrors  roll. 
From  fteep  to  fteep,  loud  thundering,  down  they 
A  wintery  wafte  in  dire  commotion  all  ;       [come, 
And  herds,  and  flocks,  and  travellers,  and  fwains, 
And  fometimes  whole  brigades  of  marching  troops, 
Or  hamlets  fleeping  in  the  dead  of  night, 
Are  deep  beneath  the  fmothering  ruin  whelm'd. 

Now,  all  amid  the  rigours  of  the  year, 
In  the  wild  depth  of  Winter,  while  without 
The  ceafelefs  winds  blow  ice,  be  my  retreat, 
.Between  the  groaning  foreft  and  the  fhore 
Beat  by  the  boundlefs  multitude  of  waves, 
A  rural,  flielter'd,  folitary  fcene  ; 
Where  ruddy  fire  and  beaming  tapers  join, 
To  cheer  the  gloom.    There  ftudious  kt  m?  fit, 


And  hold  high  converfe  with  the  mighty  dead| 

Sages  of  ancient  time,  as  gods  rever'd, 

As  gods  beneficent,  who  bleft  mankind 

With  arts,  with  arms,  and  humanjz'd  a  world, 

Rous'd  at  th"  infpiring  thought,  I  throw  afide 

The  long-liv'd  volume ;  and,  deep  mufing,  hail, 

The  fkcred  fhades,  that  flowly-rifing  pafs 

Before  my  wondering  eyes.     Firft  bocrates, 

Who,  firmly  good  in  a  corrupted  (late, 

Againft  the  rage  of  tyrzntsjingk  flood, 

Invincible  !  calm  reafon's  holy  law, 

That  voice  of  God  within  th'  attentive  minda 

Obeying,  fearlefs,  or  in  life,  or  death: 

Great  moral  teacher !  tvifejl  of  mankind! 

Solon  the  next,  who  built  his  common-weal 

On  equity's  wide  bafe  ;  by  tender  laiui 

A  lively  people  curbing,  yet  undamp'd 

Preferving  flill  that  quick  peculiar  fire, 

Whence  in  the  laurel' d  field  of  finer  arts, 

And  of  bold  freedom,  they  unequal'd  fhone, 

The  pride  of  fmiling  Greece,  and  human-kind, 

Lycurgus  then,  who  bow'd  beneath  the  force 

Of  ftridteft  difcipline,  feverely'iuife, 

All  human  paifions.     Following  him,  I  fee, 

As  at  Thermopylae  he  glorious  fell, 

The  firm  *  devoted  chief,  who  prov'd  by  deed* 

The  hardeft  lefTon  which  the  ether  taught. 

Then  Ariftides  lifts  his  honeil  front ; 

Spotlefs  of  heart,  to  whom  th'  unflattering  voica 

Of  freedom  gave  the  noblefl  name  of  Jufl ; 

In  pure  majcflic  poverty  rever'd ; 

Who,  ey'n  iiis.  glory  to  his  country's  weal 

Submitting,  fwell'd  a  haughty  f  r/Wj  fame. 

Rear'd  by  his  care,  of  fofter  ray  appears 

Cimon  fweet-fpul'd  ;  whofe  genius,  rifing  ftrongr, 

Shook  off  the  load  of  young  debauch ;  abroad 

The  fcourge  of  Perfian  pride,  at  home  the  friend 

Of  every  worth  and  every  fplendid  art ; 

Modefl,  and  fimple,  in  the  pomp  of  wealth. 

Then  the  laft  worthies  of  declining  Greece, 

Late  call'd  to  glory,  in  unequal  times, 

Penfive,  appear.     The  fair  Corinthian  boaft, 

Timoleon,  fiappy  temper  !  mild  and  firm, 

Whp  wept  the  brother,  while  the  tyrant  bled. 

And,  equal  to  the  beft,  the  \  Theban  pair, 

Whof   virtues  in  heroic  contord'join'd, 

Their  country  rais'd  to  freedom,  empire,  fame. 

He  too,  with  whom  Athenian  honour  funk ; 

And  lef.t  a  rnafs  of  fordid  lees  behind, 

Phocion  the  good ;  in  public  life  fevere, 

To  virtue  ftill  inexorably  firm ; 

But  when,  beneath  his  low  illuflriqus  roof, 

Sweet  peace  and  happy  wifdom  fmooth'd  his  brow^ 

Not  freindfhip  fofter  was.,  nor  love  more  kind. 

And  he,  the  lajl  of  old  Lycurgus'  fons, 

The  generous  vi(5lim  to  that  vain  attempt, 

To  five  a  ratten  Rate,  Agis,  who  faw 

Ev'n  Sparta's  felf  to  fervile  avarice  funk. 

The  two  Achaian  heroes  cloie  the  train: 

Aratus,  who  a  while  relum'd  the  foul 

Of  fondly  lingering  liberty  in  Greece  : 

And  he  her  darling  as  her  lateft  hope, 

The  gallant  Philoposmen, ;  who  to  arms 

Turn'd  the  luxurious  pomp  he  could  not  cure  5. 


*  Livnidas.  f 
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Or  toiling  in  his  farm,  a  fimple  fwain; 
Or;  bold  "and  fkilful,  thundering  in  the  field. 
Of  rougher-  front,  a  mighty  people  come  1 
A  race  of  heroes  !  in  thoie  virtuous  times 
Which  knew  no  {lain,,  fave  that  with  partial  flame 
Their  Jearrft  country  they  too  fond!-  lov'd  : 
Her  better  founder  firft,  the  light  of  Rome, 
Numa,  who  foften'd  her  rapacious  foris  : 
Servius  the  King,  who  laid  the  fciid  bafe 
On  which  o'er  earth  the  -vajl  republic  fpread; 
Then  the  great  confuls  venerable  rife. 
The  *  public  father  who  the  private  quell'd, 
As  on  the  dread  tribunal  fternly  fad. 
He,  whom  his  thanklefs  country  could  not  lofe, 
Camillas,  only  vengeful  to  his  foes. 
Fabricius,  fcorner  of  all-conquering  gold  ; 
And  Cincinnatus,  awful  from  the  plough. 
Thy  f  willing  victim,  Carthage,  nurftmg  loofe 
From  all  that  pleading  Nature  could  oppofe, 
From  a  whole  city's  tears,  by  rigid  faith 
Imperious  cali'd,  and  honour's  dire  command. 
Scipio,  the  gentle  chief,  humanely  brave, 
Who  foon  the  race  of  fpotlefs  glory  ran, 
And,  warm  in  youth,  to  the  poetic  Jkade 
With  Friendfhip  and  Philofophy  rctir'd. 
Tully,  whofe  powerful  eloquence  a  while 
Reflrain'd  the  rapid  fate  of  rufhing  Rome. 
Unconquer'd  Cato,  virtuous  is  extreme. 
And  thou,  unhappy  Brutus,  kind  of  heart", 
Whofe  fteady  arm,  by  awful  virtue  urg'd, 
Lifted  the  Roman  y$W/  againft  thy  friend. 
Thouiands  befides  the  tribute  of  a  verfe 
pemand  ;  but  who  can  count  the  ftars  of  heaven  ? 
Who  fmg  their  influence  on  this  lower  world  ? 

Behold,  who  yonder  comes  !  in  fober  ftate, 
Fair,  mild,  and  ftrong,  as  is  a  vernal  fun  : 
'Tis  Phoebus  felf,  or  elfe  the  Mantuan  fwain  ! 
Great  Homer  too  appears,  of  daring  wing, 
Parent  of  fong  !  and  equal  by  his  fide, 
The  Britifh  mufe;  join'd  hand  in  hand  they  walk, 
Darkling,  full  up  the  middle  fteep  to  fame. 
Nor  abfent  are  thofe  (hades,  whofe  fkilful  touch 
Pathetic  drew  th'  impaffion'd  heart,  and  charm'd 
Trarifported  Athens  with  the  moral  fcene : 
Nor  thofe  who,  tuneful,  wak'd  th'  enchanting  lyre. 

Firft  of  your  kind  !  fociety  divine  ! 
Still  vifit  thus  my  nights,  for  you  referv'd, 
And  mount  my  foaring  foul  to  thoughts  like  yours, 
Silence,  thou  lonely  power  !  the  door  be  thine  ; 
See  on  the  hallow'd  hour  that  none  intrude, 
Save  a  few  chofen  friends,  who  fometimes  deign 
To  blefs  my  humble  roof,  with  fenfe  refin'd, 
Learning  digefted  well,  exalted  faith, 
Unftudy'd  wit,  and  humour  ever  gay, 
Or  from  the  mufe's  hill  will  Pope  defcend, 
To  raife  the  facred  hour,  to  bid  it  fmile, 
And  with  the  focial  fpirit  warm  the  heart  ? 
For  though  not  fweeter  his  own  Homer  lings, 
Yet  is  his  life  the  more  endearing  fong. 

Where  art  thou,  Hammond  ?  thou  the  darling 

Eride, 
riend  and  lover  of  the  tuneful  throng  ! 
Ah,  why,  dear  youth,  in  all  the  blooming  prime 
Of  vernal  genius,  where  difclofing  faft 
Each  active  worth,  each  manly  virtue  lay, 
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Why  wert  thou  raviflVd  from  our  hope  fo  foon  ? 
What  now  avails  that  noble  thirft  of  fame, 
Which  flung  thy  fervent  breaft?    that  trcafur'i 

fhore 

Of  knowledge,  early  gain'd  ?  that  eager  zeal 
To  ferve  thy  country,  glowing  in  the  band 
Of  youthful  patriots,  who  fuftain  her  name  ? 
What  no-A-,  alas  !  that  life-diffufing  charm 
Of  fprightly  wit  ?  that  rapture  for  the  mufe, 
That  heart  of  friendihip,  and  that  ipul  of  joy, 
Which  bade  with  fofteft  light  thy  virtues  fmile  ? 
Ah  !  only  fliow'd,  to  check  our  fond^purfuits, 
And  teach  our  humbled  hopes  that  life  is  vain  1 

Thus  in  fome  deep  retirement  would  I  pafs 
The  winter-glpoms,  with  friends  of  pliaHt  foul, 
Or  blithe,  or  iblemn,  as  the  theme  infpir'd  : 
With  them  would  fearch,  if  ^ature's  boundlefit 

frame 

Was  call'd,  late  rifing  from  the  void  of  night, 
Or  fprung  eternal  from  th'  Eternal  Mind  ; 
Its  life,  its  laws,  its  progrefs  and  its  end. 
Hence  larger  profpecls  of  the  beauteous  whole 
Would,  gradual,  open  on  our  opening  minds ; 
And  each  diffi'five  harmony  unite 
In  full  perfection  to  th'  aftoninYd  eye. 
Then  would  we  try  to  lean  the  moral  ivorld, 
Which,  though  to  us  it  feems  embroil'd,  moves  c% 
In  higher  order  ;  fitted,  and  impell'd, 
By  Wifdom's  fined  hand,  and  iffuing  all 
Ingenci  algood.    The  fage  hiftoric  mufe 
Should  next  conducl  us  through  the  deeps  of  time: 
Show  us  how  empire  grew,  declin'd,  and  fell, 
In  fcatter'd  ftates  ;  what  makes  the  nations  fmile, 
Improves  their  foil,  and  gives  them  double  funs  \ 
And  why  they  pine  beneath  the  brighteft  ikies, 
In  Nature's  richeft  lap.     As  thus  we  talk'd, 
Our  hearts  would  burn  within  us,  would  inhale 
The  portion  of  divinity,  that  ray 
Of  pureft  heaven,  which  lights  the  public  foul 
Of  patriots,  and  of  heroes.     But  if  doom'd, 
In  powerlefs  humble  fortune,  to  reprefs 
Thefe  ardent  rifings  of  the  kindling  foul ; 
Then,  ev'n  fuperior  to  ambition,  we 
Would  learn  the  private  virtue^  how  to  glide 
Through  fhades  and  plains,  along  the  fmoothefi; 
Of  rural  life;  or  fnatch'd  away  by  hope,      [ftreaoi 
Through  the  dim  fpaces  of  futurity, 
With  earnefh  eye  anticipate  thofe  fcenes 
Of  happinefs,  and  wonder  ;  where  the  mind, 
In  endlefs  growth  and  infinite  afcent, 
Rifes  from  ftate  to  ftate,  and  world  to  world. 
But  when  with  thefe  the  ferious  thought  is  foil'd, 
We,  fhifting  for  relief,  would  play  the  fhapcs 
Of  frolic  fancy  ;  and  inceffant  form 
Thofe  rapid  pictures,  that  affembled  train 
Of  fleet  ideas,  never  join'd  before, 
Whence  lively  wit  excites  to  gay  furprife ; 
Or  folly-painting  humour,  grave  himfelf, 
Calls  laughter  forth,  deep-fhaking  every  nerve. 

Meantime  the  village  roufes  up  the  fire ; 
While  well  attefted  and  as  well  believ'd, 
Heard  folemn,  goes  the  goblin-ftory  round ; 
Till  fuperftitious  horror  creeps  o'er  all. 
Or,  frequent  in  the  founding  hall,  they  wake 
The  rural  gambol.     Ruftic  mirth  goes  round ; 
The  fimple  joke  that  takes  the  fhepherd's  heart, 
Eafily  pleas'd  ;  the  long  loud  laugh,  iincere  ; 
The  kifs,  fnatch'd  hafty  from  the  fide-long  maid 
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On  purpofe  guardlsfs,  or  pretendiag  fieep  : 
The  leap,  the  flap,  the  haul ;  and,  fhook  to  notes 
Of  native  mufic,  the  refpondent  dance. 
Thus  jocund  fleets  with  them  the  winter-night. 

The  city  fwarms  intenfe.     The  public  haunt, 
Full  of  each  theme,  and  warm  with  mixt  difcourfe, 
Hums  indiftinct.     The  ions  of  riot  flow 
Down  the  loofe  ftream  of  falfe  enchanted  joy, 
To  fwift  deftruction.    On  the  rankled  foul 
The  gaming  fury  fall ;  and  in  one  gulf 
OF  total  ruin,  honour,  virtue,  peace, 
Friends,  families,  and  fortune,  headlong  fink. 
Up-fprings  the  dance  along  the  lighted  dome, 
Mix'd,  and  evolv'd,  a  thoufand  fprightly  ways. 
The  glittering  court  effufes  every  pomp ; 
The  circle  deepens :  beam'd  from  gaudy  robes, 
Tapers,  and  fparkling  gems,  and  radiant  eyes, 
A  foft  effulgence  o'er  the  palace  waves  : 
"While,  a  gay  infect  in  Ins  fummer-fhine, 
The  fop*  light-fluttering,  fpreads  his  mealy  wings. 

Dread  o'er  the  fcene,  the  ghoft  of  Hamlet  ftalks; 
Othello  rages ;  poor  Monimia  mourns ; 
And  Belvidera  pours  her  foul  in  love. 
Terror  alarms  the  breaft  ;  the  comely  tear 
Steals  o'er  the  cheek  :  or  elfc  the  comic  mufe 
Holds  to  the  world  a  picture  of  itfelf, 
And  raifes  fly  the  fair  impartial  laugh. 
Sometimes  fhe  lifts  her  {train,  and  paints  the  fcenes 
Of  beauteous  life  ;  whate'cr  can  deck  mankind, 
Or  charm  the  heart,  in  generous  *  Bevil  fhow'd. 

O,  thou,  whofe  wifdom,  iblid  yet  refin'd, 
Whofe  patriot-virtues,  and  confummate  (kill 
To  touch  the  finer  fprings  that  move  the  world, 
Join'd  to  whate'er  the  graces  can  beftow, 
And  all  Apollo's  animating  fire, 
Give  thee,  with  pleafing  dignity,  to  fhine 
At  once  the  guardian,  ornament,  and  joy, 
Of  polifh'd  life  ;  permit  the  rural  mufe, 
O  Chefterfield,  to  grace  with  thee  her  fong ! 
Ere  to  the  fhades  again  fhe  humbly  flies, 
Indulge  her  fond  ambition,  in  thy  train, 
(For  every  mufe  has  in  thy  train  a  place) 
To  mark  thy  various  full-accomplim'd  mind  : 
To  mark  that  fpirit,  which,  with  Britifh/ror/*, 
Rejects  th'  allurements  of  corrupted  power ; 
That  elegant  politenefs,  which  excels, 
Ev'n  in  the  judgment  of  prefumptuous  France, 
The  boafled  manners  of  her  fhining  court; 
That  wit,  the  vivid  energy  of  fenfe, 
The  truth  of  nature,  which,  with  Attic  point, 
And  kind  well-temper'd  fatire,  fmoothly  keen, 
Steals  through  the  foul,  and  without  pain  corrects. 
Or,  rifmg  thence  with  yet  a  brighter  flame, 
O,  let  me  hail  thee  on  fome  glorious  day, 
"When  to  the  liftening  fenate,  ardent,  crowd 
Britannia's  fons  to  hear  her  pleaded  caufe. 
Then  dreft  by  thee,  more  amiably  fair, 
Truth  the  fort  robe  of  mild  perfuafion  wears : 
Thou  to  afT  nting  reafon  giv'it  again 
Her  own  enlighten'd  thoughts ;  call 'd from  the  heart, 
Th'  obedient  pafiions  on  thy  voice  attend ; 
And  ev'n  reluctant  party  feels  a  while 
Thy  gracious  power  :  as  through  the  varied  maze 
Of  eloquence,  now  fmooth,  now  quick,  now  ftrong, 
Profound  and  clear,  you  roll  the  copious  flood. 

*   A  character  in   the   Con/lions  Lovers,  "written  by 
Sir  Richard  Steels. 


To  thy  lov'd  haunt  return,  my  happy  mufe  : 
For  now,  behold,  the  joyous  winter-days, 
Frofly,  fucceed  ;  and  through  the  blue  ferene, 
For  fight  too  fine,  th'  ethereal  nitre  flies ; 
Killing  ini'ectious  damps,  and  the  fpent  air 
Storing  afrefa  with  elemental  life. 
Cloie  crowds  the  mining  atmofphere  ;  and  binds 
Our  ftrengthen'd  bodies  in  its  cold  embrace, 
Conftringent ;  feeds,  and  animates  our  blood ; 
Refines  our  fpirits,  through  the  new-ftrung  nerves, 
In  fwifter  fallies  darting  to  the  brain  ; 
Where  fits  the  foul,  intenfe,  collected,  cool, 
Bright  as  the  Ikies,  and  as  the  feafon  keen. 
All  nature  feels  the  renovating  force 
Of  Winter,  only  to  the  thoughtlefs  eye 
In  rum  feen.     The  froft-concocted  glebe 
Draws  in  abundant  vegetable  foul, 
And  gathers  vigour  for  the  coming  year. 
A  ftronger  glow  fits  on  the  lively  cheek 
Of  ruddy  fire  :  and  luculent  along 
The  purer  rivers  flow  ;  their  fallen  deeps, 
Tranfparent,  open  to  the  fhepherd's  gaze, 
And  murmur  hoarfcr  at  the  fixing  froft.       [{lores 

What  art  thou,  froft.  ?  and  whence  are  thy  keen 
Deriv'd,  thou  frjcret  all-invading  power, 
Whom  ev'n  th'  illufive  fluid  cannot  fly  ? 
Is  not  thy  potent  energy,  unfeen, 
Myriads  of  little  falts,  or  hook'd,  or  fliap'd 
Like  double  wedges,  and  difFus'd  immenfe 
Through  water,  earth,  and  ether  ?  Hence  at  eve, 
Steam'd  eager  from  the  red  horizon  round, 
With  the  fierce  rage  of  Winter  deep  fuffus'd, 
An  icy  gale,  oft  fhifting,  o'er  the  pool 
Breathes  a  blue  film,  and  in  its  mid  career 
Arrefts  the  bickering  ftream.     The  loofen'd  ice, 
Let  down  the  flood,  and  half  diflblv'd  by  day, 
Ruftles  no  more  ;  but  to  the  fedgy  bank 
Faft  grows,  or  gathers  round  the  pointed  flone, 
A  cryflal  pavement,  by  the  breath  of  heaven 
Cemented  firm ;  till,  feiz'd  from  fhore  to  ihore, 
The  \\hole  imprifon'd  river  growls  below. 
Loud  rings  the  frozen  earth,  and  hard  reflects 
A  double  noife  ;  while,  at  his  evening  watch, 
The  village  dog  deters  the  nightly  thief; 
The  heifer  lows  ;  the  diftant  water-fall 
Swells  in  the  breeze  ;  and,  with  the  hafty  tread 
Of  traveller,  the  hollow-founding  plain 
Shakes  from  afar.     The  full  ethereal  round, 
Infinite  worlds  difclofing  to  the  view, 
Shines  out  intenfely  keen  ;  and,  all  one  cope 
Of  ftarry  glitter,  glows  from  pole  to  pole.. 
From  pole  to  pole  the  rigid  influence  falls, 
Through  the  ftill  night,  inceffant,  heavy,  ftrong, 
And  feizes  nature  fail.     It  freezes  on  ; 
Till  morn,  late-riling  o'er  the  drooping  world, 
Lifts  her  pale  eye  unjoyous.     Then  appears 
The  various  labour  of  the  filent  night : 
Prone  from  the  dripping  cave,  and  dumb  cafcade, 
Whofe  idle  torrents  only  feem  to  roar, 
The  pendent  icicle  ;  the  froft-work  fair, 
Where  tranfient  hues  and  fancy'd  figures  rife  ; 
W:de-fpouted  o'er  the  hill,  the  frozen  brook, 
A  livid  tract,  cold-gltaming  on  the  morn  ; 
The  foreft  bent  beneath  the  plumy  wave  ; 
And  by  the  froft  refin'd  the  whiter  fnow, 
Incrufted  hard,  and  founding  to  the  tread 
Of  early  Ihepherd,  as  he  peafive  feeks 
His  pining  flock,  or  from  the  mountain  top, 


WINTER. 


Pleas'  J  \vith  the  flippery  furface,  fvvift  defcends. 

On  blithfome  frolics  bent,  the  youthful  fwains, 
While  every  work  of  man  is  laid  at  reft, 
Fond  o'er  the  river  crowd,  in  various  fport 
And  revelry  diffolv'd  ;  where  mixing  glad, 
Happieft  of  all  the  train  !  the  raptur'd  boy 
Lafhes  the  whirling  top.     Gr,  where  the  Rhine 
Branch'd  out  in  many  a  long  canal  extends, 
From  every  province  fwarming,  void  of  care, 
Batavia  rufhes  forth ;  and  as  they  fvveep, 
On  founding  Ikates,  a  thoufand  different  ways, 
In  circling  poife,  fwift  as  the  winds,  along, 
The  then  gay  land  is  madden'd  all  to  joy. 
Nor  lefs  the  northern  courts,  wide  o'er  the  fnow, 
Pour  a  new  pomp.     Eager,  on  rapid  fleds, 
Their  vigorous  youth  in  bold  contention  wheel 
The  long-refounding  courfe.     Meantime,  to  raife 
The  manly  ftrife,  with  highly  blooming  charms, 
Flufh'd  by  the  feafon,  Scandinavia's  dames, 
Or  Ruflia's  buxom  daughters  glow  around. 

Pure,  quick,  and  fportful,  is  the  wholefome  day; 
But  foon  elaps'd.     The  horizontal  fun, 
Broad  o'er  the  fouth,  hangs  at  his  utmoft  noon  : 
And,  ineffectual,  ftrikes  the  gelid  cliff: 
His  azure  glofs  the  mountain  ft  ill  maintains, 
Nor  feels  the  feeble  touch.     Perhaps  the  vale 
Relents  a  while  to  the  reflected  ray ; 
Or  from  the  foreft  falls  the  clufter'd  fnow, 
Myriads  of  gems,  that  in  the  waving  gleam 
Gay-twinkle  as  they  fcatter.     Thick  around 
Thunders  the  fport  of  thofe,  who  with  the  gun, 
And  dog  impatient  bounding  at  the  fhot, 
Worfe  than  the  feafon,  defolate  the  fields ; 
And,  adding  to  the  ruins  of  the  year, 
Diftrefs  the  footed  or  the  feather'd  game. 

But  what  is  this  ?  Our  infant  Winter  finks, 
Diverted  of  his  grandeur,  fhould  our  eye 
Aftonifh'd  fhoot  into  the  frigid  zone; 
Where,  for  relentlefs  months,  continual  night 
Holds  o'er  the  glittering  wafte  her  ftarry  reign. 

There,  through  the  prifon  of  unbounded  wilds, 
Barr'd  by  the  hand  of  Nature  from  efcape, 
Wide-roams  the  Ruffian  exile.     Nought  around 
Strikes  his  fad  eye,  but  deferts  loft  in  fnow ; 
And  heavy-loaded  groves  ;  and  folid  floods, 
That  ftretch,  athwart  the  folitary  vaft, 
Their  icy  horrors  to  the  frozen  main  ; 
And  cheerlefs  towns  far-diftant,  never  blefs'd, 
Save  when  its  annual  courfe  the  caravan 
Bends  to  the  golden  coaft  of  rich  *  Cathay, 
With  news  of  human-kind.  Yet  there  life  glows; 
Yet  cherifh'd  there,  beneath  the  fhining  wafte, 
The  furry  nations  harbour  :  tipt  with  jet, 
Fair  ermines,  fpotlefs  as  the  fnows  they  prefs  ; 
Sables,  of  gloffy  black ;  and  dark-embrown'd, 
Or  beauteous  freakt  with  many  a  mingled  hue, 
Thoufands  befides,  the  coftly  pride  of  courts. 
There,  warm  together  prefs'd,  the  trooping  deer 
Sleep  on  the  new-fall'n  fnows  ;  and,  fcarce  his  head 
JR-ais'd  o'er  the  h  apy  wreath,  the  branching  elk 
Lies  (lumbering  fullen  in  the  white  abyfs. 
The  ruthlefs  hunter  wants  nor  dogs  nor  toils, 
Nor  with  the  dread  of  founding  bows  he  drives 
The  fearful  flying  race  ;  with  ponderous  clubs, 
As  weak  againft  the  mountain  heaps  they  pufh 
Their  beating  breaft  in  vain,  and  piteous  bray, 


*  The  old  name  for  Glrina* 


He  lays  them  quivering  on  th'  enfanguin'd  fnows, 
And  with  loud  Ihouts  rejoicing  bears  them  home. 
There  through  the  pifiy  foreft  half-abforpt, 
Rough  tenant  of  thcfe  {hades,  the  fhapelefs  bear, 
With  dangling  ice  all  horrid,  ftalks  forlorn  ; 
Slow-pac'd,  and  fourer  as  the  ftorms  increafe, 
He  makes  his  bed  beneath  th'  inclement  drift, 
And,  with  ftern  patience,  fcorn  ing  weak  complaint, 
Hardens  his  heart  againft  affailing  want. 

Wide  o'er  the  fpacious  regions  of  the  north, 
That  fees  Booes  urge  his  tardy  wain, 
A  boifterous  race,  by  frofty  *  Caurus  pierc'd, 
Who  little  pleafure  know,  and  fear  no  pain, 
Prolific  fwarm.     They  once  relum'd  the  flame 
Of  loft  mankind  in  polifh'd  flavery  funk,     [fweep 
Drove  martial  f  horde  on  horde,  with  dreadful 
Refiftlefs  rufhing  o'er  th'  enfeebled  fouth, 
And  gave  the  vanquifh'd  world  another  form. 
Not  fuch  the  fons  of  Lapland  :  wifely  they 
Defpife  th'  infenfate  barbarous  trade  of  war  ; 
They  afk  no  more  than  fimple  nature  gives, 
They  love  their  mountains,  and  enjoy  their  ftorms, 
No  falfe  defires,  no  pride-created  wants, 
Difturb  the  peaceful  current  of  their  time  : 
And  through  the  reftlefs  ever-tortur'd  maze 
Of  pleafure,  or  ambition,  bid  it  rage.  [tents, 

Their  rein-deer  form  their  riches.     Thefe  their 
Their   robes,   their  beds,  and   all   their   homely 

wealth 

Supply,  their  wholfome  fare,  and  cheerful  cups. 
Obfequious  at  their  call,  the  docile  tribe 
Yield  to  the  fled  their  necks,  and  whirl  them  fwift 
O'er  hill  and  dale,  heap'd  into  one  expanfe 
Of  marbled  fnow,  as  far  as  eye  can  fweep 
With  a  blue  cruft  of  ice  unbounded  glaz'd. 
By  dancing  meteors  then,  that  ceafelefs  fhake 
A  waving  blaze  refracted  o'er  the  heavens, 
And  vivid  moons,  and  ftars  that  keener  play 
With  double  luftre  from  the  gloffy  wafte, 
Ev'n  in"  the  depth  of  Polar  Night,  they  find 
A  wondroas  day  :  enough  to  light  the  chafe, 
Or  guide  their  daring  fteps  to  Finland  fairs. 
Wim'd  Spring  returns  ;  and  from  the  hazy  fouth, 
While  dim  Aurora  fiowly  moves  before, 
The  welcome  fun,  juft  verging  up  at  firft, 
By  fmall  degrees  extends  the  fwelling  curve  ! 
Till  feen  at  large  for  gay  rejoicing  months, 
Still  round  and  found,  his  fpiral  courfe  he  winds, 
And  as  he  nearly  dips  his  flaming  orb, 
Wheels  up  again,  and  reafcends  the  fky. 
In  that  glad  feafon  from  the  lakes  and  floods, 
Where  pure  Niemi's  \  fairy  mountains  rife, 
And  fring'd  with  rofes  §  Tenglio  rolls  his  ftream, 


*   Tie  north-weft 

•f    The,  wandering  Scythian-ctans. 

\  Jlf.  de  MaupertuiS)  in  bis  boot  on  the  figure  of 
the  earth,  after  i?  -j.fr  5-  defcribed  tie  beautiful  lake  and 
mountain  of  Nicmi  in  Lapland^  f'ys,—  u  From  this- 
"  height  nuc  bad  opportunity  fsveral  times  to  fee  tbofe 
"  vapours  rife  from  the  lake,  which  the  pe«ple  of  the 
"  country  call  Haltros,  and  ivhicb  they  deem  to  be  the 
"  guardian  fpirits  of  'the  mountains.  We  h  ad  heen  frighted 
*'  luitbjlories  »f  bears  that  hazmted  this  platx,  but  fatu 
"  none.  It  feemed  rather  a  place  of  refort  for  fairies  - 
"  and  genii,  than  bears." 

§  The  fame  ant  bur  obferves—"  I  tvas  furprifsd  to 
"  fee  upon  the  hanks  of  this  river  (the  Tenglio)  rofes  of 
"  as  livefy  a  red  as  any  that  are  in  our  gardens  t" 
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They  draw  the  copious  fry.     With  thefe,  at  eve, 

They  cheerful  loaded  to  th-.^r  t-jnts  repair; 

Where,  all  day  lonjr  in  <vf.'-uii  care  cmploy'd, 

Their  kind  unblemifn'd  wives  the  fire  prepare. 

Thrice  happy  race  !  by  poveitv  fecur'd 

From  legal  plunder  a*'d  rapacious  power  : 

In  whom  fell  intereft  never  yet  has  fbwn     [knew 

Tlie  feeds  of  vice  :  whofe  fpotlefs  fwains  ne'er 

Injurious  deed,  nor,  blafted  by  the  breath 

Of  faithlefs  love,  their  blooming;  daughters  woe. 

Still  prefling  on,  beyond  Tornea's  lake, 
And  Hecla  flaming  through  a  wafte  of  fnow, 
And  fartheft  Greenland,  to  the  pole  itfelf, 
Where,  failing  gradual,  life  at  length  goes  out* 
The  mufe  expands  her  folitary  flight  ; 
And,  hovering  o'er  the  wild  ftupendous  fcene; 
Beholds  new  feas  beneath,  another  flcy  *. 
Thron'd  in  his  palace  of  cerulean  ice, 
Here  Winter  holds  his  umtejoicing  court  ; 
And  through  hi?  airy  hall  the  loud  mifrule 
Of  driving  tempeft  is  for  ever  heard  : 
Here  the  grim  tyrant  meditates  his  wrath  ; 
Here  arms  his  winds  with  all-fubduing  froft  ; 
Moulds  his  fierce  hail,  and  treasures  up  his  fnows, 
With  which  he  now  opprefles  half  the  globe. 

.  Thence  windjng  eaftward  to  the  Tartar's  co'aft, 
She  fweeps  the  howling  margin  of  the  main  ; 
Where  undifiblving,  from  the  firft  of  time, 
Snows  fwell  on  fnows  amazing  to  the  flcy  ; 
And  icy  mountains  high  oh  mountains  pil'd, 
Seem  to  the  fliivering  failor  from  afar, 
Shapeleis  and  white,  an  atmofphere  of  clouds. 
Projected  hue,  and  horrid,  o'er  the  furge, 
Alps  frown  on  Alps  j  or  crufhing  hideous  down, 
As  if  old  Chaos  was  again  feturn'd, 
Wide-rend  the  deep,  and  fhake  the  folid  pole. 
Ocean  itfelf  no  longer  can  refift 
The  binding  fury  ;  but,  in  all  its  rage 
Of  tempeft  taken  by  the  boundlefs  frofl^ 
Is  many  a  fathom  to  the  bottom  chain'd, 
And  bid  to  roar  no  more  :  a  bleak  expanfc, 
Shagg'd  o'er  with  wavy  rocks,  cheerlefs  and  void 
Of  every  life,  that  from  the  dreary  months 
Flies  confcious  fouthward.     Miferable  they  ! 
Who,  here  entangled  in  the  gathering  ice, 
Take  their  laft  look  of  the  defcending  fun  ; 
While,  full  of  death,  and  fierce  with  tenfold  froft, 
The  long  long  night,  incumbent  o'er  their  heads, 
JFalls  horrible.     Such  was  the  Briton's  f  fate, 
^e  wither/I  prow,  (  what  have  not  Britons  dar'd!) 
jje  /^r  the  paffage  fought,  attempted  fince 
So  much  in  vain,  and  feeming  to  be  fhut 
By  jealous  Nature  with  eternal  bars. 
In  thefe  fell  regions,  in  Arzina  caught, 
And  to  the  ft<s;:y  deep  his  idle  fnip 
Immediate  feal'd,  he  with  his  haplefs  crew, 
Each  full  exerted  at  his  feveral  talk, 
Froze  into  ftatues  ;  to  the  cordage  glued 
The  failor,  and  the  pilot  to  the  helm.          [ftream 

Hard  by  thefe  {hores,  where  fcarce  his  freezing 
Rolls  the  wild  Oby,  live  the  laft  of  men  j 
And  half-enliven'd  by  the  diftant  fun, 
That  rears  ?.nd  ripens  man,  as  well  as  plants, 
Here  human  nature  wears  its  rudeft  form. 


*   <The  other  hemihere. 
t  Sir  Hugh 
to  fifcwcr  tkenortb-eaft 
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Deep  front  the  piercing  feafon  funk  in  caves, 
Here  by  dull  fires,  and  with  unjoyous  cheer, 
'.hey  .vafte  the  tedious  gloom,     Immers'd  infur», 
Doze  the  grofs  race.    Nor  fprightly  jeft,  nor  fonj, 
Nor  tendernefs  they  know  ;  nor  ought  of  life, 
Beyond  the  kindred  bears,  that  ftalk  without. 
Till  morn  at  length,  her  rofes  drooping  all, 
Sheds  a  long  twilight  brightening  o'er  the  fields. 
And  calh  the  quiver'd  favage  to  the  chafe. 

What  cannot  adtive  government  perform, 
New-moulding  man  !  wide-ftretching  from  thefe 
A  people  favage  from  remoteft  time,  [fliores, 

A.  huge  neglected  empire,  one  vaft  Mind, 
By  Heaven  infpir'd,  from  Gothic  darknefs  call'd. 
Irnxiortal  Peter  !  firft  of  monarchs  !  he 
His  ftuhbofri  country  tam'd,  her  rocks,  her  fen*, 
Her  floods,  her  feas,  her  ill-fubmitting  fons  ; 
And  while  the  fierce  barbarian  he  fubdued, 
To  more  exalted  foul  he  rais'd  the  man. 
Ye  {hades  of  ancient  heroes,  ye  who  toil'd 
Through  long  fucceflive  ages  to  build  up 
A  labouring  plan  of  ftate,  behold  at  once 
The  wonder  done  !  behold  the  matchlefs  prince ! 
Who  left  his  native  throne,  where  reign'd  till  then 
A  mighty  fliadow  of  unreal  power  ; 
Who  greatly  fpurn'd  the  flothful  pomp  of  courts; 
And,  roaming  every  land,  in  every  port 
His  fceptre  laid  afide,  with  glorious  hand, 
Unwearied  plying  the  mechanic  tool, 
Gather'd  the  feeds  of  trade,  of  ufefu'l  arts, 
Of  civil  wifdom,  and  of  martial  flcill. 
Charg'd  with  the  ftores  of  Europe,  home  he  goes  ; 
Then  cities  rife  amid  th'  illumin'd  wafte  ; 
O'er  joylefs  deferts  fmiles  the  rural  reign  ; 
Far  diftant  flood  to  flood  is  focial  join'd  ; 
Th'  aftonifli'd  Euxine  hears  the  Baltic  roar  ; 
Proud  navies  ride  on  feas  that  never  foam'd 
With  daring  keel  before  ;  and  armies  ftretch 
Each  way  their  dazzling  files,  reprefling  here 
The  frantic  Alexander  of  the  north, 
And  awing  there  ftern  Othman's  fhrinking  fons. 
Sloth  flies  the  land,  and  ignorance,  and  vice, 
Of  old  difhonour  proud :  it  glows  around, 
Taught  by  the  royal  hand  that  rtfus'd  the  whole, 
One  fcene  of  arts,  of  arms,  of  fifing  trade  : 
For  what  his  wifdom  plann'd,  and  power  enforc'd, 
More  potent  ftill,  his  great  example  fho'w'd. 

Muttering,  the  winds  at  eve,  with  blunted  point, 
Blow  hollow-bluftering  from  the  fouth.   Subdued, 
The  froft  refolves  into  a  trickling  thaw. 
Spotted  the  mountains  {nine  ;  loofe  fleet  defcends, 
And  floods  the  country  round.     The  rivers  fwell, 
Of  bonds  impatient.     Sudden  from  the  hills, 
O'er  rocks  and  woods,  in  broad  brown  cataracts, 
A  thoufand  mow-fed  torrents  {hoot  at  once  ; 
And,  where  they  ruih,  the  wide-refounding  plain 
Is  left  one  flimy  wafte.     Thofe  fuller,  feas, 
That  wafli'd  th'  ungenial  pole,  will  reft  no  more 
Beneath  the  {hackles  of  the  mighty  north ; 
But,  roufmg  all  their  waves,  refiftlefs  heave. 
And  hark !  the  lengthening  roar  continuous  run* 
Athwart  the  rifted  deep  :  at  once  it  burfts, 
And  piles  a  thoufand  mountains  to  the  clouds. 
Ill  fares  the  bark  with  trembling  wretches  charg'd, 
That,  toft  amid  the  floating  fragments,  moors 
Beneath  the  {belter  of  an  icy  ifle, 
While  night  o'erwhelms  the  fea,  and  horror  looks 
More  horrible.    Can  human  force  endure 
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Th'  affembled  mifchiefs  that  befiege  them  round  ? 
Heart-gnawing  hunger,  fainting  wearinefs, 
The  roar  of  winds  and  waves,  the  crufh  of  ice, 
Now  ceafing,  now  renew'd  with  louder  rage, 
And  in  dire  echoes  bellowing  round  the  main. 
More  to  embroil  the  deep,  leviathan 
And  his  unwieldy  train,  iti  dreadful  fport, 
Tempeft  the  loofen'd  brine,   while  through  the 
Far  from  the  bleak  inhofpitable  fhore,        [gloom, 
Loading  the  wiilds,  is  heard  the  hungry  howl 
Of  famifh'd  monfters,  there  awaiting  wrecks. 
Yet  providence,  that  ever-ivakinor  eye, 
Looks  down  with  pity  on  the  feeble  toil 
Of  mortals  loft  to  hope,  and  lights  them  fafe, 
Through  all  this  dreary  labyrinth  of  fate. 

'Tisdone !  dread  Winter  fpreads  his  lateft  glooms-, 
And  reigns  tremendous  o'er  the  conquer'd  year. 
How  dead  the  vegetable  kingdom  lies  ! 
How  dumb  the  tuneful !  Horror  wide  extends 
His  defolate  domain.     Behold,  fond  man  ! 
See  here  thy  pictur'd  life  ;  pafs  fome  few  years, 
Thy    flowering    Spring,    thy    Summer's    ardent 
Thy  fober  Autumn  fading  into  age,        [ftrength, 
And  pale  concluding  Winter  comes  at  laft, 
And  fhuts  the  fcene.     Ah  !  whither  now  are  fled, 
Thofe  dreams  of  greatnefs  ?  thofe  unfolid  hopes 
Of  happinefs  ?  thofe  longings  after  fame  ? 
Thofe  refllefs  cares  ?  thofe  bufy  buftling  days  ? 
Thofe  gay-fpent,  feftive  nights  ?    thofe    veeri 

.  thoughts, 
Loft  between  good  and  ill,  that  fhar'd  thy  life  ? 


veering 


All  now  are  vanifh'd  !  Virtue  fole  furvives, 

Immortal  never-failing  friend  of  man, 

His  guide  to  happinefs  on  high.     And  fee  ! 

'Tis  come,  the  glorious  morn  !  the  fecond  birth 

Of  heaven  and  earth  !  awakening  Nature  hear* 

The  neiv-iffating  ivord,  and  ftafts  to  life, 

In  every  heighten'd  form,  from  pain  and  death 

For  ever  free.      The  great  eternal  fcheme, 

Involving  all,  and  in  a  perfect  ivhole 

Uniting,  as  the  profpect  wider  fpreads, 

To  reafon's  eye  refin'd  clears  up  apace. 

Ye  vainly  wife  !  ye  blind  prefumptuous !  now, 

Confounded  in  tfee  duft,  adore  that  Power, 

And  Wifdom,  oft  arraign'd :  fee  now  •••he  caufe^ 

Why  unnffuming  worth  in  fecret  liv'd, 

And  dy'd,  neglected :  why  the  good  man's  fhare 

In  life  was  gall  and  bitternefs  of  foul : 

Why  the  lone  widow  and  her  orphans  pin'd 

In  ftarving  folitude  ;  while  luxury, 

In  palaces,  lay  {training  her  low  thought, 

To  form  unreal  wants  :  why  heaven-born  truth, 

And  moderation  fair,  wore  the  red  marks 

Of  fupcrftition's  fcourge  :  why  licens'd  pain 

That  cruel  fpoiler,  that  embofom'd  foe, 

Imbitter'd  all  our  blifs.     Ye  good  diftreft! 

Ye  noble  few  !  who  here  unbending  ftand 

Beneath  life's  preffure,  yet  bear  up^a  while, 

And  what  your  bounded  view,  which  only  fa\v 

A  little  part,  deem'd  evil,  is  no  more  : 

The  ftorms  of  wintery  time  will  quickly  pafs, 

And  one  unbounded  Spring  encircle  all, 


HYMN. 


THESE,  as  they  change,  Almighty  Father,  thefe, 
Arc  but  the  -varied  God.     The  rolling  year 
Is  full  of  thee.     Forth  in  the  pleafmg  iSpring 
Thy  beauty  walks,  thy  tendernefs  and  love. 
Wide  flufh  the  fields  ;  the  foftening  air  is  balm  ; 
Echo  the  mountains  round  ;  the  foreft  fmiles  ; 
And  every  fenfe,  and  every  heart,  is  joy. 
Then  comes  thy  glory  in  the  Summer  months, 
With  light  and  heat  refulgent.     Then  thy  fun 
Shoots  full  perfection  through  the  fwelling  year  : 
And  oft  thy  voice  in  dreadful  thunder  fpeaks  ; 
And  oft  at  dawn,  deep  noon,  or  falling  eve, 
By  brooks  and  groves,  in  hollo \v-whifpering  gales. 
Thy  bounty  fhines  in  Autumn  unconfin'd, 
And  fpreads  a  common  feaft  for  all  that  lives. 
In  Winter  awful  thou  !  with  cloudo  and  ftorms 
Around  thee  thrown,  tempeft  o'er  tempeft  roll'd, 
Majeftic  darknefs  !  on  the  whirlwind's  wing, 
Riding  fublime,  thou  bidft  the  world  adore, 
And  humbleft  nature  with  thy  northern  blaft. 

Myfterious round!  what  flcill,  what  force  divine, 
Deep  felt,  in  thefe  appear !  a  fimple  train, 
Yet  fo  delightful  mixt  with  fuch  kind  art, 
Such  beauty  and  beneficence  combin'd  ; 
Shade,  unperceiv'd,  fo  foftening  into  fhade ; 


;   And  all  fo  forming  an  harmonious  whole  ; 
That,  as  they  ftill  iucceed,  they  ravifh  ftill. 
But  wandering  oft,  with  brute  unconfcious  gaze, 
Man  marks  r  Jt  thee,  marks  not  the  mighty  hand, 
That  ever-bufy  wheels,  the  filent  fpheres ; 
Works^in  the  fecret  deep  ;  moots,  fteaming, thence 
The  fair  profuficn  that  o'erfpreads  the  Spring : 
Flings  from  the  fun  direct  the  flaming  day  ; 
Feeds  every  creature  ;  hurls  the  tempeft  forth  ; 
And,  as  on  earth  this  grateful  change  revolves, 
With  transport  touches  all  the  fpriugs  of  life. 

Nature  attend !  join  every  living  foul, 
Beneath  the  fpacious  temple  of  the  fky, 
In  adoration  join  ;  and  ardent,  raife 
One  general  fong  !  to  him,  ye  vocal  gales, 
Breathe foft,  whofe  fpirit  in  your  frefhficIS  breathes: 
Oh,  talk  of  him  in  folkary  glooms  ! 
Where,  o'er  the  reck,  the  fcarcely  waving  pine^ 
Fills  the  brown  fhade  with  a  religious  awe. 
And  ye,  whofe  bolder  note  is  hea*4  afar, 
Who  fhake  th'  aftonifh'd  world,  lift  high  to  heaven 
Th'  impetuous  fong,  and  fay  from  whom  you  rage. 
His  praife,  yc  brooks,  attune,  ye  trembling  rills  j 
And  let  me  catch  it  as  I  mufe  along. 
Ye  headlong  torrents,  rapid,  and  profound 
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Yc  fofter  floods,  that  lead  the  humid  maze 
Along  the  vale  ;  and  thou,  majeftic  main, 
A  fecret  world  of  wonders  in  thyfelf, 
Sound  his  flupendous  praife  ;  whofe  greater  voice 
Or  bids  you  roar,  or  bids  your  roarings  fall. 
Soft-roll  your  incenfe,  herbs  and  fruits,  and  flowers, 
In  mingled  clouds  to  him  ;  whofe  fun  exalts, 
Whofe  breath  perfumes  you,  and  whofe  pencil 

paints. 

Ye  forefts  Bend,  ye  harvefts  wave,  to  him  ; 
Breathe  your  ftill  fong  into  the  reaper's  heart, 
As  home  he  goes  beneath  the  joyous  moon. 
Ye  that  keep  watch  in  heaven,  as  earth  afleep 
UnconfcioHs  lies,  effufe  your  mildeib  beams, 
Y^e  conftellations,  while  your  angels  ftrike, 
A"mid  the  fpangled  fky,  the  filver  lyre. 
Great  fource  of  day  !  beft  image  here  below 
Of  thy  Creator,  ever  pouring  wide, 
From  world  to  world,  the  vital  ocean  round, 
On  nature  write  with  every  beam  his  praife. 
The  thunder  rolls :  be  hufh'd  the  proftrate  world; 
While  cloud  to  cloud  returns  the  folemn  hymn. 
Bleat  out  afrefh,  ye  hills  :   ye  moffy  rocks, 
Retain  the  found :  the  broad  refponfive  lowe, 
Ye  vallies,  raife  ;  for  the  Great  Shepherd  reigns ; 
And  his  unfujjering  kingdom  yet  will  come. 
Ye  woodlands  all  awake  :  a  boundlefs  fong 
Burft  from  the  groves  !  and  when  the  reftlefs  day 
Expiring,  lays  the  warbling  world  afleep, 
Sweeteft  of  birds !  fweet  Philomela,  charm 
The   liffcening  fhades,    and   teach   the   night  his 

praife. 

Ye  chief,  for  whom  the  whole  creation  fmiles, 
At  once  the  head,  the  heart,  and  tongue  of  all, 
£rown  the  great  hymn  !  in  fwarming  cities  vaft, 


Affembled  men,  to  the  deep  organ  join 

The  long-refounding  voice,  oft-breaking  clear, 

At  folemn  paufes,  through  the  fwelling  bafe  ; 

And,  as  each  mingling  flame  increafes  each, 

In  one  united  ardor  rife  to  heaven. 

Or  if  you  rather  choofe  the  rural  fhade, 

And  find  a  fane  in  every  fecret  grove  ; 

There  let  the  fhepherd's  flute,  the  virgin's  ky, 

The  prompting  feraph,  and  the  poet's  lyre, 

Still  ling  the  God  of  Seafons,  as  they  roll. 

For  me,  when  1  forget  the  darling  theme, 

Whether  the  bloffom  blows,  the  fummer-ray 

Ruffets  the  plain,  infpiring  Autumn  gleams  ; 

Or  Winter  riles  in  the  blackening  eaft ; 

Be  my  tongue  mute,  my  fancy  paint  no  more, 

And,  dead  to  joy,  forget  my  heart  to  beat. 

Should  fate  command  me  to  the  fartheft  verge 
Of  the  green  earth,  to  diftant  barbarous  climes, 
Rivers  unknown  to  fong  ;  where  firft  the  fun 
Gilds  Indian  mountains,  or  his  fetting  beam 
Flames  on  th'  Atlantic  ifles  ;  'tis  nought  to  me  : 
Since  God  is  ever  prefent,  ever  felt, 
In  the  void  wafte  as  in  the  city  full ; 
And  where  he  vital  breathes,  there  muft  be  joy. 
When  ev'n  at  lafh  the  folemn  hour  fhould  come", 
And  wing  my  myfhic  flight  to  future  worlds, 
I  cheerful  will  obey  ;  there,  with  new  powers, 
Will  rifing  wonders  fing  :  I  cannot  go 
Where  Univerfal  Love  not  fmiles  around, 
Suftaining  all  yon  orbs,  and  all  their  funs  ; 
Fromfecming  evil  ftill  educing  good, 
And  b :tter  thence  again    and  better  ftill, 
In  infinite  progreffion.     But  I  lofe. 
Myfelf  in  him,  in  Light  ineffable  ; 
Come  then,  expreffive  Silence,  mufe  his  praife. 
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AN    ALLEGORICAL    POEM. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

THIS  poem  being  writ  in  the  manner  of  Spenfer,  the  obfoletC  words,  and  a  funplicity  of  diclion  ins 
jTome  of  the  lines,  which  borders  on  the  ludicrous,  were  neceffary,  to  make  the  imitation  more  per- 
fc6t.  And  the  ftyle  of  that  admirable  poet,  as  well  as  the  meafure  in  which  he  wrote,  are,  a^it  were, 
appropriated  by  cuftom  to  allegorical  poems  writ  in  our  language  ;  juft  as  in  French  the  ftyle  of  Marot, 
who  lived  under  Francis  I.  has  been  ufed  in  tales  and  familiar  epiftles,  by  the  politeft  writers  of  the 
ae  of  Louis  XIV. 


AN  EXPLANATION  OF  THE  OBSOLETE  WORDS  USED  IN  THIS  POEM, 


Archimage  —  the  chief  or  greatrjl  of  magicians  or  en 

charters. 
Apaid:  —  paid, 
Appal  —  affright. 
A  tween  —  -betiveen. 
Ay  —  al-ways. 

Bale—  -forroiu,  trouble,  misfortune* 
Benempt  —  '-named. 
Blazon  —  fainting,  dif  playing. 
Breme  —  cold,  raw. 
Carol—  to  fmgfongs  of  joy.    . 
Caucus  —  the  north-eajl  wind. 
Certes—  certainly. 
Dan—  a  tvord  prefixed  to  names'* 


Depainted  —  painted. 

I3rowfy-head  —  -droivftnefi. 

Eath—  *«#. 

Eftfoons  —  immediately,  often  afterwards^ 

Eke  —  a  Ifo. 

Fays—  Dairies. 

Gear  or  Geer—  -furniture,  equipage,  drefs. 

Glaivei-/««r</.     (Fr.) 

Glee  —  -joy,  pleafure. 

Han  —  have. 

Hight  —  named,  called;  and  fomctimes  it  is  ufed  for 

is  called.     See  ftanza  vii. 
Idlefs—  Idlencfi. 
Imp—childy  or  offspring  •  from    the  Saxon  impan,  to 

graft  or  plant. 
Keil—  -for  caf. 
Lad—  -for  led. 

L,ea  —  a  piece  of  land  or  mtadoiv, 
Libbard  —  leopard. 
I^ig  —  to  lie. 

Loiel  —  a  loofe  idlefellotu. 
Louting-—  boiuing,  bending. 
Lithe—  loofe,  lax. 
Mcll  —  mingle. 


Moil  —  to  labour. 
JVIote  —  might. 

VOL.  IX, 


Much  el  or  Mochel,  much,  great, 

Nathlefs  —  -neve  rthe  lefs  . 

Ne  —  -nor. 

Nee  dme  nts  —  necejja  ries  . 

Nouriling  —  .1  thild  that  is  nurfed, 

Noyance—  -  harm. 

Prankt  —  Coloured,  adorned  gay  ly. 

Perdie  (F.r.  par  Dieii]  —  an  old  oath. 

Prick'd  through  the  forefb  —  rode  through  tbcforfft* 

Sear  —  dry,  burnt  up. 

Sheen  —  bright,  fbir.ing. 

Sicker  —  -fare,  furely. 

Soot  —  -fiueet,  orfivee.tly. 

Sooth  —  true,  or  truth. 

Stound  —  misfortune,  pting. 

Sweltry—  -fultry,  confuming  ivitb  beat* 

Swink  —  to  labour. 

Sm-dckt—  favoured. 

Thrall—  -jlave. 

Tranimew'd-—  transformed. 


Unkempt  (Lat.  incomptus}  unadorned', 

Weeil—  to  think,  be  of  opinion. 

Weet—  -  to  know,   to  lueei,  to  ivit. 

Whilom  —  ere-iuhile,  formerly. 

Wight  —  mun. 

Wib,/(;r  Wift  —  to  knoiv,  think,  under/land. 

Wonne  —  (a  noun)  di-velling. 

Wroke  —  ivreakt. 

N.  B.  The  letter  T  is  frequently  placed  in  the  T>er 
ginning  of  a  word  by  Spenfer,  to  lengthen  it  a 
iyllable,  and  en  at  the  end  of  a  word,  for  thd 
fame  reafon,  as  ivitbouteit,  caften,  &c. 
' 

Yborn—  born. 

Yblent,  or  \Atl\t—  blended,  mingled. 

Yclad—  dad. 

Ycleped—  called,  named. 

Yfere  —  together. 

Ymolten—  milted. 

Yod.e  ff  refer  tenfe  of  ycde)  -wint. 
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The  caftlc  height  of  indolence, 

And  its  falfe  luxury  ; 
Where  for  a  little  time,  alas  I 

We  liv'd  right  jollily. 


O  MORTAL  man,  who  liveft  here  by  toil, 
Do  not  complain  of  this  thy  hard  eflate  ; 
That  like  an  emmet  thou  muft  ever  moil, 
Is  a  fad  fentence  of  an  ancient  date  ; 
And,  certes,  there  is  for  it  reafon  great ; 
For,  though  fometimcs  it  makes  thee  weep  and 

wail, 

And  curfe  thy  flar,  and  early  drudge  and  late, 
Withouten  that  would  come  an  heavier  bale, 
Loofe  life,  unruly  paflions,  and  difeafes  pale. 

In  lowly  dale,  faft  by  a  river's  fide, 

With  woody  hill  o'er  hill  er.compafs'd  round, 

A  moft  enchanting  wizard  did  abide, 

Than  whom  a  fiend  more  fell  is  no  where  found, 

It  was,  I  ween,  a  lovely  fpot  of  ground : 

And  there  a  feafon  atween  June  and  May, 

Half  prankt  with  fpring,  with  fummer  half 

imbrown'd, 

A  lifllefs  climate  made,  where,  footh  to  fay, 
No  living  wight  could  work,  ne  cared  ev'n  for  play. 

Was  nought  around  but  images  of  reft : 
Sieep-foothing  groves,  and  quiet  lawns  between ; 
Arid    flowery   beds  that  flumberous  influence 

kefl, 
From  poppies  breath'd ;   and  beds  of  pleafant 

green, 

Where  never  yet  was  creeping  creature  feen. 
Mean-time    unnumber'd   glittering    ftreamlets 

play'd, 

And  hurl'd  every-where  their  waters  fheen  ; 
That,  as  they  bicker'd  through  the  funny  glade, 
Though  reftlefs  ftill  themfelves,  a  lulling  murmur 

made. 

Join'd  to  the  prattle  of  the  purling  rills, 
Where  heard  the  lowing  herds  along  the  vale, 
And  flocks  loud-bkatirg  from  the  diftant  hills, 
And  vacant  fhepher-ds  piping  in  the  dale  : 
Ana  now  and  then  fvveet  Philomel  would  wail, 
Or  flock-doves  plain  amid  the  forefh  deep, 
That  drowfy  ruftied  to  the  fighing  gale ; 
And  ftill  a  coil  the  grafshopper  did  keep  ; 
Yet  all  thefe  founds  yblent  inclined  all  to  fleep. 

Full  in  the  paffage  of  the  vale,  above, 
A  fable,  filent,  folemn  foreft  ftood ; 
3 


Where  nought  but  fhadowy  forms  was  feen  t£ 

move, 

As  Idlefs  fancy'd  in  her  dreaming  mood : 
And  up  the  hills,  on  either  fide,  a  wood 
Of  blackening  pines,  ay  waving  to  and  fro, 
Sent  forth  a  fleepy  horror  through  the  blood; 
And  where  this  valley  winded  out,  below, 
The  murmuring   main  was  heard,  and  fcarcely 

heard,  to  flow. 

A  pleafing  land  of  drowfy-head  it  wasf 
Of  dreams  that  wave  before  the  half-fhut  eye; 
And  of  gay  caftles  in  the  clouds  that  pals, 
For  ever  flufhing  round  a  fummef-lky  ; 
There  eke  the  foft  delights,  that  witchingly 
Inftil  a  wanton  fweetnefs  through  the  breaftr 
And  the  calm  pleafures  always  hover'd  nigh  ; 
But  whate'er  fmack'd  of  noyance,  or  unreft, 
Was  far  far  off  expell'd  from  this  delicious  neft. 

The  landikip  fuch,  infpiring  perfect  eafe, 
Where  Indolence  (for  fo  the  wizard  hight) 
Clofe-hid  his  caftle  mid  embowering  trees, 
That  half  fhut  out  the  beams  of  Phoebus  bright, 
And  made  a  kind  of  checker' d  day  and  night ; 
Meanwhile,  unceafing  at  the  maffy  gate, 
Beneath  a  fpacious  palm,  the  wicked  wight 
Was  plac'd ;  and  to  his  lute,  of  cruel  fate,  [<:  ftate. 
And  labour  harfh,   complain'd,  lamenting  man'* 

Thither  continual  pilgrims  crowded  ftill, 
From  all  the  roads  of  earth  that  pafs  there  by  : 
For,  as  they  chaunc'd  to  breathe  on  neighbour 
ing  hill, 

The  frefhnefs  of  this  valley  fmote  their  eye, 
And  drew  them  ever  and  anon  more  nigh ; 
Till  chartering  round   th'  enchanter  falfe  they 
Ymolten  with  his  fyren  melody ;  [hung. 

While  o'er  th'  enfeebling  lute  his  hand  he  flung, 
And  to  the  trembling  chords  thefe  tempting  verfes 
fung  : 

"  Behold  !  ye  pilgrims  of  this  earth,  behold  f 
"  See  all  but  man  with  unearn'd  pleafure  gay  : 
"  See  her  bright  robes  the  butterfly  unfold, 
"  Broke  from  her  wintery  tomb  in  prime  of  May! 
"  What  youthful  bride  can  e^ual  her  array  I 
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**  Who  can  with  her  for  eafy  pleafure  vie  ? 
"  From  mead  to  mead  with  gentle  wing  to  ftray, 
"  From  flower  to  flower  on  balmy  gales  to  fly, 
K  Is  all  fhe  has  to  do  beneath  the  radiant  iky. 

"  Behold  the  merry  minftrels  of  the  morn, 

**  The  fwarming  fongfters  of  the  carelefs  grove, 

"  Ten  thoufand  tliroats  !  that  from  the  flower- 

"  ing  thorn, 
"  Hymn  their  good  God,  and  carol  fweet  of 

"  love, 

"  Such  grateful  kindly  raptures  them  emove  : 
"  They  neither  plough,  nor  fow  :  ne,  fit  for  flail, 
"  E'er  to  the  barn  the  nodding  flieaves  they 

"  drove  ; 

"  Yet  theirs  each  harveft  dancing  in  the  gale, 
"  Whatever  crowns  the  hill,  or  fmiles  along  the 

"  vale. 

"  Outcaft  of  nature,  man  !  the  wretched  thrall 
"  *'  Of  bitter  dropping  fweat,  of  fweltry  pain, 
*'  Of  cares  that  eat  away  thy  heart  with  gall, 
"  And  of  the  vices,  an  inhuman  train, 
"  That  all  proceed  from  favage  third  of  gain  : 
**  For  when  hard-hearted  Intereft  firft  began 
"  To  poifon  earth,  Aftraia  left  the  plain  ; 
"  Guile,  violence,  and  murder  feiz'd  on  man, 
"  And,   for  foft  milky   ftreams,  with  blood  the 
"  rivers  ran. 

"  Come,  ye,  who  ftill  the  cumberous  load  of  life 
"  Pufh  hard  up  hill ;  but  as  the  fartheft  fteep 
"  You  truft  to  gain,  and  put  an  end  to  ftrife , 
"  Down  thunders  back  the  ftone  with  mighty 

"  fweep, 

"  And  hurls  your  labours  to  the  valley  deep, 
i£  For-ever  vain  :  come,  and,  withouten  fee, 
*'  I  in  oblivion  will  your  forrows  fteep, 
"  Your  cares,  your  toils,  will  fteep  you  in  a  fea 
s*  Of  full  delight ;  O  come,  ye  weary  wights,  to 

"  me! 

"  With  me,  you  need  not  rife  at  early  dawn, 
"  To  pafs  the  joylefs  day  in  various  ftounds  : 
"  Or,  louting  low,  on  upftart  fortune  fawn, 
"  And  fell  fair  honour  for  fome  paltry  pounds ; 
"  Or  through  the  city  take  your  dirty  rounds, 
"  To  cheat,  and  dun,  and  lye,  and  vifit  pay, 
"  Now  flattering  bafe,  now  giving  fecrct  wounds  : 
"  Or  proul  in  courts  of  law  for  human  prey, 
"  In  vernal  fenate  thieve,  or  rob  on  broad  highway. 

"  No  cocks,  with  me,  to  ruftic  labour  call, 
"  From  village  on  to  village  founding  clear ; 
"  To  tardy  fwtiin  nofhrill-voic'd  matrons  fquall; 
"  No  dogs,  no  babes,  no  wives,  to  ftun  your  ear; 
"  No  hammers  thump ;    no  horrid  blackfmith 

"  fear, 

"  Ne  noify  tradefmen  your  fweet  fiumbers  ftart, 
"  With  founds  that  are  a  mifery  to  hear  : 
"  But  all  is  calm,  as  would  delight  the  heart 
"  Of  Sybarite  of  old,  all  nature,  and  all  art. 

"  Here  nought  but  candour  reigns,  indulgent 

"  eafe, 
"  Good-natur'd   lounging,   fauntering    up  and 

"  down: 
*'"  They  who  are  pleas'd  themfelves  muft  always 

"  pleafe  ; 

"  On  others'  ways  they  never  fquint  a  frown, 
'•'  Nor  heed  what  haps  in  hamlet  or  in  town : 


"  Thus,  from  the  fource  of  tender  indolence, 
"  With  milky  blood  the  heart  is  overflown, 
"  Is  footh'd  and  fweeten'd  by  the  focial  fenfe  ; 
"  For  intereft,  envy,  pride,  and  ftrife  are  baninYd 
"  hence. 

"  What,  what,  is  virtue,  but  repofe  of  mind, 
"  A  pure  ethereal  calm,  that  knows  no  ftorm  j 
"  Above  the  reach  of  wild  ambition's  wind, 
"  Above  the  paflions  that  this  world  deform, 
"  And  torture  man,  a  proud  malignant  worm  ? 
"  But  here,  inftead,  foft  gales  of  paffion  play, 
"  And  gently  ftir  the  heart,  thereby  to  form 
"  A  quicker  fenfe  of  joy  ;  as  breezes  ftray 
"  Acrofs  th'  enliven'd  Ikies,  and  make  them  ftil] 
"  more  gay. 

"  The  beft  of  men  have  ever  lov'd  repofe  : 

"  They  hate  to  mingle  in  the  filthy  fray  ; 

"  Where  the  ioul  lours,  and  gradual  rancou*1 

"grows, 

*'  Imbitter'd  more  from  peevifh  day  to  day. 
"  Ev'n  thofe  whom  Fame  has  lent  her  faireft  ray> 
"  The  moft  renown'd  of  worthy  wights  of  yore, 
"  From  a  bafe  world  at  laft  have  ftol'n  away  ; 
"  So  Scipio,  to  the  foft  Cumseah  fhore 
"  Retiring,  tafted  joy  he  never  knew  before. 


"  But  if  a  little  exercife  you 
"  Some  zeffc  for  eafe,  'tis  not  forbidden  here. 
"  Amid  the  groves  you  may  indulge  the  mufe, 
"  Or  tend  the  blooms,  and  deck  the  vernal  year; 
"  Or  foftly  ftealing,  witli  your  watery  gear, 
"  Alohg'  the  brook,  the  crimfon  fpottecl  fry 
<!  You  may  delude:  the  whiift,  anius'd,  you  hear 
"  Now  the  hoarfe  ftream,  and  now  the  zephyr's 

"  figh, 
"  Attuned  to  the  birds,  and  woodland  melody. 

"  O  grievous  folly  !  to  heap  up  eflate, 
"  Lofmg  the  days  you  fee  beneath  the  fun  ; 
*'  When,  fudderi,  comes  blind  unrelenting  fate, 
"  And  gives  th'  untafted  portion  you  have  won, 
"  With  ruthlefs  toil,  and  many  a  wretch  undone, 
"  To  thofe  who  mock  you  gone  to  Pluto's  reign, 
"  There  with  fad  ghofts  to  pine,  and  fhadows 

«  dun : 

"  But  fure  it  is  of  vanities  moft  vain, 
"  To  toil  for  what  you  here  untoiling  may  obtain." 

He  ceas'di  But  ftill  their  trembling  ears  retain'd 
The  deep  vibrations  of  his  witching  long  ; 
That,  by  a  kind  of  magic  power,  conftrain'd 
To  enter  in,  pell-mell,  the  liftening  throng, 
Heaps  pour'd  on  heaps,  and  yet  they  flipt  along, 
In  filent  cafe  :  as  when  beneath  the  beam 
Of  fommer-moons,  the  diiiant  woods  among, 
Or  by  fome  flood  all  filver'd  with  the  gleam, 
The  foft-embodicd  lays  through  airy  portal  ftream: 

By  the  fmooth  demon  fo  it  order'd  was, 
And  here  his  baneful  bounty  firft  begpn  : 
Though  fome  there  were  who  would  not  further 

pafs, 

And  his  alluring  baits  fufpe&ed  han. 
The  wife  diftruft  the  too  fair  fpoken  man. 
Yet  through  the  gate  they  caft  a  wifhf ul  eye  *, 
Not  to  move  on,  perdie,  is  all  they  can ; 
For  do  their  very  beft  they  cannot  fly, 
But  often  each  way  look,  and  often  forcly  figh« 
Pij 
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When  this  the  watchful  wicked  wizard  faw, 
With  fudden  fpringhe  leap'd  upon  them  ft  rait ; 
And  foon  as  touch'd  by  his  unhallow'd  paw, 
They  found  themfelves  within  the  curfed  gate  ;  . 
Full  hard  to  be  repafs'd,  like,  that  of  fate. 
Not  ftronger  were  of  old  the  giant  crew, 
Who  fought  to  pull  high  Jove  from  regal  ftate; 
Though  feeble  wretch  he  feem'd  of  fallow  hue  : 
Certes,  who  bides  his  grafp,  willthatencounter  rue. 

For  whomfoe'er  the  villain  takes  in  hand, 
Their  joints  unknit,  their  finews  melt  apace  ; 
As  lithe  they  grow  as  any  willow-wand,, 
And  of  their  vahifti'd  force  remains  to  trace  ; 
So  when  a  maiden  fair,  of  modefl  grace, 
In  all  her  buxom  blooming  May  of  charms, 
Is'feiz'd  in  fome  lofel's  hot  embrace, 
She  waxeth  very  weakly  as  fhe  warms, 
Then  Cghing  yields  her  up  to  love's  delicious  harms. 

Wak'd  by  the  crowd,  flow  from  his  bench  arofe 
A  comely  full-fpread  porter,  fwoln  with  fleep  : 
His  calm,  broad,  thoughtlefs  afpect  breath'd  re- 

pofe  ; 

And  in  fweet  torpor  he  was  plunged  deep, 
Ne  could  himfelf  from  ceafel  fs  yawning  keep  ; 
Wrhile  o'er  his  eyes  the  drowfy  liquor  run. 
Through  which  his  half-wak'd  foul  would  faint 
ly  peep. 

Then  taking  his  black  ftaff  he  call'd  his  man, 
And  rous'd  himfelf  as  much  as  roufe  himfelf  he  can. 

The  lad  leap'd  lightly  at  his  mafterls  call. 

He  was,  to  weet,  a  little  roguifh  page, 

Save  fleep  and  play  who  minded  nought  at  all, 

Like  moil  the  untaught  ftriplings  of  his  age. 

This  boy  he  kept  each  band  to  difengage, 

Garters  and  buckles,  tafk  for  him  unfit, 

But  ill-becoming  his  grave  perfonage, 

And  which  his  portly  pauuch  would  not  permit, 

So  this  fame  limber  page  to  all  performed  it. 
Meantime  the  mailer-porter  wide  difplay'd 
Great  ftore  of  caps,  of  flippers,  and  of  gowns  ; 
Wherewith  he  thofe  that  enter'd  in,  array'd 
Loofe,  as  the  breeze  that  plays  along  the  downs, 
And  waves  the  fummer-woods  when   evening 

frowns. 

O  fair  undrefs,  beft  drefs  !  it  checks  no  vein, 
But  every  flowing  limb  in  pleafure  drowns, 
And  heightens   eafe  with  grace.     This   done, 
right  fain, 

Sir  porter  fat  him  down,  and  turn'd  to  fleep  again. 

Thus  eafy  rob'd,  they  to  the  fountain  fped, 
That  in  the  middle  of  the  court  up-threw 
A  ftream,  high-fpouting  from  its  liquid  bed, 
And  falling  back  again  in  drizzly  dew  ;  [drew. 
There  each  deep  draughts,  as  deep  he  thirfted, 
It  was  a  fountain  of  Nepenthe  rare  :         [grew. 
Whe/ice,  as  Dan  rlomer  fings,.  huge  pieaiaunce 
And  fweet  oblivion  of  vile  earthly  care  ; 
Fair  gladfome  waking  thoughts,  and  joyous  dreams 
more  fair. 

This  rite  perform'd,  all  inly  pleas'd  and  ft  ill, 
Withouten  tromp,  was  proclamation  made. 
«'  Ye  fons  of  Indolence,  do  what  you  wHI ; 
«  And  wander  where  you  lift,  through  hall  or 
«  glade  ! 


"  Be  no  man's  pleafure  for  another  ftaid  ; 
"  Let  each  as  likes  him  beft  his  hours  employ, 
"  And  curs'd  be  he  who  minds  his  neighbour':) 

"  trade  ! 

"  Here  dwells  kind  eafe  and  unreproving  joy  : 
*  He  little  merits  blifswho  others  can  annoy." 

Strait  of  thefe  endlefs  numbers,  fwarming  round, 
As  thick  as  idle  motes  in  funny  ray, 
Not  one  eftfoons  in  view  was  to  be  found, 
But  every  man  ftroll'd  off  his  own  glad  way, 
Wide  o'er  this  ample  court's  blank  area, 
With  all  the  lodges  that  thereto  pertain'd, 
No  living  creature  could  be  feen  to  ft  ray  ; 
While  folitude  and  perfect  filence  reign'd  : 
So  that  to  think  you  dreamt  you  almoft  was  cofl* 
ftrain'd. 

As  when  a  fhepherd  of  the  Hebrid-ifles, 
Plac'd  far  amid  the  melancholy  main, 
(Whether  it  be  lone  fancy  him  beguiles ; 
Or  that  aerial  beings  fometimes  deign 
To  ftand  embodied,  to  our  fenfes  plain) 
Sees  on  the  naked  hill,  or  valley  low, 
The  whilft  in  ocean  Phoebus  dips  his  wain, 
A  vaft  afiembly  moving  to  and  fro ; 
Then  all  at  once  in  air  diffolvesthe  wondrous  fhow. 

Yc  gods  of  quiet,  and  of  fleep  profound  ! 
Whofe  foft  dominion  o'er  this  caflle  fways, 
And  all  the  widely-filent  places  round, 
Forgive  me,  if  my  trembling  pen  difplays 
What  never  yet  was  fung  in  mortal  lays. 
But  how  fhall  !  attempt  fuch  arduous  firing, 
I  who  have  fpent  my  nights  and  nightly  days, 
In  this  foul-deadening  place,  loofc-loitering  ? 
Ah!  how  fhall  I  for  this  uprear  my  molted  wing? 

Come  on,  my  mufe,  nor  (loop  to  low  defpair, 
Thou  imp  of  Jove,  touch'd  by  celeftial  fire  ! 
Thou  yet  flialt  fing  of  war,  and  actions  fair, 
Which  the  bold  fens  of  Britain  will  infpire  ; 
Of  ancient  bards  thou  yet  fhall  fweep  the  lyrdj 
Thou  yet  fhall  tread  in  tragic  pall  the  ftage, 
Paint  love's  enchanting  woes,  the  hero's- ire, 
The  fages  calm,  the  patriot's  noble  rage,     [a.ge. 
Dafhing  corruption  down  through  every  worthkffc 

The  doors,  that  knew  no  ftirill  alarming  bell, 
Ne  curfed  knocker  ply'd  by  villain's  hand, 
Self-open'd  into  halls,  where,  who  can  tell 
What  elegance  and  grandeur  wide  expand 
The  pride  of  Turkey  and  of  Perfia  land  ? 
Soft  quilts  on  quilts,  on  carpets  carpets  fpreacj* 
And  couches  ftretcli'd  around  in  feemly  band  ; 
And  endlefs  pillows  rife  to  prop  the  head  ; 
So  that  each  fpacious  rccm  was  one  f  ull-fwelling-bed. 

And  every  where  huge  cover'd  tables  flood, 
With   wines  high  flavour'd   and   rich   viarufe 

crown'd ; 

Whatever  fprightly  yc-icc  or  taftefV.l  food 
On  the  green  bofom  of  this  earth  are  found, 
And  all  old  ocean  genders  in  his  round  : 
Some  hand  unieen  thefe  filcntly  difplay'd, 
Ev'n  vindemanded  by  a  fign  or  found  ; 
You  need  but  wifh,  and,  inftantly  obey'd, 
Fair  rang'd  the  difiits  roie,  and  thick  the 
play'd. 
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Here  freedom  reign'  d,  without  the  lead  alloy  ; 
Nor  gofllp's  tale,  nor  ancient  maiden's  gall, 
Nor  faintly  fpJeen  durfl  murmur  at  our  joy, 
And  with  envenom'd  tongue  our  pleafures  pall. 
For  why  ?  there  was  but  one  great  ruk  for  all  ; 
To  wit,  that  each  fhou'd  work  his  own  deiire, 
And  eat,  drink,  fludy,  fleep,  as  it  may  fall, 
Or  melt  the  time  in  love,  or  wake  the  lyre, 
And  carol  what,  unhid,  the  mufes  might  infpire. 

The  rooms  svith  coflly  tapeflry  were  hung, 
Where  was  inwoven  many  a  gentle  tale  ; 
Such  as  of  old  the  rural  poets  fung, 
Or  of  Arcacian  or  Sicilian  vale  : 
Reclining  Uvers,  in  the  lonely  dale, 
Pour'd  for  tji  at  large  the  fweetly-tortur'd  heart; 
Or,  fighing'tender  paffion,  fwell'd  the  gale, 
Andtaughicharm'd  echo  to  refound  their  fmart; 
While  flocks,  woods,  flreams,  around,  repofe  and 
peace  mpart. 

Thofe  pleafd  the  moil,  where,  by  a  cunning 

hand, 

Depainted  vas  the  patriarchal  age  ; 
"What  time  Wi  Abraham  left  the  Chaldee  land, 
And  paftur'l  on  from  verdant  flage  to  flage, 
Where  fieldgand  fountains  frefh  could  befl  en- 


. 

Toil  was  notthen.     Of  nothing  took  they  heed, 
But  with  wid  beafls  the  fylvan  war  to  wage, 
And  o'er  vat  plains  their  herds  and  flocks  to 

feed: 
Bleft  fons  of  N^ure  they  !  true  golden  age  indeed! 

Sometimes  tfe  pencil,  in  cool  airy  halls, 
Bade  the  gay  jloom  of  vernal  landfcapes  rife, 
Or  autumn's  raried  fhades  imbrown  the  walls  : 
Now  the  blacl  tempeft  flrikes  th'  aftonifh'd  eyes, 
Now  down  t^e  fleep  the  flafhing  torrent  flies; 
The  tremblinj  fun  now  plays  o'er  ocean  blue, 
And  now  rudj  mountains  frown  amid  the  fkies  ; 
Whate'er  Lorraine  light-touch'd  with  foftening 

hue, 
Or  favage  Rofa  jafh'd,  or  learned  Pouflin  drew. 

Each  found  tot  here,  to  languifhment  inclin'd, 
Lull'd  the  weat  bofom,  and  induced  eafe, 
Aerial  mulic  in  the  warbling  wind, 
At  diftance  rifng  oft  by  fmall  degrees, 
Nearer  and  nearer  came,  till  o'er  the  trees 
It  hung,  and  bnath'd  fuch  foul-diflblving  airs, 
As  did,  alas  !  wth  foft  perdition  pleafe: 
Entangled  deep  in  its  enchanting  fnares, 
The  liftening  heart  forgot  all  duties  and  all  cares. 

A  certain  mufic^iever  known  before, 
Here  lull'd  the  pnfive  melancholy  mind  ; 
Full  eafily  obtaind.     Behoves  no  more, 
But  fidelong,  to  he  gently-  waving  wind, 
To  lay  the  wcll-:un'd  inftrument  reclin'd; 
From  which,  witi  airy  flying  fingers  light, 
Beyond  each  mortal  touch  the  moft  refin'd, 
The  god  of  wind?  drew  founds  of  deep  delight  : 
Whence,  \vjth  juft  caufe,  the   harp  of  JEolus  it 
hight. 

Ah  me  !  what  haid  can  touch  the  firing  fo  fine? 
Who  up  the  lofty  diapafan  roll 
Such  fweet,  fuch  iid,  fuch  folemn  airs  divine, 
Hicn  let  the.m  doivn  u^ain  into  the  foul  ? 


Now  rifmg  love  they  fann'd;  now  pleafing-  dole 
They  breath'd,  in  tender  mufings,  through  thS 

heart ; 

And  now  a  graver  facred  flrain  they  flole, 
As  when  feraphic  hands  an  hymn  impart : 
Wild-warbling  nature  all,  above  the  reach  of  art  1 

Such  the  gay  fplendor,  the  luxurious  flate, 
Of  Caliphs  old,  whe  on  the  Tygris'  fhore, 
In  mighty  Bagdat,  populous  and  great, 
Held  their  bright   court,  where  was  of  ladies 

flore  ; 

And  verfe,  love,  mufic,  flill  the  garland  wore  : 
When  fleep  was  coy,  the  bard  in  waiting  there4 
Chear'd  the  lone  midnight  with  the  mufe's  love: 
Compofine  mufic  bade  his  dreams  be  fair, 
And  mufic  lent  new  gladnefs  to  the  morning  air. 

Near  the  pavilions  where  we  flept,  flill  ran 
Soft-tinkling  ftreams,  and  dafhim  waters  fell, 
And  fobbing  breezes  figh'd,  and  oft  began 
(So  YvorVd  the  wizard)  wintery  florms  to  fwell, 
As  heavei;  and  earth  they  would  together  mell : 
At  doors  and  windows,  threatening  feem'd  to 

call 

The  demons  of  the  tempefl,  prowling  fell, 
Yet  the  leafl  entrance  found  they  none  at  all ; 
Whence  fweeter  grew  our  fleep,  fecure  in  mafiy 

hall. 

And  hither  Morpheus  fent  his  kindeft  dreams, 
RaifuijT  a  world  of  gayer  tincx  and  grace ; 
O'er  which  were  fhadowy  cafl  Elyfian  gleams, 
That  play'd,  in  waving  lights,  from  place  to 

place, 

And  fhed  a  rofeate  fmile  on  nature's  face. 
Not  Titian's  pencil  e'er  could  fo  array, 
So  fierce  with  clouds  the  pure  ethereal  fpace  j 
Ne  could  it  e'er  fuch  melting  forms  difplay, 
As  loofe  on  flowery  beds  all  languifhingly  lay. 

No,  fair  illufions !  artful  phantoms,  no  ! 
My  mufe  will  not  attempt  your  fairy-land  : 
She  has  no  colours  that  like  you  can  glow : 
To  catch  your  vivid  fcenes  too  grofs  her  hand. 
But  fure  it  is,  was  ne'er  a  fubtler  band 
Than  thefe  fame  guileful  angel-fecming  fprights, 
Who  thus  in  dreams,  voluptuous,  foft,  and  bland, 
Pour'd  all  th'  Arabian  Heaven  upon  her  nights, 
And  blefs'd  them  oft  befides  with  more  refin'd, 
delights. 

They  were  in  footh  a  moil  enchanting  train, 
Ev'n  feigning  virtue ;  fkilful  to  unite 
With  evil  good,  and  flrew  with  pleafure  pain. 
But  for  thofe  fiends,  whom  blood  and  broils  de* 

light ; 

Who  hurl  the  wretch,  as  if  to  hell  outright, 
Down,  down  black  gulfs,  where  fullen  waters 

fleep, 

Or  hold  him  clambering  all  the  fearful  night 
On  beetling  cliffs,  or  pent  in  ruins  deep  ; 
They,  till  due  time  fhould  ferve,  were  bid   fur 

hence  to  keep. 

Ye  guardian  fpirits,  to  whom  man  is  dear, 
From  thefe  foul  demons  fhicld  the  midnight 

gloom : 

Angels  of  fancy  and  of  love,  be  near, 
Aild  o'er  the  blank  of  fleep  diffufe  a  bloom  ; 
Piij 
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Evoke  the  facred  {hades  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
And  let  them  virtue  with  a  look  impart : 
But  chief,  a  while,  O  !  lend  us  from  the  tomb 
Thefe  long-loft  friends  for  whom  in  love  we 

imart, 
And  fill  with  pious  awe   and  joy-mixt   woe  the 

heart. 

Or  are  you  fportive— -Bid  the  morn  of  youth 
JRife  to  new  light,  and  beam  afreih  the  days 
Of  innocence,  fimplicity,  and  truth  ; 
To  cares  eftrang'd,  and  manhood's  thorny  ways. 
"What  tranfport,  to  retrace  our  boyHh  plays, 
Our  eafy  blifs,  when  each  thing  joy  fupply'd  ; 
The  woods,  the  mountains,  and  the  warbling 

maze 
Of  the  wild  brooks  ! — But,  fondly  wandering 

wide, 
2VIy  mufe,refume  the  talk  that  yet  doth  thee  abide. 

One  great  arqufement  of  our  houfehold  was, 
In  a  huge  cryftal  magic  globe  to  fpy, 
Still  as  you  turn'd  it,  all  things  that  do  pafs 
"Upon  this  ant-hill  earth  ;  where  conftantly 
Of  idly-bufy  men  the  reliefs  fry 
Run  buftling  to  and  fro  with  foolifli  hafte, 
In  fearch  of  pleafure  vain  that  from  them  fly, 
Or  which  obtain' d  the  caitiffs  dare  not  tafte  : 
^hen  nothing  is  enjoy'd,  can   there  be  greater 
wafte  ? 

"  Of  vanity  the  mirror"  this  was  call'd. 
Here  you  a  muckworm  of  the  town  might  fee, 
At  his  dull  deflt,  amid  his  legers  ftall'd, 
jEat  up  with  carking  care  and  penurie  } 
3Vloft  like  to  carcafe  parch'd  oil  gallow-tree. 
"  A  penny  faved  is  a  penny  got ;" 
Firm  to  this  fcoundref  maxim  kcepeth  he, 
Ne  of  its  rigour  will  he  bate  a  jot, 
*Till  it  has  quench'd  his  fire,  and  banifiYd  his  pot. 

Strait  from  the  filth  of  this  Iqw  grub,  behold ! 
Comes  fluttering  forth  a  gaudy  fpendthrift  heir 
All  gloffy  gay,  enamel'd  all  with  gold. 
The  filly  tenant  of  the  fummer-air, 
In  folly  loft,  of  nothing  takes  he  care  ; 
Pimps,  lawyers,  ftewards,  harlots,  flatterers  vile 
And  thieving  tradefmen  him  among  them  {hare 
His  father  s  phoft  from  lirnbo-lak?,  the  while, 
Sees  this,  which  more  damnation  doth  upon  hirr 
pile. 

This  globe  poyrtray'd  tlie  race  of  learned  men, 
Still  at  their  books,  and  turning  o'er  the  page, 
Backwards  and  forwards :  oft  they  match  the 

pen,  ^ 

As  if  infpir'd,  and  in  a  Th,efpian  rage  ; 
Then  write,  and  blot,  as  would  your  ruth  en 

gage. 

Why,  authors,  all  this  fcraw  land  fcribbling  fore 
To  lofe  the  prefimt,  gain  the  future  age, 
Pr^ifed  to  be  when  you  can  hear  no  more, 
'And   much    enrich'd    with  fame,   when    ufelef 

worldly  ft  ore. 

Then  would  a  fplcndid  city  rife  to  view, 
With  carts,  and  cars,  and  coaches,  roaring  all : 
Wide  pour'd  abroad  behold  the  giddy  crew, ; 
S^e  how  they  dafn  along  from  wall  to  wall  ! 
At  every  door,  hark  how  they  thundering  call ! 
Good  JLordf  wfcat  can  this  giddy  rout  excite  ? 


Why,  on  each  other  with  fell  tooth  to  fall ; 
A  neighbour's  fortune,  fame,  or  peace,  to  blight , 
And  make  new  tirefome  parties  for    the  coming 
night. 

The  puzzling  fons  of  party  next  appear'd, 

In  dark  cabals  and  nightly  juntos  met; 

And  now  they  whifper'd  clofe,  row  fhrugging, 

rear'd 

Th'  important  {boulder  ;  then,  a>  if  to  get 
New  light,  their  twinkling  eyes  w:re  inward  fet. 
No  fooner  Lucifer  recals  affairs, 
Than  forth  they  various  rufh  in  nighty  fret ; 
When,  lo !    puih'd  up  to   power,  and  crown'd 
their  cares,  [ftairs. 

In  comes  another  fett,   and  kicketi  them  down 

But  what  moft  {hew'd  the  vanity  jf  life, 
Was  to  behold  the  nations  all  on  ire, 
In  cruel  broils  engag'd,  and  deadfy  ftrife  : 
Moft  Chriftian  kings,  inflam'd  ty  black  defire, 
With  honourable  ruffians  in  theirhire, 
Caufe  war  to  rage,  and  blood  arcund  to  pour : 
Of  this  fad  work  when  each  beghs  to  tire, 
They   fit   them   down  juft  wbre   they  were 
befpre,  [reftore. 

Till  for  new  fcenes  of  woe  peace  liall  their  force 

To  number  up  the  thoufanda  dvelling  here, 
An  ufelefs  were,  and  eke  an  endefs  tailc  ; 
From  kings,  and  thofe  who  at  t*e  helm  appear, 
To  gy  piles  brown  in  fummer-gades  who  balk, 
Yea  many  a  man  perdie  I  couk  unmaflc, 
Whofe  d-flc  and  table  make  a  filemn  {how, 
With  tape-ty'd  trafh.  and  fuitsof  fools  that  alk 
For  place  or  penfion  laid  in  deent  row; 
But  thefe  I  paflen  by,  with  nametfs  numbers  moc, 

Of  all  the  gentle  tenants  of  tht  place, 
There  was  a  man  of  fpecial  gr.ye  remark : 
A  certain  tender  gloom  o'erfpead  his  face, 
Penfive,  not  fad,  in  thought  iivolv'd,  not  dark. 
As  foon  this  man  coiild  fing  asmorning-lark, 
And  teach  the  nobleft  morals  >f  the  heart : 
But  thefe  his  talents  were  yhtfied  ftark ; 
Of  the  fine  ftores  he  nothing  vould  impart, 
Which  or  boon  Nature  gave,  <r  nature-painting 
Art. 

To  noontide  fliadesincontineit  he  rap, 
Where  purls  the  brook  with  ftep-inyiting  found; 
Or  when  Dan  Sol  to  flope  hs  wheels  began, 
Amid  the  brpom  he  bafk'd  hm  on  the  g-round, 
Where  the  wild  thyme  and  cimomoil  are  found,: 
There  would  he  linger,  till  ihe  lateft  ray 
Of  light  fat  trembling  on  tre  welkin's  bound ; 
Then  homeward  through  tie  twilight  fhadows 

ftray, 
Sauntering  and  flow.  So  had  le  paffed  many  a  day. 

Yet  not  in  thoughtlefs  {lumber  were  they  paft : 

For  oft  the  heavenly  fire,  tiat  lay  conceal'd 

Beneath  the  fleeping  embe  s,  mounted  faft, 

And  all  its  native  light  an<w  reveal'd: 

Oft  as  lie  travers'd  the  cenlean  field, 

And  markt  the  clouds  tiat  drove  before  the 

wind, 

Ten  thoufand  glorious  fyfcms  would  he  build, 
-Ten  fhoufand  great  ideas  ill'd  his  mind  ; 
But  with  the  clouds  they  B«4  and  leltao  traca  be»« 
hiad. 
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With  him  was  fometimcs  join'd,  in  filtnt  walk, 
(Profoundly  fi^nt,  for  they  never  fpoke) 
One  fnyer  ftilL  v/ho  quite  detefted  talk  : 
Oft,  flung  by  /pleen,  at.  once  away  he  broke, 
To   groves   of  piae,  and  bioad  o  erifcadowing 
There,  inly  dpil'd,  he  wander'd  all  alone,  [oak; 
And  on  him  ft  if  his  penfi-vc  fury  wroke, 
Ne  ever  utter  d  word,  fave  when  firft  fhone 
The  glittering  <xar  of  eve — "  Thank  heaven  !  the 
"  day  is  done." 

Here  lurk'cla  wretch,  who  had  not  crept  abroad 
For  forty  ypars,  ne  face  of  mortal  fecn  ; 
In  chamber/brooding  like  a  loathly  toad  : 

<*  linen  was  net  very  cleans,  [been 
:ret  loop-holes,  that  had  praclis'd 
Ded,  his  dinner  vile  he  took  ; 
nd  rough,  of  fqualid  face  and  mien, 
hame  !  whence, from  his  filthynook, 
villain  out  for  fitter  lair  to  look. 


And  Jure  b 
Through  ] 
Near  to  hi 
Unkempt, 
Our  caftle' 
We  drove  th 


One  day  trere  chaunc'd  into  thefe  halls  to  rove 
A  joyous  y  iuth  who  took  you  at  firft  fight ; 
Him  the  wid  wave  of  pleafure  hither  drove, 
Before  the  brightly  tempeft  toffing  light  : 
Certes,  he  yas  a  moft  engaging  wight, 
Of  focial  gl^,  and  wit  humane,  though  keen, 
Turning  tjiaoight  to  day,  and  day  to  night : 
For  him  the  irierry  bells  had  rung,  I  ween, 
If  in  this  nookJDf  quiet  bells  had  ever  been. 

But  not  ev'npleafure  to  excefs  is  good  : 
What  moft  elites  then  finks  the  foul  as  low : 
When  fprin<j-tide  joy  pours  in  with  copious 

flood, 

The  higher  {Jill  th'  exulting  billows  flow, 
7"he  farther  feck  again  they  flagging  go, 
And  leave  usgroveling  on  the  dreary  fhore  : 
Taught  by  tKs  ion  of  joy  we  found  it  fo ; 
Who,  whilfl  ke  ftaid,  kept  in  a  gay  uproar 
Our  madden' d  caftle  all,  th'  abode   of  ileep  no 
more. 

As  when  in  prime  of  June  a  burnifrTd  fly,  [along, 
Sprung  from  the  meads,  o'er  which  he  fweeps 
Cheer'd  by  the  breathing  bloom  and  vital  fky, 
Tunes  up  amid  thele  airy  halls  his  fong, 
Soothing  at  firft  the  gay  rcpofing  throng : 
And  oft  he  fips  their  bowl;  or,  nearly  drown'd, 
He,  thence  recovering,  drives  their  beds  among, 
And  fcares  their  tender  fleep,  with  trump  pro 
found  ; 
Then  out  again  he  flies,  :o  wing  his  mazy  round. 

Another  gueft  there  was,  of  fenfe  rcfin'd, 
Who  felt  each  worth,  for 'every  worth  he  had  ; 
Serene,  yet  warm,  humane,  yet  firm  his  mind, 
As  Iktle  touch'd  as  any  man's  with  bad  : 
Him  through  their  ismoft  walks  the  mufes  lad, 
To  him  the  facred  love  of  nature  lent, 
And  fomctimes  would  he  make  our  valley  glad 
When  as  we  found  te  \irould  not  here  be  pent, 
To  him  the  better  fort  this  friendly  meffage  fent . 

«  Come,  dwell  with  us!    true  foa  of  virtue, 

"  come  ! 

"  B.ut  if,  alas!  we  cannot  thee  perfuade, 
*'  To  lie  content  beneath  our  peaceful  dome, 
"  Ne  ever  more  to  quit  our  quiet  glade  ; 
:'  Ye±  when  at  laft  thy  toils  but  ill  apaid  [fpark, 
"  yjjmlj  dead  thy  fire,  and  damp  its  heavenly 


"  Thou  wilt  be  glad  to  feck  the  rural  fhade, 
"  There  to  indulge  the  mufe,  and  nature  mark: 
"  We  then  a  lodge  for  thec  will  rear   in  Hag  ley - 
"  Park." 

Here  whilom  ligg'd  th'  Efopus  *  of  the  age  ; 
But  call'd  by  Fame,  in  foul  ypricked  deep, 
A  noble  pride  reftor'd  him  to  the  ftagc, 
And  rous'd  him  like  a  giant  from  his  fleep. 
Ev'n  from  his  flumbers  we  advantage  reap  : 
With  double  force  th'  enliven 'd  fcene  he  wakes, 
Yet  quits  not  nature's  bounds.     He  knows  to 

keep 

Fach  due  decorum :  now  the  heart  he  fhakes, 
And  now  with  weli-urg'd  fenfe  th'  enlighten'd 

judgment  takes. 

A  bard  hear  dwelt,  more  fat  than  bard  befeems; 
f  Who,  void  of  envy,  guile,  and  luft  of  gain, 
On  virtue  ftill,  and  nature's  plcafing  themes, 
Pour'd  forth  his  unpremeditated  ftrain  : 
The  world  forfaking  with  a  calm  difdain 
Here  laugh'd  he  carelefs  in  his  eafy  feat ; 
Here  quaff'd  encircled  with  the  joyous  train, 
Oft  moralizing  fage  ;  his  ditty  fweet 
He  loathed  much  to  write,  ne  cared  to  repeat. 

Full  oft  by  holy  feet  our  ground  was  trod. 
Of  clerks  good  plenty  here  you  mote  efpy. 
A  1'ttle,  round,  fat,  oily  man  of  God, 
Was  one  I  chiefly  mark'd  among  the  fry  : 
•  He  had  a  roguifn  twinkle  in  his  eye, 
And  fhone  all  glittering  with  ungodly  dew, 
If  a  tight  damfel  chaunc'd  to  trippen  by  ; 
Which  when  obferv'd,  he  fhrunk  into  his  mevf , 
And  ftrait  would  recoiled;  his  piety  anew. 

Nor  be  forgot  a  tribe,  who  minded  nought 
(Old  inmates  cf  the  place)  but  ftate  affairs  : 
They  look'd,  perdie,  as  if  they  deeply  thought ;. 
And  on  their  brow  fat  every  nation's  cares. 
The  world  by  them  is  parcell'd  out  in  (hares, 
Wh-n  in  the  hall  of  fmoke  they  congrefs  hold, 
And  the  fage  berry  fun-burnt  Mocha  bears 
Has  clear'cftheir  inward  eye  :  then,  fmoke-en- 

roll'd, 
Their  oracles  break  forth  myfterious  as  of  old. 

Here  languid  beauty  kept  her  pale-fac'd  court : 
Bevies  of  dainty  dames,  of  high  degree, 
From  every  quarter  hither  made  reibrt ; 
Where,  from  grofs  mortal   care  and  bufinefa 

free, 

They  lay,  poiir'd  out  in  eafe  and  luxury. 
Or  fhould  they  a  vain  {how  of  work  affume, 
Alas  !  and  weil-a-day  !  what  can  it  be  ? . 
To  knot,  to  twill:,  to  range  the  vernal  bloom  ; 
But  far  is  caft  the  diftaff,   fpinuing-wheel,  and 

loom. 

Their  only  labour  was  to  kill  the  time  ; 

And  labour  dire  it  is,  and  weary  woe. 

They  fit,  they  loll,  turn  o'er  fome  idle  rhyme  ; 

Then,  rifing  fudden,  to  the  glafs  they  go, 

Or  faunter  forth,  with  tottering  ftep  and  flow. 

This  foon  too  rude  an  exerciie  they  find ; 

Strait  on  the  couch  their  limbs  again  they  throw. 
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Where  hours  and  hours  they  fighing  lie  reclin'd, 
And  court  the  vapoury  god  foft-breathing  in  the 
wirid. 

Now  muft  I  mark  the  villany  we  found, 
But  ah  !  too  late,  as  fhall  eftfoons  be  {hewn. 
A  place  here  was,  deep,  dreary,  under  ground  ; 
Where  ftillour  inmates,  when  unpleafing  grown, 
Difeas'd,  and  ioathfome,  privily  were  thrown, 
Far  from  the  light  of  heaven,  they  languifh'd 
Unpity'd  uttering  many  a  bitter  groan ;  [there, 
For  of  thefe  wretches  taken  was  no  care  : 
Fierce  fiends,  and  hags  of  hell,  their  only  nurfes 
were. 

Alas !  the  change !  from  fcenes  of  joy  and  reft, 
To  this  dark  den,  where  fickncfs  tofs'd  alway. 
Here  lethargy,  with  deadly  fleep  oppreft, 
Stretch' d  on  his  back,  a  mighty  lubbard,  lay, 
Heaving  his  fides,  and  fnored  night  and  day ; 
To  ftir  him  from  his  traunce  it  was  not  eath, 
And  his  half-open'd  eyne  he  fhut  ilraitway  : 
He  led,  I  wot,   the  foftefl  way  to  death, 
And  taught  withouten  pain  and  ftrife  to  yield  the 
breath. 

Of  limbs  enormous,  but  withal  unfound, 
Soft  fwoln  and  pale,  here  lay  the  hydropfy : 
Unwieldy  man  ;  with  belly  monftrous  round, 
For  ever  fed  with  watery  fupply  : 
For  ftill  he  drank,  and  yet  he  ftiil  was  dry, 
And  moping  here  did  Hypochondria  fit, 
iMother  of  fpleen,  in  robes  of  various  dye, 
Who  vexed  was  full  oft  with  ugly  fit ; 
And  feme   her   frantic   deem'd,    and    fonie   her 
deem'd  ajwit. 

A  lady  proud  fhe  was,  of  ancient  blood, 
Yet  oft  her  fear  her  pride  made  crouchen  low : 
She  felt,  or  fancy'd  in  her  fluttering  mood, 
All  the  difeafes  which  the  fpittles  know, 
And  fought  all  phyfic  which  the  fhops  beftow, 
And  ftill  new  leaches  and  new  drugs  would  try, 
Her  humour  ever  wavering  to  and  fro  ;      [cry, 
For  fometimes  fhe  would  laugh,  and  fometimes 
Then  fudden  waxed  wroth,  and  all  fhe  knew  not 
why. 

Faft  by  her  fide  a  liftlefs  maiden  pin'd, 

With  aching  head,  and  fqueami  fii  heart-burnings ; 

Pale,  bloated,  cold,  fhe  feem'd  to  hate  mankind, 

Yet  lov'd  in  fecret  all  forbidden  things. 

And  here  the  tertian  {hakes  his  chilling  wings  ; 

The  fleeplefs  gout  here   counts   the  crowing 

cocks, 

A  wolf  now  gnaws  him,  now  a  ferpent  flings  ; 

Whilft  D.popie:;y  ctarnrnM  intemperance  knocks 

Powu  to  the  ground  at  once,  as  butcher  felleth  ox. 
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The  knight  of  arts  and  innuftry, 
And  his'ritchievcraents  fair; 

That  by  his  caftle's  overthrow, 
Sccur't]  and  crowned  were. 


the  caftle  of  the  fire  of  fin, 
Ah  !  where  fhall  I  io  fvveet  a  dwelling  find  ? 
.For  all  around,  without,  and  all  within, 


Nothing  fave  what  delightful  was  and  kind, 
Of  goodnefs  favouring  and  a  tender  mind,  ' 
E'er  rofe  to  view.  But  now  another  ftrain, 
Of  doleful  note,  alas  !  remains  lehjnd  : 
I  now  muft  fing  of  pleafure  turn'd  to  pain, 
And  of  the  falfe  enchanter  Indolence  complain, 

Is  there  no  patron  to  protect  the  mufe, 
And  fence  for  her  Purnaffus'  barren  foil  ? 
To  every  labour  its  reward  accrue;, 
And  they  are  fure  of  bread  who  fw.nk  and  moil - 
But  a  fell  tribe  th'  Aonian  hive  deipoil, 
As  ruthlefs  wafps  oft  rob  the  pairihl  bee : 
Thus  while  the  laws  not  guard  thamobleft  toil, 
Ne  for  the  other  Mufes  meed  decree, 
Th<^y  praifed  are  alone,  and  ftarve  rigit  merrily. 

1  care  not,  Fortune,  what  you  me  deny  : 
You  cannot  rob  me  of  free  Nature';  grace ; 
You  cannot  flint  the  windows  of  tie  fky, 
Through  which  Aurora  fhows  for  brighten 

ing  face; 

You  cannot  bar  my  conftant  feet  tc  trace 
The  woods  and  lawns,  by  living  ftieam,  at  evei 
Let  health  my  nerves  and  finer^fibcs  brace, 
And  I  their  toys  to  the  great  dnldrn  leave  : 
Of  fancy,  reafon,   virtue,  nought  car  me  bereave. 

Come  then,  my  mufe,  and  raife  abolder  fcng.- 
Come,  lig  no  more  upon  the  bed  >f  floth, 
Dragging  the  lazy  languid  line  abng, 
Fond  to  begin,  but  ftill  to  finifh  bth, 
Thy  half-wit  fcrolls  all  eaten  by  tie  moth  : 
Arife,  and  fing  that  generous  im]  of  fame, 
Who  with  the  fons  of  foftnefs  n<f>ly  wroth, 
To  iVeep  away  this  human  lu'mler  came, 
Or  in  a  chofen  few  to  roufe  the  flunbering  flame. 

In  Fairy-land  there  liv'd  a  knigh  of  old, 
Of  feature  ftern,  Selvaggio  well  rclep'd, 
A  rough  unpolifh'd  man,  robuft  md  bold, 
But  wondrous  poor:  he  neither  fo.v'd  nor  reap'd, 
Ne  ftores  in  fummcr  for  cold  winter  heap'd  ; 
In  hunting  all  his  days  away  he  wore  ; 
Nowfcorch'dbyjune,now  in  November  fteep'd, 
Now  pinch'd  by  biting  January  ibre, 
He  ftill  in  woods  purfued  the  libbard  and  the  boar. 

As  he  one  morning,  long  before  the  dawn, 
Prick' d  through  the  foreft  to  diflodge  his  prey, 
Deep  in  the  winding  bofom  of  a  lawn, 
With  wood  wild-fring'd,  he  mark'd  a  taper's 

ray, 

That  from  the  beating  rain,  and  wintery  fray, 
Did  to  a  lonely  cot  his  ftcps  decoy  ; 
There,  up  to  earn  the  needments  of  the  day, 
He  found  dame  poverty,  pbr  fair  nor  coy : 
Her  he  comprefs'd,  and  fill'dher  with  a  lufty  boy. 

Amid  the  green-wood  fhade  this  boy  was  bred, 
And  grew  at  1  aft  a  knight  of  muchel  fame, 
Of  active  mind  and  vigorous  luftyhed, 
The  Knight  of  Arts  and  Induftry  by  name. 
Earth  was  his  bed,  the   boughs   his  roof  did 

frame  ; 

He  knew  no  beverage  but  the  flowing  ftream ; 
His  tafteful  well-earn'd  food  the  fylvan  game, 
Or  the  brown  fruit  with  which  the  woodlands 

teem : 
The  fame  to  him   glad  fummer,  or  the  winter 

breme. 
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So  pafs'd  his  youthly  morning,  void  of  care, 
Wiid  as  the  colts  that  through  the  commons  run; 
For  him  no  tender  parents  troubled  were, 
He  of  the  foreft  fecm'd  to  be  the  fon, 
And  certes  had  been  utterly  undone ; 
But  that  Minerva  pity  of  him  took, 
With  all  the  gods  that  love  the  rural  wonne, 
That  teach  to  tame  the  foil  and  rule  the  crook  ; 
Ne  did  the  facred  nine  difdain  a  gentle  look. 

Of  fertile  genius  him  they  nurtur'd  well, 
In  every  fcience,  and  in  every  art, 
By  which  mankind  the  thoughtlefs  brutes  excel, 
That  can  or  ufe,  or  joy,  or  grace  impart, 
Difclofing  all  the  powers  of  head  and  heart : 
Ne  were  the  goodly  exercifes  fpar'd, 
That  brace  the  nerves,  or  make  the  limbs  alert, 
And  mix  eladic  force  with  firmncfs  hard : 
Was  never  knight  on  ground  mote  be  with  him 
compar'd. 

Sometimes,  with  early  morn,  he  mounted  gay 
The  hunter-deed,  exulting  o'er  the  dale, 
And  drew  the  rofeat  breath  of  orient  day ; 
Sometimes,  retiring  to  the,  fecret  vale, 
Yclad  in  deel,  and  bright  with  burnifh'd  mail, 
He  ftrain'd  the  bow,  or  tofs'd  the  founding 

fpear, 

Or  darting  on  the  goal  outftripp'd  the  gale, 
Or  wheel'd  the  chariot  in  its  mid-career, 
Or  ftrenuous  wreftled  hard  with  many  a  tough 
compeer. 

At  other  times  he  pry'd  through  Nature's  ftore, 
Whate'er  fhe  in  th'  ethereal  round  contains, 
Whate'er  fhe  hides  beneath  her  verdant  floor, 
The  vegetable  and  the  mineral  reigns;    [mains, 
Or  elfe  he  fcann'd  the  globe,  thofe  fmall  do- 
Where  redlefs  mortals  fuch  a  turmoil  keep, 
Its  feas,  its  floods,  its  mountains,  and  its  plains; 
But  more  he  fearch'd  the  mind,  and  rous'd  from 

fleep, 
Thofe  moral  feeds  whence  we  heroic  aliens  reap. 

Nor  would  he  fcorn  to  ftoop  from  high  purfuits 
Of  heavenly  truth,  and  praclife  what  fhe  taught, 
Vain  is  the  tree  of  knowledge  without  fruits. 
Sometimes  in  hand  the  fpade  or  plough  he  caught, 
Forth-calling   all    with    which  boon   earth    is 

fraught; 

Sometimes  he  ply'd  the  ftrong  mechanic  tool, 
Or  rear'd  the  fabric  from  the  fined  draught ; 
And  oft  he  put  himfelf  to  Neptune's  fchool, 
Fighting  with  winds  and  waves  on  the  vext 

ocean  pool. 

To  folace  then  thefe  rougher  toils,  he  try'd 
To  touch  the  kindling  canvas  into  life  ; 
With  nature  Inn  creating  pencil  vy'd, 
With  nature  joyous  at  the  mimic  drife  : 
Or,  to  fuch  fhapes  as  grac'd  Pygmalion's  wife 
He  hew'd  the  marble  ;  or,  with  vark  d  fire, 
He  rous'd  the  trumpet  and  the  martial  fife, 
Or  bade  the  lute  fweet  tendernefs  infpire,  [lyre. 
Or  verfes  fram'd  that  well  might  wake  Apollo's 

Accomplifh'd  thus  he  from  the  woods  iffued, 
Full  of  great  aims,  and  bent  on  bold  emprife; 
The  work,  which  long   he  in  his  bread  haci 

brew'd. 
Now  to  perform  he  ardent  did  devife ; 


To  wit,  a  barbarous  world  to  civilize. 
Earth  was  till  then  a  boundlefs  fored  wild  ; 
Nought  to  be  feen  but  favage  wood,  and  ikies ; 
No  cities  nourifh'd  arts,  no  culture  I'mii'd, 
o  government,  no  laws,  no  gentle  manners  mild. 

A  ragged  wight,  the  word  of  brutes,  was  man; 
On  bis  own  wretched  kind  he,  ruthiefs,  prey'd: 
The  ftrongeft  dill  the  weakeft  over-ran  ; 
In  every  country  mighty  robbers  fway'd, 
And  guile  and  ruffian  force  were  all  their  trade. 
Life  was  a  fcene  of  rapine,  want,  and  woe  ; 
Which  this  brave  knight,  in  noble  anger,  made 
To  fwear,  he  would  the  rafcal  rout  c'erthrow, 

For,  by  the  powers  divine,  it  fhould  no  more  be 

fo! 

It  would  exceed  the  purport  of  my  fong, 
To  fay  how  this  bejl  fun  from  orient  climes 
Came  beaming  life  and  beauty  all  along, 
Before  him  chafing  indolence  and  crimes. 
Still  as  he  pafs'd,  the  nations  he  fublimes, 
And  calls  forth  arts  and  virtues  with  his  ray  : 
Then  Egypt,  Greece,    and  Rome,    their   gol 
den  times 
Succeflive  had  ;  but  now  in  ruins  gray 

They  lie,  to  fiavifh  floth  and  tyranny  a  prey. 

To  crown  his  toils,  Sir  Induftry  then  fpread 
The  fwelling  fail,  and  made  for  Britain's  coaft, 
A  fylvan  life  till  then  the  natives  led^ 
In  the  brown  (hades  and  green-v/oodT^red  loft, 
All  carelefs  rambling  where  it  lik'd  tnem  mod.: 
Their  wealth  the  \vild-deer  bouncing  through 

the  glade ; 

They  lodg'd  at  large,  and  livM  at  nature's  coft ; 
Save  fpear,  and  bow,  withouten  other  aid  ; 
Yet  not  the  Roman  fteel  their  naked  breaft  dif- 

may'd. 

He  lik'd  the  foil,  he  lik'd  the  clement  fkie?, 
He  lik'd  the  verdant  hills  and  flowery  plains. 
Be  this  my  great,  my  chofen  ifle  (he  cries), 
This,  whild  my  labours  liberty  fuftains, 
This  queen  of  ocean  all  affault  difdains. 
Nor  lik'd  he  lefs  the  genius  of  the  land, 
To  freedom  apt,  and  perfevering  pain*, 
Mild  to  obey,  and  generous  "o  c-mmund, 
Temper'dby  forming  Heaven  v.ith  kinded  firniefr 
hand. 

Here,  by  degrees,  his  matter-work  arofe, 
Whatever  arts  and  indudry  can  frame  : 
Whatever  finifh'd  agriculture  knows, 
Fair  queen  of  arts !  from  heaven  itfelf  who  came, 
When  Eden  flourifhM  in  unfpotted  fame  : 
And  dill  witii  her  fweet  innocence  we  find, 
And  tender  peace,  and  joys  without  a  name) 
That,  while  they  ravifh,  tranquillize  the  mind  : 
Nature  and  art  at  once,  delight  and  ufe  combin'd* 

The  towns  he  quicken'd  by  mechanic  art*, 
And  bade  the  fervent  city  glow  with  toil ; 
Bade  focial  commerce  raife  renowned  marts, 
Join  land  to  land,  and  marry  foil  to  foil, 
Unite  the  polee,  and  without  bloody  fpoil 
Bring  home  of  either  Ind  the  gorgeous  dores ; 
Or,  fhould  defpotic  rage  the  world  embroil, 
Bade  tyrants  tremble  on  remoted  fhores, 
While  o'er  th'  encircling  deep  Britannia's  thu4jt'» 
der  roars. 
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The  drooping  mufes  then  he  weftward  call'd, 

From  the  fam'd  city  by  Propontic  fea, 

What  time   the   Turk  th'  enfeebled  Grecian 

thrall' d ;  [free, 

Thence  from  their  cloifler'd  walks  he  fet  them 
And  brought  them  to  another  Caftalie, 
Where  Ifis  many  a  a  famous  nourfling  breeds  ; 
Or  where  old  Cam  foft-paces  o'er  the  lea 
In  penfive  mood,  and  tun'd  his  Doric  reeds, 
The  whilft  his  flocks  at  large  the  lonely  fhepherd 

feeds. 

Yet  the  fine  arts  were  what  he  finifli'd  leaft. 
For  why  ?  They  are  the  quinteffence  of  all, 
The  growth  of  labouring  time,  and  flow  in- 

creaft  ; 

Unlefs,  as  feldom  chances,  it  fhould  fall, 
That  mighty  patrons  the  coy  fifters  call 
Up  to  the  funfhine  of  uncumber'd  eafe,  [thrall, 
Where  no  rude  care  the  mounting  thought  may 
And  where  they  nothing  have  to  do  but  pleafe : 
Ah !    gracious  God !    thou  know'fl  they  afk  no 
other  fees. 

But  now,  alas !  we  live  too  late  in  time  : 
Our  patrons  now  ev'n  grudge  that  little  claim, 
Except  to  fuch  as  fleek  the  foothing  rhyme  ; 
And  yet,  forfooth,  they  wear  Mxcena's  name, 
Poor  fons  of  puft  up  vanity,  not  fame. 
Unbroken  fpirits,  cheer  !  ftill,  ftill  remains 
Th*  Eternal  Patron,  Liberty  ;  whofe  flame, 
"While  fhe  protects"!  infpires  the  nobleft  ftrains. 
The  beft,  and  fweeteft  far,  are  toil-created  gains. 

When  as  the  knight  had  fram'd,  in  Britain-land 
A  matchlefs  form  of  glorious  government, 
In  which  the  fovereign  laws  alone  command, 
JLaws  'ftablifh'd  by  the  public  free  conlent, 
Whofe  majefty  is  to  the  fceptre  lent ; 
When  this  great  plan,  with  each  dependent  art, 
Wras  fettled  firm,  and  to  his  heart's  content,    * 
Then  fought  he  from  the  toilfome  fcene  to  part, 
And  let  life's  vacant  eve  breathe  quiet  through 
the  heart. 

For  this  he  chofe  a  farm  in  Deva's  vale, 
Where  his  long  allies  peep'd  upon  the  main. 
In  this  calm  (eat  he  drew  the  healthful  gale, 
Here  mix'd  the  chief,  the  patriot,  and  the  fwain. 
*Fhe  happy  monarch  of  his  fylvan  train, 
Here,  Cded  by  the  guardians  of  the  fold, 
He  walk'd  his  sounds,  and  cheer' d   his  bleft 

domain : 

His  days,  the  days  of  unftain'd  nature,  roll'd, 
Replete  with  peace  and  joy,  like  patriarchs  of  old. 

Wifnefs,  ye  lowing  herds,  who  gave  him  milk  ; 
Witnefs,  ye  flocks,  whofe  woolly  vePiments  far 
Exceed  foft  India's  cotton,  or  her  filk ; 
Witnefs,  with  autumn  charg'd,  the  nodding  car, 
That  homeward  came  beneath  fweet  evening's 

ftar,' 

Or  of  September  moons  the  radiance  mild. 
O,  hide  thy  head,  abominable  war  : 
Of  crimes  and  ruffian  idlenefs  the  child  ! 
From   heaven   this  life   yfprung,   from  hell  thy 
glories  vild ! 

Nor  from  this  deep  retirement  banifn'd  was 

•7'h'  amufing  care  of  rural  induftry. 

3tiH,  as  with  grateful  change,  the  feafons  pafs, 


Newfcenes  arife,  new  landflcips  ftrike  the  ejet 
And  all  th'  enliven'd  country  beautify : 
Gay  plains  extend  where  marfhes  flept  before  ; 
O'er  recent  meads  th'  exulting  flreamlets  fly  ; 
Dark  frowning  heaths  grow  bright  with  Cere*' 

ftore, 
And  woods  imbrown  the  fleep,  or  wave  along 

the  fhore. 

As  nearer  to  his  farm  you  made  approach, 
He  polifh'd  nature  with  a  finer  hand : 
Yet  on  her  beauties  durft  not  art  incroacih : 
'Tis  art's  alone  thefe  beauties  to  expand. 
In  graceful  dance  immingled,  o'er  the  land, 
Pan,  Paleas,  Flora,  and  Pomona  play'd : 
Here  too  brilk  gales  the  rude  wild  common  fand 
An  happy  place  ;  where  free,  and  unafraid, 
Amid  the  flowering  brakes  each  coyer  creature 
ftray'd. 

But  in  prime  vigour  what  can  lafl  for  ay  ? 
That  vfoul-enfeebling  wizard  Indolence, 
I  whilom  fung,  wrought  in  his  works  decay  : 
Spread  far  and  wide  was  his  curs'd  influence; 
Of  public  virtue  much  he  duli'd  the  fenfe, 
Ev'n  much  of  private  ;  ate  our  fpirit  out, 
And  fed  our  rank  luxurious  vices :  whence 
The  land  was  overlaid  with  many  a  lout ; 
Not,  as  old  fame  reports,   wife,  generous,  bold, 
and  ftout. 

A  rage  of  pleafure  madden' d  every  breaft, 
Down  to  the  loweft  lees  the  ferment  ran : 
To  his  licentious  wifh  each  mufl  be  blcft, 
With  joy  be  fever'd ;  fnatch  it  as  he  can. 
Thus  vice  the  ftandard  rear'd ;  her  arrier-ban 
Corruption  call'd,  and  loud  fhe  gave  the  word, 
"  Mind,  mind  yourfelves  !  why  fhould  the  vul- 

"  gar  man, 

"  The  lacquey  be  more  virtuous  than  his  lord? 
"  Enjoy  this  fpan  of  life  !  'tis  all  the  gods  afford." 

The  tidings  reach'd  to  where  in  quiet  hall, 
The  good  old  knight  enjoy' d  well-carn'd  repcfe. 
"  Come,  come,  Sir  Knight  !   thy  children  oa 

"  thee  call : 

"  Come,  fave  us  yet,  ere  ruin  round  us  clofe  ! 
"  The  demon  indolence  thy  toils  o'erthrows.'* 
On  this  the  noble  colour  ftain'd  his  cheeks, 
Indignant,  glowing  through  the  whitening  fnows 
Of  venerable  eld  ;  his  eye  full-fpcaks 
His  ardent  foul,  and  from  his  eouch  at  once  he 

breaks. 

?  will  (fhe  cry'd),  fo  help  me,  God  !  deflroy 
That  villain,  Archimage. — His  page  then  iirait 
He  to  him  call'd,  a  fiery-footed  boy, 
Benempt  difpatch.    "  My  fteed  be  at  the,  gate  ; 
"  My  bard  attend ;  quick,  bring  the  net  of  late/* 
This  net  was  twitted  by  the  fifters  three  ; 
Which  when  once  caft  o'er  harden'd  wretch,  to« 

late 

Repentance  comes :  replevy  cannot  be 
From  the  ftrong  iron  grafp  of  vengeful  deftiny. 

He  came,  the  bard,  a  little  druid-wight, 
Of  wither'd  afpecl ;  but  his  eye  was  keen, 
With  fweetnefs  mix'd.  In  ruffet  brown  bedight| 
As  is  his  *  filler  of  the  copfes  green, 
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He  crept  along;,  ompromifing  of  mien. 
Grofs  he  who  judges  fo.     His  foul  was  fair, 
Bright  as  the  children  of  yon  azure  fheen. 
True  comelinefs,  which  nothing  can  impair, 
Dwells  in  the  mind:  all  elfe  is  vanity  and  glare. 

Come,  (quoth  the  knight)  a  voice  has  reach' d 

mine  ear : 

The  demon  Indolence  threats  overthrow 
To  all  that  to  mankind  is  good  and  dear  : 
Come,  Philomelus  ;  let  us  inftant  go, 
Overturn  his  bowers,  and  lay  his  caflle  low. 
Thofe  men,  thofe  wretched  men !  who  ivill  be 

flaves, 

Muft  drink  a  bitter  wrathful  cup  of  woe  : 
But  fome   there  be,  thy  long,  as  from  their 

graves. 
Shall  raife.  Thrice  happy  he !  who  without  rigour 

faves. 

Iff: ling  forth,  the  knight  beftrode  his  fleed, 
Of  ardent  bay,  and  on  whofe  front  a  flar 
Shone  blazing  bright :  fprung  from  the  generous 

breed 

That  whirl  of  active  day  the  rapid  car, 
He  pranc'd  along,  difdaining  gate  or  bar. 
Meantime,  the  bard  on  miik- white  palfrey  rode ; 
An  honefl  fober  beaft,  that  did  not  mar 
His  meditations,  but  full  foftly  trode  ; 
And  much  they  moraliz'd  as  thus  yfcre  they  yode. 

They  talk'd  of  virtue,  and  of  human  blifs. 
What  elfe  fo  fit  for  man  to  fettle  well  ? 
And  flill  their  long  refearches  met  in  this, 
'This  truth  of  truths >  which  nothing  can  refel : 
"  From  virtue's  fount  the  purefl  joys  out-well, 
"  Sweet  rills  of  thought  that  cheer  the  confci- 

"  ous  foul ;  - 
"  While  vice  pours  forth  the  troubled  flreams 

«  of  hell, 

"  The  which,  howe'er  difguis'd,  at  lafl  with  dole 
f<  Will,  through  the  tortur'dbreaft,  their  fiery  tor- 

"  rent  roll." 

At  len 
O'er 

mits  rear. 

On  the  cool  height  awhile  our  palmers  flay, 
And  fpite  ev'n  of  themfelves  their  fenfes  cheer; 
Then  to  the  vizard's  wonne  their  fteps  they  fleer. 
Like  a  green  ifle,  it  broad  beneath  them  fjpred, 
With  gardens round,andwanderingcurrentsclear, 
And  tufted  groves  to  fnade  the  meadow  bed, 
Sweet  airs  and  fong  ;  and  without  hurry  all  feem'd 
glad. 

"  As  God  fhall  judge  me,  knight,  we  muft  for- 

"  give 

(The  half-enraptur'd  Philomelus  cry'd) 
"  The  frail  good  man  deluded  here  to  live, 
"  And  in  thefe  groves  his  mufing  fancy  hide. 
"  Ah  !  nought  is  pure.    It  cannot  be  deny'd, 
"  That  virtue  flill  fome  tindlure  has  of  vice, 
"  And  vice  of  virtue.    What  fhould  then  betide 
"  But  that  our  charity  be  not  too  nice  ? 
"  Come,  let  us  thofe  we  can  to  real  blifs  entice. 

"  Ay,  fickcr  (quoth  the  knight)  all  flcfh  is  frail, 
"  To  pleafant  fin  and  joyous  dalliance  bent  j 
"  But  let  not  brutifh  vice  of  this  avail, 
••    Ar.d  think  to  'fcaj;e  defervcd  punifhment. 


;ngth  it  dawn'd,  that  fatal  valley  gay, 
which  high  wood-crowyi'd  hiils  their  fu 
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"  Juftice  were  cruel  weakly  to  relent ; 
"  From  mercy's  felf  fhe  got  her  facred  glaive  ; 
"  Grace  be  to  thofe  who  can,  and  will,  repent; 
"  But  penance  long,  and  dreary,  to  the  flave, 
"  Who  muft  in  floods  of  fire  his  grofs  foul  fpirit 
"  lave." 

Thus,holdinghighdifcourfe,  they  came  to  where 
The  curfed  carle  was  at  his  wonted  trade  ; 
Still  tempting  heedlefs  men  into  his  fnare, 
In  witching  wife,  as  I  before  have  faid. 
But  when  he  faw,  in  goodly  geer  array'd, 
The  grave  majeftic  knight  approaching  nigh, 
And  by  his  fide  the  bard  fo  fage  and  ftaid, 
His  countenance  fe-l ;  yet  oft  his  anxious  eye 
Mark'dthem,like  wily  fox  who  roofted  cock  dothfpy. 

Nathlefs,  with  feign'd  refpe<5l,  he  bade  give  back 
The  rabble-rout,  and  welcom'd  them  full  kind ; 
Struck  with  the  noble  twain,  they  were  not  flack 
His  orders  to  obey,  and  fall  behind. 
Then  he  refum'd  his  fong  ;  and  unconfin'd, 
Pour'd  all  his  mufic,  ran  through  all  his  ftringit 
With  magic  dufl  their  eyne  he  tries  to  blind, 
And  virtue's  tender  airs  o'er  weaknefs  flings. 
What  pity  bafe  his  fong  who  fo  divinely  fings  ! 

Elate  in  thought,  he  counted  them  his  own, 
They  liflen'd  fo  intent  with  fix'd  delight: 
But  they  inftead,  as  if  tranfmew'd  to  itone, 
Marvel!' d  he  could  with  fuch  fweet  art  unite 
The  lights  and  fhades  of  manners,  wrong  and 

right. 

Meantime,  the  filly  crowd  the  charm  devour, 
Wide  prefilng  to  the  gate.   Swift,  on  the  knight 
He  darted  fierce,  to  drag  him  to  his  bower, 
Who  backening  fhunn'd  his  touch,  for  well  he 

knew  its  power. 

As  in  throng'd  amphitheatre,  of  old, 
The  wary  Retiarius  trap'd  his  foe": 
Ev'n  fo  the  knight,  returning  on  him  bold, 
At  once  involv'd  him  in  the  net  ofivoe, 
Wh.reof  I  mention  made  not  long  ago. 
Enrag'd  at  firft,  he  fcorn'd  fo  weak  a  jail, 
And  leapt,  and  flew,  and  flounced  to  and  fro ; 
But  when  he  found  that  nothing  could  avail, 
He  fet  him  felly  down  and  gnaw'd  his  bitter  nail. 

Alarm'd,  th'  inferior  demons  of  the  place 
Rais'd  rueful  fhrieks  and  hideou.s  yells  around  ; 
Black  ftormy  clouds  deform'd  the  welkin's  face, 
And  from  beneath  was  heard  a  wailing  found, 
As  of  infernal  fpri^hts  in  cavern  bound  ; 
A  folemn  fadnefs  every  creature  ftrook, 
And  lightnings  flafh'd,  and  horror  rock'd  the 

ground  .  [mifh'd  look, 

Huge  crowds  on  crowds  out-pour'd,  with  ble- 

As  if  on  time's  lafl  verge  this  frame  of  things  had 

fhook. 

Soon  as  the  fhort  liv'd  temped  was  yfpent, 
Steam'd  from  the  jaws  of  vext  Avernus'  hole, 
And  hufh'd  the  hubbub  of  the  rabblemcnt, 
Sir  Induilry  the  firft  calm  moment  ftole. 
"  There  muft  (he  cry'd),  amidft  fo  vaft  a  fhoaH, 
"  Be  fome  who  are  not  tainted  at  the  heart, 
"  Not  poifon'd  quite  by  this  fame  villain's  bowl : 
"  Come  then, my  bard,  thy  heavenly  fire  impart ; 
"  Touch  foul  with  foul,  till  forth  the  latent  fpjrit 
«'  ftart." 
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The  bard  obeyed ;  and  taking  from  his  fide, 
Where  it  in  feemly  fort  depending  hung, 
His  Britifh  harp,  its  fpeaking  firings  he  try'd, 
The  which  with  Ikilful  touch  he  deftly  ftrung, 
Till  tinkling  in  clear  fymphony  they  rung. 
Then,  as  he  felt  the  mufes  come  along, 
Light  o'er  the  chords  his  raptur'd  hand  he  flung, 
And  play'd  a  prelude  to  his  riling  fong  : 
The  whilft,  like  midnight  mute,  ten  thoufands  round 
him  throng. 

Thus,  ardent,  burft  his  ftrain. — 

"  Ye  helplefs  race, 

"  Dire-labouring  here  to  fmother  reafon's  ray, 
"  That  lights  our  Maker's  image  in  our  face, 
*'  Andgivesus  wide  o'er  earth  unqueftion'dfway; 
*{  What  is  th'  ador'd  Supreme  Perfe6tion,  fay? 
"  What,  but  eternal  never-refting  foul, 
"  Almighty  power,  and  all-directing  day  ; 
"  By  whom  each  atom  ftirs,  the  planets  roll ; 
**  Who  fills,  furrounds,  informs,  and  agitates  the 
"  whole. 

"  Conie,tothe  beaming  God  your  hearts  unfold ! 
4<  Draw  from  its  fountain  life !  'Tie  thence,  alone, 
"  We  can  excel.     Up  from  unfeeling  mold, 
"  To  feraphs  burning  round   th'  Almighty's 

"  throne, 

•**  Life  riling  (till  on  life,  in  higher  tone, 
"  Perfection  forms,  and  with  perfection  bli>. 
"  In  universal  nature  this  clear  fhown, 
"  Nor  needeth  proof:  to  prove  it  were,  I  wis, 
"  To  prove  the  beauteous  world  excels  the  brute 
"  abyfs. 

"  Is  not  the  field,  with  lively  culture  green, 
"  A  fight  more  joyous  than  the  dead  morafs  ? 
Do  not  the  ficies,  with  active  ether  clean, 
And  fann'd  by  fprightly  zephyrs,  far  furpafs 
The  foul  November  fogs  and  flumberousmafs, 
With  which  fad  nature  veilsherdrooping  face  ? 
Does  not  the  mountain-ftream,as  clear  as  glafs, 
"  Gay-dancing  on,  the  putrid  pool  difgrace  ? 
ft  Thefameinallholdstrue,but  chief  in  humanrace. 

"  It  was  not  by  vile  loitering  in  eafe, 
"  That  Greece  obtained  the  brighter  palm  of  art, 
"  That  foft  yet  ardent  Athens  learn'd  to  pleafe, 
"  To  keen  the  wit,  and  to  fublime  the  heart, 
n  In  all  fupreme  !  complete  in  every  part ! 

.    "  It  \vas  not  thence  majeftic  Rome  arofe, 
tf  And  o'er  the  nationslhookher  conquering  dart : 
"  For  fluggard's  brow  the  laurel  never  grows ; 

"  Renown  is  not  the  child  of  indolent  repofe. 

"  Had  unambitious  mortals  minded  nought, 
"  But  in  loofe  joy  their  time  to  wear  away  ; 
"  Had  they  alone  the  lap  of  dalliance  fought, 
"  Pleas'd  on  her  pillow  their  dull  heads  to  lay, 
"  Rude  Nature's  ftate  had  been  our  ftate  to-day ; 
"  No  cities  e'er  their  towery  fronts  had  rais'd, 
"  No  arts  had  made  us  opulent  and  gay ; 
"  With  brother-brutes  the   human    race    had 

"  graz'd  ; 
'**  None  e'er  had  foar'd  to  fame,  none  honour'd 

"  been,  none  prais'd. 

"  Great  Homer's  fong  had  never  fir'd  the  breaft 
"  To  thirft  of  glory,  and  heroic  deeds ; 
"  Sweet  Maro's  mule,  funk  in  inglorious  reft, 
'.'  Had  filent  flept  amid  the  Mincian  reeds ; 


"  The  wits  of  modern  time  had  told  their  beads, 
"  And  monkifh  legends  been  their  only  (trains; 
"  Our  Milton's  Eden  had  lain  wrapt  in  weeds, 
"  Our  Shakfpeare  ftroll'd  and  laugh'd  with 

"  Warwick  fwains, 
"  Ne  had  my  mailer  Spenfer  charm'd  his  Mulla's 

"  plains. 

"  Dumb  too  had  been  the  fage  hifloric  mufe, 
"  And  perifh'd  all  the  fons  of  ancient  fame  ; 
'•'  Thofe  ftarry  lights  of  virtue,  that  diffufe 
"  Through  the  dark  depth  of  time  their  vivid 

"  flame, 

"  Had  all  been  loft  with  fuch  as  have  no  name. 
"  Who  thenhadfcorn'dhiseafefor  others'  good ? 
''  Who  then  had  toil'd  rapacious  men  to  tame  ? 
"  Who  in  the  public  breach  devoted  flood, 
61  And  for  his  country's  caufe  beenprodigal  of  blood  ? 

"  But  fhould  your  hearts  to  fame  unfeeling  be, 
"  If  riglit  I  read,  your  pleafure  all  require": 
"  Then  hear  how  beft  may  be  obtain'd'this  fee, 
"  How  befc  enjpy'd  this  nature's  wide  defire. 
"  Toil,  and  be  phd  !  let  induftry  infpire 
"  Into  your  quicken'd  limbs  her  buoyant  breath ! 
*(  Who  does  not  act  is  dead  ;  abforpt  entire 
"  In  miry  (loth,  no  pride,  no  joy  he  hath  : 
"  O  leaden-hearted  men,  to  be  in  love  with  death! 

"  Ah  !  what  avail  the  largeft  gifts  of  heaven, 
"  When  droopir:^  health  and  fpirits  go  amifs? 
"  How  laftelefs  then  whatever  can  be  given  ? 
"  Health  is  the  vital  principle  of  blifs, 
"  And  exercife  of  health.     In  proof  of  this, 
"  Behold  the  wretch,  who  flugs  his  life  away, 
"  Soon  fwallow'd  in  difeafe's  fad  abyfs  ; 
"  While  he  whom  toil  has  brac'd,  or  manly  play, 
"  Has  light  as  air  each  limb,  each  thought  as  clear 
"  as  day. 

"  O,  who  can  fpeak  the  vigorous  joy  of  health ! 
"  Unclcgg'd  the  body,  unobfcur'd  the  mind  : 
"  The  morning  rifes  j^ay,  with  pleafing  ftealth, 
"  The  temperate  evening  falls  ferene  and  kind. 
"  In  health  the  wifer  brutes  true  gladnefs  find. 
"  See !  how  the  younglings  frifk  along  the  meads, 
"  As  May  conies  oft, and  wakes  the  balmy  wind; 
"  Rampant  with  life,  their  joy  all  joy  exceeds  : 
"  Yet  what  but  high-ftrun^  health  this  dancing 
"  pleafaunce  breeds  ? 

"  But  here,  inftead,  is  fofter'd  every  ill, 
"  Which  or  diftemper'd  minds  or  bodies  know. 
"  Come  then,  my  kindred  fpirits!  do  not  fpill 
"  Your  talents  here.    This  place  is  but  a  (how, 
"  Whofe  charms  delude  you  to  the  den  of  woe : 
"  Come,  follow  me,  I  will  direct  you  right, 
"  Where  pleafure'srofes,void  of  ferpent's,grow, 
u  Sincere  as  fweet;  come,  follow  this  good  knight, 
"  And  you  will  blefs  the  day  that  brought  him  to 
"  your  fight. 

"  Some  he  will  lead  to  courts,  and  fome  to  camps ; 

"  To  fenates  fome,  and  public  fage  debates, 

"  Where, by  the  folemn  gleam  of  midnight-lamps, 

"  The  world  is pois'd,and  manag'dmightyftates; 

"  To  high  difcovery  fome,  that  new-creates 

"  The  face  of  earth  ;  fome  to  the  thriving  mart ; 

"  Some  to  the  rural  reign,  and  fofter  fates ; 

"  To  the  fweet  mufes  fome,  who  raife  the  heart; 
"  All  glory  fhall  be  yours,  all  nature,  and  all  art? 
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**  Tnere  :rre,  I  fee,  who  liften  to  my  lay, 
"  Who  wretched  figh  for  virtue,  but  defpair. 
|  All  may  be  done,  (methinks  I  hear  them  fay) 
"  Ev'n  death  defpis'd  by  generous  actions  fair ; 
"  All,  but  for  thofe  who  to  thefe  bowers  repair, 
*'  Their  every  power  difiblv'd  in  luxury, 
"  To  quit  of  torpid  fluggifhnefs  the  lair, 
"  And  from  the  powerful  arms  of  iloth  get  free. 
"  'Tis  rifing  from  the  dead — Aias ! — It  cannot  be ! 

**  Would  ycu  then  learn  to  diifipate  the  band 
"  Of  thefe  huge  threatening  difficulties  dire, 
•'  That  in  the  weak  man's  way  like  lions  ftand, 
*'  His  foul  appall,  and  damp  his  rifing  fire  ? 
"  Refolve,  refolve,  and  to  be  men  afpire. 
*'  Exert  that  nobieft  privilege,  alone, 
"  Here  to  mankind  indulg'd:  control  defire  : 
"  Let  godlike  reafon,  from  her  fovereign  throne, 
*  Speak  the  commanding  word — /  ivill-— and  it  is 
"  done. 

"  Heavens!  can  you  then  thus  wafte,  in  fhame- 

"  ful  wife, 

«*  Your  few  important  days  of  trial  here  ? 
*'  Heirs  of  eternity  !  yborn  to  rife 
"  Through  endlefs  ftates  of  being-,  ftill  more  near 
"  To  blifs  approaching,  and  perfection  clear, 
"  Can  you  renounce  a  fortune  fo  fublime, 
4<  Such  glorious  hopes,  your  backward  fteps  to 

"  (leer,  [and  flime  ? 

•*  And  roll,  with  vileft  brutes,  through  mud 

"  No  !  no  ! — Your  heaven-touch'd  heart  difdains 

"  the  fordid  crime  !" 

"  Enough!  enough!"   they  cry'd — ftrait  from 

the  crowd, 

The  better  fort  on  wings  of  tranfport  fly  : 
As  when  amid  the  lifelefs  fummits  proud 
Of  Alpine  cliffs,  where  to  the  gelid  fky 
S.HOWS  pil'd  on  fnows  in  wintery  torpor  lie, 
The  rays  divine  of  vernal  Phoebus  play  ; 
Th'  awaken'd  heaps,  in  ftreamlets  from  on  high, 
Rous'd  into  action,  lively  leap  away,    [ing  gay. 

Clad  warbling  through  the  vales,  in  their  new  be- 
Not  lefs  the  life,  the  vivid  joy  ferene, 
That  lighted  rip  thefe  new-created  men, 
Than  that  which  wings  th'  exulting  fpirit  clean, 
When,  juft  deliver'd  from  his  flefhly  den, 
It  foaring  feeks  its  native  flues  agen  : 
How  light  its  effence !  how  unclogg'd  its  powers, 
Beyond  the  blazon  of  my  mortal  pen  ! 
Ev'n  fo  we  glad  forfook  thefe  finful  bowers, 

Ev'n  fuch  enraptur'd  life,  fuch  energy  was  ours. 

But  far  the  greater  part,  with  rage  inflam'd, 
Dire-mutter'd  curfes,  and  blafphem'd  high  Jove. 
"  Ye  fons  of  hate  !  (they  bitterly  exchiru'd) 
"   What  brought  you  to  this  feat  of  peace  and  love  ? 
4<  While  with  kind  nature,  here  amid  the  grove, 
*«  We  pafs'd  the  harmlefs  fabbath  of  our  time, 
"  What  to  difturb  it  could,  fell  men,  emovc 
"  Your  barbarous  hearts  ?  Is  happincfs  a  crime  ? 
**  Then  do  the  fiends  of  hell  rule  in  yon  heaven 
"  fublime. 

u  Ye  impious  wretches,"  (quoth  the  knight  in 

wrath) 

M  Your  happinefs  behold !" — Then  ftrait  a  wand 
He  wav'd,  an  anti-magic  power  that  hath, 
Truth  from  illufivc  faUehyod  to  command. 


Sudden  the  landfkip  finks  on  every  hand ; 
The  pure  quick  ftreams  are  marfhy  puddles  found  ; 
On  baleful  heaths  the  groves  all  blacken'd  ftand  ; 
And,  o'er  the  weedy  foul  abhorred  ground, 
Snakes, adders,  toads,euchloathfome  creature  erawls 
around. 

And  here  and  there,  on  trees  by  lightning  fcath'd, 
Unhappy  wights  who  loathed  life  yhun^ ; 
Or,  in  frefh  gore  and  recent  murder  bath'd, 
They  weltering  lay  ;  or  elfe,  infuriate  flung 
Into  the  gloomy  flood,  while  ravens  fung 
The  funeral  dirge,  they  down  the  torrent  roll'd : 
Thefe,  by  diftemper'd  blood  to  madnefs  flung, 
Had  doom'd  themfelves;  wheiice  oft,  when  night 

control'd 
The  world,  returninghithertheirfadfpiritshowl'd. 

Meantime  a  moving  fcene  was  open  laid ; 
That  lazar-houfe,  I  whilom  in  my  lay 
Depainted  have,  its»horrors  deep-difplay'd, 
And  gave  unnumber'd  wretches  to  the  day, 
Who  toiling  there  in  fqualid  mifery  lay. 
Soon  as  of  facred  light  th'  unwonted  frnile 
Four'd  on  thefe  living  catacombs  its  ray, 
Through  the  drear  caverns  ftretching  many  a. 
mile,  [woes  awhile. 

The  fick  up-rais'd  their  heads,  and  dropp'd  their 

"  O,  heaven  !   (they  cry'd)  and  do  we  once 

"  more  fee 

"  Yon  bleffed  fun,  and  this  green  earth  fo  fair? 
"  Are  we  from  noifome  damps  of  peft-houfe  free  ? 
"  And  drink  pur  fouls  the  fweet  ethereal  air  ? 
"  O,  thou !  or  knight,  or  god !  who  holdeft  there 
"  That  fiend,  oh,  keep  him  in  eternal  chains ! 
"  But  what  for  us,  the  children  of  defpair, 
"  Brough  to  the  brink  of  hell,  what  hope  re- 

"  mains  ? 
"  Repentance  does  itfelf  but  aggravate  our  pains." 

The  gentle  knight,  who  faw  their  rueful  cafe, 
Let  fall  adown  his  filver  beard  fome  tears. 
"  Certes  (quoth  he),  it  is  not  ev'n  in  grace, 
"  T'  undo  the  paft,  and  eke  your  broken  years: 
"  Nathlefs,  to  nobler  worlds  repentance  rears, 
"  With  humble  hope,  her  eye  ;  to  her  is  given 
"  A  power  the  truly  contrite  heart  that  cheers; 
"  She  quells  the  brand  by  which  the  rocks  are 
"  riven  ;  [ven. 

"  She  more  than  merely  foftens,  fhe  rejoices  hea- 

"  Then  patient  bear  the  fufferings  you  have. 

"  earn'd, 

"  And  by  thefe  fufferings  purify  the  mind  ; 
"  Let  wifdom  be  by  paft  mifcondu6l  learn'd : 
"  Or  pious  die,  with  penitence  refign'd, 
"  And  to  a  life  more  happy  and  refin'd, 
"  Doubt  not,  you  fhall,  new  creatures,  yet  arifc. 
"  Till  then,  you  may  expe&  in  me  to  find 
"  One  who  will  wipe  your  forrow  from  your 

"  eyes, 
"  One  who  will  foothe  your  pangs,  and  wing  you 

"  to  the  fkies. 

They  filent  heard,  and  pour'd  their  thanks  in 
"  tears.  [tone) 

"  For  you  (refum'd  the  kniaht,  with  fterner 

"  Whole  hard  dry  hearts  th'  pbdurate  demon, 
"  fears, 

"  That  villain's  gifts  will  coil  you  many  a  groan ; 
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"  In  dolorous  manfion  long  you  muft  bemoan 
«'  His  fatal  charms,  and  weep  your  ftains  away: 
"  Till,  foft  and  pure  as  infant  goodnefs  grown, 
*'  You  feel  a  perfect  change:  then,  who  can  fay, 
*«  What  grace  may  yet  ihine  forth  in  heaven's  eter- 
"  nalday?' 

This  faid,  his  powerful  wand  he  wav'd  anew  : 
Inftant,  a  glorious  angel-train  defcends, 
The  charities,  to- wit  >  of  rofy  hue  ; 
Sweet  love  their  looks  a  gentle  radiance  lends, 
And  with  feraphic  flame  compaffion  blends. 
At  once,  delighted,  to  their  charge  they  fly  : 
When,  lo  !  a  goodly  hofpital  afcends ; 
In  which  they  .bade  each  lenient  aid  be  nigh, 
That  could  the  fick-bed  fiuoothe  of  that  fad  com 
pany. 

It  was  a  worthy  edyfying  fight, 
And  gives  to  human-kind  peculiar  grace, 
To  fee  kind  hands  attending  day  and  night, 
With  tender  miniftry,  from  place  to  place. 
Some  prop  the  head  ;  fome  from  the  pallid  face 
Wipe  off  the  faint  cold  dews  weak  nature  fheds; 
Some  reach  the  healing  draught :  the  whilft,  to 

chafe 

The  fear  fupreme,  around  their  foften'd  beds, 
3ome  holy  man  by  prayer  all  opening   heaven 

difpreds. 

Attended  by  a  glad  acclaiming  train, 
Of  thofe  he  refcued  had  from  gaping  hell, 
Then  turn'd  the  knight;  and,  to  his  hall  again 
Soft-pacing,  fought  of  peace  the  moffy  ceil  : 
Yet  down  nis  cheeks  the  gems  of  pity  fell, 
To  fee  the  helplefs  wretches  that  remain'd, 
There  left  through  delves  and  deferts  dire  to  yell ; 
Amaz'd,  their  looks  with  pale  difmay  were  ftain'd, 
And  fpreading  wide  their  V'.nds  they  meek  re 
pentance  feign'd. 

But,  ah!  their  fcorned  day  of  grace  was  paft : 

For  (horrible  to  tell !)  a  defcrt  wild 

Before  them  ftretch'd,  bare,  comfortlefs,  and 

vail; 

"With  gibbets,  bones,  and  carcafes  defil'd. 
There  nor  trim  field,  nor  lively  culture  fmil'd ; 
Nor  waving  fhade  was  feen,  nor  fountain  fair  ; 
But  fands  abrupt  on  fands  lay  loofely  pil'd, 
Through  which  they  floundering  toil'd  with 

painful  care, 
Whilft  Phoebus  fmote  them  fore,  and  fir'd  the 

cloudlefs  air. 

Then,  varying  to  a  joylefs  land  of  bogs, 
The  fadden'd  country  a  gray  wafte  appear 'd ; 
Where  nought  but  putrid  ftreams  and  noifome 
For  ever  hung  on  drizzly  Aufter's  beard;    [fogs 
Or  clfe  the  ground  by  piercing  Caurus  fear'd, 
Was  jagg'd  with  froft,  or  heap'd  with  glazed 

mow  : 
Through  thefe  extremes  a  ceafelefs  round  they 

fteer'd, 

By  cruel  fiends  ftill  hurry'd  to  and  fro, 
Gaunt  beggary,  and  fcorn,  with  many  hell-hounds 

moe. 

The  firft  was  with  bafe  dunghill  rags  yclad, 
Tainting  the  gale,  in  which  they  flutter'd  light; 
Of  morbid  hue  his  features,  funk,  and  fad; 
His  hollow  eyne  fhook  forth  a  fickly  light ; 


And  o'er  his  lank  jaw-bone, 'in  piteous  pii^rrf, 
His  black  rough  beard  was  matted  rank  and  vile ; 
Direful  to  fee  !  an  heart-appalling  fi^ht ! 
Meantime  foul  fcurf  and  blotches  him  defile ; 
And  dogs,  where-e'er  he  went,  ftill  barked  all  the 
while. 

The  other  was  a  fell  defpightful  fiend  : 

Hell  holds  none  worfe  in  baleful  bower  below  ; 

By  pride,  and  wit,  and  rage,    and    rancour, 

keen'd ; 

Of  man  alike,  if  good  or  bad,  the  foe  : 
With  nofe  up-turn'd,  he  always  made  a  fhow 
As  if  he  fmelt  forne  naufeous  fcent ;  his  eye 
Was  cold,  and  keen,  like  blafl  from  boreal  mow ; 
And  taunts  he  caften  forth  moft  bitterly. 
Such  were  the  twain  that  off  drove  this  ungodly 
fry. 

Ev'n  fo  through  Brentford  town,  a  town  of  mud, 
An  herd  of  brifly  fvvine  is  prick'd  along; 
The  filthy  beads,  that  never  chew  the  cud, 
Still  grunt,  and  fqueak,  and  fing  their  troub- 

lous  foug, 

And  oft  they  plunge  themfelves  the  mire  among  , 
But  ay  the  rutlileis  driver  goads  them  on, 
And  ay  of  barking  dogs  the  bitter  throng 
Makes  them  renew  their  unmelodious  moan ; 
Ne  ever  find  thcyTeft  from  their  unrefting  foue. 


TO  MR.  THOMSON, 

On  bit  unfinijhed  flan  of  a  Poem,  called  the   CASTLE 
OF  INDOLENCE,  in  Sfenfer'tfiyjle. 

BY  DR.  MORELL. 

As  when  the  fi  k-worm,  erft  the  tender  care 
Of  Syrian  maidens,  'gins  for  to  unfold 
From  his  fleek  fides,  that  now  much  flecker  are 
The  gloffy  treafure,  and  foft  threads  of  gold  ; 
In  variotts  turns,  and  many  a  winding  fold, 
He  fpins  his  web,  and  as  he  fpins  decays  ; 
Till,  within  circles  infinite  enrolFd, 
He  refls  fupine,  imprifon'd  in  the  maze, 
The  which  nimfelf  did  make,  the  gathering  of 
his  days. 

So  thou,  they  fay,  from  thy  prolific  brain, 
A  caftle,  hight  of  indolence,  didft  raife ; 
Where  liftleis  fprites,  withouten  care  or  pain, 
In  idle  pleafaunce  fpend  their  jocund  days, 
Ncr  heed  rewardful  toil,  nor  feeken  praife. 
Thither  thou  didft  repair  in  lucklefs  hour  ; 
And  lulled  with  thine  own  enchanting  lays, 
Didft  lie  aciown,  entranced  in  the  bower, 
The  which  thyfelf  didil  make,  the  gathering  oi 
thy  power. 

But  Venus,  fuffering  not  her  favourite  worm 
For  ay  to  fleepen  in  his  filky  tomb, 
Inftructs  him  to  throw  off  his  priftine  form; 
And  the  gay  features  of  a  fly  affume ; 
When,  lo  !  eftfoons  from  the  furrounding  gloom, 
He   vigorous   breaks,    forth,  ifluing   from   the 

wound 

His  horny  beak  had  made,  and  finding  room, 
On  new  plum'd  pinions  flutters  all  around, 
And  buzzing  fpeaks  his  joy   in   mofi  exprefiive 

found. 


THE    CASTLE    OF    INDOLENCE. 


So  may  the  god  of  fcience  and  of  wit, 
With  pitying  eye  ken  thee  his  darling  fon  ; 
Shake  from  thy  fat./  fides  the  flumberous  fit, 
In  which,  alas  !  thou  art  fo  woe  begon  ! 
Or  with  hi*  pointed  arrows  goad  thee  on  ;     . 


Till  thou  refeeleft  life  in  all  thy  veins ; 
And,  on  the  wings  of  refolution, 
Like  thine  own  hero  dight,  flieft  o'er  the  plains, 
Chauncing  his  peerlefs  praife  in  never-dying  urains, 


BRITANNIA,   A    POEM. 


"  Et  tantas  audetis  tollere  moles  ? 

"  Quos  e«jo— fed  motos  prasftat  componere  fludlus. 

"  Poft  mihi  non  fimili  poena  commifia  luetis. 

«'  Maturate  fugam,  re^i^ue  hcec  dicite  veftro : 

"  Non  illi  imperiura  pela^i,  fsevumque  tridentem, 

"  Sed  mihi  ibrtem  datum" —  VIRO. 


,A.s  on  the  fea-bcat  fliore  Britannia  fat, 
Of  her  degenerate  fons  the  faded  fame, 
Deep  in  her  anxious  heart,  revolving  fad  : 
Bare  was  her  throbbing  bofom  to  the  gale, 
That  hoarfe,  and  hollow,  from  the  bleakfurge  blew ; 
Loofe  flow'd  her  treiTes ;  rent  her  azure  robe. 
Hung  o'er  the  deep  from  her  majeftic  brow 
She  tore  the  laurel,  and  fhe  tore  the  bay. 
Nor  ceas'd  the  copious  grief  to  bathe  her  cheek ; 
Nor  ceas'd  her  fobs  to  murmur  to  the  main. 
Peace  difcontented  nigh,  departing,  flretch'd 
Her  dove-like  wings.     And  war,  though  greatly 
rous'd,  [queen 

Yet  mourns  his  fetter'd  hands.     While  thus  the 
Of  nations  fpoke  :  and  what  fhe  faid  the  mufe 
Recorded,  faithful,  in  unbidden  verfe. 

Ev'n  not  yon  fail,  that,  from  the  Iky-mixt  wave, 
Dawns  on  the  fight,  and  wafts  the  royal  youth*, 
A  freight  of  future  glory  to  my  Ihore  ; 
Ev'n  not  the  flattering  view  of  golden  days, 
And  rjfing  periods  yet  of  bright  renown, 
Beneath  the  parents,  and  their  endlefs  line 
Through  late  revolving  time,  can  foothmyrage; 
While,  unchafiis'd,  th'  infulting  Spaniard  dares 
Infeft  the  trading  flood,  full  of  vain  war 
Dcfpife  my  navies,  and  my  merchants  feize  ; 
As,  trufting  to  falfe  peace,  they  fearlefs  roam 
The  world  of  waters  wild  ;  made,  by  the  toil, 
And  liberal  blood  of  glorious  ages,  mine : 
Nor  burfts  my  fleeping  thunder  on  their  head. 
"Whence  this  unwonted  patience?  this  weak  doubt? 
This  tame  befeeching  of  rejected  peace  ? 
This  meek  forbearance  ?  this  unnative  fear, 
To  generous  Britons  never  known  before  ? 
And  fail'd  my  fleets  for  this  ;  on  Indian  tides 
To  float,  inactive,  with  the  veering  winds  ? 
The  mockery  of  war  !  while  hot  difeafe, 
And  floth  diflemper'd,  fwept  off  burning  crowds, 
For  action  ardent ;  and  amid  the  deep, 
Inglorious,  funk  them  in  a  watery  grave. 

*  Frederick. 


There  now  they  lie  beneath  the  rolling  flood, 
Far  from  their  friends,  and  country  unaveng'd  ; 
And  back  the  drooping  war-fhip  comes  again, 
Difpirited,  and  thin  ;  her  fons  afham'd 
Thus  idly  to  review  their  native  ihore  ; 
With  not  cne  glory  fparkling  in  their  eye, 
One  triumph  on  their  tongue.     A  pailenger, 
The  violated  merchant  comes  along ; 
That  far-fought  wealth,  for  which  the  noxious  gals 
He  drew,  and  fweet  beneath  equator  funs, 
By  lawlefs  force  detain'd  ;  a  force  that  foon 
Would  melt  away,  ;-nd  every  fpoil  relign, 
Were  once  the  Britifh  lion  heard  to  roar. 
Whence  is  it  that  the  proud  Iberian  thus, 
In  their  own  well-afierted  element, 
Dares  roufe  to  wrath  the  matters  cf  the  main  ? 
Wrio  told  him,  that  the  big  incumbent  war 
Would    not,  ere  this,  have  roll'd  his  trembling 
In  fmoky  ruin  ?  and  his  guilty  {lores,  [ports 

Won  by  the  ravage  of  a  butcher'd  world, 
Yet  unaton'd,  funk  in  the  fwallowing  deep, 
Or  led  the  glittering  prize  into  the  Thames  ? 
There  was  a  time  (oh,  let  my  languid  fons 
Refume  their  fpirit  at  the  roufing  thought !) 
When  all  the  pride  of  Spain,  in  one  dread  fleet, 
Swell'do'er  the  labouring  furge;  like  a  whole  heaven 
Of  clouds,  wide-roll'd  before  tbe  boundlefs  breeze. 
Gaily  the  fplendid  armament  along 
Exultant  plough'd,  reflecting  a  red  gleam, 
As  funk  the  fun,  o'er  all  the  flaming  vaft ; 
Tall,  gorgeous,  and  elate ;  drunk  with  the  dream 
Of  eafy  conqueft  :  while  their  bloated  war, 
Stretch'd  out  from  fky  to  Iky,  the  gather'd  force 
Of  ages  held  in  its  capacious  womb. 
But  foon,  regardlefs  of  the  cumberous  pomp, 
My  dauntlefs  Britons  came,  a  gloomy  few, 
With  tempefl  black,  the  goodly  fcene  deform'd, 
And  laid  their  $  lory  wafte.     The  bolts  of  fate 
Refiftlefs  thunder'd  through  their  yielding  fides  ; 
Fierce  o'er  their  beauty  blaz'd  the  lurid  flame  5 
And  feiz'd  in  horrid  grafp,  or  fliatter'd  wide, 
Amid  the  mighty  waters  deep  they  funk. 
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Then  too  from  ever)'  promontary  chill, 
Rank  fen,  and  cavern  where  the  wild  wave  works, 
I  fvvept  confederate  winds,  and  fvvell'd  a  dorm. 
Round  the  glad  Hie,  fnatch'd  by  the  vengeful  blail, 
The  fcatter'd  remnants  drove ;  on  the  blind  fhelve, 
And  pointed  rock,  that  marks  th'  indented  fliore, 
Releutlefs  daih'd,  where  loud  the  northern  main 
Howls  through  the  fracltir'd  Caledonian  ifles. 

Such  were  the  dawnings  of  my  watery  reign ; 
But  lince  how  vaft  it  grew,  how  abfolute, 
Ev'n  in  thofe  troubled  time's,  when  dreadful  Blake 
Aw'd  angry  nations  with  the  Britifh  name, 
Let  every  humbled  ftate,  let  Europe  fay, 
Suftain'd,  and  balanc'd,  by  my  naval  arm. 
Ah,  what  muft  thofe  immortal  fpirits  think 
Of  your  poor  fliifts  ?    Thofe,  for  their  country's 

good 

Who  fac'd  the  blackeft  danger,  knew  no  fear, 
No  mean  fubmimon,  but  commanded  peace. 
Ah !  how  with  indignation  muft  they  burn  ! 
(If  ausht,  but  joy,  can  tduch  ethereal  breafts) 
With  fhame  !  with  grief!  to  fee  their  feeble  fons  . 
Shrink  from  that  empire  o'er  the  conquer'd  feas, 
For  which  their  wifdom  plann'd,  their  councils 

glow'd, 
And  their  veins  bled  through  many  a  toiling  age ! 

Oh,  firft  of  human  bleflings !  and  fupreme  ! 
Fair  peace  !  how  lovely,  how  delightful  thou  ! 
By  whole  wide  tie,  the  kindred  fons  of  men 
Like  brothers  live,  in  amity  combin'd, 
And  unfufpicious  faith  ;  while  honeft  toil 
Gives  every  joy,  and  to  thofe  joys  a  rr^ht, 
Which  idle,  barbarous  rapine  but  ufurps. 
Pure  is  thy  reign  ;  when,  unaccurs'd  by  b.lood, 
Nought,  favc  the  fweetnefs  of  indulgent  fhowers, 
Trickling  diftils  into  the  vernant  glebe ; 
Inftead  of  mangled  carcafes,  fad-fee n, 
When  the  blithe  Iheaves  lie  fcatter'd  o'er  the  field ; 
When  only  fhining  fhares,  the  crooked  knife, 
And  hooks  imprint  the  vegetable  wound  ; 
When  the  land  blufh.es  with  the  rofe  alone, 
The  falling  fruitage  and  the  bleeding  vine. 
Oh,  peace  !  thou  fource,  and  foul  of  focial  life; 
Beneath  whofc  calm  infpiring  influence, 
Science  his  views  enlarges,  art  refines, 
And  fwelling  commerce  opens  all  her  ports ; 
Bleft  be  the  man  divine,  who  gives  us  thee  ! 
Who  bids  the  trumpet  hufli  his  horrid  clang, 
Nor  blow  the  giddy  nations  into  rage  ; 
Who  fheaths  the  murderous  blade  ;  the  deadly  gun 
Into  the  well-pil'd  armory  returns  ; 
And,  every  vigour  from  the  work  of  death, 
To  grateful  induftry  converting,  makes 
The  country  flourim,  and  the  city  fmile. 
Unviolated,  him  the  virgin  fings  : 
And  him  the  fmiling  mother  to  her  train. 
Of  him  the  fhepherd,  in  the  peaceful  dale, 
Chaunts  ;  and,  the  treafures  of  his  labour  fure, 
The  hufbandman  of  him,  as  at  the  plough, 
Or  team,  he  toils.     With  him  the  failor  foothes, 
Beneath  the  trembling  moon,  the  midnight  wave  ; 
And  the  full  city,  warm,  from  ftreet  to  ftreet, 
And  ihop  to  ihop,  rcfponfive,  fim-s  of  him  : 
Nor  joys  one  land  alone  ;  his  praife  extends 
JFar  as  the  fun  rolls  the  diffufive  day  ; 
Far  as  the  breeze  can  bear  the  gifts  of  peace, 
Till  all  the  happy  nations  catch  the  fong; 
What  would  not,  peace !  the  patriot  bear  for  thee  i 
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What  pah  ful  patience?  what  inceflant  care  f 

What  mixt  atixiety  ?  what  fleeplefs  toil  ? 

Ev'n  from  the  raih  protected  what  reproach  ? 

For  he  thy  value  knows  ;  thy  friendfliip  he 

To  human  nature :  but  the  better  thou, 

The  richer  of  delight,  fometimes  the  more 

Inevitable  war  ;  when  ruffian  force 

Awakes  the  fury  of  an  injur'd  ftate. 

Ev'n  the  good  patient  man,  whom  reafon  rules, 

Rous'd  by  bold  infult,  and  injurious  rage, 

With  fharp  and  fudden  check,  th'  aftonifa'd  fone 

Of  violence  confounds  ;  firm  as  his  caufe 

His  bolder  heart ;  in  awful  juftice  clad; 

His  eyes  effulging  a  peculiar  fire ; 

And,  as  he  charges  through  the  proftrate  war, 

His  keen  air  teaches  faithlefs  men,  no  more 

To  dare  the  facred  vengeance  of  the  juil. 

And  what,  my  thoughtlefs  fons,  fhould  fire  you 

more, 

Than  when  your  well-earn'd  empire  of  the  deep 
The  leaft  beginning  injury  receives  ! 
What  better  caufe  can  call  your  lightning  forth  ? 
Your  thunder  wake  ?  your  deareft  life  demand  ? 
What  better  caufe,  than  when  your  country  fees 
The  fly  deftru&ion  at  her  vitals  aim'd  ? 
For,  oh,  it  much  imports  you,  'tis  your  all, 
To  keep  your  trade  entire,  entire  the  force, 
And  honour  of  your  fleets  :  o'er  that  to  watch," 
Ev'n  with  a  hand  fevere,  and  jealous  ey^. 
In  ihtefcourfe  he  gentle,  generous,  juft, 
By  wifdom  polifh'd,  and  of  manners  fair ;  • 
But  on  the  fea  be  terrible,  untam'd, 
Unconquerable  ftill ;  let  none  efcape, 
Who  fhail  but  aim  to  touch  your  glory  there, 
Is  there  the  man,  into  the  lion's  den 
Who  dares  intrude,  to'  fnatch  his  young  away  ? 
And  is  a  Briton  feiz'd  ?  and  feiz'd  beneath 
The  flumberrog  terrors  of  a  Britifh  fleet  ? 
Then  ardent  rife  !  Oh,  great  in  vengeance  rife  2 
O'erturn  the  proud,  teach  rapine  to  reftore  ; 
And  as  you  ride  fublimely  round  the  world, 
Make  every  veffcl  ftoop,  make  every  ftate 
At  once  their  welfare  and  their  duty  know. 
This  is  your  glory  :  this  your  wifdom;  this 
The  native  power  fcr  which  you  were  defign'd' 
By  fate,  when  fate  defign'd  the  firmeft  ftate, 
That  e'er  was  feated  on  the  fubjeci  fea ; 
A  ftate,  alone,  where  liberty  fhould  live, 
In  thefe  late  times,  this  evening  of  mankind, 
When  Athens,  Rome,  and  Carthage  are  no  more, 
The  world  almoft  in  flavifh  floth  diffolv'd. 
For  this,  thefe  rocks  around  your  coaffc  were  thrown, 
For  this,  your  oaks,  peculiar  harden'd,  fhoot 
Strong  into  fturdy  growth  ;  for  this,  your  hearts 
Swell  with  a  fullen  courage,  growing  ftill 
As  danger  grows ;  and  ftrength,  and  toil  for  this 
Are  liberal  pour'd  o'er  all  the  fervent  land. 
Then  cherifh  this,  this  unexpanfive  power, 
Undangerous  to  the  public,  ever  prompt, 
By  lavifh  nature  thruft  into  your  hand  : 
And,  unincumber'd  with  the  bulk  immenfe 
Of  conqueft,  whence  huge  empires  role,  and  fell 
Self-crufh'd,  extend  your  reign  from  fhore  tofhore, 
Where-e'er  the  wind  you*  high  behefts  can  blow  ; 
And  fix  it  deep  on  this  eternal  bafe. 
For  fhould  the  fliding  fabric  once  give  way, 
Soon  flacken'd  quite,  andpaft  recovery  broke. 
It  gathers  ruin  as  it  rolls  alony, 
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Steep  rufaing  down  to  that  devouring  gulf, 

Where  many  a  mighty  empire  buried  lies. 

And  fhould  the  big  redundant  flood  of  trade, 

In  which  teil  thcufand  thoufand  labours  join 

Their  feveral  currents,  till  the  boundlefs  tide 

Rolls  in  a  radiant  deluge  o'er  the  land ; 

Should  this>  bright  ftreara,  the  leaft  inile&ed,  point 

Ifs  courfe  r,r>  other  way,  o';:r  other  lands 

The  various  treafbre  -ffs  pour, 

Ne'er  to  be  won  again ;  its  ancient  trail: 

Left  a  vile  channel,  defolate  and  dead, 

With  ail  around  a  miferable  waire. 

Not  Egypt,  were,  her  better  heaven,  the  Nile 

Turn 'din  the  pride  of  fio.v  ;  when  o'er  his  rocks, 

And  roaring  cataracls,  beyond  the  reach 

Of  dizzy  vifion  pil'd,  in  one  wide  flalh 

An  Ethiopian  deluge  foams  amain 

(Whence  wondering- fable  trac'd  him  fromtheflcy) ; 

Ev'n  not  that  prime  of  earth,  where  harvefts  crowd 

On  untill'd  harvefts,  all  the  teeming  year, 

If  of  the  fat  o'eirflowing  culture  robb'd, 

Were  then  a  more  uncomfortable  wild, 

Sterile,  and  void  ;  than,  of  her  trade  depriv'd, 

Britons,  your  boafted  iflet  her  princes  funk  ; 

Her  high-built  honour  mo'«lder'd  to  tht%  duft  ; 

U  nner /d  her  force  ;  her  fpirit  vanifii'd  quite  ; 

With  rapid  wing  her  riches  iled  away  ; 

Her  unfrequented  ports  alone  the  fign 

Of  what  Ihe  was  ;  her  merchants  fcatter'd  wide  ; 

Her  hollow  (hops  {hut  up  ;  and  in  her  fireets, 

Her  fields,  woods,  markets,  villages,  and  roads, 

The  cheerful  voice  of  labour  heard  no  more. 

Oh,  let  not  then  wafte  luxury  impair 
That  manly  foul  of  toil,  which  firings  your  nerves, 
And  your  own  proper  happiness  creates  ! 
Oh,  let  not  the  foft,  penetrating  plague 
Creep  on  the  free-born  mind ;  and  working  there, 
\Vith  the  iharp  tdoth  of  many  a  Rew-form'd  want, 
Endlefs,  and  kl'q  all,  eat  out  the  heart 
Of  liberty  ;  the  high  conception  blaR  ; 
The  no- •  Bt,  th'  impatient  (•.  <.,<-n 

Of  bafe  fubj;.  .  Ailing  wiib. 


For  general  good,  crazing  from  the  mind : 
While  nought  fave  narrow  felflftjnefs  fucceeds, 
And  low  defign,  the  fneaking  paflions  all 
Let  loofe,  and  reigning  in  the  rankled  breafl. 
Induc'd  at  lift,  by  fcarce-perceiv'd  degrees, 
Sapping  the  very  frame  of  government, 
And,  life,  a  total  diffolution  comes  ; 
Siotb,  ignorance,  dejection,  flattery,  fear.         % 

iiion  raging  o'er  the  wafte  he  makes ; 
The  human  being  almoft  quite  extinct  ; 
And  the  wholfi'ftate  in  broad  corruption  finks. 
Oh,  ihun  that  gulf  ;  that  gaping  ruin  Ihun  ! 
And  countlefs  ages  roll  it  far  away 
From  you,  ye  heavcn-belov'd  !  may  liltrfy, 
The  light  of  life,  the  fun  of  human-kind  ! 
Whence  heroes,  bards,  and  patriots  borrow  flame, 
Ev'n  where  the  keen  depreffive  north  ckfccnds, 
Still  fpread,  exalt,  arjd  aftaate  your  powers  ! 
While  Hiivifh  fouthern  climates  beam  in  vain  ! 
An*l  may  a  public  fpirit  from  the  throne, 
Where  every  virtue  fits,  go  copious  forth, 
Live  o'er  the  land,  the  finer  arts  inspire, 
Make  thoughtful  fcience  raifc  his  pcnlive  head, 
Blow  the  frefli  bay,  bid  induliry  rejoice, 
And  the  rough  ions  of  loweft  labour  fhiile. 
As  when,  profufe  of  fpring,  the  loofea'd  weft 
Lifts  up  the  pining  year,  and  balmy  breathes 
Youth,  life,  and  love,  and  beauty  o'er  the  world. 
But  hafte  we  from  thefe  melancholy  ii'ores, 
jr  to  deaf  winds  and  waves  our  fruirLfs  plaint 
t'our  weak  ;  the  country  claims  our  aftive  aid; 
That  let  us  roam  ;  and  where  \ve  find  a  fpurk 
Of  public  virtue,  blow  it  into  flame. 
,o  !  now  my  fons,  the  fons  of  freedom  !  meet 
n  awful  fenatre  ;  thither  let  US  fly  ; 
}urn  in  the  patriot's  thought,  flow  irom  his  tongue 
n  fearlefs  truth  ;  myfclf,  transform'd,  preiide, 
And  fhed  the  fpirit  of  Britannia  round. 

This  laid  ;  h-rr  fieeting  form,  arid  airy  train, 
5unk  in  the  gale  ;  and  nought  but  ragged  rocks 
lufh'd  on  the  broken  eye  ;  arid  nought  was  heard 


But  the 


cudence  of  the  da!hij:;r  wave. 


LIBERTY,    A    POEM, 

IN    FIVE    PARTS. 


Td  HIS  ROYAL  HIGHNESS  FREDERICK 
PRINCE  OF  WALES. 

SIR, 

"V\THEN  I  reflect  upbn  that  ready  condefcenfion, 
that  preventing  generofity,  with  which  your  Royal 
Highnefs  received  the  following  poem  under  your 
protection  ;  I  can  alone  afcribe  it  to  the  recom 
mendation,  and  influence  of  the  fubje&.  In  you 
the  caufe  and  concerns  of  Liberty  have  fo  zealous 
SL  patron,  as  entitles  whatever  may  have  the  leaft 
tendency  to  promote  them,  to  the  diftin&ion  of 
•your  favour.  And  who  can  entertain  this  de 
lightful  reflection,  without  feeling  a  pleafure  far 
fuperior  to  that  of  the  fondeft  author;  and  of 
•which  all  true  lovers  of  their  country  muft  parti 
cipate  ?  To  behold  the  nobleft  difpofitions  of  the 
prince,  and  of  the  patriot,  united  -.  an  overflowing 
benevolence,  generofity,  and  candour  of  heart, 
joined  to  an  enlightened  zeal  for  Liberty,  an  inti- 
inate  perfuafion  that  on  it  depends  the  happinefs 
and  glory  both  of  kings  and  people  :  to  fee  thefe 
ihining  out  in  public  virtues,  as  they  have  hither 
to  fmiled  in  all  the  focial  lights  and  private  accom- 
plifhments  of  life,  is  a  profpe<5t  that  cannot  but 
infpire  a  general  fentiment  of  fatisfa&ion  and  glad- 
nefs,  more  eafy  to  be  felt  than  expreffed. 

If  the  following  attempt  to  trace  Liberty,  from 
the  firft  a^es  down  to  her  excellent  eftablifhment 
in  Great  Britain,  can  at  all  merit  your  approba 
tion,  and  prove  an  entertainment  to  your  Royal 
Highnefs;  if  it  can  in  any  degree  anfwer  the  dig 
nity  of  the  fubje£,  and  of  the  name  under  which 
I  prefume  to  fhelter  it ;  I  have  my  beft  reward  : 
particularly  as  it  affords  me  an  opportunity  of 
declaring  that  I  am,  with  the  greateft  zeal  and 
zefpecl, 

SIR, 

Your  Royal  Highnefs' s 
Moft  obedient 

and  moft  devoted  fervant, 
JAMES  THOMSON- 


PART    I. 

ANCIENT  AND  MODERN  ITALY  COMfAREB. 

Contents. 

The  following  Poem  is  thrown  into  the  form  of  a 
Poetical  vifion.  Its  fcene  the  ruins  of  ancient 
Rome.  The  Goddefs  of  Liberty,  who  is  fup- 
pofed  to  fpeak  through  the  whole,  appears,  cha- 
racterifed  as  Britifh  Liberty  ;  to  ver.  44.  Gives 
a  view  of  ancient  Italy,  and  particularly  of  re 
publican  Rome,  in  all  her  magnificence  and  glo 
ry  ;  to  ver.  1 1  a.  This  contrafted  by  modern 
Italy ;  its  vallies,  mountains,  culture,  cities,  peo 
ple  :  the  difference  appearing  ftrongeft  in  the 
capital  city  Rome  ;  to  ver.  234.  The  ruins  of 
the  great  works  of  Liberty  more  magnificent 
than  the  borrowed  pomp  of  Oppreffion ;  and 
from  them  revived  Sculpture,  Painting,  and  Ar 
chitecture  ;  to  ver.  256.  The  old  Romans  apo- 
ilrophized,  with  regard  to  the  feveral  melan 
choly  changes  in  Italy  :  Horace,  Tully,  and 
Virgil,  with  regard  to  their  Tibur,  Tufculum, 
and  Naples;  to  ver.  287.  That  once  fineft  and 
moft  ornamented  part  of  Italy,  all  along  the 
coaft  of  Baias,  how  changed  ;  to  ver.  321.  This 
defolation  of  Italy  applied  to  Britain  ;  to  ver. 
344.  Addrefs  to  the  Goddefs  of  Liberty,  that 
fhe  would  deduce  from  the  firft  ages,  her  chief 
eftablilhments,  the  defcription  of  which  con- 
ftitute  the  fubjedt  of  the  following  parts  of  this 
Poem.  She  afients,  and  commands  what  fhe 
fays  to  be  fung  in  Britain  ;  whofe  happinefs, 
arifing  from  freedom,  and  a  limited  monar 
chy,  fhe  marks;  to  ver.  391.  An-  immediate 
Vifion  attends,  and  paints  her  words.  Invoca* 
tion. 

O  MV  lamented  Talbot !  while  with  thee 
The  mufe  gay  rov'd  the  glad  Hefperian  round, 
And  drew  th'  infpiring  breath  of  ancient  arts ; 
Ah  !  little  thought  fhe  her  returning  verfe 
Should  fing  our  darling-'  fubjedl  to  thy  fhade.        g 
And  does  the  my  flic  veil,  from  mortal  beam, 
Involve  thofe  eyes  where  every  virtue  fmii'd, 


LIBERTY; 


And  all  thy  father's  candid  fpirit  fhone  ? 

The  light  of  reafon,  pure,  without  a  cloud  ; 

!pull  of  the  generous  heart,  the  mild  regard  ;       lo 

Honour  difdainin^  blemifh,  cordial  faith, 

And  limpid  truth,  that  looks  the  very  foul. 

But  to  the  death  of  mighty  nations  turn, 

My  ftrain  ;  be  ther^;  abforpt  the  private  tear. 

Mufing,  I  lay;  warm  from  the  facred  walks,  15 
Where  at  each  ftep  imagination  burns : 
While  fcatter'd  wide  around,  awful,  and  hoar, 
Lies,  a  vaft  monument,  once-glorious  Rome, 
The  tomb  of  empire  !  ruin;; !  that  efface 
Whate'er,  of  finim'd,  modern  pomp  can  boaft.   2O 

Snatch'd  by  thefe  wonders  to  that  world  where 
Unfetter'd  ranges,  fancy's  ma^ic  hand      [thought 
Led  me  anew  o'er  all  the  folemn  fcene, 
Still  in  the  mind's  pure  eye  more  folemn  dreft.  24 
'When  flrait,  methought,  the  fair  majeftic  power 
Of  Liberty  appear'd.     Not,  as  of  old, 
Extended  in  her  hand  the  cap,  and  rod, 
Whofe  flave-enlarging  touch  gave  double  life  : 
But  Her  bright  temples  bound  with  Britifh  oak, 
And  naval  honours  nodded  on  her  brow.  30 

Sublime  of  port :  loofe  o'er  her  moulder  fiow'd 
Her  fea-trreen  robe,  with  conftellations  gay. 
An  ifland-goddefs  now  ;  and  her  high  care 
The  queen  of  ifles,  the  miftrefs  of  the  main. 
My  heart  beat  filial  tranfport  at  the  fi^ht ;         35 
And,  as  ihe  mov'd  to  fpeak,  th'  awakened  mufe 
Liften'd  intenfe.     A  while  me  look'd  around, 
With  mournful  eye  the  well-known  ruins  mark'd, 
And  then,  her  fighs  repreiling,  thus  began.         39 

Mine  are  thefe  wonders,  all  them  fee'ft  is  mine ; 
But,  ah,  how  chang'd  ;  the  falling  poor  remains 
Of  what  exalted  once  th'  Aufoniari  more,  [gloom, 
Look  back  through  time  ;   and,  rifiilg  from  the 
Mark  the  dread  fcene,  that  paints  whate'er  I  fay. 

The  great  republic  fee !  that  glow'd,  fublime,  45 
With  the  mixt  freedom  of  a  thoufand  ftates  j 
Rais'd  on  the  thrones  of  kings  her  Curule  Chair, 
And  by  her  Fafces  aw'd  the  fubjedi  world. 
See  bufy  millions  quickening  all  the  land, 
With  cities  throng'd,  and  teeming  culture  high:  50 
For  Nature  then  fmil'd  on  her  free-born  fons, 
And  pouf  'd  the  plenty  that  belongs  to  men. 
Behold,  the  country  cheering,  villas  rifej 
In  lively  profpedl ;  by  the  fecret  Lvpfe 
Of  brooks  now  loftandftreamsrenown'dinfong:55 
In  Unibria's  clofmg  vales,  or  on  the  brow 
Of  her  brown  hills  that  breathe  the  fcented  gale  : 
On  Baise's  viny  coafh  ;  where  peaceful  feas, 
Fann'd  by  kind  zephyrs,  ever  kifs  the  fhore  ; 
And  funs  unclouded  mine,  through  piireft  air:     60 
Or  in  the  fpacious  neighbourhood  of  Rome ; 
Far-ihining  upward  to  the  Sabinc  hills, 
To  Anio's  roar,  and  Tibur's  olive  made ; 
To  where  Prenefle  lifts  her  airy  brow ; 
Or  downward  fpreading  to  the  funny  fhore,       65 
Where  Alba  breathes  the  frefhnefs  of  the  main. 

See  diftant  mountains  leave  their  vallies  dry, 
And  o'er  the  proud  Arcade  their  tribute  pour, 
To  lave  imperial  Rome.     For  ages  laid, 
Deep,  maffy,  firm,  diverging  every  way,  70 

With  tombs  of  heroes  facred,  fee  her  roads  : 
By  various  nations  trod,  and  fuppliant  kings ; 
With  legions  flaming,  or  with  triumph  gay. 

Full  in  the  centre  of  thefe  wondrous  works, 
The  pride  of  earth  !  Rome  in  her  glory  fee  !       75 


Behold  her  demi-gods,  in  fenate  met ; 
All  head  to  couniel,  and  all  heart  to  acl: : 
The  common-weal  inipifing  every  tongue 
With  fervent  eloquence,  unbrib'd,  and  bold; 
Ere  tame  corruption  taught  the  fervile  herd       So 
To  rank  obedient  to  a  mailer's  voice. 

Her  forum  fee,  warm,  popular,  and  loud, 
In  trembling  wonder  hufh'd,  when  the  two  fires, 
As  they  the  private  father  greatly  quell'd, 
Stood  up  the  public  fathers  of  the  ftate.  8j 

See  juftice  judging  there,  in  hunwn  fhape. 
Hark !  how  with  freedom's  voice  it  thunders  high, 
Or  in  foft  murmurs  finks  to  Tully's  tongue. 

Her  tribes,  her  cenfus,  lee ;  her  generous  troopsa 
Whofe  pay  was  glory,  and  their  beil  reward.     90 
Free  for  their  country  and  for  me  to  die  ; 
Ere  mercenary  murder  grew  a  trade. 

Mark,  as  the  purple  triumph  waves  along, 
The  higheft  pomp  and  Lowell  fall  of  life. 

Her  feftive  games,  the  fchool  of  heroes,  fee ;  9$ 
Her  circus,  ardent  with  contending  youth  ; 
Her  flreets,  her  temples,  palaces,  and  baths, 
Full  of  fair  forms,  of  beauty's  eldeft-bcrn, 
And  of  a  people  caft  in  virtue's  mould. 
While  fculpture  lives  around,  and  Afian  hills   IOOI 
Lend  their  beft  fibres  to  heave  the  pillar'd  dome ; 
All  that  to  Roman  flrength  the  fofter  touch 
Of  Grecian  art  can  join.     But  language  fails 
To  paint  this  fun,  this  centre  of  mankind  ; 
Where  every  virtue,  glory,  treafure,  art,  IO$ 

Attracted  ftrong,  in  heighten'd  luitre  met. 

Need  I  the  contrail  mark  ?  unjoyous  view  ! 
A  land  in  all,  in  government,  in  arts, 
In  virtue,  genius,  earth  and  heaven,  revers'd, 
Who  bul,  thefe  far-fam'd  ruins  to  behold,         HO 
Proofs  of  a  people,  whofe  heroic  aims 
Soar'd  far  above  the  little  felufh  fphere 
Of  doubting  modern  life  ;  who  but,  inflam'd 
With  claffic  zeal,  thefe  confecrated  fcenes 
Of  men  and  deeds  to  trace,  unhappy  land,        II£ 
Would  truft  thy  wilds,  arid  cities  loofe  of  fway  ? 

Are  thefe  the  vales,  that,  once,  exulting  flate* 
In  their  warm  bofom  fed  ?  the  mountains  thefe, 
On  whofe  high-blooming  fides  my  fons,  of  old, 
I  bred  to  glory  ?  the  dejecied  towns,  liO 

Where,  mean,  and  fordid,  life  can  fcarce  fubfift, 
The  fcenes  of  ancient  opulence,  and  pomp  ? 

Come  !  by  whatever  facred  name  difguis'd, 
Oppreffion,  come  !  and  in  thy  works  rejoice  ! 
See  nature's  richeft  plains  to  putrid  fens  135 

Turii'd  by  thy  fury.    From  their  cheerful  bounds^ 
See  raz'd  th'  enlivening  village,  farm,  and  feat. 
Firft,  rural  toil,  by  thy  rapacious  hand 
Robb'd  of  his  poor  reward,  refign'd  the  plough  ; 
And  now  he  dares  not  turn,  the  noxious  glebe.  130 
'Tis  thine  entire.     The  lonely  fwain  himfelf, 
Who  loves  at  large  along  the  graffy  downs 
His  flocks  to  pailure,  thy  drear  champain  flies. 
Far  as  the  fickening  eye  can  fweep  around, 
'Tis  all  one  defert,  defolate,  and  gray,  135 

Graz'd  by  the  fullen  buffalo  alone ; 
Arid  where  the  rank  uncultivated  growth 
Of  rotting  ages  taints  the  palling  gale. 
Beneath  the'baleful  blaft  the  city  pines, 
Or  finks  enfeebled,  or  infedled  burns.  140 

Beneath  it  mourns  the  folitary  road, 
RoD'd  in  rude  mazes  o'er  th'  abandon'd  waile  ; 
While  ancient  ways,  ingulfd,  are  feen  no  more. 
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Such  thy  dire  plains,  tiftonfilf-de/lrovcr  /   foe 
To  human  kisd!  Thy  mountains  too.  profufe,  145 
Where  favage  nature  blooms,  feem  their  fad  plaint 
To  raife  againft  thy  defolating  rod. 
There  on  the  breezy  brow,  where  thriving  ftatcs, 
And  famous  cities,  once,  to  the  pleas' d  fun, 
Far  other  fcenes  of  riling  culture  fpread,          150 
Pale  fhine  thy  ragged  towns.     Neglected  round, 
Eachj  harveft  pmes  ;  the  livid,  lean  produce 
Of  heartlefs  labour  :  while  thy  hated  joys, 
Not  proper  pleafure,  lift  the  lazy  hand. 
Better  to  fink  in  floth  the  woes  of  life,  155 

Than  wake  their  rage  with  unavailing  toil. 
Hence  drooping  art  ahnoft  to  nature  leaves 
The  rude  unguided  year.     Thin  wave  the  gifts 
Of  yellow  Ceres,  thin  the  radiant  bluih 
Of  orchard  reddens  in  the  warmeft  ray.  1 60 

To  weedy  wildnefs  run,  no  rural  wealth 
(Such  as  dictators  fed)  the  garden  pours. 
Crude  the  wild  olive  flows,  and  foul  the  vine  ; 
Nor  juice  Coecubian,  nor  Falernian,  more, 
Streams  life  and  joy,  fave  in  the  mufe's  bowl.  165 
Unfeconded  by  art,  the  fpinning  race 
Draw  the  bright  thread  in  vain,  and  idly  toil. 
In  vain,  forlorn  in  wilds,  the  citron  blows  ; 
And  flowering  plants  perfume  the  defert  gale. 
Through  the  vile  thorn  the  tender  myrtle  twines. 
Inglorious  droops  the  laurel,  dead  to  fong,        171 
And  long  a  ffcranger  to  the  hero's  brow.       [fields, 

Nor   half  thy  triumph  this  :   caft,  from  brute 
tnto  the  haunts  of  men  thy  ruthlefs  eye. 
There  buxom  plenty  never  turns  her  horn  ;     175 
The  grace  and  virtue  of  exterior  life, 
No  clean  convenience  reigns ;  ev'n  fieep  itfelf, 
JLeaft  delicate  of  powers,  reluctant,  there, 
Lays  on  the  bed  impure  his  heavy  head. 
Thy  horrid  walk  !  dead,  empty,  unadorn'd,     1 80 
See  flreets  whofe  echoes  never  know  the  voice 
Of  cheerful  hurry,  commerce  many-tongu'd, 
And  art  mechanic  at  his  various  taik, 
Fervent,  employ'd.     Mark  the  defponding  race, 
Of  occupation  void,  as  void  of  hope  ;  185 

Hope,  the  glad  ray,  glanc'd  from  Eternal  Good, 
That  life  enlivens,  and  exalts  its  powers, 
With  veiws  of  fortune — madnefs  ail  to  them  ! 
By  tuee  relentlefs  feiz'd  their  betters  joys, 
To  the  foft  aid  of  cordial  airs  they  fly,  190 

Breathing  a  kind  oblivion  o'er  their  woes, 
And  love  and  mufic  melt  their  fouls  away. 
From  feeble  juftice  fee  how  rafh  revenge, 
Trembling,  the  balance  fnaches  ;  and  the  fword, 
Fearful  himfelf,  to  venal  ruffians  gives.  195 

See  where  God's  altar,  nurfmg  murder,  Hands, 
With  the  red  touch  of  dark  affaffins  ilain'd. 

But  chief  let  Rome,  the  mighty  city  !  fpeak 
The  full-exerted  genius  of  thy  reign. 
Behold  her  rife  amid  the  lifelefs  wafle,  200 

Expiring  nature  all  corrupted  round  ; 
While  the  lone  Tyber,  through  the  defert  plain, 
Winds  his  wafte  ftores,  and  fullen  fweeps  along. 
Patch' d  from  my  fragments,  in  unfolid  pomp, 
Mark  how  the  temple  glares;  and,  artful  dreft,  205 
Amufive,  draws  the  fuperltitious  train. 
Mark  how  the  palace  lifts  a  lying  front, 
Concealing  often,  in  magnific  jajl, 
Proud  want ;  a  deep  unanimated  gloom  ! 
And  oft  adjoining  to  the  drear  abode  2  JO 

Of  mifery,  whofe  melancholy  wails 
6 


Seem  its  voracious  grandeur  to  reproach. 

Within  the  city  bounds,  the  defert  fee. 

See  the  rank  vine  o'er  fubterranean  roofs, 

Indecent,  fpread;  beneath  whofe  fretted  gold     21  j1 

It  once,  exulting,  flow'd.   The  people  mark, 

Match  lefs,  while  fir'd  by  me  ;  to  public  good 

Inexorably  firm,  juft,  generous,  brave, 

Afraid  of  nothing  but  unworthy  life, 

Elate  wii:h  glory,  an  heroic  foul  22Q 

Known  to  the  vulgar  breail :  behold  them  now 

A  thin  dcfpairing  number,  all-fubdued, 

The  flaves  of  flaves,  by  fuperftifion  fcol'd, 

By  vice  unmann'd  and  a  licentious  rule, 

In  guile  ingenious,  and  in  murder  brave.  225 

Such  in  one  land,  beneath  the  fame  fair  clime, 

Thy  fons,  oppreffion,  are;  and  fuch  were  mine. 

Ev'nwiLh  tby  iabour'dpomp,forwhofe  vain  {how 
t)eludecl  thoufands  ftarve  ;  all  age-begrim'd, 
Torn,  robb'd  and  fcatter'dinunnumber'dfacks,  230 
And  by  the  tempeft  of  two  thoufand  years 
Continual  lhaken,  let  my  ruins  vie. 
Thefe  roads  <-hat  yet  the  Roman  hand  affert, 
Beyond  the  weak  repair  of  modern  toil , 
Thefe  fraclur'd  arches,  tliat  the  chiding  ftream  23^ 
No  more  delighted  hear  ;  thefe  rich  remains 
Of  marbles  now  unknown,  where  fhines  imbib'd 
Each  parent  ray  ;  thefe  maffy  columns,  hew'd 
From  Afric's  fartheft  fhore  :   one  granite  all, 
Thefe  obelifks  high-towering  to  the  fky,  240 

Myilerious  rnark'd  with  dark  Egyptian  lore ; 
Thefe  endlefs  wonders  that  thisfacred  'way 
Illumine  ft  ill,  and  confecrate  to  fame ; 
Thefe  fountains,  vafes,  urns,  and  ftatues,  charg'd 
With  the  fine  ftores  of  art-completing  Greece.  245 
Mine  is,  befides,  tby  every  later  boaft : 
Thy  Buonarotis,  thy  Palladios  mine  ; 
And  mi-:e  the  fair  defigns,  which  Raphael's  foul 
O'er  the  live  canvas,  emanating,  breath'd. 

What  would  you  fay,  yc  conquerors  of  earth !  250 
Ye  Romans  !  could  you  raife  the  iaurel'd  head ; 
Could  you  the  country  fee,  by  feas  of  blood, 
And  the  dread  toil  of  ages,  won  fo  dear  ; 
Your  pride  your  triumph,  and  fupreme  delight ! 
For  whofe  defence  oft,  in  the  doubtful  hour,    255 
You  rufh'd  with  rapture  down  the  gulf  of  fate, 
Of  death  ambitious  !  till  by  aweful  deeds, 
Virtues,  and  courage,  that  amaze  mankind, 
The  queen  of  nations  rofe ;  poffeft  of  all 
Which  nature,  art,  and  glory  could  beftow  :     263 
What  would  you  lay,  deep  in  the  la  ft  abyfs 
Of  flavery,  vice,  and  unambitious  want, 
Thus  to  behold  her  funk  ?  Your  crowded  plains, 
Void  of  their  cities  ;  unadorn'd  your  hills ;        264 
Ungrac'd  your  lakes;  your  ports  to  fhips  unknown; 
Your  lawlefs  floods,  and  your  abandoned  ftreams: 
Thefe  could  you  know?  thefe  could  ye  love  again  ? 
Thy  Tibur,  Horace,  could  it  now  mfpire 
Content,  poetic  eafe,  and  rural  joy,  269 

Soon  burning  into  fong;  while  through  the  groves 
Of  headlong  Anio,  dafhing  to  the  vale, 
In  many  a  tortur'd  ftream,  you  mus'd  along  ? 
Yon  wild  retreat,  where  fuperftition  dreams, 
Could,  Tully,  you  your  Tufculum  believe  ? 
And  could  you  deem  yon  naked  hills,  that  form,  2 75 
Fam'd  in  old  fong,  the  fhip-forfaken  bay, 
Your  Permian  fhore  ?  Once  the  delight  of  earth, 
Where  art  and  nature,  ever-fmiling,  join'd 
On  the  gay  land  to  lavifh  all  their  {lores.          27^ 
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How  chang'd,  how  vacant,  Virgil,  wide  around, 
Would  now  your  Naples  feem  ?  Difafter  d  ids 
By  black  Vefuvius  thundering  o'er  the  coad, 
H?s  midnight  earthquakes,  and  his  mining  fires, 
Than  by  defpotic  rage  :  that  imyard  gnaws, 
A  native  foe  :  a  foreign,  tears  without.  285 

Firft  from  your  fiatter'd  Czefars  this  began  : 
Till,  doom'd  to  tyrants  an  t  ternal  prey, 
Thin-peopled  fpr;  ads,  at  laic,  the  fyreu  plain, 
That  the  dire  foul  of  rLir,u:bal  difarm'd ; 
And  wrapt  in  weeds  the  Ihore  of  Venus  lies,    190 
There  Baire  fees  no  more  the  joyous  throng; 
Her  bank  all  beaming  with  thr  pride  of  Rome  : 
No  generous  vines  now  bulk  i-io-icy  the  hills,    . 
Where  iport  the  breezes  of  the  Tyrrhene  main  ; 
With  baths  and  temples  mix'd,  no  villas  rife;  295 
Nor,  art  fuflain'd  amid  reluctant  waves, 
Draw  the  cool  murmurs  of  the  breathing  deep. 
No  fpreadrng  ports  their  facred  arms  extend  : 
No  mighty  moles  the  big  intrufive  dorm, 
From  the  calm  ilation,  roll  refounding  back.    300 
An  almofi  total  defolation  fits, 
A  dreary  ilillnefs,  faddening  o'er  the  cor,d ; 
Where,  when  foft  funs  and  tepid  winters  rofe, 
Rejoicing  crowds  inhal'd  the  balm  of  peace  ; 
Where  city'd  hill  to  hill  reflected  blaze  ;  305 

And  -where  with  Ceres,  Bacchus  wont  to  ho'd 
A  gtniaj  drife.     Her  youthful  form,  robud, 
Jv/'n  nature  yields;  by  are  and  earthquake  rent : 
AVhofe  {lately  cities  in  the  dark  abrupt 

"ow'd  at  once,  or  vile  in  rubblfh  laid,         310 

for  ferpents ;  from  the  red  abyfs 
New  hills,  explofive,  thrown  ;  the  Lucriue  lake 
A  reedy  pool ;  and  all  to  Cuma's  point, 
The  fea  recovering  his  ufurp'd  domain, 
And  pour'd  triumphant  o'er  the  bury'd  dome.  315 

Hence,  Britain,  learn;  my  beil-efLablifhed,  lad, 
And  more  than  Greece,  or  Rome,  my  fteady  reign ; 
The  land  where,  king  and  people  equal  bound 
By  guardian  laws,  my  fulled  hleffjngs  flow  ; 
And  where  my  jealous  unfubmitting  foul,        3*0 
The  dread  of  tyrants  !  burns  in  every  bread  : 
Learn  hence,  if  fuch  the  miferable  fate 
Of  an  heroic  race,  the  maders  once 
Of  human-kind;  what,  when  depriv'd  of  me, 
How  grievous  mud  be  thine?  In  fpite  of  climes,  315 
Whofe  fun-enliven'd  ether  wakes  the  foul 
To  higher  powers  ;  in  fpite  of  happy  foils, 
Tbrat,  but  by  labour's  flighted  aid  impell'd, 
With  treafures  teem  to  thy  cola  clime  unknown  ; 
If  there  defponding  fail  the  common  arts,         330* 
And  fudenance  of  life :  could  life  itfelf, 
Far  kfs  a  thoughtlefs  tyrant's  hollow  pomp, 
Subfifb  with  thee  ?  Againft  depreffing  {kies, 
Join'd  to  full-fpread  oppreffion's  cloudy  brow, 
Ho\v  could  thy  fpiritshold?  where  vigour  find,  335 
Forc'd  fruits  to  tear  from  their  unnative  foil  ? 
Or,  doring  every  harved  in  thy  ports, 
To  plough  the  dreadful  all-producing  wave  ? 

Here  paus'd  the  goddefs.    By  the  paufe  affur'd, 
In  trembling  accents  thus  I  mov'd  my  prayer.  340 
"  Oh,  fird,  and  mod  benevolent  of  powers  ! 
"  Come  from  eternal  fplendors,  here  on  earth, 
"  Againd  defpotic  pride,  and  rage,  and  luH, 
««  To  fhield  mankind  ;  to  raife  them  to  affert 
"  The  native  rights  and  honour  of  their  race :  345 
"  Teach  me  thy  lowed  fubject,  but  in  zeal 
Yielding  to  none,  the  progref*  of  thy  reign, 


"  And  with  a  drain  from  thee  enrich  the  mufe. 
"  As  thee  alone  (he  ferves,  her  patron,  thou, 
:<  And  great  infpirer  be  !  then  will  die  joy,     350 
'  Through  narrow  life  her  lot  and  private  fhade; 
'  And  when  her  venal  voice  ihe  barters  vile, 
'  Oi  to  thy  open  or  thy  fecret  foes  : 
'   May  ne'er  thofe  facred  raptures  touch  her  more, 
'  By  fuvii'h  h^rts  unfcit !  and  may  her  fong  355 

in  oblivion  with  the  namelefs  crew  ! 
'  Vermin  of  ftate  !  to  thy  o'efflowing  light 
;<  That  owe  their  being,  yet  betray  thy  caufe." 

Then,  condefcending  kind,  the  heavenly  power 
Return'd, — "  What  here,  fuggeded  by  the  fcene, 

1  flight  unfold,  record  and  fing  at  home,       361 
"  In  that  bed  ifle,  wh^re  (fo  we  fjvrits  move) 
"   With  one  quick  effort  of  my  will  I  am. 
:'  There  truth,  unlicens'd,  walks ;  and  dares  accoft 
: :   Ev'n  kings  theinfcives,  the  mor?rchs  of  the  free  1 
'  Fix'd  on  rny  rock,  there,  an  indulgent  race 
'   O;cr  Britocd  wield  the  fceptrt  of  tin        '  oice  : 
;t  And  there,  to  fmifh  what  his  fires  began, 
"  A  prince  behold  !  for  me  who  burns  imcere, 
"  Ev'n  with  a  fubject's  zeal.     He  my  great  work 
"  Will  parent  like  fudain  ;  and  added  give       371 
"  The  touch,  the  graces  and  the  mufes  owe. 

For  Britain's  glory  fwells  his  panting  bread  ; 

And  ancient  arts  he  emulous  revolves  : 
"  His  pride  to  let  the  fmiling  heart  abroad  ;  [man ; 
"  Through  clouds  of  pdmp,  that  but  conceal  the 
"  TO  pleafe  his  pleafure;  bounty  his  delight ; 
"  And  ail  the  foul  of  Titus  dwells  in  him." 

Hail,  glorious  theme  !  but  how,  alas  !  fhall  verfe, 
From  the  crude  ftores  of  mortal  language  drawn,  380 
How  faint  and  tedious,  ling,  what,  piercing  deep, 
The  goddefs  flafh'd  at  once  upon  my  foul. 
For,  clear  precifion  all,  the  tongue  of  gods, 
Is,  harmony  itfelf ;  to  every  ear 
Familiar  knov/n,  like  light  to  every  eye.          385 
.Meantime  difclofing  ages,  as  fhe  fpoke, 
In  long  fucceincn  pour'd  their  empires  forth  ; 
Scene  after  fcene,  the  human  drama  fpread  ; 
And  dill  th*  embodied  picture  rofe  to  fight. 

Oh  thou,  to  whom  the  mufes  owe  their  flame; 
V.  h  j  bid'd,  beneath  the  pole,  Parnaffus  rife,    391 
And  Hippocrene  flow  ;  with  thy  bold  eafe, 
The  driking  force,  the  lightning  of  thy  thought, 
And  thy  ftrong  phrafe,  that  rolls  profound,  and 

clear ; 

Oh,  gracious  goddefs  !  re-infpire  my  fong  ;     -395 
While  I,  to  nobler  than  poetic  fame 
Afpiripg,  thy  commands  to  Britons  bear. 


Notes  on  the  preceding.  Poem. 

Ver.  83.     L.  J.  Brutus,  and  Virginius. 

Ver.  242.     Via  Sacra. 

Ver.  247-  M.  Angelo  Buonaroti,  Palladio,  and 
Raphael  d'Urbino  ;  the  three  great  modern  matter* 
in  fculpture,  architecture,  and  painting. 

Ver.  273.  Tufculum  is  reckoned  to  have  dood 
at  a  place  now  called  Grotta  Ferrata,  a  convent  of 
monks. 

Ver.  276.  The  bay  of  Mola  (anciently  For- 
mia;)  into  which  Homer  brings  Ulyffes  and  his 
compimions.  Near  Formias  Cicero  had  a  villa. 

Ver.  284.  Naples  then  under  the  Audrian  gc* 
vernment. 
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Ver.  aSS.  Carnpagna  Felice,  adjoining  to  Ca 
pua. 

Ver.  290.  The  coafl  of  Bais:,  which  was  for- 
rnerly  adorned  with  the  works  mentioned  in  the 
following  lines  ;  and  where,  amidft  many  magni 
ficent  ruins,  thofe  of  a  temple  erected  to  Venus 
are  ftill  to  be  feen. 

Ver.  303.  All  along  this  coaft^the  ancient  Ro 
mans  had  their  winter  retreats ;  and  feveral  po 
pulous  cities  ftood. 


PART  II.     GREECE. 
Contents. 

Liberty  traced  from  the  paftoral  ages,  and  the  firft 
uniting  of  neighbouring  families  into  civil  go 
vernment  ;  to  ver.  47.  The  feveral  eftablifti- 
ments  of  Liberty,  in  Egypt,  Perfia,  Phoenicia, 
Paleftine,  fiightly  touched  upon,  down  to  her 
great  eilablifhment  in  Greece ;  to  ver.  91. 
Geographical  defcription  of  Greece  ;  to  ver.  113. 
Sparta  and  Athens,  the  two  principal  ftates  pf 
Greece,  defcribed ;  to  ver.  164.  Influence  of 
Liberty  over  all  the  Grecian  ftates ;  with  regard 
their  government,  their  politenefs,  their  vir 
tues,  their  arts  and  fciences.  The  vail  fuperi- 
ority  it  gave  them,  in  point  of  force  and  bra 
very,  over  the  Perfians,  exemplified  by  the  ac 
tion  of  Thermopylae,  the  battle  of  Marathon, 
and  the  retreat  of  the  ten  thoufand.  Its  full  ex 
ertion,  and  moil  beautiful  effects  in  Athens ;  to 
ver.  216.  Liberty  the  fource  of  free  philofophy. 
The  various  fchools  which  took  their  rife  from, 
ver.  257.  Enumeration  of  fine  arts  :  eloquence, 
poetry,  mufic,  fculpture,  painting,  and  archi 
tecture  ;  the  effects  of  Liberty  in  Greece,  and 
brought  to  their  utmoft  perfection  there  ;  to 
ver.  381.  Tranfition  to  the  modern  ftate  of 
Greece;  to  ver.  411.  Why  Liberty  declined, 
and  was  at  laft  entirely  loft  among  the  Greeks ; 
to  ver.  472.  Concluding  reflection. 

THUS  fpoke  the  gpddefs  of  the  fearlefs  eye  ; 
And  at  her  voice,  renew'd,  the  vifion  rofe. 

Firft,  in  the  dawn  of  time,  with  eaftern  fwains, 
In  woods,  and  tents,  and  cottages,  I  liv'd ; 
While  on  from  plain  to  plain  they  led  their  flocks, 
In  fearch  of  clearer  fpring,  and  frefher  field. 
Thefe,  as  increafing  families  difclos'd 
The  tender  ftate,  I  taught  an  equal  fway. 
Few  were  offences,  properties,  and  laws. 
Beneath  the  rural  portal,  palm  o'erfpread,          JO 
The  father-fenate  met.     There  juftice  dealt, 
With  reafon  then  and  equity  the  fame, 
Free  as  the  common  air,  her  prompt  decree ; 
!Nor  yet  had  fiain'd  her  fword  withYubject's  blood 
The  firnpkr  arts  were  all  their  fimple  wants       15 
Had  nrg'd  to  light.     But  inftant,  thefe  fupply'd, 
Another  fet  pf  fonder  wants  arofe, 
And  other  arts  with  them,  of  finer  aim ; 
Till,  from  refining  want  to  want  impell'd. 
The  mind  by  thinking  puih'd  her  latent  powers, 
And  life  began  to  glow,  and  arts  to  ihine.          21 

At  firft,  on  brutes  alone  the  ruftic  war 
Launch'd  the  rude  fpear;  fwift,  as  he  glar'd  along, 
On  the  grim  lion,  or  the  robber-wolf. 
'for  then  young  fportive  life  was  void  of  toil,     25 


Demanding  little,  and  with  littls  pless'd  •: 
3ut  when  to  manhood  grown,  and  endleis  j 
~  ed  on  by  equal  toils,  the  befom  fir'd  ; 

ewd  lazy  rapine  broke  primeval  peace, 
And,  hid  in  caves  and  idle  fprefts  drear,  30 

From  the  lone  pilgrim  and  the  wandering  fwain, 
Seiz'dwhathe  durft  not  earn.  Thenbrother's  blood 
Firft,  horrid,  fmok'd  on  the  polluted  ikies. 
Awful  in  juftice,  then  the  burning  youth, 
Led  by  their  temper'd  fires,  on  lr,wlefs  men,      35 
The  laft  worft  monfters  of  the  ihaggy  wood, 
Turn'd  the  keen  arrow,  and  the  fharpen'd  fpear. 
Then  war  grew  glorious.     Heroes  then  arofe ; 
Who,  fcorning  coward  felf,  for  others  liv'd, 
Toil'd  for  their  eafe,  and  for  their  fafety  bled.  40 
Weft  with  the  living  day  to  Greece  I  came  : 
Earth  fmil'd  beneath  my  beam:  the  mufe before 
Sonorous  flew,  that  low  till  then  in  wood? 
Had  tun'd  the  reed,  and  figh'd  the  fhepherds  pain  ^ 
But  now,  to  fing  heroic  deeds,  fhe  fwell'd  45 

A  nobler  note,  and  bade  the  banquet  burn. 
For  Greece  my  fons  of  Egypt  1  forfook : 
A  boaftful  race,  that  in  the  vain  abyfs 
Of  fabling  ages  lov'd  to  lofe  their  fource, 
And  with  their  river  trac'd  it  from  the  ikies.      50 
While  there  my  laws  alone  defpotic  reign'd, 
And  king,  as  well  as  people,  proud  obey'd  ; 
I  taught  them  fcience,  virtue,  wifdom,  arts  : 
By  poets,  fagcs,  legiflators  fought ; 
The  fchool  of  polifh'd  life,  and  human-kind.     55 
But  when  myilerious  fuperftition  came, 
And,  with  her  civil  fiftcr  leagu'd,  involv'd 
In  ftudy'd  darknefs  the  defponding  mind  ; 
Then  tyrant  power  the  righteous  icourge  unloos'd  : 
For  yielded  reafon  fpeaks  the  foul  a  ilave.  60 

Inftead  of  ufeful  works,  like  nature's,  great, 
Enormous,  cruel  wonders  crufh'd  the  land  ; 
And  round  a  tyrant's  tomb,  who  none  defcrv'd. 
For  one  vile  carcafe  perifh'd  countlefs  lives. 
Then  the  great  dragon,  couch'd  amid  his  floods,  65 
Swell'd  his  fierce  heart,  and  cry'd — "  This  flood  is. 

"  mine, 

"  'Tis  I  that  bid  it  flow." — But,  undeceiy'd, 
Hisphrenzy  foon  the  proud  blafphemer  felt; 
Felt  that,  without  my^fertilizing  power, 
Suns  loft  their  force,  and  Niles  o'erflown  in  vain. 
Nought  could  retard  me  :  nor  the  frugal  ftate    71 
Of  rifing  Perfia,  fober  in  extreme, 
Beyond  the  pitch  of  man,  and  thence  revers'd 
Into  luxurious  wafte  :  nor  yet  the  ports 
Of  old  Phoenicia  ;  firft  for  letters  fam'd,  75 

That  paint  the  voice,  and  filent  fpcak  to  fight, 
Of  arts  prime  fource,  and  guardian  !  by  fair  ftars, 
Firft  tempted  out  into  the  lonely  deep  ; 
To  whom  I  firft  difclos'd  mechanic  arts, 
The  winds  to  conquer,  to  fubdue  the  waves,       80 
With  all  the  peaceful  power  of  ruling  trade  ; 
Earneft  of  Britain.     Nor  by  thefe  retain'd  ; 
Nor  by  the  neighbouring  land,  whofe  palmy  fho^e 
The  filver  Jordan  laves.     Before  me  lay 
The  promis'd  land  of  arts,  and  urg'd  my  flight.  85 
Hail  nature's  utmoft  bpaft,  unrivaU'd  Greece  ! 
My  faireft  reign  !  where  every  power  benign 
Confpir'd  to  blow  the  flower  of  human-kind, 
And  lavifh'd  all  that  genius  can  infpire. 
Clear  funny  climates,  by  the  breezy  main,         90 
Ionian  or  JEgsesn,  temper'd  kind, 
Light,  airy  foils.     A  country  rich,  and  gay ; 
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BroTce  anto  hills  with  balmy  odours  crown' d, 
And,  bright  with  purple  harveft,  joyous  vales,  94 
Mountains  and  ftreams,  where  verfe  fpontaneous 

flow'd : 
Whence  deem'd  by  wondering  men  the  feat  of 

gods, 

And  flill  the  mount?ans  and  the  ftreams  of  fong. 
All  that  boon  nature  could  luxuriant  pour 
Of  high  materials,  and  my  reflkfs  arts 
Frame  into  finifh'd  life.     How  many  ftates,      100 
And  cluftering  towns,  and  monuments  of  fame, 
And  fcenes  of  glorious  deeds,  in  little  bounds  ! 
From  the  rough  tract  of  bending  mountains,  beat 
By  Adria's  here,  there  by  ./Egsean  waves  ; 
TO  where  the  deep  adorning  Cyclade  IHes        105 
In  mining  profpect  rife,  and  on  the  more 
Of  fartheft  Crete  refounds  the  Libyan  main. 

O'er  all  two  rival  cities  rear'd  the  brow, 
And  balanc'd  all.     Spread  on  Eurota's  bank, 
Amid  a  circle  of  foft-rifing  hills,  IIO 

The  patient  Sparta  one  :  the  fober,  hard, 
And  man-fubduing  city ;  which  no  fhape 
Of  pain  could  conquer,  n-or  of  pleafure  charm. 
Lycurgus  there  built,  on  the  folid  bale 
Of  equal  life,  fo  well  a  temper'd  ftate ;  115 

Where  rnix'd  each  government,  in  fuch  juft  poife ; 
Each  power  fo  checking,  and  fupporting,  each  ; 
That  firm  for  ages,  and  unmov'd,  it  flood, 
The  fort  of  Greece  !  without  one  giddy  hour, 
One  fhock  of  faction,  or  of  party-rage.  120 

For,  drain'd  the  fprings  of  wealth,  corruption  there 
Lay  wither'd  at  the  root.     Thrice  happy  land  ! 
Had  not  neglected  art,  with  weedy  vice 
Confounded,  funk.     But  if  Athenian  arts 
Lov'd  not  the  foil ;  yet  there  the  calm  abode   125 
Of  wifdom,  virtue,  philofophic  eafe, 
Of  manly  fenfe  and  wit,  in  frugal  phrafe 
Confin'd,  and  prefs'd  into  laconic  force. 
There  too,  by  rooting  there  ftill  treacherous  felf,,. 
The  public  and  the  private  grew  the  fame.       i^o 
The  children  of  the  nurfmg  public  hall, 
And  at  its  table  fed,  for  that  they  toil'd, 
For  that  they  liv'd  entire,  and  ev'n  for  that 
The  tender  mother  urg'd  her  fon  to  die. 

Of  fofter  genius,  but  not  lefs  intent  135 

To  feize  the  palm  of  empire,  Athens  rofe : 
Where,  with  bright  marbles  big  and  future  pomp, 
Hymettus  fpread,  amid  the  fcented  iky, 
His  thymy  treafures  to  the  labouring  bee, 
And  to  botanic  hand  the  ftores  of  health ;        140 
Wrapt  in  a  foul-attenuating  clime, 
Between  Ilyffus  and  Cephiffus  glow'd 
This  hive  of  fcience,  fhedding  fweets  divine, 
Of  active  arts,  and  animated  arms. 
There,  paffionate  for  me,  an,  eafy-mov'd,          145 
A  quick,  refin'd,  a  delicate,  humane, 
Enlighten'd  people  reign'd.     Oft  on  the  brink 
Of  ruin,  hurry'd  by  the  charm  of  fpeech, 
Enforcing  hafty  counfel  immature, 
Totter'd  the  rafh  democracy ;  unpois'd,  150 

And  by  the  rage  devour' d,  that  ever  tears 
A  populace  unequal ;  part  too  rich, 
And  part  or  fierce  with  want  or  abject  grown. 
Solon,  at  laft,  their  mild  reftorer,  rofe  : 
Allay 'd  the  tempeft  ;  to  the  calm  of  laws  15^ 

Reduc'd  the  fettling  whole  ;  and,  with  the  weight 
Which  the  two  fenates  to  the  public  lent, 
As  with  an  anchor  fix'd  the  driving  ftate. 
Nor  was  my  forming  care  to  thefe  confin'd, 
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For  emulation  through  the  whole  I  pourM, 
'vfoble  contention  !  who  ihould  moft  excel 
n  government  well-pois'd,  adjulied  beft 
To  public  weal :  in  countries  cultur'd  high  : 
n  ornamented  towns,  where  order  reigns, 
Free  focial  life,  and  polifh'd  manners  fair :          165 
n  exercife,  and  arms ;  arms  only  drawn 
For  common  Greece,  to  quell  the  Perfiaapride  ; 
n  moral  fcience,  and  in  graceful  arts. 
E^ence,  as  for  glory  peacefully  they  ftrove, 
The  prize  grew  greater,  and  the  prize  of  all.       1 70 
By  conteffc  brighten 'd,  hence  the  radiant  youth 
Pour'd  every  beam  ;  by  generous  pride  inflam'd, 
Felt  every  ardour  burn :  their  great  reward 
The  verdant  wreathe,  which  founding  Pifa  gave. 

Hence  fiourifh'd  Greece:   and  hence  a  race  of 
As  gods  by  confcious  future  times  ador'd  :     [men, 
[n  whom  each  virtue  wore  a  fmiling  air, 
Each  fcience  fhed  o'er  life  a  friendly  light, 
Each  art  was  nature.     Spartan  valour  hence, 
At  thefam'dfafs,  firm  as  an  ifthmus  flood;      180 
And  the  whole  eaftern  ocean,  waving  far 
As  eye  could  dart  its  vifion,  nobly  check' d, 
While  in  extended  battle,  at  the  field 
Of  Marathon,  my  keen  Athenians  drove 
Before  their  ardent  band,  an  hofl  of  ilaves.       185" 
Hence  through    the    continent    ten   thoufand. 
Urg'd  a  retreat,  whofe  glory  not  the  prime  [Greeks 
Of  victories  can  reach.    Deferts,  in  vain,  [known; 
Oppos'd   their   courfe ;    and    hoflile    lands,    un- 
And  deep  rapacious  floods,  dire-bank' d  with  death  ; 
And  mountains,  in  whofe  jaws  deftru6lion  grinn'd 
Hunger,  and  toil ;  Armenian  fnows,  and  ftorms  ; 
And  circling  myriads  flill  of  barbarous  foes.      190 
Greece  in  their  view,  and  glory  yet  untouch'd, 
Their  fteady   column  pierc'd  the  Scattering  herds, 
Which  a  whole  empire  pour'd  ;  and  held  its  way 
Triumphant,  by  the  Sage-exalted  Chief 
Fir'd  and  fufbin'd.     Oh,  light  and  force  of  mind, 
Almofl  almighty  in  fevere  extremes! 
The  fea  at  laft  from  Colchian  mountains  feen,  200 
Kind-hearted  tranfport  round  their  captains  threw 
The  foldiers  fond  embrace  ;  o'erflow'd  their  eyes, 
With  tender  floods,  and  loos'd  the  general  voice 
To  cries  refounding  loud — The  fea  !  the  fea  ! 

In  Attic  bounds  hence  heroes,  fages,  wits,     2O<? 
Shone  thick  as  ftars,  the  milky  way  of  Greece  ! 
And  though  gay  wit,  and  pleafing  grace,  was  theirs, 
All  the  foft  modes  of  elegance  and  eafe  ; 
Yet  was  not  courage  lefs,  the  patient  touch 
Of  toiling  art,  and  difquifition  deep.  £!• 

My  fpirit  pours  a  vigour  through  the  foul, 
Th'  unfetter'd  thought  with  energy  infpires, 
Invincible  in  arts,  in  the  bright  field 
Of  nobler  fcience,  as  in  that  of  arms. 
Athenians  thus  not  lefs  intrepid  burft  21$ 

The  bonds  of  tyrant  darknefs,  than  they  fpurn'd' 
The  Perfian  chains  :   while  through  the  city,  full 
Of  mirthful  quarrel  and  of  witty  war, 
Inceffant  ftruggled  tafte  refining  tafte, 
And  friendly  free  difcuflion,  calling  forth         32O 
From  the  fair4jewel  truth  its  latent  ray. 
O'er  all  fhonc  out  the  great  Athenian  Sage, 
And  father  of  philofophy  :  the  fun, 
From  whofe  white  blaze  emerg'd  each  various  fe^ 
Took  various  tints,  but  with  dimiinm'd  beam.  22$ 
Tutor  of  Athens  !  he,  in  every  ftreet, 
Dealt  pricelefs  treafure  :  goodnefs  his  dflieht, 
•    Wi£dom  his  wealth,  and. glory  his  reward 
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rough  the  human  heart,  with  playful  art, 
His  fmiplc  -queftion  flole  :  as  into  truth,  250 

And  ferious  deeds,  he  fniii'd  the  laughing  race  ; 
Taught  moral  happy  life,  whate'er  can  blefs, 
Or  grace  mankind ;  arsvl  v,rhat  he  taught  he  was. 
Compounded   high,    though    plain,  "his   doctrine 
In  different  fchools.  The  bold  poetic  phrafe  [broke 
Of  figur'd  Plato  ;  Xenophcn's  pure  itrain,        236 
Like  the  clear  brook  that  fteals  along  the  vale  j 
Differing  truth,  the  tStagyrite's  keen  eye  ; 
Th'  exalted  Stoic  pride  ;  the  Cynic  fneer  ; 
The  flow-confentintr  Academic  doubt ;  240 

And,  joining  blifs  to  virtue,  the  glad  cafe 
Of  Epicurus,  feldom  underfiood. 
They,  ever  candid,  reafon  ftill  cppcs'd 
To  reafon  ;  and,  flnce  virtue  "was  their  aim, 
Each  by  fure  practice  try'd  to  prove  his  way    245 
The  beft.     Then  flood  imtouch'd  the  folid  bafe 
Of  Liberty,  the  liberty  of  uiind '-. 
For  fyftems  yet,  and  foul-enflaving  creeds, 
Slept  with  the  mcnffcers  of  fucceeding  times.    249 
From  prieftly  darknefs  fprun g  th'  enlightning  arts 
Of  fire/and  fvvord,  and  rage,  and  horrid  names. 

O,  Greece  !  thou  fapient  nurfe  of  finer  arts ! 
Which  to  bright  fcier.ce  blooming  fancy  bore, 
Be  this  thy  praife,  that  thou,  and  thou  alone, 
In  thefe  haft  led  the  way,  in  thefe  excell'd,       255 
Crown'd  with  the  laurel  of  affenting  time. 

In  thy  full  lan;;u£?;e,  fpeaking  mighty  things; 
Like  a  clear  torrent  plofe,  or  elfe  diffus'd 
A  broad  majcftic  ftream,  and  rolling  on 
Through  ail  the  winding  harmony  of  found :  260 
In  it  the  power  of  elcqucneej  at  large, 
Breath'd  the  perfuafive  or  pathetic  foul ; 
Still'd  by  degrees  the  democratic  ftorm, 
Or  bade  it  threatening  rife,  and  tyrants  fhook, 
Flufh'd  at  the  head  of  their  victorious  troops.   265 
In  it  the  Mufe,  her  fury  never  quench'd, 
By  mean  unyielding  phrafe,  or  jarring  found,; 
Her  unconfin'd  divinity  difplayM  ; 
And,  ftill  harmonious,  form'd  it  to  her  will ; 
Or  foft  deprefs'd  it  to  the  fhepherd's  moan,    '270 
Or  rais'd  it  fwelling  to  the  tongue  of  gods. 

Heroic  fang  was  thine  ;  the  Fountain-Bard, 
Whence  each  poetic  ftream  derives  its  courfe. 
Thine  the  dread  moral /cent,  thy  chief  delight ! 
Where  idle  fancy  durft  not  mix  her  voice,         275 
When  reafon  fpoke  auguft  ;  the  fervent  heart 
Or   plain'd,  or  ftorm'd ;    and  in   th'  impaffion'd 
Concealing  art  with  art,  the  poet  funk.          [man, 
This  potent  fchool  of  manners,  but  when  left 
To  loofe  neglect,  a  land-corrupting  plague,      280 
Was  not  unworthy  deem'd  of  public  care, 
And  boundlefs  coft,  by  thee  ;  whofe  every  fon, 
Ev'n  laft  mechanic,  the  true  talte  pofiefs'd 
Of  what  had  flavour  to  the  nourifh'd  foul. 

The  fweet  enforcer  of  the  poet's  ftrain,        285 
Thine  was  the  meaning  mufic  of  the  heart. 
Not  the  vain  trill,  {hat,  void  of  paffion,  runs 
In  giddy  mazes,  tickling  idle  ears; 
But  that  deep-fearching  voice,  and  artful  hand, 
To  which  refpondent  fhakes  the  varied  foul.     290 

Thy  fair  ideas,  thy  delightful  forms, 
By  love  imagined,  by  the  graces  touch'd, 
The  boaft  of  well-pleas'd  nature  !  Sculpture  feiz'd. 
And  bade  them  ever  fmile  in  Parian  ftone. 
Selecting  beauty's  choice,  and  that  again          295 
Bxalting,  blending  in  a  perfect  whole, 


Thy  workmen  left  ev'n  nature's  fell  behiad. 
From  thofe  far  different,  whole  prolific  hand 
Peoples  a  nation  ;  they  for  years  on  years, 
By  the  cool  touches  of  judicious  toil,  300 

Their  rapid  genius  curbing,  pour'd  at  all 
Through  the  live  features  of  ens  breathing  ftone. 
There,  beaming  full,  it  fhone  ;  exprefiing  gods : 
Jove's  awful  brow,  Apollo's  air  divine, 
The  fierce  atrocious  frown  of  finew'd  Mars,  305 
Or  the  fly  graces  of  the  Cyprian  queen. 
Minutely  perfect  all  1  Each  dimple  funk, 
And  every  mufcle  fwell'd,  as  nature  taught. 
In  treffes;  braided  gay,  the  marble  wav'd ; 
Flow'd  in  loofe  robes,  or  thin  tranfparent  veils  ; 
Sprung  into  motion  ;  foften'd  into  iv:fh  ;  311 

Was  iir'd  to  paffion,  or  refiri'd  to  foul. 

Nor  lefs  thy  pencil,  with  creative  touch, 
Shed  mimic  life,  when  all  thy  brighten  dames, 
Ailembkd,  Zeuxis  in  his  Helen  mix'd.  315 

And  when  Apelles,  who  peculiar  knew 
To  give  a  grace  that  mere  than  mortal  fmil'd, 
The  foul  of  beauty  !  cali'd  the  queen  of  love, 
Freih  from  the  billows,  blufhing  ori  nt  charms. 
Ev'n  fuch  enchantment  then  thy  pencil  pour'd, 
That  cruel-lhoughted  war  th'  impatient  torch 
Dafh'd  to  the  ground ;  and,  rather  than  deftrqy 
The  patriot  picture,  let  the  city  'fcape. 

Firft  elder  fculpture  taught  her  filter  art 
Correct  defign  ;  where  great  ideas  flione,         325 
And  in  the  fecret  trace  expreflion  fpoke  : 
Taught  her  the  graceful  attitude  ;  the  turn, 
And  beauteous  airs  cf  head  ;  the  native  act, 
Or  bold,  or  eafy  ;  and,  call  free  behind, 
The  fwelling  mantle's  well-adjuftcd  flow.         33P 
Then  the  bright  mufe,  their  eldeil  fifter,  came  ; 
And  bade  her  follow  where  fhe  led  the  way : 
Bade  earth,  and  fea,  and  air,  in  colours  rife ; 
And  copious  action  oa  the  canvas  glow  ; 
Gave  her  gay  fable  ;  fpread  invention's  ftore  ;  335 
Enlarg'd  her  view  ;  taught  compofition  high, 
And  juft  arrangement,  circling  round  one  point, 
That   ftarts  to  fight,   binds   and  commands  the 

whole. 

Caught  from  the  heavenly  mufe  a  nobler  aim, 
And,  fcorning  the  fou  trade  of  mere  delight,  340 
O'er  all  thy  temples,  porticos,  and  fchools, 
Heroic  deeds  fhe  trac'd,  and  warm  clifplay'd 
Each  moral  beauty  to  tjie  raviih'd  eye. 
There,  as  th'  imagin'd  prefence  of  the  God, 
Arous'd  the  mind,  or  vacant  hours  induc'd       345 
Calm  contemplation,  or  afiembled  youth 
Burn'd  in  ambitious  circle  round  the  fage, 
The  living  leffon  ftole  into  the  heart, 
With  more  prevailing  force  than  dwells  in  words. 
Thefe  roufe  to  glor)*;  while,  to  rural  life,        350 
The  fofter  canvas  oft  repos'd  the  foul. 
There  gayly  broke  the  fun-illumin'd  cloud  ; 
The  leilening  profpect,  and  the  mountain  blue, 
Valnim'd  in  air  ;  the  precipice  frown'd,dire;  354 
White,  down  the  rock,  the  rufbing  torrent  daih'd  ; 
The  fun  fhcne,  trembling,  o'er  the  diilant  main ; 
The  tempeil  foam'd,  immenfe;  the  driving  ftorm 
oaddeii'd  the  ikies,  and,  from  the  doubling  gloom, 
On  the  fcath'd  oak  the  ragged  lightning  fell ; 
In  clofing  fliades,  and  where  the  current  ftrays, 
With  peace,  and  love,  and  innocence  around,  361 
Pip'd  the  lone  fhepherd  to  his  feeding  flock  : 
Round  happy  parents  fmii'd  younger  their  felvcs ; 
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And  friends  convers'd,  by  death  divided  long. 

To  public  virtue  thus  the  fmilir.g  arts,          365 
Unblemifh'd  handmaids,  ferv'd!  the  graces  they 
To  drefs  this  faireft  Venus.     Thus  rever'd, 
And  plac'd  beyond  the  reach  of  fordid  care, 
The  high  awardcrs  of  immortal  fame, 
Alone  for  glory  thy  great  mailers  drove  ;         370 
Courted  by  kings,  and  by  contending  fUtes 
Affurn'd  the  boafted  honour  of  their  birth. 

In  architecture  too  thy  rank  fupremc  ! 
That  art  where  moft  magnificent  appears 
The  little  builder  man  ;  "by  thee  refm'd,  375 

And,  fmiling  high,  to  full  perfection  brought. 
Such  thy  fure  rules,  that  Goths  of  every  age, 
Who  fcorn  their  aid«  have  only  loaded  earth 
With  labour'd  heavy  monuments  of  flvime. 
Not  thofe  gay  domes  that  o'er  thy  fplendid  fhore 
8hot,  all  proportion,  up.     Firil  unadorn'd,       38* 
And  nobly  plain,  the  manly  Doric  rofe ; 
Th'  Ionic  then,  with  decent  matron  grace, 
Her  airy  pillar  heav'd;  luxuriant  laft, 
The  rich  Corinthian  fpread  her  wanton  wreath. 
The  whole  fo  meafur'd  true,  fo  lefien'd  off      386 
By  fine  proportion,  that  the  marble  pile, 
Form'd  to  repel  the  itill  or  flormy  wafte 
Of  rolling  ages,  light  as  fabrics  look'd 
That  from  the  magic  wand  aerial  rife.  390 

Thefe  were  the  wonders  that  illumin'd  Greece, 
From  end  to  end — Here  interrupting  warm, 
"Where  are  they  now  ?    (I   cry'd)    fay,  goddefs, 

where  ? 

And  what  the  land  thy  darling  thus  of  old  ? 
Sunk!  fhe  refum'd :  deep  in  the  kindred  gloom  395 
Of  fuperfcition,  and  of  flavery  funk  ! 
No  glory  now  can  touch  their  hearts,  bcnumb'd 
By  loofe  dejeded  floth  and  fcrvile  fear  ; 
No  fcience  pierce  the  darknefs  of  their  minds  ; 
No  nobler  art  the  quick  ambitious  foul  400 

Of  imitation  in  their  breaft  awake. 
Ev'n,  to  fupply  the  needful  arts  of  life, 
Mechanic  toil  denies  the  hopelefs  hand. 
Scarce  any  trace  remaining,  veftige  gray, 
Or  nodding  column  on  the  defcrt  fhorc,  405 

To  point  where  Corinth,  or  where  Athens  flood. 
A  fai chiefs  land  of  violence,  and  death  ! 
Where  commerce  parleys,  dubious,  on  the  fhore; 
And  his  wild  impulfe  curious  fearch  reflrains, 
Afraid  to  truft  th'  inhofpitable  clime.  410 

Neglected  nature  fails  ;  iu  fordid  want 
Sunk,  and  debas'd,  their  beauty  beams  r.o  more. 
The  fun  himfelf  feems  angry,  to  regard, 
Of  light  unworthy,  the  degenerate  race  ; 
And  fires  them  oft  with  peftilential  rays  :         415 
While  earth,  blue  poifon  {learning  on  the  fkies, 
Indignant,  fhakes  them  from  her  troubled  fides. 
But  as  from  man  to  man,  fate's  firft  decree, 
Impartial  death  the  tide  of  riches  rolls, 
So  ftates  muft  die,  and  liberty  go  round.  420 

Fierce  was  the  Hand,  ere  virtue,  value,  arts, 
And  the  foul  fir'd  by  me  (that  often,  flung 
With  thoughts  of  better  times  and  old  renown, 
From  hydra-tyrants  try'd  to  clear  the  land) 
Lay  quite  extinct  in  Greece,  their  works  effac'd 
And  grofs  o'er  all  unfeeling  bondage  fpread.    426 
Sooner  I  mov'd  my  much  reluctant  flight, 
Pois'd  on  the  doubtful  wing;  when  Greece  with 

Greece 
JEinbreil'd  in  foul  contention  fought  no  more 


For  common  glory,  and  for  common  weal :     430 
But,  faife  to  freedom,  fought  to  quell  the  free; 
Broke  the  jirm  band  of  peace,  and  facred  love, 
That  lent  the  whole  irrefragable  force  ; 
And,  as  around  the  partial  trophy  blufli'd, 
Prepar'd  the  way  for  total  overthrow.  435 

Then  to  the    Perfian  power,  whofe  pride  they 

fcorn'd, 

When  Xerxes  pour'd  his  millions  o'er  the  land, 
Srcrnij  by  turns,  and  Athens,  vilely  fued ; 
Sued  to  be  venal  parricides,  to  fpill 
Their  country's  braveft  blood,  and  on  themfelves 
To  turn  their  matchlefs  mercenary  arms.   x       441 
Peaceful  in  Sufa,  then,  fat  the  great  king ; 
And  by  the  trick  of  treaties,  the  ftill  wafie 
Of  fly  corruption,  and  barbaric  gold, 
Kfiected  what  his  fteel  could  ne'er  perform.     44? 
Profufe  he  gave  them  the  luxurious  draught, 
Inflaming  ail  the  land  :  unbalanc'd  wide 
Their  tottering  ftates  ;  their  wild  affembiies  rul'd, 
As  the  winds  turn  at  every  blaft  the  leas  : 
And  by  their  lifted  orators,  whofe  breath          450 
Still  with  a  fticlious  ftorm  infciled  Greece 
Rous'd  them  to  civil  war,  or  dafh'd  them  down 
To  fordid  peace. — Peace!  that,  when  Sparta  fiufok 
Ailoniih'd  Artaxerxes  on  his  throne, 
Gave  up,  fair-fpread  o'er  Afia's  funny  fhore,   45$ 
Their  kindred  cities  to  perpetual  chains. 
What  cculd  fo  bale,  fo  infamous  a  thought 
In  Spartan  hearts  infpire  ?  Jealous,  they  faw 
Refpiring  Athens  rear  again  her  walls  ; 
And  the  pale  fury  fir'd  them,  once  again          460 
To  crufh  this  rival  city  to  the  dufl. 
For  now  no  more  the  noble  focial  foul 
Of  Liberty  my  families  combin'd; 
But  by  fliort  views,  and  felfifh  paffions,  broke, 
Dire  as  when  friends  are  rankled  into  foes,       46^ 
They  mix'd  fevere,  and  wag'd  eternal  war; 
Nor  felt  they,  furious,  their  exhaufted  force  ; 
Nor,  with  falfe  glory,  difcord,  madnefs  blind, 
Saw  how   the   blackening  ftorm  from   Thracfa 


Long  years  rcIPd  on,  by  many  a  battle  (lain'd, 

The  biufh  and  boaft  of  Fame,  where  courage,  art, 

And  milititary  glory,  fhone  lupreme  : 

But  let  dete.Hing  ages,  from  the  fcene 

Of  Greece  ftli-mangled,  turn  the  fickening  eye. 

At  laft,  when  bleeding  from  a  thoufand  wounds, 

She  felt  her  fpirits  fail ;  and  in  the  duft  476 

Her  lateft  heroes,  Nicias,  Conon,  lay, 

Agefilaus,  and  the  Theban  Friends  : 

The  Macedonian  vulture  mark'd  his  time, 

By  tbe  dire  fcent  of  Cheronxa  lur'd,  480 

And,  tierce-defcending,  feiz'd  his  haplcfs  prey. 

Thus  tame  fubmitted  to  the  victor's  yoke 
Greece,  once  the  gay,  the  turbulent,  the  bold  ; 
For  every  grace,  and  mufe,  and  fcience  born ; 
With  arts  of  war,  of  government,  elate  ;          48$ 
To  tyrants  dreadful,  dreadful  to  the  beft ; 
Whom  I  myfclf  could  fcarcely  rule :   and  thu* 
The  Perfian  fetters,  that  inthralPd  the  mind, 
Were  turn'd  to  formal  and  apparent  chains. 

Unlefs  corruption  firft  deje&  the  pride,        490 
And  guardian  vigour  of  the  free-born  foul, 
All  crude  attempts  of  violence  are  vain  ; 
For,  firm  within,  and  while  at  heart  nntouch'd, 
Ne'er  yet  by  force  was  freedom  overcome. 
Bat  foon  as  independence  (loops  the  head,        40  £ 
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To  vice  enflav'd,  and  vice-created  wants ; 
Then  to  fome  foul  corrupting  hand,  whofe  wafte 
Thefe  heighten'd  wants  with  fatal  bounty  feeds  . 
From  man  to  man  the  flackening  ruin  runs, 
Till  the  whole  ftate  unncrv'd  in  flavery  finks.  500 


Notes  to  Part  II. 

Ver.  57.     Civil  tyranny. 

Ver.  63.     The  pyramids. 

Ver.  65.     The  tyrants  of  Egypt. 

Ver.  138.  A  mountain  near  Athens. 

Ver.  142.  Two  rivers,  betwixt  which  Athens 
Was  fituated. 

'Ver.  157.  The  Areopagus,  or  fupreme  court  of 
judicature,  which  Solon  reformed,  and  improved : 
and  the  council  of  four  hundred,  by  him  inftitut- 
cd.  In  this  council  all  affairs  of  ftate  were  deli 
berated,  before  they  came  to  be  voted  in  the  af- 
fembly  of  the  people. 

Ver.  174.  Or  Olympia,  the  city  where  the 
Olympic  games  were  celebrated. 

Ver.  1 80.  The  ftraits  of  Thermoplyae. 

Ver.  197.  Xenephon. 

Ver.  222.  Socrates. 

Ver.  272.  Homer, 

Ver.  323.  When  Demetrius  befieged  Rhodes, 
and  could  have  reduced  the  city,  by  fetting  fire 
to  that  quarter  of  it  where  ftood  the  houfe  of  the 
celebrated  Protegenes ;  he  chofe  rather  to  raife 
the  fiege,  than  hazard  the  burning  of  a  famous 
picture,  called  Jafylus,  the  mafter-piece  of  die 
yainter. 

Ver.  442.  So  the  kings  of  Perfia  were  called  by 
the  Greeks. 

Ver.  453.  The  peace  made  by  Antakidas,  the 
Lacedemonian  admiral,  with  the  Perfians;  by 
•which  the  Lacedemonians  abandoned  all  the 
Greeks  eftablifhed  in  the  Leffer  Afia  to  the  domi 
nion  of  the  king  of  Perfia. 

Ver.  459.  Athens  had  been  difmantled  by  the 
Lacedemonians  at  the  end  of  the  firft  Pelopon- 
EeCan  war,  and  was  at  this  time  reftored  by  Co- 
iion  to  its  former  fplendor. 

Ver.  470.  The  Peloponefian  war. 

Ver.  478.  Pelopidas  and  Epaminondas. 

Ver.  480.  The  battle  of  Cheronaea,  in  which 
iPhilip  of  Macedon  utterly  defeated  the  Greeks. 


PART  III.    ROME. 


Contents. 

As  this  part  contains  a  defcription  of  the  efcablifii- 
ment  of  Liberty  in  Rome,  it  begins  with  a  view  of 
the  Grecian  colonies  fettled  in  the  fouthern  parts 
of  Italy,  which  with  Sicily  conftituted  the  Great 
Greece  of  the  ancients.  With  thefe  colonies 
the  fpirit  of  Liberty,  and  of  republics,  fpread 
over  Italy,  to  ver.  32.  Tranfition  to  Pythago 
ras,  and  his  philofophy,  which  he  taught  through 
thofe  free  ftates  and  cities,  to  ver.  71.  Amidft 
the  m?ny  fmall  republics*  in  Italy,  Rome  the 
feat  of  Liberty.  Her  cftablimment 


there  dated  from  the  expulfion  of  the  Tarquin*. 
How  differing  from  that  in  Greece,  to  ver.  88. 
Reference  to  a  view  of  the  Roman  republic 
given  in  the  firft  part  of  this  poem  :  to  mark  its 
rife  and  fall,  the  peculiar  purport  of  this.  Du-? 
ring  its  firft  ages,  the  greateft  force  of  Liberty 
and  virtue  exerted,  to  ver.  103.  The  fource 
whence  derived  the  heroic  virtues  of  the  Ro 
mans*  Enumeration  of  thefe  virtues.  Thence 
their  fecurity  at  home  ;  their  glory,  fuccefs,  and 
I  empire,  abroad,  to  ver.  226.  Bounds  of  the 
Roman  empire  geographically  defcribed,  to  ver. 
257.  The  ftates  of  Greece  reftored  to  Liberty 
by  Titus  Quintus  Flaminius,  the  higheft  in- 
ftance  of  public  generofity  and  beneficence,  to 
ver.  328.  The  lofs  of  Liberty  in  Rome.  Its 
caufes,  progrefs,  and  completion,  in. the  death 
of  Brutus,  to  ver.  485.  Rome  under  the  em-> 
perors,  to  ver.  513,  From  Rome  the  Goddefs 
of  Liberty  goes  among  the  northern  nations ; 
where,  by  infufmg  into  them  her  fpirit  and  ge 
neral  principles,  £he  lays  the  ground-work  of 
her  future  eftablifhments ;  fends  them  in  ven 
geance  on  the  Roman,  empire,  now  totally  en- 
flaved ;  and  then,  with  arts  and  fciences  in  her 
train,  quits  earth  during  the  dark  ages,  to  ver. 
550.  The  celeftial  regions,  to  which  Liberty  re 
tired,  not  proper  to  be  opened  to  the  view  of 
mortals. 

HERE  melting  mix'd  with  air  th'  ideal  forms. 
That  painted  ftill  whate'er  the  goddefs  fung. 
Then  I,  impatient :  "  From  extinguifh'd  Greece, 
"  To  what  new  region  ftream'd  the  human  day?" 
She  foftly  fighing,  as  when  zephyr  leaves  5 

Refign'd  to  Boreas,  the  declining  year, 
Refum'd  :    Indignant,  thefe  laft  fcenes  I  fled ; 
And  long  ere  then,  Leucadia's  cloudy  cliff, 
And  the  Ceraunian  hills  behind  me  thrown, 
All  Latium  flood  arous'd.     Ages  before,  !• 

Great  mother  of  republics  !  Greece  had  pour'd, 
Swarm  after  fwarm,  her  ardent  youth  around, 
On  Afia,  Afric,  Sicily,  they  ftoop'd, 
But  chief  on  fair  Hefpcria's  winding  fhore  ; 
Where,  from  Lacinium  to  Etrurian  vales,  15 

They  roll'd  increafing  colonies  along, 
And  lent  materials  for  my  Roman  reign. 
With  them  my  fpirit  fpread  ;  and  numerous  ftates 
And  cities  role,  on  Grecian  models  form'd  ; 
As  its  parental  policy,  and  arts,  2$ 

Each  had  imbib'd.     Befides  to  each  affign'd 
A  guardian  genius,  o'er  the  public  weal, 
Kept  an  unclofing  eye  ;  try'd  to  fuftain, 
Or  more  fublime,  the  foul  infus'd  by  me : 
And  ftrong  the  battle  role,  with  various  wave,  25 
Againft  the  tyrant  demons  of  the  land. 
Thus  they  their  little  wars  and  triumphs  knew  ; 
Their  flows  of  fortune,  and  receding  times, 
But  almoft  all  below  the  proud  regard 
Of  ftory  vow'd  to  Rome,  on  deeds  intent  30 

That  truth  beyond  the  flight  of  fable  bore. 
Not  fo  the  Samian  fage ;  to  him  belongs 
The  brighteft  witnefs  of  recording  fame. 
For  thefe  free  ftates  his  native  ifle  forfook, 
And  a  vain  tyrant's  tranfitory  fmile,  35 

He  fought  Crotona's  pure  falubrious  air,  [taught; 
And  through  great  Greece  his  gentle  wifdom, 
Wifd.pm  that  calm'd  for  liftening  yes^rs  the 
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Kor  ev.er  heard  amid  the  ftorm  of  zeal, 

His  mental  eye  firft  launch'd  into  the  deeps       40 

Of  boundlefs  ether;  where  unnumber'd  orbs, 

Myriads  on  myriads,  through  the  pathlefs  iky 

Unerring  roll,  and  wind  their  fteady  way. 

Th-rre  he  the  full  confenting  choir  beheld  ; 

There  firft  difcern'd  the  facred  band  of  love,     45 

The  kind  attraction,  that  to  central  funs 

Binds  circling  earths,  and  world  with  v.'orld  unites. 

inftructed  thence,  he  great  ideas  form'ci 

Of  the  whole-moving,  all-informing  God, 

The  fun  of  beings  !  beaming  unconfin'd  50 

Light,  life,  and  love,  and  ever-active  power  : 

Whom  nought  can  image,  and  who  beft  approves 

The  filent  worfhip  of  the  moral  heart, 

That  joys  in  bounteous  heaven, and fpreads  the  joy. 

!Nor  fcorn'd  the  foaring  fage  to  ftoop  to  life,      55 

And  bound  his  reafon  to  the  fphere  of  man. 

He  gave  the  four  yet  reigning  virtues  name  ; 

Infpir'd  the  ftudy  of  the  finer  arts, 

That  civilize  mankind,  and  laws  devis'd 

"Where  with  enlighten'd  juftice  mercy  mix'd.     60 

He  ev'n,  into  his  tender  fyilem,  took 

Whatever  fhares  the  brotherhood  of  life  : 

He  taught  that  life's  indiffoluble  flame, 

!From  brute  to  man,  and  man  to  brute  again, 

For  ever  fhifting,  runs  th'  eternal  round  ;  65 

Thence  try'd  againft  the  blood-polluted  meal, 

And  limbs  yet  quivering  with  fome  kindred  foul, 

To  turn  the  human  heart.     Delightful  truth  ! 

Had  he  beheld  the  living  chain  afcend, 

And  not  a  circling  form,  but  rifmg  whole.'         70 

Amid  thefe  fmall  republics  one  arofe, 
On  yellow  Tyber's  bank,  almighty  Rome, 
Fated  for  me.     A  nobler  fpirit  warm'd 
Her  fons  ;  and,  rous'd  by  tyrants,  nobler  ftill 
It  burn'd  in  Brutus;  the  proud  Tarquins  chas'd,  75 
With  all  their  crimes  ;  bade  radiant  eras  rife, 
And  the  long  honours  of  the  conful-line. 

Here,  from  the  fairer,  not  the  greater  plan 
Of  Greece  I  vary'd  ;  whofe  unmixing  ftates, 
By  the  keen  foul  of  emulation  pierc'd,  80 

Long  wag'd  alone  the  bloodlefs  war  of  arts, 
And  their  heft  empire  gain'd.     But  to  diffufc 
O'er  men  an  empire  was  my  purpofe1  now  : 
To  let  my  martial  majefty  abroad  ; 
Into  the  vortex  of  one  ftate  to  draw 
The  whole  mix'd  force,  and  liberty,  on  earth ; 
To  conquer  tyrants,  and  fet  nations  free. 
Already  have  I  given,  with  flying  touch, 
A  broken  view  of  this  my  ampleft  reign. 
Now,  while  its  firft,  lafl,  periods  you  furvey,    90 
!Mark  how  it  labouring  rofe,  and  rapid  fell. 

When  Rome  in  noon-tide  empire  grafp'd  the 
And,  foon  as  her  refiftlefs  legions  fhone,  [world 
The  nations  ftoop'd  around;  though  then  appear'c 
Her  grandeur  moft,  yet  in  her  dawn  of  power,  9.5 
By  many  a  jealous  equal  people  prefs'd, 
7'hen  was  the  toil,  the  mighty  ftruggle  then  : 
Then  for  each  Roman  I  an  hero  told  ; 
'And  every  paffing  fun,  and  Latian  fccne, 
Saw  patriot  virtues  then,  and  awful  deeds,  ICO 
That  or  furpafs  the  faith  of  modern  times, 
•Or,  if  bcliev'd,  with  facred  horror  ftrike. 

For  then,  to  prove  my  moft  exalted  power, 
I  to  the  point  of  full  perfection  puih'd, 
To  fondncfs  or  enthufiaftic  zeal,  IO, 

The  great,  the  reigning  paflion  of  the  fre?. 


That  godlike  paffion  ;  which,  the  "bounds  of  felf 

)ivinely  burfling,  the  whole  public  takes 

nto  the  heart,  enlarg'd,  and  burning  high 

iVith  the  mix'd  ardor  of  unnumber'd  felves  ;    I  JO 

Of  all  who  fafe  beneath  the  voted  laws 

Of  the  fame  parent  ftate,  fraternal,  live. 

From  this  kind  fon  of  moral  nature  flowed 
Virtues,  that  fhine  the  light  of  human  kind, 
And,  ray'd  through  ftory,  warmremoteft  time.  Ilj 
Thefe  virtues  too,  reflected  to  their  fource, 
ncreas'd  its  flame.    The  focial  charm  went  roun^, 
The  fair  idea,  mere  attractive  ftill, 
As  more  by  virtue  mark'd  ;  till  Romans,  all 
3ne  band  of  friends,  unconquerable  grew.        I2O 
Hence,  when  their  country  rais'd  her  plaintnT 
The  voice  of  pleading  nature  was  not  heard;  [voice, 
And  in  their  hearts  the  fathers  throbb'd  no  more : 
Stern  to  themfelves,  but  gentle  to  the  whole. 
Hence  fweeten'd  pain,  the  luxury  of  toil ;         125 
Patience,  that  baffled  fortune's  ntrnoft  rage ; 
High-minded  hope,  which  at  the  loweft  ebb, 
When  Brennus  concuier'd,  and  when  Cannse  bled, 
The  braveft  impuife  felt,  and  fcorn'd  defpair. 
Hence  moderation  a  new  conqucft  gain'd ;       Ijo 
As  on  the  vanquifh'd,  like  defcending  heaven, 
Their  dewy  mercy  dropp'd,  their  bounty  beam'd, 
And  by  the  labouring  hand  were  crowns  beflow'd. 
Fruitful  of  men,  hence  hard  laborious  life, 
Which  no  fatigue  can  quell,  no  feafoa  pierce.  135 
Hence,  Independence,  with  his  little  pleas'd, 
Serene,  and  felf-fumcient,  like  a  god ; 
In  whom  corruption  could  not  lodge  one  charm, 
While  he  his  hcneft  roots  to  gold  preferr'd  ; 
While  truly  rich,  and  by  his  Sabine  field,          14® 
The  man  maintain'd,  the  Roman's  fplendor  all 
Was  in  the  public  wealth  and  glory  plac'd  : 
Or  ready,  a  rough  fwain,  to  guide  the  plough  ; 
Or  elfe,  the  purple  o'er  his  fhoulder  thrown, 
In  long  majeftic  flow,  to  rule  the  ftate,  14$  ' 

With  wifdom's  pureft  eye  ;  or,  clad  in  fteel, 
To  drive  the  fteady  battle  on  the  foe. 
Hence  every  paffion,  ev'n  the  proudeft,  ftoop'd, 
To  common  good  :  Camillas,  thy  revenge  ;  4 
Thy  glory,  Fabius.     All  fubmifiive  hence,        1^ 
Confuls,  dictators,  ftill  reftgn'd  their  rule, 
The  very  moment  that  the  laws  ordain'd.  [wings, 
Though  conqueft  o'er   them  clapp'd  her  eagle- 
Her  laurels  wreath'd,  and  yok'd  her  fnowy  fteeds 
To  the  triumphal  car  ;  foon  as  expir'd  155 

The  lateft  hour  of  fway,  taught  to  fubmit 
(A  harder  leffon  that  than  to  command) 
into  the  private  Roman  funk  the  chief. 
If  Rome  was  ferv'd,  and  glorious,  carelefs  they  1*9 
By  whom,  their  country's  fame  they  deem'd  their 
And,  above  envy,  in  a  rival's  train,  [own  ; 

Sung  the  loud  los  by  themfelves  deferv'd. 
Hence  matchlefs  courage.     On  Cremera's  bank, 
Hence  fell  the  Fabii ;  hence  the  Decii  dy'd; 
And  Curtius  plung'd  into  the  flaming  gulf.       165 
Hence  Regulus  the  wavering  fathers  firm'd, 
By  dreadful  counfel  never  given  before  ; 
For  Roman  honour  fued,  and  his  own  doom. 
Hence  he  fuftain'd  to  dare  a  death  prepar'd 
By  Punic  rage.     On  earth  his  manly  look        I/O 
Relentlefs  fix'd,  he  from  a  laft  embrace, 
By  chains  polluted,  put  his  wife  afide, 
His  little  children  climbing  for  a  kifs  ;       [friends, 
Then  dumb  through  rows  of  weeping  wondering 
.5 
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A  new  illuftrious  exile  !  prefs'd  along1.  175 

Nor  lefs  impatient  did  he  pierce  the  crowds 
Oppoiing  his  return,  than  if,  efcap'd 
From  long  litigious  fuits,  he  glad  forfook 
The  noify  town  a  while,  and  city  cloud 
To  breathe  Venafrian,  or  Tarentine  air.  j8o 

Need  I  thcfe  high  particulars  recount  ? 
The  meaneft  boibm  felt  a  third  for  fame  ? 
Flight  their  worft  death,  andfhame  their  only,  fear. 
Life  had  no  charms,  nor  any  terrors  fate,        [185 
When  Rome  and  glory  cail'd.     But,  in  one  view, 
Mark  the  rare  boafl  of  thefc  imequali'd  times. 
Ages  revolv'd  unfully'd  by  a  crime  : 
Aftrea  reign'd,  and  fcarcely  needed  laws 
To  bind  a  race  elated  with  the  pride 
Of  virtue,  and  difdaining  to  defcend  190 

To  meannefs,  mutual  violence,  and  wrongs. 
.  While  war  around  them  rag'd,  in  happy  Rome 
All  peaceful  mtil'd,  all  favc  the  pafling  clouds 
That  often  hang  on  freedom's  jealous  brow  ! 
And  fair  unblemilh'd  centuries  elaps'd,  195 

When  not  a  Roman  bled  but  in  the  field. 
Their  virtue  fuch.  that  an  unbalanc'd  ftate, 
Still  between  noble  and  plebeian  toft,    m 
As  flov/'d  the  wave  of  fluctuating  power,        [199 
Was  thence  kept  firm,  and  with  triumphant  prow 
Rode  out  the  ftorms.  Oft  though  the  native  feuds, 
That  from  the  firft  their  conftitution  ftiook, 
(A  latent  ruin,  growing  as  it  grew) 
Stood  on  the  threatening  point  of  civil  war 
Ready  to  rulh  :  yet  could  the  lenient  voice       205 
Of  wifdom,  toothing  the  tumultuous  foul, 
Thofe  fons  of  virtue  calm.  Their  generous  hearts, 
Unpetrify'd  by  felf,  fo  naked  lay, 
And  fenfible  to  truth,  that  o'er  the  rage 
Of  giddy  faction,  by  oppreffion  fwell'd,  2IO 

Prevail'd  a  fimple  fable,  and  at  once 
To  peace,' recover'd  the  divided  ftate. 
But  if  their  often-cheated  hopes  refus'd 
The  foothing  touch ;  ftill,  in  .the  love  of  Rome, 
The  dread  dictator  found  a  fure  refource.          3J5 
Was  fhe  affaulted  ?  was  her  glory  ftain'd  ? 
One  common  quarrel  wide  inflam'd  the  whole. 
Foes  in  the  "forum  in  the  field  were  friends. 
By  focial  danger  bound  ;  each  fond  for  each, 
And  for  their  deareft  country  all,  to  die.          220 

Thus  up  the  hill  of  empire  flow  they  toil'd  : 
Till,  the  bold  fummit  gain'd,  the  thoufand  ftates 
Of  proud  Italia  blended  into  one; 
Then  o'er  the  nations  they  refiftlefs  rulh'd, 
And  touch'd  the  limits  of  the  failing  world.     225 

Let  Fancy's  eye  the  diftant  lines  unite. 
See  that  which  borders  wild  the  weftern  main, 
Where  ftorms  at  large  refound,  and  tides  immenfe: 
From  Caledonia's  dim  cerulean  coaft, 
And  moift  Hibernia,  to  where  Atlas,  lodg'd     230 
Amid  the  reftlefs  clouds,  and  leaning  heaven, 
Hangs  o'er  the  deep  that  borrows  thence  its  name. 
Mark  that  oppos'd,  where  firft  the  fpringing  morn 
Her  rofes  fheds,  and  fhakes  around  her  dews : 
From  the  dire  deferts  by  the  Cafpian  lav'd,      235 
To  where  the  Tigris  and  Euphrates,  join'd, 
Impetuous  tear  the  Babylonian  plain  ; 
And  bleft  Arabia  aromatic  breathes. 
See  that  dividing  far  the  watery  north, 
Parent  of  floods !  from  the  majeftic  Rhine,       240 
J)rynkby  Batavian  meads,  to  where,  feven-mouth'd, 


In  Euxins- waves  the  flafhirig  Danube  roars; 
To  where  the  frozen  Tanais  fcarcely  ftirs 
The  dead  Meotic  pool,  or  the  long  Rha, 
In  the  black  Scythian  fca  his  torrent  throws.    245 
Laft,  that  beneath  the  burning  zone  behold, 
See  where  it  runs,  from  the  deep-loaded  plains 
Of  Mauritania  to  the  Libyan  fands, 
Where  Ammon  lifts  amid  the  torrid  wafte 
A  verdant  ifle,  with  fhade  and  fountain  frefh  :  250 
And  farther  to  the  full  Egyptian  fhore, 
To  where  the  Nile  from  Ethiopian  clouds, 
His  never-drain'd  ethereal  urn,  defcends. 
In  this  vaft  fpace  what  various  tongues,  and  ftates* 
What  Abounding  rocks,  and  mountains,  floods  and 
fe'as  !  255 

What  purple  tyra.nts  quell'd,  and  nations  freed  ! 

O'er  Greece  descended  chief,  with  ftealth  divine, 
The  Rom^n  bounty  in  a  flood  of  day  : 
As  at  her  Ifthmian  games,  a  fading  pomp  ! 
Her  full-affembled  youth  innumerousfwarm'd.  260. 
On  a  tribunal  rais'd  Flaminius  fat ; 
A  vi&ar  he,  from  the  deep  phalanx  pierc'd 
Of  iron-coated  Macedon,  and  back 
The  Grecian  tyrant  to  his  bounds  repell'd. 
In  the  high  thoughtlefs  gaiety  of  game,  265 

While  fport  alone  their  unambitious  hearts 
Poffefs'd ;  the  fudclen  trumpet,  founding  hoarfe, 
Bade  filence  o'er  the  bright  aflembly  reign. 
Then  thus  a  herald  : — "  To  the  ftates  of  Greece 
"  The  Roman  people,  unconfin'd,  reftore          270 
"  Their  countries,  cities,  liberties,  and  laws  : 
"  Taxes  remit,  and  garrifons  withdraw." 
The  crowd  aftonifti'cl  half,  and  half  inform'd, 
Star'd  dubious  round ;  fome  queftion'd,  fome  ex- 
claim'd,  274 

(Like  one  who  dreaming,  between  hope  and  fear, 
Is  loft  in  anxious  joy)    Be  that  again, 
Be  that  again  proclaimed,  diftincl,  and  loud. 
Loud,  and  diftmct,  it  was  again  proclaim'd ; 
And  ftill  as  midnight  in  the  rural  fhade, 
When  the  gale  flumbers,  they  the  words  devour'd. 
A  while  fevere  amazement  held  them  mute,    281 
Then,  burfting  broad,  the  boundlefs  fhout  to  hea 
ven 

From  many  a  thoufand  hearts  ecftatic  fprung. 
On  every  hand  rebellow'd  to  their  joy 
The  fwelling  fea,  the  rocks,  and  vocal  hills  :     285 
Through  all  her  turrets  ftately  Corinth  fliook ; 
And,  from  the  void  above  of  fhatter'd  air, 
The  flitting  bird  fell  breathlefs  to  the  ground. 
What  piercing  blifs  !  how  keen  a  fenfe  of  fame, 
Did  then,  Flaminius,  reach  thy  inmoft  foul !     290 
And  with  what  deep-felt  glcry  didft  thou  then 
Efcape  the  fondnefs  of  tranfported  Greece  ! 
Mix'd  in  a  tempeft  of  fuperior  joy, 
They  left  the  fports ;  like  Bacchanals  they  flew, 
Each  other  ftraining  in  a  ftrict  embrace,  295 

Nor  ftrain'd  a  flave  ;  and  loud  acclaims  till  night 
Round  the  proconful's  tent  repeated  rung. 
Then,  crown'd  with  garlands,  came   the  feftire 

hours ; 

And  mufic,  fparkling  wine,  and  converfe  warm, 
Their  raptures  wak'd  anew. — "  Ye  gods  !  they 
cry'd,  '  300 

"  Ye  guardian  gods  of  Greece  !  And  are  we  free  ? 
"  Was  it  not  madnefs  deem'd  the  very  thought  ? 
"  And  is  it  true  ?   How  did  we  purchafe  chains? 
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"  At  what  a  dire  expence  of  kindred  blood  ? 
"  And  are  they  now  diffolv'd  ?    And  fcarce  one 
"  drop  305 

"  For  the  fair  firft  of  bleffmgs  have  we  paid  ? 
"  Courage,  and  conduct,  in  the  doubtful  field, 
"  When  rages  wide  the  ftorm  of  mingling  war, 
"Are  rare  indeed  ;  but  how  to  generous  ends 
"  To  turn  fuccefs,  and  conqueft,  rarer  ftill :       310 
"  That  the  great  gods  and  Romans  only  know. 
"  Lives  there  on  earth,  almoft  to  Greece  unknown, 
"  A  people  fo  magnanimous,  to  quit 
"  Their  native  foil,  traverfe  the  ftormy  deep, 
"  And  by  their  blood  and  treafure,  fpcnt  for  us,  315 
"  Redeem  our  ftates,  cur  liberties,  and  laws  ! 
"  There   does !    there  does !    oh,  faviour  Titus ! 
"  Rome  !'  [fouls, 

Thus  through  the  happy  night  they  pour'd  their 
And  in  my  laft  reflected  beams  rejoic'd. 
As  when  the  fhepherd,on  the  mountain  brow,  320 
Sits  piping  to  his  flocks,  and  gamefcene  kids ; 
Meantime  the  fun,  beneath  the  green  earth  fuuk, 
Slants  upward  o'er  the  fcene  a  parting  gleam  : 
Short  is  the  glory  that  the  mountain  gilds, 
Plays  on  the  glittering  flocks,  and  glads  the  fwain ; 
To  weftern  worlds  irrevocable  roll'd,  326 

Rapid,  the  fourcc  of  light  recals  his  ray. 

Here  interpofing  I. — "  Oh,  queen  of  men  ! 
"  Beneath  whofe  fceptre  in  effential  rights 
"  Equal  they  live ;    though  plac'd,  for  common 
"tgood,  330 

"  Various,  or  in  fubjectlori,  or  command ; 
"  And  that  by  common  choice  :  alas !  the  fcene, 
"  With  virtue,  freedom,  and  with  glory  bright, 
"  Streams  into  blood,  and  darkens  into  woe." 
Thus  fhe  purfued.— Near  this  great  era,  Rome  335 
Began  to  feel  the  fwift  approach  of  fate, 
That  now  her  vitals  gain'd:  ftill  more  and  more 
Her  deep  divifions  kindling  into  ra^e, 
And  war  with  chains  and  defolation  charg'd. 
From  an  unequal  balance  of  her  fons  340 

Thefe  fierce  contentions  fprung ;  and,  as  increased 
This  hated  inequality,  more  fierce 
They  flam'd  to  tumult.     Independence  fail'd; 
Here  by  luxurious  wants,  by  real  there ; 
And  with  this  virtue  every  virtue  funk,  345 

As,  with  the  fiiding  rock,  the  pile  fufcain'd. 
A  laft  attempt,  too  late,  the  Gracchi  made, 
To  fix  the  flying  fcale,  and  poife  the  date. 
On  one  fide  fwell'd  ariftocratic  pride  ; 
"With  ufury,  the  villain  !  whofe  fell  gripe          350 
Bends  by  degrees  to  bafenefs  the  free  foul ; 
And  luxury  rapacious,  cruel,  mean, 
Mother  of  vice  !  while  on  the  other  crept 
A  populace  in  want,  with  plcafure  fir'd  ; 
Fit  for  profcriptions,  for  the  darkeft  deeds,       355 
As  the  proud  feeder  bade  :  inconftant,  blind, 
Deferting  friends  at  need,  and  dup'd  by  foes ; 
Loud  and  feditious,  when  a  chief  infpir'd 
Their  headlong  fury,  but,  of  him  depriv'd, 
Already  flaves  that  lick'd  the  fcourging  hand.  360 

This  firm  republic,  that  againft  the  blaft 
Of  opposition  rofe  ;  that  (like  an  oak, 
Nurs* d  on  ferocious  Algidum,  whofe  boughs 
Still  ftronger  fhoot  beneath  the  rigid  ax) 
By  lofs,  by  flaughter,  from  the  fteel  itfelf,         365 
Ev'n  force  and  fpirit  drew ;  fmit  with  the  calm, 
The  dead  ferene  of  profperous  fortune,  pin'd. 
Nought  now  her  weighty  legions  could  oppofe  j 


rler  terror  once  on  Afric's  tawny  (here,  fi6y 

Now  fmok'd  in  duft,  a  ftabling  now  for  wolves; 
And  every  dreaded  power  receiv'd  the  yoke. 
Befides,  deftructive,  from  the  conquer'd  eaft, 
n  the  fo;  t  plunder  came  that  worft  of  plagues, 
That  peftilence  of  mind,  a  fever'd  thirfb 
For  the  falfe  joys  which  luxury  prepares,  375 

Unworthy  joys !  that  wafteful  leave  behind 
No  mark  of  honour,  in  reflecting  hour, 
No  fecret  ray  to  glad  the  confcious  foul ; 
At  once  involving  in  one  ruin  wealth, 
And  wealth  acquiring  powers  :  while  ftupid  felf, 
Of  narrow  guff,  and  hebetating  fenfe  38! 

Devour  the  nobler  faculties  of  blifs. 
Hence  Roman  virtue  flacken'd  into  floth  ; 

curity  relax'd  the  foftening  ftate  ; 
And  the  broad  eye  of  government  lay  clos'd 
No  more  the  laws  inviolable  reis;n'd, 
And  public  weal  no  more :  but  party  rag'd  ;     385 
And  partial  power,  and  licence  unreftrain'd, 
Let  difcord  through  the  deathful  city  loofe. 
Firft,  mild  Tiberius,  on  thy  facred  head  390 

The  fury's  vengeance  fell ;  the  firft  whofe  blood 
Had  fince  the  conful's  flain'd  contending  Rome. 
Of  precedent  pernicious !  with  thee  bled 
Three  hundred  Romans ;  with  thy  brother,  next, 
Three  thoufand  more;  till,  into  battles  turn'd  375 
Debates  of  peace,  and  forc'd  the  trembling  iaws, 
The  forum  and  comitia  horrid  grew, 
A  fcene  of  barter'd  power,  or  reeking  gore. 
When,  haif-afnam'd,  corruption's  thieviih  arts, 
And  ruffian  force  began  to  fap  the  monnds       400 
And  majefty  of  laws ;  if  not  in  time 
Reprefs'd  fevere,  for  human  aid  too  ftrong 
The  torrenf  turns,  and  overbears  the  whole. 

Thus  luxury,  diffenfion,  a  mix'd  rage 
Of  boundlefs  pleafure  and  of  boundlefs  wealth,  405 
Want  wifning  change,  and  wafte  repairing  war, 
Rapine  for  ever  loft  to  peaceful  toil, 
Guilt  unaton'd,  profufe  of  blood  revenge, 
Corruption  all  avow'd,  and  lawlefs  force, 
Each  heightening  each,  alternate  fhook  the  ftate, 
Meantime  ambi:ion,  at  the  dazzling  head         411 
Of  hardy  legions,  with  the  laurels  heap'd 
And  fpoil  of  nations,  in  one  circling  blaft 
Combin'd  in  various  ftorni,  and  from  its  bafc 
The  broad  repxiblic  tore.     By  virtue  built,       415 
It  touch'd  the  ikies,  and  fpread  o'er  fhelter'd  earth 
An  ample  roof:  by  virtue  too  fuftain'd, 
And  balanc'd  fteady,  every  tempeft  fung 
Innoxious  by,  or  bade  it  firmer  ftand. 
But  when,  with  fudclen  and  enormous  change,  420 
The  firft  of  mankind  funk  into  the  laft, 
As  once  in  virtue,  fo  in  vice  extreme, 
This  univerfal  fabric  yielded  loofe, 
Before  ambition  ft  ill ;  and  thundering  down, 
At  laft,  beneath  its  ruins  cruih'd  a  world.         425 
A  conquering  people,  to  themfelves  a  prey, 
Muft  ever  fall ;  when  their  victorious  troops, 
In  blood  and  rapine  favage  grown,  can  find 
No  land  to  fack  and  pillage  but  their  own. 

By  brutal  Marius,  and  keen  Sylla,  firft          430 
EfFus'd  the  deluge  dire  of  civil  blood, 
UnceaCng  woes  began,  and  this,  or  that, 
(Deep-drenching  their  revenge)  nor  virtue  fpar'd, 
Nor  fex,  nor  age,  nor  quality,  nor  name  ; 
Till  Rome,  into  an  human  (humbles  turn'd,     435 
Mede  deferts  lovely. — Oh,  to  well-earn'd  chain* 
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Devoted  rade  ! — If  no  true  Roman  then, 
No  Scsevola  there  was,  to  raife  for  hie 
A  vengeful  hand  :  was  there  no  father,  robb'd 
Of  blooming  youth  to  prop  his  wither'd  age  ?  440 
No  fon,  a  witnc'fs  to  his  hoary  fire 
In  duft  and  gore  defil'd  ?  no  friend  forlorn  ? 
Ko  wretch  that  doubtful  trembled  for  himfelf  ? 
None  brave,  or  wild,  to  pierce  a  monfter's  heart, 
Who,  heaping  horror  round,  no  more  deferv'd  445 
The  facred  {belter  of  the  laws  he  fpurn'd  ? 
No.     Sad  o'er  all  profound  dejection  fat ; 
And  nervelefs  fear.     The  flave's  afylum  theirs : 
Or  flight,  ill-judging,  that  the  timid  back 
Turns  weak  to  flaughter ;  or  partaken  guilt.    450 
In  vain  from  Sylla's  vanity  I  drew 
An  unexampled  deed.     The  power  refign'd, 
And  all  unhop'd  the  common-wealth  reftor'd, 
Amaz'd  the  public,  and  effac'd  his  crimes^ 
Through  ftreets  yet  ftreaming  from  his  murderous 
hand  455 

Unarm'd  he  ftray'd,  unguarded,  unaffail'd, 
And  on  the  bed  of  peace  his  afkes  laid  ; 
A  grace,  which  I  to  his  demiffion  gave. 
But  with  him  dy'd  not  the  defpotic  foul. 
Ambition  faw  that  ftooping  Rome  could  bear  460 
A  mailer,  nor  had  virtue  to  be  free  > 
Hence,  for  fucseeding  years,  my  troubled  reign 
No  certain  peace,  no  fpreading  profpecl:  knew. 
Deftruction  gather'd  round.     Still  the  black  fdul, 
•Or  of  a  Catnline,  or  Rullus,  fwell'd  465 

With  fell  defigns ;  and  all  the  watchful  art 
Of  Cicero  demanded,  all  the  force, 
All  the  ftate-wielding  magic  of  his  tongue  ; 
And  all  the  thunder  of  my  Cato's  zeal. 
With  thefe  I  liriger'd  ;  till  the  flame  anew        470 
Burft  out  in  blaze  immenfe,  and  wrapt  the  world. 
The  fhameful  conteft  fprung  ;  to  whom  mankind 
Should  yield  the  neck  :    to  Pompey,  whb  con 
ceal' d 

A  rage  impatient  of  an  equal  name  ; 
Or  to  the  nobler  Casfar,  on  whofe  brow  475 

O'er  daring  vice  deluding  virtue  fmil'd, 
And  who  no  lefs  a  vain  fuperior  fcorn'd. 
Both  bled,  but  bled  in  vain.     New  traitors  rofe, 
The  venal  WlLL  la  bought ,  the  bafe  ba-ve  lords. 
To  thefe  vile  wars  I  left  ambitious  flaves  ;         480 
And  from  Philippi's  field,  from  where  in  duft 
The  laft  of  Romans,  matchlefs  Brutus  !  lay, 
Spread  to  the  north  untam'd  a  rapid  wing. 

What  though  the  fir  ft  fmooth  Cxfar's  arts  ca- 

refs'd, 

Merit  and  virtue,  fimulating  me  ?  485 

Severely  tender  !  cruelly  humane ! 
The  chain  to  clinch,  and  make  it  fofter  fit 
On  the  new-broken  ftill  ferocious  ftate. 
JFrorn  the  dark  third,  fucceeding,  I  beheld 
Th'  imperial  monfters  all.^ — A  race  on  earth     490 
Vindictive,  fent  the  fcourge  of  human  kind ! 
Whofe  blind  profufion  drain'd  a  bankrupt  world  ; 
Whofe  luft  to  forming  nature  feems  difgrace  ; 
And  whofe  infernal  rage  bade  every  drop 
Of  ancient  blood,  that  yet  retain'd  my  flame,  495 
To  that  of  Paetus,  in  the  peaceful  bath, 
Or  Rome's  affrighted  ftreets,  inglorious  flow. 
But  almoft  juft  the  meanly-patient  death, 
That  waits  a  tyrant's  unprevented  ftroke. 
Titus  indeed  gave  one  fhort  evenly  gleam  ;   500 


More  cordial  felt,  as  in  the  midft  it  fpread 
Of  ftorm,  and  horror.     The  delight  of  men  f 
He  who  the  day,  when  his  o'erflowing  hand 
Had  made  no  happy  heart,  concluded  loft ; 
Trajan  and  he,  with  the  mild  fire  and  fon,        505 
His  fon  of  virtue  !  eas'd  awhile  mankind ; 
And  arts  reviv'd  beneath  their  gentle  beam. 
Then  was  their  laft  effort :  what  fculpture  rais'd 
To  Trajan's  glory,  following  triumphs  ftole ;  509 
Andmix'd  with  Gothic  forms,  (the  chiffel's  fhame) 
On  that  triumphal  arch,  the  forms  of  Greece. 
Meantime   o'er   rocky   Thrace,  and  the  deep 

vales 

Of  gelid  Hemus,  I  purfued  my  flight ; 
And,  piercing  faf theft  Scythia,  weftward  fwept 
Sarmatia,  travers'd  by  a  thoufand  ftreams.         51^ 
A  fullen  land  of  lakes,  and  fens  immenfe, 
Of  rocks,  refounding  torrents,  gloomy  heaths, 
And  cruel  deferts  black  with  founding  pine  ; 
Where  nature  frowns:  though  fometimes  in  to  fmiles 
She  foftens ;  and  immediate,  at  the  touch          520 
Of  fouthern  gales,  throws  from  the  fudden  glebe 
Luxuriant  pafture,  and  a  wafte  of  flowers. 
But,  cold-compreft,jwhen  the  whole  loaded  heaven 
Defcends  in  fnow,  loft  in  one  white  abrupt, 
Lies  undiftinguifh'cl  earth ;  and,  feiz'dby  froft,52j; 
Lakes,  headlong  ftreams,  and  floods,  and  oceans- 

fleep, 

Yet  there  life  glows ;  the  furry  millions  there, 
Deep-dig  their  dens  beneath  the  flickering  mows  : 
And  there  a  race  of  men  prolific  fwarms, 
To  various  pain,  to  little  pleafure  us'd  ;  530 

On  whom,  keen  parching,  beat  Riphseah  winds ; 
Hard  like  their  foil,  and  like  their  climate  fierce, 
The  nurfery  of  nations  ! — Thefe  I  rous'd, 
Drove  land  on  land,  on  people  people  pour'd  ; 
Till  from  almoft  perpetual  night  they  broke,   535 
As  if  in  fearch  of  day  ;  and  o'er  the  banks 
Of  yielding  empire,  only  flave-fuftain'd, 
Refiftlefs  rag'd,  in  vengeance  urg'd  by  me. 

Long  in  the  barbarous  heart  the  bury'd  feeds. 
Of  freedom  lay,  for  many  a  wiritery  age.;         540 
And  though  my  fpirit  work'd  by  flow  degrees, 
Nought  but  its  pride  and  fiercenefs  yet  appear'd. 
Then  was  the  night  of  time,  that  parted  worlds. 
I  quitted  earth  the  while.     As  when  the  tribes 
Aerial,  warn'd  of  rifing  winter,  ride  545 

Autumnal  winds,  to  warmer  climates  borne? 
So,  arts  and  each  pood  genius  in  my  train, 
I  cut  the  clofing  gloom,  and  foar'd  to  heaven. 

In  the  bright  regions  there  of  piireft  day, 
Far  other  fcenes,  and  palaces,  ariifc,  55* 

Adorn'd  profufe  with  other  arts  divine. . 
All  beauty  here  below,  to  them  compar'd, 
Would,  like  a  rofe  before  the  mid-day  fun, 
Shrink  up  its  bloffom  ;  like  a  bubble,  break 
The  paffing  poor  magnificence  of  kings.  555 

For  there  the  King  of  Nature,  in  full  blaze, 
Calls  .every  fplendor  forth ,  and  there  his  court 
Amid  ethereal  powers,  and  virtues,  holds  : 
Angel,  archangel,  tutelary  gods, 
Of  cities,  nations,  empires,  and  of  worlds.         560 
But  facred  be  the  veil,  that  kindly  clouds 
A  light  too  keen  for  mortals :  wraps  a  veiw 
Too  foftenme  fair,  for  thofe  that  here  in  duft 
Muft  cheerful  toil  out  their  appointed  years. 
A  fcnfe  of  higher  life  would  only  damp  j6$ 
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The  fchool-boy's  tafk,  and  fpoil  his  playful  hours. 
Nor  could  the  child  of  reafon,  feeble  man, 
With  vigour  through  this  infant  being  drudge ; 
l)id  brighter  worlds,  their  unimagin'd  blifs 
Difclofing,  dazzle  and  diffolve  his  mind.  5  70 
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Tacitus  introduces  the  account  he  gives  of  his  death 
thus: — ««  After  having  inhumanly  flaughtered  fo 
"  many  illuftrious  men,  he  (Nero)  burned  at  lafl 
"  with  a  defire  of  cutting  off  virtue  itfelf  in  the 
"  perfon  of  Thrafea,  &c." 

Ver.  505.  Antoninus  Pius,  and  his  adopted  fon 
Marcus  Aurelius,  afterwards  called  Antoninus  Phi- 
lofophus. 

Ver.  511.  Conftantine's  arch,  to  build  which, 
ftiat  of  Trajan  was  deftroyed,  fculpture  having 
been  then  almoft  entirely  loft. 

Ver.  515.  The  ancient  Sarmatia  contained  a 
vaft  tract  of  country  running  all  along  the  north 
of  Europe  and  Afia. 


PART  IV.    BRITAIN. 

Contents. 

Difference  betwixt  the  ancients  and  moderns  fli'ght- 
ly  touched  upon,  to  ver.  30.  Defcription  of  the 
dark  aijes.  The  Goddefs  of  Liberty,  who  dur 
ing  thefe  is  fuppofed  to  have  left  earth,  returns, 
attended  with  Arts  and  Science,  to  ver.  100. 
She  firft  defcends  on  Italy.  Sculpture,  Painting, 
and  Architecture  fix  at  Rome,  to  revive  their 
feveral  arte  by  the  great  models  of  antiquity 
there,  which  many  barbarous  invafions  had  not 
been  able  to  deftroy.  The  revival  of  thefe  arts 
marked  out.  That  fometimes  arts  may  flourifh 
for  a  while  under  defpotic  governments,  though 
never  the  natural  and  genuine  production  of 
them,  t9  ver,  254.  .Learning  begins  to  dawn. 


The  Mufe  and  Science  attend  Liberty,  who  ia 
her  progrefs  towards  Great  Britain  raifes  feveral 
free  ftates  and  cities.  Thefe  enumerated,  to  ver. 
381.  Author's  exclamation  of  joy,  upon  feeing 
the  Britifh  feas  and  coafts  rife  in  the  vition, 
which  painted  whatever  the  Goddefs  of  Liberty 
faid.  She  refumes  her  narration.  The  Genius 
of  the  Deep  appears,  and,  addreffing  Liberty  ^ 
affbciates  Great  Britain  into  hi*  dominion,  to 
ver.  451.  Liberty  received  and  congratulated  by 
Britannia,  and  the  Native  Genii  or  Virtues  c£ 
the  ifland.  Thefe  defcribed.  Animated  by  the 
prefence  of  Liberty,  they  begin  their  operations. 
Their  beneficent  influence  contrafted  with  the 
works  and  delufions  of  oppofing  demons,  to 
ver.  626.  Concludes  with  an  abftract:  of  the 
Engliih  hiftory,  marking  the  feveral  advances  of 
Liberty,  down  to  her  complete  eftablifhment  at 
the  Revolution.  » 

STRUCK  with  the  rifing  fcene,  thus  I  amaz'd  : 

"  Ah,  Goddefs,  what  a  change  !  Is  earth  the  fame! 

"  Of  the  fame  kind  the  ruthlefs  race  fhe  feeds  ? 

"  And  does  the  fame  fair  fun  and  ether  fpread 

"  Round  this  vile  fpot  their  all-enlivening  foul  ?  5 

"  Lo  !  beauty  fails  ;  loft  in  unlovely  forms 

"  Of  little  pdmp,  magnificence  no  more 

"  Exalts  the  mind,  and  bids  the  public  fmile : 

"  While  to  rapacious  intereft  glory  leaves 

"  Mankind,  and  every  grace  of  life  is  gone."      lo 

To  this  the  power,  whofe  vital  radiance  calls 
From  the  brute  mafs  of  man  an  order'd  world, 

"  Wait  till  the  morning  fhines,  and  from  the 
"  Of  Gothic  darknefs  fprings  another  day.  [depth 
'*  True  genius  droops  ;  the  tender  ancient  tafte  15 
'  Of  beauty,  then  freih-blooming  in  her  prime, 
'  But  faintly  trembles  through  the  callous  foul ; 
'  And  grandeur,  or  of  morals,  or  of  life, 
c  Sinks  into  fafe  purfuits,  and  creeping  cares. . 
'  Ev'n  cautious  virtue  feems  to  ftoop  her  flight,  2O 
'  And  aged  life  to  deem  the  generous  deeds 
{  Of  youth  romantic.     Yet  in  cooler  thought 
'  Well-reafon'd,  in  refearches  piercing  deep 
'  Through  nature's  works,  in  profitable  arts, 
'  And  all  that  calm  experience  can  difclofe,       1$ 
1  (Slow  guide,  but  fure)  behold  the  world  anew 
'  Exalted  rife,  with  other  honours  crown'd  ; 
'  And,  where  my  fpirit  wakes  the  finer  powers, 
'  Athenian  laurels  ftill  afrefh  fhall  bloom." 

Oblivious  ages  pafs'd  ;  while  earth,  forfook,  30 
By  her  beft  genii,  lay  to  demons  foul, 
And  unchain'd  furies,  an  abandon'd  prey. 
Contention  led  the  van  ;  firft  fmall  of  fize, 
But  foon  dilating  to  the, ikies  fhe  towers: 
Then,  wide  as  air,  the  livid  fury  fpread,  35 

Arid  high  her  head  above  the  ftormy  clouds, 
She  blaz'd  in  omens,  fwell'd  the  groaning  wind* ; 
With  wild  lurmifes,  battlings,  founds  of  war  : 
From  land  to  land  the  maddening  trumpet  blew, 
Andpour'd  her  venom  through  the  heart  of  man.  40 
Shook  to  the  pole,  the  north  obey'd  her  call. 
Forth  rulh'd  the  bloody  power  of  Gothic  war, 
War  againft  human  kind :  Rapine,  that  led 
Millions  of  raging  robbers  in  his  train  : 
Unliftening,  barbarous  force,  towhomthefword  45 
Is  reafon,  honour,  law  :  the  foe  of  arts 
By  monfters  follow'd,  hideous  to  behold,       [thefe 
That  claim'd  their  place.  Outrageous  mix'd  with 
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Another  fpecies  of  tyrannic  rule, 

Unknown  before,  whofe  can  crous  fhacklesfelz'd  5 

Th'  envenom'd  foul ;  a  wilder  fury,  ihe 

Ev'n  o'er  her  elder  filler  tyranniz'd  ; 

Or,  if  perchance  agreed,  inflam'd  her  rage. 

Dire  was  her  train,  and  loud  ;  the  fable  band, 

Thiuiderittgy— Submit,  ye  laity  !  ye  profane  !     5 

"  Earth  is  the  Lord's,  and  therefore  ours;  let  king 

*'  Allow  the  common  claim,  and  half  he  theirs ; 

"  If  not,  behold  !  the  facre-i  lightning  flics  :" 

vu:holaftic  difcord,  with  an  hundred  tongues. 

For  fcience  uttering  jangling  words  obfcure,       6 

Where  frighted  reafon  never  yet  could  dwell ; 

Of  peremptory  feature,  cleric  pride. 

Whofe  reddening  cheek  no  contradiction  bears 

And  holy  flander,  his  affociate  firm, 

On  whom  the  lying  fplrit  ftill  defcends :  65 

Mother  of  tortures !  perfecuting  zeal, 

High-flafhing  in  her  hand  the  ready  torch, 

Or  poniard  bath'd  in  unbelieving  blood  ; 

Hell's  fierceffc  fiend  !  of  faintly  brow  demure, 

Affuming  a  celeftiai  feraph's  name,  70 

While  fhe  beneath  the  blaiphemous  pretence 

Of  pleafmg  Parent  Heaven,  thzfource  of  love  ! 

Has  wrought  more  horrors,  more  detefted  deeds, 

Than  all  the  reft  combin'd.     Led  on  by  her, 

And  wild  of  head  to  work  her  fell  defigns,         75 

Came  idiot  fuperftition  ;  round  with  ears 

Innumerous  ftrov/'d,  ten  thousand  monkifh  forms 

With  legends  ply'd  them,  and  with  tenets,  meant 

To  charm  or  fcare  the  fimple  into  flaves, 

And  poifon  reafon  ;  grofs,  fhe  fwallows  all,         80 

The  moft  abfurd  believing  ever  rnoft. 

Broad  o'er  the  whole' her  univerfal  night, 

The  gloom  ftill  doubling,  ignorance  diffus'd. 

Nought  to  be  feen,  but  vifionary  monks 
To  councils  ftrolling,  and  embroiling  creeds  ;      85 
Banditti  faints,  difturbing  diftant  lands ; 
And  unknown  nations,  wandering  for  a  home. 
All  lay  revers'd  :  the  facred  arts  of  rule 
Turn'd  to  flagitious  leagues  againft  mankind, 
And  arts  of  plunder  more  and  more  avow'd  ;     90 
Pure  plain  devotion  to  a  folemn  farce  ; 
To  holy  dotage  virtue,  ev'n  to  guile, 
To  murder,  and  a  mockery  of  oaths  ; 
Ivnive  ancient  freedom  to  the  rage  of  flaves, 
Proud  of  their  ftate,  and  fighting  for  their  chains ; 


Difhonour'd  courage  to  the  bravo's  trade,          '96 
To  civil  broil ;  and  glory  to  romance. 
•Thus  human  life  unhing'd  to  ruin  recl'd, 
And  giddy  reafon  totter'd  on  her  throne. 

At  iaft  Heaven's  beft  inexplicable  fcheme,     TOO 
Difclofing,  bade  new  brightening  eras  fmile. 
The  high  command  gone  forth,  Arts  in  my  train, 
And  azure-mantled  fcience,  fwut  we  fpread 
A  founding  pinion.     Eager  pity,  mixt 
With  indignation,  urg'd  her  downward  flight.  105 
On  Latium  firft  we  ftoop'd,  for  doubtful  life 
That  panted,  funk  beneath  unnumber'd  woes. 
Ah,  poor  Italia  !  what  a  bitter  cup 
Of  vengeance  haft  thou  drain'd !    Goths,  Vandals, 

Huns, 

Lombards,  barbarians  broke  from  every  land,     iio 
How-many  a  ruffian  form  haft  thou  beheld  ! 
What  horrid  jargons  heard,  where  rage  alone 
Was  all  thy  frighted  ear  could  comprehend  ! 
How  frequent  by  the  red  inhuman  hand,    [blood, 
Yet    warm    with  brother's,    hufband's,    father's 
lirtfl  thou  thy  matrons  and  thy  virgins  feen 


To  violation  dragg'd,  and  mingled  death ! 
What  conflagrations,  earthquakes,  ravage,  floods, 
Have  turn'd  thy  cities  into  ftony  wilds  ; 
And  fuccourlefs,  and  bare,  the  poor  remains      120 
Of  wretches  forth  to  nature's  common  call ! 
Added  fo  thefe,  the  ftill  continued  wafte 
Of  inbred  foes,  that  on  thy  vitals  prey, 
And,  double  tyrants,  feize  the  very  foul. 
Where  had't  thou  treafures  for  this  rapine  all  ? 
Thcfe  hungry  myriads  that  thy  bowels  tore, 
Heap'u  f.-ck  on  fack,  and  bury'd  in  their  rage 
Wonders  of  art ;  whence  this  grey  fcene  a  mine 
Of  more  than  gold  becomes  and  orient  gems,  1251 
Where  Kgypt,  Greece,  and  Rome,  united  glow. 

Here  fculpture,  painting,  architecture,  bent 
From  ancient  models  to  reitore  their  arts, 
Remain'd.     A  little  trace  we  how  they  rofe. 

Amid  the  hoary  ruins  fculpture  firft,  134 

Deep-digging,  from  the  cavern  dark  and  damp, 
Their  gnve  for  ages,  bid  her  marble  race 
Spring  to  new  light.     Joy  fparkled  in  her  eyes, 
And  old  remembrance  thrill'd  in  every  thought, 
As  fhe  the  pleafiiig  rcfurrection  faw. 
In  leaning  {itc,  refpiring  from  his  toils  140 

The  well-kno\vn  hero,  who  deliver'd  Greece, 
His  ample  cheft,  all  tempefted  with  force, 
Unconquerable  rear'd.     She  faw  the  head, 
Breathing  the  hrrb,  fmali,  of  Grecian  fizo, 
Scarce  more  er.-cnfive  than  the  iinewy  neck  ;  145 
The  fpreading  ihoulders,  mufcular,  and  broad  ; 
The  whole  a  mafs  of  fwelling  finews,  touch'd 
Into  harmonious  fhape  ;  fhe  faw,  and  joy'd. 
The  yellow  hunter,  Meleagef,  rais'd 
His  beauteous  front,and  through  the  finifh'd  whols 
Shows  what  ideas  fmil'd  of  old  in  Greece.        151 
Of  raging  afpect,  rufh'd  impetuous  forth 
The  Gladiator.     Pitylefs  his  look, 
And  each  keen  finew  brac'd,  the  ftorm  of  war, 
Ruffling,  o'er  all  his  nervous  body  frowns.       155 
The  Dying  Other  from  the  gloom  fhe  drew. 
Supported  on  his  fhorten'd  arm  he  leans, 
Prone  agonizing  ;  with  incumbent  fate, 
rieavy  declines  his  head  ;  yet  dark  beneath      159 
The  fuffering  feature  fulien  vengeance  lowers, 
Shame,  indignation.,  unaccompliih'd  rage, 
And  ftill  the  clieated  eye  expects  his  fail. 
All  conqueft-flufh'd,  from  proftrate  Python,  came 
The  quiver'd  god.     In  graceful  act  he  ftands, 
iis  arm  extended  with  the  flacken'd  bow.        165 
-igb.t  flows  his  eafy  robe,  and  fair  difplays 
A  manly  foften'd  form.     The  bloom  of  gods 

ems  youthful  o'er  the  beardlefs  cheek  to  wave, 
iis  features  yet  heroic  ardour  warms  ; 
And  fvveet  fubfiding  to  a  native  fmile,  170 

Mixt  with  the  joy  elating  conqueft  gives, 
A  fcatter'd  frown  exalts  his  matchlefs  air. 
On  Flora  mov'd  ;  her  full-proportion'd  limbs 
Rife  through  the  mantle  fluttering  in  the  breeze. 
The  queen  of  love  arofe,  as  from  the  deep        179 

he  fprung  in  all  the  melting  pomp  of  charms. 
Bafhful  flie  bends,  her  well-taught  look  afide 
Turns  in  enchanting  guife,  where  dubious  mis 
Vain  confcious  beauty,  a  diffembled  fenfe 
Of  modeft  fhame,  and  flippery  looks  of  love,    l8<* 

"he  gazer  grows  enamour'd,  and  the  {tone, 
As  if  exulting  in  its  conqueft,  fmiies. 
o  turn'd  each  limb,  fo  Iwell'd  with  foftening  art, 

at  the  deluded  eye  the  marble  doubts. 
\t  Iaft  her  utmoft  mafter-piecc  fhe  found,       183 
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That  Maro  fir'd ;  the  miferable  firf, 

Wrapt  with  his  fons  in  fates  fevereft  grafp. 

The  ferpents,  twifting  round  their  ftringent  folds 

Inextricable  tie.     Such  paffion  here, 

Such  agonies,  fuch  bitternefs  of  pain,  190 

Seem  fo  to  tremble  through  the  tortur'd  {tone, 

That  the  touch'd  heart  engroffes  all  the  view. 

Almoft  unmark'd  the  beft  proportions  pafs, 

That  ever  Greece  beheld  ;  and,  feen  alone, 

On  the  rapt  eye  th'  imperious  pafiions  feize  :  195 

The  father's  double  pangs,  both  for  himfelf 

And  fons  convuls'd  ;  to  heaven  his  rueful  look, 

Imploring  aid,  and  half-accufing,  caft  ; 

His  fell  defpair  with  indignation  mixt. 

As  the  ftrong  curling  moHfters  from  his  fide    200 

His  full  extended  fury  cannot  tear. 

More  tender  touch'd,  with  varied  art,  his  fons 

All  the  foft  rage  of  younger  pafiions  {how. 

In  a  boy's  helplefs  fate  one  finks  opprefs'd  ; 

While,  yet  unpierc'd,  the  frighted  other  tries  405 

His  foot  to  fteal  out  of  the  horrid  twine. 

She  bore  no  more,  but  ftrait  from  Gothic  ruil 
Her  chifel  clear'd,  and  duft  and  fragments  drove 
Impetuous  round.     Succefllve  as  it  went, 
From  fon  tofon,,  with  more  enlivening  touch,  210' 
From  the  brute  rock  it  call'd  the  breathing  form  ; 
Till,  in  a  legiflator's  awful  grace 
Drefs'd,  Buonaroti  bid  a  Mofes  rife, 
And,  looking  love  immenfe,  a  Saviour-God. 

Of  thefe  obfcrvant,  painting  felt  the  {ire       215 
Burn  inward.     Then  ecflatic  {he  diiTus'd 
The  canvas,  feiz'd  the  pallet,  with  quick  hand 
The  colours  brew'd  ;  and  on  the  void  expanfe 
Her  gay  creation  pour'd,  her  mimic  world. 
Poor  was  the  manner  of  her  eldeft  race,  22O 

Barren,  and  dry  ;  juft  ftruggling  from  the  tafle, 
That  had  for  ages  fcar'd  in  cloyfters  dim 
The  fuperflitious  herd :  yet  glorious  then 
Were  deem'd  their  works;    where  uhdevelop'd 

lay 

The  future  wonders  that  enrich'd  mankind,     225 
And  a  new  light  and  grace  o'er  Europe  caft, 
Arts  gradual  gather  ftreams.     Enlarging  this 
To  each  his  portion  of  her  various  gifts 
The  goddefs  dealt,  to  none  indulging  all ; 
No,  not  to  Raphael.     At  kind  diftance  ft  ill     230 
Perfection  {lands,  like  happinefs,  to  tempt 
Th'  eternal  chafe.     In  elegant  defign 
Improving  nature  ;  in  ideas  fair, 
Or  great,  extracted  from  the  fine  antique  ; 
In  attitude,  expreffion,  airs  divine ;  235 

Her  fons  of  R.ome  and  Florence  bore  the  prize. 
To  thofe  of  Venice  {he  the  magic  art 
Of  colours  melting  into  colours  gave. 
Theirs  too  it  was  by  one  embracing  mafs         239 
Of  light  and  {hade  that  fettles  round  the  whole, 
Or  varies  tremulous  from  part  to  part, 
O'er  all  a  binding  harmony  to  throw, 
To  raife  the  piclure,  and  repofe  the  fight. 
The  Lombard  fchool  fucceeding,  mingled  both. 

Meantime  dread  fanes,  and  palaces,  around,  245 
Rear'd  the  magnific  front.     Mufic  again 
Her  univerfal  language  of  the  heart 
Renew'd ;  and,  rifing  from  the  plaintive  vale, 
To  the  full  concert  fpread,  and  folemr.  quire.  249 

Ev:n  bigots  fmil'd;  to  their  protection  took 
Arts  not  their  own,  and  from  them  bornnv'd 
pomp  : 
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For  in  a  tyrant's  garden  thefe  a  while 

May  bloom,  though  freedom  be  their  parent  foil. 

And  now  confeft,  with  gently-growin--  gleam, 
The  morning  fhone,  and  weftward  ftream'd  its 
light,  255 

The  mute  awoke.  Not  fooner  on  the  wing 
Is  the  gay  bird  of  dawn.  Artlefs  her  voice. 
Untaught  and  wild,  yet  warbling  through  the 

woods 

Romantic  lays.  But  as  her  northern  courfe 
She,  with  her  tutor  fcience,  in  my  train,  260 

Ardent  purfu'd,  her  ftrains  more  noble  grew  : 
While  reafon  drew  the  plan,  the  heart  inform'd 
The  moral  page,  and  fancy  lent  it  grace. 

Rome  and  her  circling  deferts  caft  behind, 
1  pafs'd  not  idle  to  my  great  fojourn.  265 

On  Arno's  fertile  plain,  where  the  rich  vine 
Luxuriant  o'er  Etrurian  mountains  roves, 
Safe  in  the  lap  repos'd  of  private  blifs, 
I  fmall  republics  rais'd.    Thrice  happy  they!    269 
Had  focial  freedom  bound  their  peace,  and  arts, 
Inftead  of  ruling  power,  ne'er  meant  for  them, 
Employed  their  little  cares,  and  fav'd  their  fate. 

Beyond  the  rugged  Apennines,  that  roll 
Far  through  Italian  bounds  their  wavy  tops, 
My  path  too  I  with  public  blefilngs  ftrow'd  ;    275 
Free  ftates  and  cities,  where  the  Lombard  plain, 
In  fpite  of  culture  negligent  and  grofs, 
From  her  deep  bofom  pours  unbidden  joys, 
And  green  o'er  all  the  land  a  garden  fpreads. 

The  barren  rocks  themfelves  beneath  my  foot 
Relenting  bloom'd  on  the  Ligurian  ftiore.        281 
Thick  fwarming  people  there,  like  emmets,  feiz'd 
Amid  forrounding  cliffs,  the  fcatter'd  fpots, 
Which  nature  left  in  her  deftroying  rage, 
Made  their  own  fields,  nor  figh'd  for  other  lands. 
There,  in  white  prcfpedt,  from  the  rocky  hill,  286 
Gradual  defcending  to  the  fiielter'd  ihore, 
By  me  proud  Genoa's  marble  turrets  rofe. 
And  while  my  genuine  fpirit  warm'd  her  fons, 
Beneath  her  Dorias,  not  unworthy,  {he  290 

Vy'd  for  the  trident  of  the  narrow  feas, 
Ere  Britain  yet  had  open'd  all  the  main. 

Nor  be  the  then  triumphant  ftate  forgot ;  [ftill, 
Where,  pufh'd  from  plundered  earth,  a  remnant 
Infpir'd  by  me,  through  the  dark  ages  kept     295' 
Of  my  old  Roman  fhmie  fome  fparks  alive  : 
The  feeming  god-built  city  !  which  my  hand 
Deep  in  the  bofom  fix' d  of  wondering  leas. 
Aftonifh'd  mortals  fail'd,  with  pleafing  awe, 
Around  the  fea-girt  walls,  by  Neptune  fenc'd,  300 
And  down  the  briny  ftreet ;  where  on  each  hand, 
Amazing  feen  amid  unftable  waves,     • 
The  fplendid  palace  fhines  ;  and  rifing  tides, 
The  green  fteps  marking,  murmur  at  the  door. 
To  this  fair  queen  of  Adria's.  ftormy  gulf,         305 
The  mart  of-nations  !  long,  obedient  feas 
RolI'd  all  the  treafure  of  the  radient  Eaft  ; 
But  now  no  more.     Than  one  great  tyrant  worfe 
Whofe  {har'd  oppreflion  lightens  as  diffus'd) 
Each  fubiech  tearing,  many  tyrants  rofe.          310 
The  ieail  the  proudeft.     Join'd  in  dark  cabal, 
They  jealous,  watchful,  filent,  and  fevere, 
Caft  o'er  the  whole  indiffoluble  chains: 
The  fofter  {hackles  of  luxurious  eafe 
They  likewife  added,  to  fecure  their  fway.      31$ 
Thus  Venus  fainter  fhincs;  and  commerce  thus? 
Of  toil  impatient,  flags  the  drooping  iaii, 
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Burfting,  befides,  his  ancient  bounds,  he  took 
A.  larger  circle  ;  found  another'  feat, 
Opening   a   thouiand   ports,'   and  charm'd  with 
toil,  320 

Whom  nothing-  can  difmay,  far  other  fons. 

The  mountains  then,  clad  with  eternal  fnow, 
Confefs'd  my  power.    Deep  as  the  rampant  rocks, 
By  nature  thrown  infuperable  round, 
I  planted  there  a  league  of  friendly  ftates,         325 
And  bade  plain  freedom  their  ambition  be. 
There  in  the  vale,  where  rural  plenty  fills,  [horn, 
From  lake?,  and  meads,  and  furrow' d'  fields,  her 
Chief,   .vhere  the  Lemaa  pure  emits  the  Rhone, 
Rare  to' be  feen  !  unguilty  cities  1'ife,  330 

Cit:es  of  brothers  form'd  :  while  equal  life, 
Accorded  'gracious  with  revolving  power, 
Maintains  them  free  ;  and  in  their  happy  ftreets, 
Nor  crutl  deed  nor  mifery  is  known, 
For  valour,  faith,  and  innocence  of  life,  335 

Renown'd,  a  rough  laborious  people,  there, 
Not  only  give  the  dreadful  Alps  to  fmile, 
An'd  prefs  their  culture  on  retiring  fmnvs  ; 
But,  to  firm  order  train'd  and  patient  war, 
They  likowife  know,  beyond  the  nerve  remifs 
Of  u:c'Tcnary  force,  how  to  defend  341 

The  taftcful  little  th^r  hard  toil  hSs  earn'd, 
And  the  proud  arm  of  Bourbon  to  defy. 

Ev'n,' cheer'd  by  me,  their  fhaggy  mountains 
More  than  or  Gallic,  or  Italian  plains;  '"  '[charm 
And  fickehirig  fancy  oft,  when  abferit  long,  346 
Pines  to  behold  their  Alpine  views  again  : 
The  hollow-winding  ftream  :  the  vale,  fair  fpread, 
Amid  an'  amphitheatre  of  hills  ;  ' '  [fpr 

Whence,  '•  vapbur-wing'd,    the    fudden    tempeft 
From  fteep  to  fieep  afcending,  the  gay  train    351 
Of  fogs,  thick-roll' d  into  romantic  {hapes : 
The  flitting  cloud,  aga'inft  rhe  fummit  dafh'd  ; 
And,  by  the  fun  iilumin'd,  pouring  "bright 
A  gemmy  fhow'er  :  hung  o'er  amazing  rocks,  355 
The  mountain  afh,  and  folernn -founding  pine  : 
The  mow-fed  torrent,  in  v/hite  mazes  toft, 
Down  to  the  clear  ethereal  lake  below : 
And,  high  o'er-toppirig  all  the  broken  fcene, 
The  mountain  fading  into  Iky;  where  fhines     360 
On  winter  winter  fmvering,  and  whofe  top 
Licks*  from  their  cloudy  magazine  the  fn<ny~. 

From  thefe  defcending',  "as  I  wav'd  niy  courfe 
O'er  vaft  Ge*:;nania,  the  ferocious  nurfe 
Of  hardy  then  "and  hearts  affronting  cUath,       365 
I  gave  fome  favour' d  dues  there  to  iiTt 
A  nobler  brow, and  through  their  fv/r^rming  ftreets, 
More  bufy,  wealthy,  cheerful,  and  alive, 
Jn  each'  contented  face  to  look  rny  foul.  369 

Thence  the  loud  Baltic  palling, black  with  ftorm, 
To  -vvintery  Scandinavia's  utmoft  bound;     '"-•- 
There,  I  the  manly 'race,  the  parent-hive 
Of  the  rriix'd  kingdom's,  form'd  into  d  ft'ate 
More  regularly  free.     By  keener  air    '  3^4 

Their  genius  pufg'd,  and  temper' d  hard  by  froft, 
Tempeft,  'and  toil  their  rier'ves,:"the  fons  of  thbfe 
"Whofe  only 'terror  was  a'  bloodlefs  death, 
They  wife,  and  daui)  fiefs,  ftill'fufta'in'rny  cinfe. 
Yet  there  I  fix'd  not.     Turning  to  the  fouth, 
The  whifp^ring 'zephyrs'  iigh'ii  at  my  delay.     380 
*  Here' with  the 'fhuted  vuh-i  .  bufft  my  joy. 
"  O  the  dear  profpecl: !  O  Vnajcfric "v'cv'  ! 

*  fee  Britain's  empire  !  lo  !  the  watery-  v?\ft 

*  Wide-waves,  dilfufing  the  cerulian  plain.     384 


"  And  now,  methinks,  like  clouds  at  difbnce  feefl, 
"  Emerging  v/hke  from  deeps  of  ajther,  dawn 
"  My  kindred  cliffs ;  whence,  wafted  in  the  gale, 
"  I .'. viable,  a  fecret  fweetnefs  breathes.        [flows 
"  Godtlcis,  forgive  ! — My  heart,  furpris'd  o'er-" 
"  With  filial  fondnefs  for  the  l.;nd  you  blefs."  390 
As  pave.it^  to  a  chad  complacent  deign 
Approvanc^  :al  brightneis  fmil'd  ; 

..us:  AJ  o'er  the  wave-refounding  deep, 
To  my  near  reign,  the  happy  ifle,  I  fteer'd 
With  .:u  y  vvin  r  :->.'.LoId!  fromfurge  to  furge,  395 
Stalk'd  the  ;r  ;vr.  .ndnv. ;  genius  of  the  deep. 
Arcurd  ir.j-i  clouds,  in  mingled  tempeft,  hung; 
Thidi-fiaihjng  meteors  crown'd  his  ftarry  head  ; 
And  rc.dy  thunder  redden'd  in  his  hand,         399 
Or  from  it  ftreahi'd  compreft  the  gloomy  cloud. 
Where-e'erhe  loo'-fd,  the  trembling  waves  jecoil'd. 
He  needs  but  ftrike  the  coafcious  flood,  and  fhook 
FromThore  to  ihore.  in  agitation  dire,    : 
I   works  his  dreadTiil  will.     To  me  his  voice 
(^ike  that  hoarfc  blaih  that  round  the  cavern  howls, 
Alixt  with  the  iviurmurs  of  ilie  falling  main)   ' 
Addrefs'd,  began — By  fate  conimiffion'd,  go, 
"•  My  ftfter-goddefs  now,  to  yon  bleft  ifle,    ' 
"  Henceforth  the  partner  of  my  rough  domain, 
All  my  cu~e::d  v.ralks  to  Britons  open  lie.        410 
Thofe  that  refulgent,  or  with  rofy  morn, 
Or  yellow  evening,  flame ;  thofe  that,   profufe 
Drunk  by  equator-funs,  feverely  fhine ; 
Or  tnofc  that,  to  the  poles  aproaching,  rife 
In 'billows  rolling  into  Alps  of  ice.  415 

Ev'n  yet  untouch'd  by  daring  heel,  be  theirs 
The  vaft  Pacific  ;  that  on  other  worlds, 
"  Their  future  conqueft,  rolls  refounding  tides. 
"  I  Crig  I  maintain'd  inviolate  my  reign ; 
"  Nor  Alexander's  me,  nor  Casfars  brav'd.      420 
"  I  till,  in  the  crook  of  fhore,  the  coward  fail 
'f  Till  now '  low-crept ;  'and  peddling  commerce 

ply'd 

"  Betv/een  near-joining  lands.  For  Briton's,  chief, 
"  It  was  referv'd,  with  flar-directed  prow, 
"  To  "dare  the  middle-deep,  and  drive  affur'd  425 
"  To  diftant  nations  through  the  pathlefs  main, 
"  Chief,  for  their  fearlefs  hearts  the  glory  waits, 
"  Long  months  from  land,  while  the  black  ftormy 
"  Around  them  rages,  on  the  groaning  maft  [night 
"  With  unfhook  knee  to  know  their  giddy  way  ; 
"  To  fing,  unquell'd,  amid  the  lafhing  wave  ;  431 
"  To  laugh  at  danger.   'Theirs  the  triumph  be, 
"  By  deep  invention's  keen  pervading  eye, 
"  The'  heart  of  courage,  and  the  hand  of  toil, 
"  P'a.-h  conquer' d 'ocean  ftainingwith  their  blood, 
«'  Liftead  of  treafure  robb'd  by  ruffian  war,      436 
"  Round  focial  earth  to  circle  fair 'exchange, 
"  And  bind  the  nations  in  a  golden  chain, 
"  To  theie  I  honour'd  ftobp.     Rufhing  to  light, 
"  A  i  ace  of  men  behold  !  whofe  daring  deeds  44° 
"  V.  ill  in  renown  exalt  my  namelefs  plains 
"  O'er  thofe  of  fabling  earth,  as  her's  to  mine 
'"  In  terr<jr  yield.     Nay,  could  myfavage  heart 
"  Such  o-'ories  check,'  their  unfubmitting  foul 

tny  fury  brave,  my  tempeft  climb,  445 
"  An'd  might  in  fpite  of  me  my  kingdom  force." 
Here,  Waiting  ho  reply,  the  fhadowy  power 
KaAl  th.c  dark  iky,  and  to  the  deeps  return 'd  : 
While  the  loud  thunder  rattling  from  his  hand, 
Aufpicious,  fhook  opponent  Galh'a's  fiiore.        ^150 
Of  this  encounter  glad,  my  way  to  land 
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I  quick  purfued,  that  from  the  fmiling  fea 
Received  me  joyous.    Loud  acclaims  were  heard  ; 
And  mufic,  more  than  mortal,  warbling,  fill'd 
"With  pleas'd  aftoniihment  the  labouring  hind,  455 
Who  for  a  while  th'  unfiniih'd  furrow  left, 
And  let  the  liftening  fteer  forget  his  toil. 
Unfeen  by  grofier  eye,  Britannia  breath'd, 
And  her  aerial  train,  thefe  founds  of  joy, 
Full  of  old  time,  fmce  firft  the  ruining  flood,    460 
Urg'd  by  almighty  power,  this  favour 'd  ifle 
Turn'd  flaming  from  the  continent  afide, 
Indented  fhore  to  ftiore  refponfive  ftill, 
Its  guardian  Ihe — The  goddefs,  whole  ftaid  eye 
Beams  the  dark  azure  of  the  doubtful  dawn.    465 
Her  trefies,  like  a  flood  of  foften'd  light, 
Through  clouds  imbrown'd,in  waving  circles  play. 
Warm  on  her  cheek  fits  beauty's  brighteft  role. 
Of  high  demeanour,  ftately,  Ihedding  grace 
With  every  motion.    Full  her  rifing  cheft;       470 
And  new  ideas,  from  her  finifh'd  fhape, 
Charm'd  fculpture  taking  might  improve  her  art. 
Such  the  fair  guardian  of  an  ille  that  boafts, 
Profufe  as  vernal  blooms,  the  faireft  dames. 
High-ihining  on  the  promontory's  brow,          475 
Awaiting  me,  Ihe  flood  ;  with  hope  inflam'd, 
By  my  mixt  fpirit  burning  in  her  ions, 
To  firm,  to  pollih,  and  exalt  the  ftate. 

The  native  Genii,  round  her,  radiant  frail' d. 
Courage  of  foft  deportment,  afpect  calm,  480 

Unboafting,  fuffering  long,  and,  till  provok'd, 
As  mild  and  harmlefs  as  the  fporting  child  ; 
But,  on  juft  reafon,  once  his  fury  rous'd, 
No  lion  fpriugs  more  eager  to  his  prey  : 
Blood  is  a  paftime  ;  and  his  heart,  elate,  485 

Knows  no  deprefiing  fear.     That  virtue  known 
By  the  relenting  look,  whofe  equal  heart 
For  others  feels,  as  for  another  felf  : 
Of  various  name,  as  various  objects  wake, 
Warm  into  action,  the  kind  fenfe  within  :         490 
Whether  the  blamelefs  poor,  the  nobly  maim'd, 
The  loft  to  reafon,  the  declin'd  in  life, 
The  helplefs  young  that  kifs  no  mother's  hand, 
And  the  gray  fecond  infancy  of  age, 
She  gives  in  public  families  to  live,  495 

A  fight  to  gladden  heav'n  !  whether  ihe  {lands 
Fair  beckoning  at  the  hofpitable  gate, 
And  bids  the  ftranger  take  repofe  and  joy : 
Whether,  to  folace  honeft  labour,  ihe 
Rejoices  thofe  that  make  the  land  rejoice  ;       500 
Or  whether  to  philoibphy,  and  arts, 
(At  once  the  bails  and  the  iinifh'd  pride 
Of  government  and  life)  ihe  fpreads  her  hand ; 
Nor  knows  her  gift  profufe,  nor  feems  to  know, 
Doubling  her  bounty,  that  ihe  gives  at  all.       505 
Juftice  to  thefe  her  awful  prefence  join'd, 
The  mother  of  the  ftate  !  No  low  revenge, 
No  turbid  paffions  in  her  breaft  ferment ; 
Tender,  ferene,  compaffionate  of  vice, 
As  the  laft  woe  that  can  afflict  mankind.  510 

She  puniihment  awards;  yet  of  the  good 
More  piteous  ftill,  and  of  the  fuffering  whole, 
Awards  it  firm.     So  fair  her  juft  decree, 
That,  in  his  judging  peers,  each  on  himielf 
Pronounces  his  own  doom.     O,  happy  land  !     5*5 
Where  reigns  alone  this  juftice  of  the  free  ! 
'Mid  the  bright  groupe  iincerity  his  front, 
Diffufive,  rear'd;   his  pure  untroubled  eye 
The  fount  of  truth.  The  thoughtful  power  apart 


slow,  penfive,  caft  on  earth  his  fix'd  regard,    520 
Jow  touch'd  celeftial,  launch'd  it  on  the  &y. 
"he  genius  he  whence  Britain  ihines  fupreme, 
'he  land  of  light,  and  rectitude  of  mind, 
ie  too  the  fire  of  fancy  feeds  intenfe, 
rVith  all  the  train  of  pafilons  thence  deriv'd.    525 
STot  kindling  quick,  a  noify  tranfient  blaze, 
3ut  gradual,  iilent,  lafting,  and  profound. 
Near  him  retirement,  pointing  to  the  {hade, 
And  independence  ftood :  the  generous  pair, 
That  fimple  life,  the  quiet-whifpering  grove,    530 
And  the  ftill  raptures  of  the  free-born  foul 
To  cates  prefer  by  virtue  bought,  not  earn'd, 
Proudly  prefer  them  to  the  fcrvile  pomp, 
And  to  the  heart-embitter'd  joys  of  flaves. 
3r  ihould  the  latter,  to  the  public  fcene  535 

demanded,  quit  his  fylvan  friend  a  while  ; 

ought  can  his  firmnefs  make,  nothing  f educe 
Hlis  zeal,  ftill  active  for  the  commonweal ; 
Mor  ftormy  tyrants,  nor  corruption's  tools, 
?oul  minifter's  dark-working  by  the  force       540 
Of  fecret-fapping  gold.     All  their  vile  arts, 
Their  ftiameful  honours,  their  perfidious  gifts, 
iie  greatly  fcorns ;  and,  if  he  muft  betray 
His  plunder'd  country,  or  his  power  rtfign, 
A  moment's  parley  were  eternal  {hame  :  545 

lluftrious  into  private  life  again, 
From  dirty  levees  he  unftain'd  afcends, 
And  firm  in  fenates  ftands  die  patriot's  ground, 
Or  draws  new  vigour  in  the  peaceful  {hade. 
Aloof  the  baihful  virtue  hover'd  coy,  550 

Proving  by  fwect  diftruft  diftrufted  worth, 
though  labour  clos'd  the  train  :  and  in  h.;s  hand 
Elude,  callous,  fmew-fwell'd,  and  black  with  toil> 
Came  manly  indignation.     Sour  he  E 
And  more  than  feems,  by  lawful  prkit  ulVail'd;  555 
Yet  kind  at  heart,  and  juft,  and  generous,  there 
No  vengeance  lurks,  no  pale  infidious  guii : 
Ev'n  in  the  very  luxury  of  rage, 
He  foftening  can  forgive  a  gallant  foe  ; 
The  nerve,  fupport,  and  glory  of  the  land  !      560 
Nor  be  religion,  rational  and  free, 
Here  pafs'd  in  filence  ;  wrhofe  enraptur'd  eye 
Sees  heaven  with  earth  connected,  human  things 
Link'd  to  divine :  who  not  from  fervile  fear, 
By  rites  for  fome  weak  tyrant  incenfc  fit,         565 
The  god  of  love  adores,  but  from  a  heart 
EfFufing  gladnefs,  into  pleating  awe 
That  now  aftonifti'd  fwellsj  now  in  a  calm 
Of  fearlefs  confidence  that  fmiles  ferene ; 
That  lives  devotion,  one  continu-.il  hymn,         5-0 
And  then  moft  grateful,  when  Heav'ns  bounty 
Is  right  enjoy'd.  This  ever-cheerful  power    [moll 
O'er  the  rais'd  circle  ray'd  fuperior  day. 

I  joy'd  to  join  the  virtues  whence  my  reign 
O'er  Albion  was  to  rife.  Each  cheering  each,  57$ 
Ar,d,  like  the  circling  planets  from  the  fun, 
All  borrowing  beams  from  me,  a  heighten'd  zeal 
Impatient  fir'd  us  to  commence  our  toils, 
Or  pleafures  rather.     Long  the  pungent  time 
Pafs'd  not  in  mutual  hails :  but,  through  the  land 
Darting  our  light,  we  flione  the  fogs  away.      581 

The  virtues  conquer  with  a  fingle  look. 
Such  grace,  fuch  beauty,  fuch  victorious  light, 
Live  in  their  prefence,  ftream  in  every  glance, 
That  the  foul  wen,  enaraour'd,  ?.nd  refin'd,    [585 
Grows  their  own  image,  pure  ethereal  flame. 
Hence  the  fowl  demons,  that  oppofe  our  reign, 
R  > 
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Would  ftill  from  us  deluded  mortals  wrap ; 
Or  in  grofs  fhades  they  drown  the  vifual  ray, 
Or  by  the  fogs  of  prejudice,  where  mix  590 

Falfehood  and  truth  confounded,  foil  the  fenfe 
"With  vain  refracted  images  of  blifs. 
But  chief  around  the  court  of  fhtter'd  kings 
They  roll  the  dulky  rampart,  wall  p'er  wail 
Of  darknefs  pile,  and  with  their  thickeft  (hade  595 
Secure  the  throne.  No  favage  Alp,  the  den  [fcene 
Of  wolves,  and  bears,  and  monflrous  things  ob- 
That  vex  the  fwain,  and  wafte  the  country  round 
Protected  lies  beneath  a  deeper  cloud. 
Yet  there  we  fometimes  fend  a  fearching  ray.  6co 
As,  at  the  facred  opening  of  the  morn, 
The  prowling  race  retire  ;  fo,  pierc'd  fevere, 
Before  our  potent  blaze  thefe  demons  fly, 
And  all  their  works  diflblve.— The  whifper'd  tale, 
That,  like  the  fabling  Nile,  no  fountain  knows.  605 
Fair-fWd  deceit,  whofe  wily  confcious  eye 
'  JNe'er  looks  dire<5t.  The  tongue  that  licks  the  duft, 
But,  when  it  fafely  dares,  as  prompt  to  fling  : 
Smooth  crocodile  deftrudtion,  whole  fell  tears 
Enfnare.     The  Janus  face  of  courtly  pride  ;     6iO 
One  to  fuperiors  heaves  iabmiffive  eyes, 
On  haplefs  worth  the  other  fouls  difdain. 
Cheeks,  that  for  fome  weak  tendernefs,  alone, 
Some  virtuous  flip,  can  wear  a  bluih.     The  laugh 
Profane,  when  midnight  bowls  difclofe  the  heart, 
At  flarving  virtue,  and  at  virtue's  fools.  616 

Determined  to  be  broke,  the  plighted  faith  : 
Nay  more,  the  godlefs  cath,  that  knows  no  ties. 
Soft-buzaing  flander ;  filky  moths,  that  eat 
An  honefl  name.  The  harpy  hand,  and  maw,  620 
Of  avaricious  luxury  ;  who  makes 
The  throne  his  flicker,  venal  laws  his  fort, 
And,  by  his  fervice,  who  betrays  his  king,     [night 
Now  turn  your  view,  and  mark  from  Celtic 
To  prefent  grandeur  how  my  Britain  rofe.       625 
Bold  were  thofe  Britons,  who,  the  carelcfs  fons 
Of  nature,  roam'd  the  fbreft-bounds,  at  once 
Their  verdant  city,  high-embowering  fane, 
And  the  gay  circle  of  their  wood-land  wars  : 
For  by  the  Druid  taught,  that  death  but  fhifts  630 
The  vital  fcene,  they  that  prime  fear  defpis'd  ; 
And,  prone  to  rufh  on  fteel,  difdain' d  to  fpare 
An  ill-fav'd  life  that  muft  again  return. 
ErecT;  from  nature's  hand,  by  tyrant  force, 
And  flill  more  tyrant  cuftom,  unfubdued.         635 
Man  knows  no  mafter  fave  creating  Heaven, 
Or  fuch  as  choice  and  common  good  ordain. 
This  general  fenfe,  with  which  the  nations  I 
Promifcuous  fire,  in  Britons  burn'd  interife, 
Of  future  times  prophetic.     Witnefs,  Rome,     640 
Who  faw'ft  thy  Csefar1,  from  the  naked  land, 
Whofe  only  fort  was  Britifh  hearts,  repeil'd, 
To  leek  Pharfalian  -wreaths.     Witnefs,  the  toil, 
The  blood  of  ages,  bootlefs  to  fecure, 
Beneath  an  empire's  yoke,  a  flubborn  ifle,        64^ 
Difputed  hard,  and  never  quite  fubdued.   [fcorn'd 
The  north  remain'd  untouch'd,   where  thofe  who 
To  floop,  retir'd  ;  and  to  their  keen  effort 
Yielding  at  laft,  recoil'd  the  Roman  power. 
In  vain,  unable  to  fuftain  the  fhock,  650 

From  fea  to  fea  defponding  legions  rais'd 
The  wall  immenfe,  and  yet,  on  fummer's  eve, 
While  fport   his  lambkins  round,  the  fhepherd's 
Continual  o'er  it  burft  the  northern  ftorm,  [gaze, 
As  often,  check'dj  receded;  threatening  hoarfe  655 


A  fwift  return.     But  the  devouring  flood 
No  more  endur'd  control,  when,  to  fupport 
The  laft  remains  of  empire,  was  recali'd 
The  weary  Roman,  and  the  Briton  lay 
Unnerv'd,  exbaufted,  fpiritlefs,  and  funk.          660 
Great  proof !  how  men  enfeeble  into  flaves. 
The  fword  behind  him  flafh'd  ;  before  him  roar'd, 
Deaf  to  his  woes,  the  deep.     Forlorn,  around, 
He  roll'd  his  eye,  not  fparkling  ardent  flame, 
As  vhen  Caradlacus  to  battle  led  665 

Silurian  fwains,  and  Boadicea  taught, 
Her  raging  troops  the  miferies  of  flaves.       [hear* 
Then  (lad  relief!)  from  the  bleak  coafl,  that 
The  German  ocean  roar,  deep-blooming,  flrong, 
And  yellow-hair'd,  the  biue-ey'd  Saxon  came.  670 
He  came  implor'd,  but  came  with  other  aim 
Than  to  protect.  For  couqueft  and  defence 
Suffices  the  fame  arm.     With  the  fierce  race 
Pour'd  in  a  frefh  invigorating  flream ; 
Blood,  where  unquell'd  a  mighty  fpirit  glow'd.  675 
Rafh  war,  and  perilous  battle,  their  delight ; 
And  immature,  and  red  with  glorious  wounds 
Unpeaceful  death  their  choice  ;  deriving  thence 
A  right  ^to  feaft,  and  drain  immortal  bowls 
In  Odin's  hall ;  whofe  blazing  roof  refounds     680 
The  genial  uproar  of  thole  fhades,  who  fall 
In  defperate  fight,  or  by  fome  brave  attempt ; 
And  though  more  polifh'd  times  the  martial  creed 
Difown,  yet  ftill  the  fearlefs  habit  lives. 
Ner  were  the  furly  gifts  of  war  their  all.  685 

Wifdom  was  likewife  theirs,  indulgent  laws, 
The  calm  gradations  of  art-nurfmg  peace, 
And  matchlefs  orders,  the  deep  bafis  flill 
On  which  afcends  my  Britifh  reign.     Untam'd 
To  the  refining  fubtleties  of  flaves,  690 

They  brought  an  happy  government  along ; 
Fcrm'd  by  that  freedom,  which,  with  fecret  voice, 
Impartial  nature  teaches  all  her  fons, 
And  which  of  old  through  the  whole  Scythian  mafs 
I  flrong  infpir'd.     Monarchical  their  flate,      695 
But  prudently  confin'd,  and  mingled  wife 
Of  each  harmonious  pow'r  :  only,  too  much 
Imperious  war  into  their  rule  infus'd, 
Prevail'd  their  general-king,  and  chieftain-thanes. 
In  many  a  field,  by  civil  fury  flain'd,  700 

Bled  the  difcordant  heptarchy  ;  and  long 
(Educing  good  from  ill),  the  battle  groan'd  ; 
Ere,  blood-cemented,  Anglo-Saxons  faw 
Egbert  and  peace  on  one  united  throne. 

jMo  fooncr  dawn'd  the  fair  difclofing  calm    705 
Of  brighter  days,  when,  low  !  the  north  anew, 
With  flormy  nations  black,  on  England  pour'd 
Woes  the  fevercfl  e'er  a  people  felt. 
The  Danifh  raven,  lur'd  by  annual  prey, 
Hung  o'er  the  land  inceffant.     Fleet  on  fleet   710 
Of  barbarous  pirates  unremitting  tore 
The  miferable  coaft.     Before  them  flalk'd, 
Far  feen,  the  demon  of  devouring  flame  ; 
Rapine,  and  murder,  all  with  blood  befmear'd, 
Without  or  ear,  or  eye,  or  feeling  heart ;         715 
While  clofe  behind  them  march'd  the  fallow  power 
Of  defolating  famine  who  delights 
In  grafs-grown  cities,  and  in  defert  fields ; 
And  purple-fpotted  peflilence,  by  whom 
Ev'n  fricndfliip  fcar'd,  in   fickening  horror  Jinks 
Each  focial  fen/e  and  tendernefs  of  life.  721 

Fixing-  at  laft,  the  fangninary  race 
Spread  from  the  Hunter's  loud-refounding  fhore, 
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To  where  the  Thames  devolves  his  gentle  maze, 

And  with  fuperior  arm  the  Saxon  aw'd.  725 

But  fuperilition  firft,  and  monkilh  dreams, 

And  monk-directed  cloyfter-feeking  kings, 

Had  ate  away  his  vigour,  ate  away 

His  edge  of  courage,  and  deprefs'd  the  foiil 

Of  conquering  freedom,  which  he  once  refpir'd. 

Thus  cruel  ages  pafa'd ;  and  rare  appear'd        731 

White-mantled  peace,  exulting  o'er  the  vale, 

As  when,  with  Alfred,  from  the  wilds  fhe  came 

To  polic'd  cities  and  protected  plains. 

Thus  by  degrees  the  Saxon  empire  funk,  735 

Then  fet  entire  in  Huitin /s  bloody  field. 

Compendious  war  !  (on  Britains  glory  bent, 
So  fatj  ordain'd)  in  that  decifive  day, 
The  haughty  Nprman  feiz'd  at  once  an  ifle, 
For  which,  through  many  a  century,  in  vain,  740 
The  Roman,  Saxon,  Dane,  had  toil'd  and  Bled. 
Of  Goihic  nations  this  the  final  burft ; 
And,  mix'd  the  genius  of  thefe  people  all, 
Thefe  virtues  mix'd  in  one  exalted  ftream, 
Here  the  rich  tide  of  Englifh  blood  grew  full.  745 

Awhile  my  fpirit  ilept ;  the  land  a  while, 
Affrighted,  droop'd  beneath  defpotic  rage. 
Inftead  of  Edward's  equal  gentle  laws, 
The  furious  victor's  partial  will  prevail'd. 
Allproflrate  lay;  and,  in  the  fecret  fhade,        750 
Deep-flung,  but  fearful,  indignation  gnalh'd 
His  teeth.     Of  freedom,  property,  defpoil'd, 
And  of  their  bulwark,-  arms  ;  with  caftles  crufh'd, 
With  ruffian's  quarter'd  o'er  the  bridled  land  ; 
The  fhivering  wretches,  at  the  curfew  found,  755 
Dejected  fhnmk  into  their  fordid  beds, 
And,  through  the  mournfuT  gloom,  of  ancient  times 
Mus'd  fad,  or  dreamt  of  better.     Ev'n  to  feed 
A  tyrant's  idle  fport,  the  peaf.mts  flarv'd: 
To  the  wild  herd,  the  pafture  of  the  tame,         760 
The  cheerful  hamlet,  fpiry  town,  was  giv'n, 
And  the  brown  foreft  roughen'd  wide  around. 

But  this  fo  dead,  fo  vile  fubmiffion,  long 
Endur'd  not.    Gathering  force,  my  gradual  flame 
Shook  o£  the  mountain  of  tyrannic  fway,          765 
Unus'd  to  bend,  impatient  of  control, 
Tyrants  themfelves  the  common  tyrant  check' d. 
The  church,  by  kings  intractable  and  fierce, 
Deny'd  her  portion  of  the  plunder'd  ftate, 
Or  tempted,  by  the  timorous  and  weak,  770 

To  gain  new  ground,  firft  taught  their  rapine  law, 
The  barons  next  a  nobler  league  began, 
Both  thofe  of  Englifh  and  of  Norman  race, 
In  one  fraternal  nation  blended  now, 
The  nation  of  the  free  !  prefs'd  by  a  band        775 
Of  patriots,  ardent  as  the  fummer's  noon 
That  looks  delighted  on,  the  tyrant  fee  ! 
Mark  !  how  with  feign'd  alacrity  he  bears 
His  ftrong  reluctance  down,  his  dark  revenue, 
And  gives  the  charter,  by  which  life  indeed     780 
Becomes  of  price,  a  glory  to  be  man.       [affirm'd 

Through    this  and  through  fucceeding  reigns 
Thefe  long  contefted  rights,  the  wholeforrie  winds 
Of  oppofition  hence  began  to  blow, 
And  often  fince  have  lent  the  country  life.       785 
Before  their  breath  corruptions  infect-blights, 
The  darkening  clouds  of  evil  counfe  1,  fly  ; 
Or,  fhould  they  founding  fwell,  a  putrid  court, 
A  peftilential  miniftry,  they  purge,  789 

And  ventilated  ftates  renew  their  bloom,     [mix'd 

Though  with  the    temper'd  -monarchy  here 
7 


Ariftocratic  fway,  the  people  ftill, 
"latter' d  by  this  or  that,  as  intereft  lean'd, 
Sfo  full  perfection  knew.     For  me  referv'd, 
And  for  my  commons,  was  that  glorious  turn.  795 
They  crown'd  my  firfc  attempt,  in  lenates  rofe, 
The  fort  of  freedom !  flow  till  then,  alone, 
-fad  work'd  that  general  liberty,  that  foul,     [left 
Which  generous  nature  breathes,  and  which  when 
3y  me  to  bondage  was  corrupted  Rome,          800 
!  through  the  northern  nations  wide  diffus'd. 
tience  ma_ny  a  people,  fierce  with  freedom,  rufh'd 
From  the  rude  iron  regions  of  the  north, 
To  Lybian  deferts  fwarm  .protruding  fwarm,  804 
And  pour'd  new  fpirit  through  a  flavilh  world. 
Yet,  o'er  thefe  Gothic  ftates,  the  king  and  chiefs 
Retahrd  the  high  preregative  of  war, 
And  with  enormous  property  engrofs'd 
The  mingled  power.     But  on  Britannia's  ftiore 
Now  prefent,  I  to  raife  my  reign  began  8lO 

By  railing  the  democracy,  the  third 
And  broadefl  bulwark  of  the  guarded  ftate. 
Then  was  the  full,  the  perfect  plan  difclos'd 
Of  Britain's  matchlefs  constitution,  mixt 
Of  mutual  checking  and  fupportin*  powers,    $T$ 

n^,  Lords,  and  Commons ;  nor  the  name  of  fred 
Def'.Tving,  while  the  vaffal-mariy  droop'd  : 
For  fince  the  moment  of  the  whole  they  form, 
So,  as  deprefs'd  or  rais'd,  the  balance  they 
Of  public  welfare  and  of  glory  caft.  820 

Mark  from  this  period  the  continual  proof. 

When  kiny;s  of  narrow  genius,  minion-rid, 
Neglecting  faithful  wrorth  for  fawning  flaves; 
Proudly  regardlefs  of  their  people's  plaints, 
And  poorly  paflive  of  infulting  foes  ;  825 

Double,  not  prudent,  obftinate,  not  firm, 
Their  mercy  fear,  neceffity  their  faith  ; 
Inftead  of  generous  fire,  prefumptuous,  hot, 
Rafh  to  refolve,  and  flothful  to  perform  ; 
Tyrants  at  once  and  flaves,  imperious,  mean,  830 
To  want  rapacious  joining  ihameful  wafte ; 
By  counfels  weak  and  wicked,  eafy  rous'd 
To  paltry  fchemes  of  abfolute  command, 
To  feek  their  fplendor  in  their  fure  difgrace, 
And  in  a  broken  ruin'd  people  wealth  :  835 

When  fuch  o'ercaft  the  ftate,  no  bond  of  love, 
No  heart,  no  foul,  no  unity,  no  nerve, 
Combin'd  the  loofe  disjointed  public,  loft 
To  fame  abroad,  to  happinefs  at  home.  $3$ 

But  when  an  Edward  and  an  Henry  breath'd 
Through  the  charm'd  whole  one  all  exerting  foul : 
Drawn  iympathetic  from  his  dark  retreat, 
When  \vide-attracted  merit  round  them  glow'd : 
When  counfels  juft,  extenfive,  generous,  firm, 
Amid  the  maze  of  ftate,  determm'd  kept         845 
Some  ruling  point  in  view :  when  on  the  flock 
Of  public  good  and  glory  grafted,  fpread 
Their  palms,  their  laurels ;  or,  if  thence  they  ftray'd. 
Swift  to  return,  and  patient  of  reftraint : 
When  regal  ftate,  pre-eminence  of  place,         850 
They  fcorn'd  to  deem  pre-eminence  of  eafe, 
To  be  luxurious  drones,  that  only  rob 
The  bufy  hive  :  as  ih  diftinction,  power, 
Indulgence,  honour,  and  advantage,  firft  ; 
When  they  too  claim'd  in  virtue,  danger,  toil,  855 
Superior  rank  ;  with  equal  hand,  prepar'd 
To  guard  the  fubject,  and  to  quell  the  foe  : 
When  fuch  with  me  their  vital  influence  fhed, 
No  mutter' d  grievance,  hopelek  fijh  was 
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No  foul  diftruft  through  wary  fenatesran,        860 
Confin'd  their  bounty,  and  their  ardour  quench'd : 
On  aid,,  unqueftion'd,  liberal  aid  was  given  : 
Safe  in  their  conduct,  by  their  valour  fir'd, 
Fond  where  they  led  victorious  armies  rulh'd ; 
And  Creffy,  Pbitiers,  Agincourt  proclaim         865 
What  kings  fnpported  by  almighty  love, 
And  people  fir'd  with  liberty,  can  do. 
Be  veil'd*  the  favage  reigns,  when  kindred  rage 
The  numerous  once  Plantagenets  devour'd, 
A  race  to  vengeance  vow'd  !  and  when,  opprefs'cl 
"By  private  feuds,  almoft  extinguifh'd  lay  871 

My  quivering  flarne.     But,  in  the  next,  behold  ! 
A  cautious  tyrant  lend  it  oil  anew. 

Proud,  dark,  fufpicious,  brooding  o'er  his  gold, 
As  how  to  fix  his  throne  he  jealous  caft  875 

His  crafty  views  around ;  pierc'd  with  a  ray, 
Which  on  his  timid  mind  1  darted  full, 
lie  niark'd  the  bkroiis  of  exceffive  fway, 
iAt  pleafuf e  making  and  unmaking  kings; 
And  hence,  to  crufh  thefe  petty  tyrants,plannM  880 
A  law,  that  let  them,  by  the  filent  wafte 
Of  luxury,  their  landed  wealth  diffufe, 
And  with  that  wealth  their  implicated  power. 
IBy  foft  degrees  a  mighty  change  enfued,  884 

Ev'n  working  to  this  day.  With  ftreams,  deduc'd 
From  thefe  diminifh'd  floods,  the  country  fmil'd. 
As  when  impetuous  from  the  fnow-heap'd  Alps, 
To  vernal  funs  relenting,  pours  the  Rhine  ; 
rWhile  undivided,  oft,  with  wafteful  fweep, 
He  foams  along  ;  but,  through  Batavian  meads  890 
Branched  into  fair  Canals,  indulgent  flows ; 
Waters  a  th'dufahd  fields ;  and  culture,  trade, 
Towns,  meadows,  gliding  fhips,  and  villas  mix'd, 
A  -rich,  a  wondrous  landikip  rifes  round. 

His  furious  fon  the  foul-enfJaving  chain,        895 
*Which  many  a  doatihg  venerable  age 
Had  link  by  link  ftrong-twiftcd  round  the  land, 
Shook  off.     No  longer  could  be  t>orhe  a  power  ; 
"Prom  heaven  pretended,  to  deceive,  to  void 
"Each  foiemn  tie,  to  plunder  without  bounds,    900 
To  curb  the  generous  foul,  to  fool  mankind ; 
And,  wild  at  laft,  to  plunge  into  a  fea 
Of  blood  and  horror.     The  returning  light, 
That  firfl  through  Wickliff  ftreak'd  the  prieftly 
'Now  burffc  in  open  day.  Bar'd  to  the  blaze,  [gloom, 
Forth  from  the  haunts  of  fuperftition  crawl' d  906 
Her  motly  fens,  fantaftic  figures  all ; 
And,  wide-difpers'd,  their  ufelefs  fetid  wealth 
In  graceful  labour  btoom'd,  and  fruits  of  peace. 

Trad-s,  join'd  to  thefe,  on  every  fea  difplay'd 
A  daring  canvas,  pour'd  with  every  tide  911 

A  golden  Hood.     From  other  worlds  were  roll'd 
The  guilty  glittering  {lores,  whofe  fatal  charms^ 
By  the  plain  Indian  happily  defpis'd, 
Yet  work'd  his  woe  ;  and  to  the  blifsful  groves, 
"Where  nature  liv'd  herfelf  among  her  fons        916 
u\nd  innocence  and  joy  for  ever  dwelt, 
Drew  rage  unknown  to  Pagan  climes  before, 
The  worft  the  zeal  inflarri  tl  barbarian  drew. 
Be  no  fuch  horrid  commerce,  Britain,  thine  !    920 
But  want  for  want,  with  mutual  aid,  fupply. 

The   commons   thus    enrich'd,    and    powerful 
Againft  the  barons  weigh'd.  Eliza  then,  [  grown, 
Amid  thefe  doubtful  motions,  fteady,  gave 
The  beam  to  fix,     She  I  like  the  fecret  eye       925 
That  never  doles  on  a  guarded  wor!d\ 
So  fought,  fo  mark'd,  fo  feiz'd  the  public  good, 


That  felf-fupportcd,  without  one  ally, 

She  aw'd  her  inward,  quelFd  her  circling  foes. 

Infpir'd  by  me,  beneath  her  Sheltering  arm,      930 

In  fpite  of  raging  univerfal fiuay , 

And  ragin^  feas  reprefs'd,  the  Belgic  ftates, 

My  bulwark  on  the  continent,  arole. 

Matchlefs  in  all  the  fpirit  of  her  days  ! 

With  confidence,  unbounded,  fearlefs  love        935 

Elate,  her  fervent  people  waited  gay, 

Cheerful  demanded  the  lorig-threaten'd  fleet, 

And  dafli'd  the  pride  of  Spain  around  their  ifle. 

Nor  ceas'd  the  Britifh  thunder  here  to  rage  : 

The  deep,  reclaim'd,  obey'd  its  awful  call ;       940 

In  fire  and  ffnoke  Iberian  ports  involv'd, 

The  trembling  foe  ev'n  to  the  centre  fhook 

Of  their  new-conquer'd  world,  and  fkulking  Hole 

By  veering  winds  their  Indian  treafure  home. 

Meantime,  peace,  plenty,  juftice,  fcience,  arts,  945 

With  fofter  laurels  crownM  her  happy  reign. 

As  yet  uncircumfcrib'd  the  regal  power, 
And  wild  and  vague  prerogative  remain'd, 
A  wide  voracious  gulf,  where  fwallow'd  oft 
The  helplefs  fubjecl  lay.     This  to  reduce          950 
To  the  juft  limit  was  my  great  effort. 

By  means,  that  evil  feem  to  narrow  man, 
Superior  beings  work  their  myftic  will ; 
From  ftorm  and  trouble  thus  a  fettled  calm, 
At  laft,  effulgent,  o'er  Britannia  fmil'd.  955 

The    gathering  tempeft,  heaven-commifiion'd, 

came, 

Came  in  the  prince,  who,  drunk  with   flattery, 
His  vain  pacific  counfels  rul'd  the  world ;    [dreamt 
Though  fcorn'd  abroad,  bewilder'd  in  a  maze 
Of  fruitlefs  treaties  ;  while  at  home  enflav'd,    960 
And  by  a  worthlefs  crew  infatiate  drain'd, 
He  loft  his  people's  confidence  and  love  : 
Irrepai'able  lofs  !  whence  crowns  become 
An  anxious  burden.     Years  inglorious  pafs'd  : 
Triumphant  Spain  the  vengeful  draught  enjoy'd : 
Abandon'd  Frederick  pin'd,  and  Raleigh  bled.  966 
But  nothing  that  to  thefe  internal  broils, 
That  rancour,  he  began ;  while  lawlefs  fway 
He,  with  his  flavifh  doctors,  try'd  to  rear 
On  metaphyfic,  on  enchanted  ground  970 

And  all  the  mazy  quibbles  of  the  fchools  : 
As  if  for  one,  and  fometimes  for  the  worft, 
Heaven  had  rhankind  in  vengeance  only  made. 
Vain  the  pretence  !  not  fo  the  dire  effect, 
The  fierce,  the  foolifh  difcord  thence  deriv'd    97$ 
That  tears  the  country  ftill,  by  party-rage 
And  minifterial  clamour  kept  alive. 
In  action  weak,  and  for  the  wordy  war 
Beft  fitted,  faint  this  prince  purfued  his  claim : 
Content  to  teach  the  lubject-herd,  how  great,  9801 
How  facred  he  !  how  defpicable  they  ! 

But  his  unyielding  fon  thefe  doctrines  drank, 
With  all  a  bigot's  rage  (who  never  damps 
By  reafohing  his  fire)  ;  and  what  they  taught 
Warm,  and  tenacious,  into  practice  pufh'd.^      985 
Senates,  in  vain,  their  kind  reftraint  apply'd  : 
The  more  they  ftruggled  to  fupport.  the  laws, 
His  juftice-drtading  minifters  the  more          [check 
Drove  him  beyond  their  bounds.     Tir'd   with  the 
Of  faithful  love,  and  with  the  flattery 
Of  falfe-defipning  guilt,  the  fountain  Re 
Of  public  wifdom  and  of  juftice  fhut. 
Wide  mourn'd  the  land.     Strait  to  the  voted  aid 
Free,  cordial,  large,  of.  n^ver-failing  fource, 
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TV  Illegal  impofition  followed  harfn,  995 

With  execration  given,  or  ruthlefs  fqueez'd 
Froni  an  infulted  people,  by  a  hand 
Of  the  worft  ruffians,  thofe  of  tyrant  power. 
Opprefllon  walk'd  at  lar/e,  ?.:id  pour'd  abroad 
Her  unrelenting  train  .  informers,  fpies,  IOOO 

Blood-hounds,  that  fturdy  freedom  to  the  grove 
Purfue  ;  projectors  of  aggrieving  fchcmes 
Commerce  to  load  for  unprotected  feas, 
To  fell  the  ftarving  many  to  the  few,  1004 

And  drain  a  thoufand  ways  th'  exhaufted  land. 
Ev'n  from  that  healing  place,  whence  peace  ihould 
And  gofpel  truth,  inhuman  bigots  ihed  [flow, 

Their  poifon  round  ;  and  on  the  venal  bench, 
Inftead  of  juflice,  party  held  the  fcale, 
And  violence  the  fword.     Afflicted  years*        IOIO 
Too  patient,  felt  at  laft  their  vengeance  full. 

Mid  the  low  murmurs  of  fubmiiTive  fear 
And  mingled  rage,  my  Hambden  rais'd  his  voice, 
And  to  the  laws  appeal' d  ;  the  laws  no  more 
In  judgment  fat,  behov'd  fome  other  ear.       1015 
When  inftant  from  the  keen  refenti  ve  north, 
By  long  opprefnoii  by  religion  rous'd, 
The  guardian  army  came.     Beneath  its  whig 
Was  call'd,  though  meant  to  furnifh  hoftile  aid, 
The  more  than  Roman  fenate,  There  a  flame  1020 
Broke  out,  that  elear'd,  confum'd,rtnew'd  the  land. 
In  deep  emotion  hurl'd,  nor  Greece,  nor  Rome, 
Indignant,  burfting  from  a  tyrant's  chain, 
While,  full  of  me,  each  agitated  foul 
Strung  every  nerve,  and  fiam'd  in  every  eye,  1025 
Had  e'er  beheld  fuch  light  and  heat  combin'd ! 
Such  heads  and  hearts  !  fuch  dreadful  zeal,  led  on 
By  calm  majeftic  wifdom,  taught  its  courfe 
What  nuifance  to  devour  j  fuch  wifdom.  fir'd 
With  unabating  zeal,  and  aim'd  fmcere  1030 

To  clear  the  weedy  ftate,  reftore  the  laws, 
And  for  the  future  to  fecure  their  fway. 

This  then  the  purpofe  cf  my  mildeft  fons. 
But  man  is  blind.     A  nation  once  inflam'd 
(Chief,  fhould  the  breath  of  factious  fury  blow, 
With  the  wild  rage  of  mad  enthufiaft  fwell'd)  1036 
Not  eafy  cools  again.     From  breaft  to  breaft, 
From  eye  to  e"ye,  the  kindiine  pafnons  mix 
In  heighten* d  blaze  ;  and,  ever  wife  and  juft, 
High  Heaven  to  gracious  ends  diredcs  the  ftorm. 
Thus  to  one  conflagration  Britain  wrapt,         1041 
And  by  conTufion's  lawlefs  fons  defpoil'd,  [ground, 
King,   Lords,  and   Commons,  thundering  to  the 
Succeffive,  ruih'd-;— Lo  !  from  their  afhes  rofe, 
Qay-beaming  radiant  youth,  the  Phcenix-ftate. 

The  grievous  yoke  of  vaffalage,  the  ycke  .  1046 
Of  private  life,  lay  by  thole  flames  diffolv'd ; 
And,  from  the  wafteful,  the  luxurious  lung,  [bend. 
Was  purchased  that   which  taught  the  young  to 
Stronger  reftor'd,  the  Comment  tax'd  the  whole, 
And  built  on  that  eternal  rock  their  power.     1051 
The  crown,  of  its  hereditary  wealth 
Defpoil'd,  on  fenates  more  dependent  grew,- 
And  thty  more  frequent,  more  affur'd.    Yet  liv'd, 
And  in  full  vigour  fpread  that  bitter  root,  •    1055 
The  paffive  doctrines,  by  their  patrons  firft 
Oppos'd  ferocious,  when  they  touch  tliemfelvcs. 
This  wild  delufive  cant ;  the  raih  cabal 
Of  hungry  courtiers,  ravenous  for  prey  ; 
The  bigot;  reffclefs  in  a  double  chain  loSo 

To  bind  anew  the  land  ;  the  con fl  ant  need 
Of  finding  faithiefa  means,  of  fluffing  forms, 


And  flattering  fenites,  to  fupply  his  wafte  ; 
Tllefe  tore  fome  moments  frorii.  f.h'e  ca'relefs  prince, 
And  in  his  breaft  awak'd  the  kindred  plan.     1065 
By  dangerous  foftnefs  long  he  min'd  his  way ; 
By  fubtle  arts,  difiimulation  deep  ; 
By  {haiing  what  corruption  fhower'd,  profufe  ; 
By  breathing  wide  the  gay  licentious  plague, 
And  pleafing  manners,  fitted  to  deceive.          1070 

At  laft  fubfided  the  delirious  joy> 
On  \vhofe  high  billow,  from  the  faintly  reign 
The  nation  drove  too  far.     A  penfion'd  king, 
Againft  his  country  brib'd  by  Gallic  gold  ; 
The  port  pernicious  fold,  the  Scylla  fmce,        107$ 
And  fell  Charybdis  of  the  Britifh  feas ; 
Freedom  attack' d  abroad,  with  furer  blow 
To  cut  it  off  at  home  ;  the  favicur-league 
Of  Europe  broke  ;  the  progrefs  ev'n  advanc'd 
Oi  ufyverfal  fway,  which  to  reduce  1080 

Such  feas  of  blood  and  treafure  Britain  coft ; 
The  millions,  by -a  generous  people  given, 
C)r  fquander'd  vile,  or  to  corrupt,  difgrace, 
And  awe  the  land  with  forces  not  their  own,  1084 
Employ' d  ;  the  darling  church  herfelf  betray'd  j 
All  thefe,  broad  glaring,  op'd  the  general  eye, 
And  wak'd  my  i'pirit,  the  refilling  foul.  . 

Mild  was,  at  firft,  and  half  afham'd,  the  check 
Of  fenates,  fhook  from  the  fantaftic  dream 
Of  abfolute  fubmifiion,  tenets  vile  !  1090 

Which  flaves  would  bluih  to   own,    and  whichi 
To  practice,  always  honeft  nature  fhock.  [rqduc'd 
Not  ev'n  the  mafk  remov'd,  and  the  fierce  front 
Of  tyranny  difclos'd  ;  nor  trampled  laws; 
Nor  feiz'd  each  badge  of  freedom  through  the  land  ; 
For  Sidney  bleeding  for  th'  unpublifh'd  page  ; 
Nor  on  the  bench  avow'd  corruption  plac'd, 
And  murderous  rage  icfelf,  iri  Jefferies'  form  J 
Nor  endlefs  a6ls  of  arbitrary  power, 
Cruel  and  falfe,  coyld  raife  the  public  arm.    nod 
Diftruftful,  fcatter'd,  of  combining  chiefs 
Devoid,  and  dreading  blind  rapacious  war, 
The  patient  public  turns  not  till  irnpcll'd 
To  the  near  verge  of  ruin.     Hence  I  rous'd. 
The  bigot  king,  and  hurried  fated  on  ;  HOjf 

His  meafures  immature.     But  chief  his  zeal, 
Out-flaming  Rome  herfelf,  portentous  fcar'd 
The  troubled  nation  :   Mary's  horrid  days 
To  fancy  bleeding  rofe,  and  thp  dire  glare 
Of  Srrithfield  lighten'd  in  its  eyes  anew.          IIIO 
Yet  filence  reign'd.     Each  on  another  fcowl'd 
Rueful  amazement,  preffing  down  his  rage  : 
As,  muftering  vengeance,  the  deep  thunder  frowni. 
Awfully  fall,  waiting  the  high  command 
To  {bring.     Strait  from  his  country  Europe  fav*d, 
To  lave  Britannia,  lo  !  my  darling  fon,  1116 

Than  hero  more  !  the  patriot  of  mankind  ! 
Immortal  Naifau  came,     t  hufli'd  the  deep, 
By  demons  rous'd,  and  bade  the  lifted  wiLus, 
Still  drifting  as  behov'd,  with  various  breath,  1 120 
Waft  the  delivererto  the  longing  fhor  . 
See  !  v,  ide  alive,  the  foaming  channel  bright 
With  dwelling  fails,  and  all  the  pride  of  war, 
Delightful  view  !  when  juftice  draws  the  fword:  : 
And,  mafk  !  diffufing  ardent  foul  arotind,       .1125 
And  Tweet  contempt  of  deuth,  rrv  ftreaming  flag. 
Ev'n  adverfe  navies  blefs':!  '.he  binding  gale, 
Kept  down  the  glad  acclaim,  and  filent  jcy'd. 
Arriv'dj  the  pomp,  and  not  the  waft;  of  arms 
His  progrefs  mark'd.  The  faint  oppofing  hoft  113$ 
R  iiij 
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For  once,  m  yielding,  their  beft  victory  found, 
And  by  defertion  prov'd  exalted  faith ; 
While  his  the  bloodlefs  conqueft  of  the  heart, 
Shouts  without  groan,  and  triumph  without  war. 

Then  dawn'd  the  period  deftin'd  to  confine 
The  furge  of  wild  prerogative,  to  raife  1136 

A  mound  retraining  its  imperious  rage, 
And  bid  the  raving  deep  no  farther  flow. 
Nor  were,  without  that  fence,  the  fwallow'd  (late 
Better  than  Belgian-  plains  without  their  dikes, 
Suftaining  weighty  Tea's.     This,  often  fa v'd    1141 
By  mor?  than  human  hand,  the  public  law,  [yield 
And  feiz'd  the  white-wing'd  moment.  Pleas'd  to 
Deflructive  power,  a  wife  heroic  prince 
F-v'n  lent  his  aid — Thrice  happy  !  did  they  know 
Their  happinefs,  Britannia's  bounded  kings.    1146 
What   though  not  theirs  the  boaft,  in  dungeon 

glooms, 

To  plunge  bold  freedom ;  or,  to  cheerlefs  wilds, 
To  drive  him  from  the  cordial  face  of  friend  ; 
Or  fierce  to  ftrike  him  at  the  midnight  hour,  1150 
By  mandate  blind,  not  juftice,  that  delights 
To  dare  the  keeneft  eye  of  open  day. 
What  though  no  glory  to  controul  the  laws, 
And  make  injurious  will  their  only  rule,    [power, 
They  deem   it !  what  though,  tools   of  wanton 
Peftiferous  armies  fwarm  not  at  their  call!     1156 
What  though  they  give  not  a  relentlefs  crew 
Of  civil  furies    proud  oppreffion's  fangs ! 
To  tear  at  pleafure  the  dejected  land, 
With  ftarving  labour  pampering  idle  vrafte.    1160 
To  clothe  the  naked,  feed  the  hungry,  wipe 
The  guiltlefs  tear  from  lone  affliction's  eye ; 
To  raife  hid  merit,  fet  th'  alluring  light 
Of  virtue  high  to  view ;  to  nourifh  arcs, 
Direct  the  thunder  of  an  injur'd  ftate,  1165 

Make  a  whole  glorious  people  fing  for  joy, 
Blefs   human   kind,  and  through  the  downward 
Of  future  times  to  fpread  that  better  fun      [depth 
Which  lights  up  Britifh  foul !  for  deeds  like  thefe, 
The  dazzling  fair  career  unbounded  lies;        1170 
While,  (ftill  iuperiorblifs!)  the  dark  abrupt 
Is  k;ndly  barr'd,  the  precipice  of  ill. 
Oh,  luxury  divine  !  O,  poor  to  this, 
Ye  giddy  glories  of  defpotfc  thrones ! 
By  this,  by  this  indeed,  is  irhag'd  Heaven,     1175 
By  boundlefs  good,  without  the  power  of  ill. 

And  now  behold  !  exalted  as  the  cope 
That  fwells  immenfe  o'er  many  peopled  earth, 
And  like  it  free,  my  fabric  ftands  complete, 
The  palace  of  the  laws.  To  the  four  heavens  1180 
Four  gates  impartial  thrown,  unceafing  crowds, 
With  kings  themfelves  the  hearty  peafant  mix'd 
Pour  urgent  in.     And  though  to  different  ranks  - 
Refponfive  place  belongs,  yet  equal  fpreads    1184 
The  flickering  rocf  o'er  all;  while  plenty  flows, 
And  glad  contentment  echoes  round  the  whole, 
Ye  floods,  defccnd  !  ye  winds,  confirming,  blow  ! 
Nor  outward  tempeft,  nor  corrcfive  time, 
Nought  but  the  felon  undermining  hand 
Of  dark  corruption,  can  its  frame  diffolve,      1190 
And  lay  the  toil  of  ages  in  the  duft. 

Notes  on  Part  IV. 

Ver.  49.     Church  power,    or  ecclefiaftical  ty 
ranny. 

Ver.  52.    Civil  tyranny. 


Ver.  86.     Crufades. 

Ver.  91.     Corruption  of  the  Church  of  Rom«, 

Ver.  94.  Vaffalage,  whence  the  attachment  of 
clans  to  their  chief. 

Ver.  96.     Duelling. 

Ver.  123.     The  hierarchy. 

Ver.  141.     The  Hercules  of  Farnefe. 

Ver.  153.     The  fighting  gladiator. 

Ver.  156.     The  dying  gladiator. 

Ver.  164.     The  Apollo  of  Belvidere. 

Ver.  175.     The  Venus  of  Medici. 

Ver.  185.  The  groupe  of  Laocoon  and  his  tw» 
fons,  deftroyed  by  two  ferpents. 

Ver.  186.     See  ^Eneid  ii.  ver.  199 — 227. 

Ver.  208.  It  is  reported  of  Michael  Angelo 
Buonaroti,  the  moft  celebrated  mafter  of  modern 
fculpture,  that  he  wrought  with  a  kind  of  infpira- 
tion,  or  enthufiaftic  fury,  which  produced  the  effect 
here  mentioned. 

Ver.  213,  214.  Efteemed  the  two  fineft  pieces 
of  modern  fculpture. 

Ver.  244.     The  fchool  of  the  Caracci. 

Ver.  266.  The  river  Arno  runs  through  Florence. 

Ver.  269.  The  republics  of  Florence,  Pifa, 
Lucca,  and  Sienna.  They  formerly  hnve  had 
very  cruel  wars  together,  but  are  now  all  pe us 
ably  fubject  to  the  Great  Duke  of  Tufcany,  except 
it  be  Lucca,  which  ftill  maintains  the  form  of  a 
republic. 

Ver.  282.  The  jGenoefe  territory  is  reckoned 
very  populous,  but  the  towns  and  villages  for  the 
moft  part  lie  hid  among  the  Apennine  rocks  and 
mountains. 

Ver.  284.  According  to  Dr.  Burnet's  fyfteni 
of  the  deluge. 

Ver.  293.  Venice  was  the  moft  flourifhing  city 
in  Europe,  with  regard  to  trade,  before  the  paf- 
fage  to  the  Eaft  Indies  by  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope 
and  America  were  d;fcovered. 

Ver.  294.  Thofe  who  fled  to  feme  marfhes  in 
the  Adriatic  gulf,  from  the  defolation  fpread  over 
Italy  by  ah  irruption  of  the  Huns,  firil  founded 
there  this  famous  city,  about  the-beginning  of  the 
fifth  century. 

Ver.  319.     The  main  ocean. 

Ibid.     Great  Britain. 

Ver.  325.     The  Swifs  Cantons. 

Ver.  329.  Geneva,  fituated  on  the  Lactis  Le- 
manus,  a  fmall  ftate,  but  noble  example  of  the 
bleffings  of  civil  and  religious  liberty. 

Ver.  347.  The  Swifs,  after  having  been  long 
abfent  from  their  native  country,  are  feiz'd  with 
fuch  a  violent  defire  of  feeing  it  again,  as  affects 
them  with  a  kind  of  languishing  indifpofition, 
called  the  Swifs  ficknefs. 

Ver.  366.     The  Hans  Towns. 

Ver.  372.     The  Swedes. 

Ver.  377.     See  note  on  verfe  678. 

Ver.  624.  Great  Britain  was  peopled  by  the 
Celtas,  or  Gauls. 

Ver.  630.  The  Druids,  among  the  ancient 
Gauls  and  Britons,  had  the  care  and  direction  of 
vall  religious  matters. 

Ver.  645.     The  Roman  empire. 

Ver.  647.  Caledonia  inhabited  by  the  Scot* 
and  Picts;  whither  a  great  many  Britons,  who 
would  not  fubmit  to  the  Remans,  retired. 

Ver.  653.    The  wall    of   Severus  built  upon 
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Adrian's  rampart,  which  ran  for  eighty  miles 
quite  crofs  the  country,  from  the  mouth  of  the 
Tyne  to  Solway  frith. 

Ver.  654.     Irruptions  of  the  Scots  and  Picts. 
Ver.  658-     The  Roman  empire  being  mifer- 
ably  torn  by  the  northern  nations,  Britain  was  for 
ever  abandoned  by  the  Romans  in  the  year  426 
or  427, 

Ver.  662.  The  Britons  applying  to  ^Etius  the 
Roman  general  for  afiiftance,  thus  expreued  their 
miferable  condition. — "  We  know  not  which  way 
"  to  turn  us.  The  barbarians  drive  us  to  fea, 
"  and  the  fea  forces  us  back  to  the  barbarians ; 
"  between  which  we  have  only  the  choice  of  two 
"  deaths,  either  to  be  fwallowed  up  by  the  waves, 
"  or  butchered  by  the  fword." 

Ver.  665.  King  of  the  Silures,  famous  for  his 
great  exploits,  and  accounted  the  beft  general 
Great  Britain  had  ever  produced.  The  Silures 
were  efteemed  the  braveft  and  moft  powerful  of 
all  the  Britons:  they  inhabited  Herefordshire, 
Radnorshire,  Brecknockshire,  MonmouthShire, 
and  Glamorganshire. 

Ver.  666.  Qiieen  of  the  Iceni :  her  ftory  is 
well  known. 

Ver.  078.  It  is  certain,  that  an  opinion  was 
fixed  and  general  among  them  (the  Goths)  that 
death  was  but  the  entrance  into  another  life ; 
that  all  men  who  lived  lazy  and  unaclive  lives, 
and  died  natural  deaths,  by  ficknefs  or  by  age, 
went  into  vaft  caves  under  ground,  all  dark  and 
miry,  full  of  noifome  creatures  ufual  to  fuch  places, 
and  there  for  ever  grovelled  in  endlefs  ftench  and 
mifery.  On  the  contrary,  all  who  gave  them- 
feives  to  warlike  actions  and  enterprifes,  to  the 
conqueft  of  their  neighbours  and  the  flaughter  of 
their  enemies,  and  died  in  battle,  or  of  violent 
deaths  upon  bold  adventures  or  refolutions,  went 
immediately  to  the  vaft  hail  or  palace  of  Odin, 
their  god  of  war,  who  eternally  kept  open  houfe 
for  all  fuch  guefts,  where  they  were  entertained 
at  infinite  tables,  in  perpetual  feafts  and  mirth, 
caroufing  in  bo-.vis  made  of  the  Skulls  of  their  ene 
mies  they  had  Slain ;  according  to  the  number  of 
whom,  every  one  in  thefe  manfions  of  pleafure 
was  the  moft  honoured  and  beft  entertained. 

Sir  William  Temple's  Ejfay  on  Heroic  Virtue- 
Ver  701.  The  feven  kingdoms  of  the  Anglo- 
Saxons,  considered  as  being  united  into  one  com 
mon  government,  under  a  general  in  chief,  or 
monarch,  and  by  the  means  of  an  afiembly  gene 
ral,  or  Wittenagemot. 

Ver.  704.  Egbert,  king  of  Effex,  who,  after 
having  reduced  all  the  other  kingdoms  of  the  hep 
tarchy  under  his  dominion,  was  the  firft  king  of 
England. 

Ver.  709.  A  famous  Danifh  Standard  was  cal 
led  reafan,  or  raven.  The  Danes  imagined  that, 
before  a  battle,  the  raven  wrought  upon  this 
ftandard  clapt  its  wings  or  hung  down  its  head, 
in  token  of  victory  or  defeat. 

Ver.  733.  Alfred  the  Great,  renowned  in  war, 
and  no  lefs  famous  in  peace  for  his  many  excellent 
institutions,  particularly  that  of  juries. 

Ver.  736.  The  battle  of  Haftings,  in  which 
Harold  II.  the  laft  of  the  Saxon  kin^s,  was  flain, 


and  William  the  Conqueror  made  himfelf  mafter 
of  England. 

Ver.  748.  Edward  III.  the  Confefior,  who  re 
duced  the  Weft-Saxon,  Mercian,  and  Danifh  laws 
into  one  body;  which  from  that  time  became 
common  to  all  England,  under  the  name  of  the 
laws  of  Edward. 

Ver.  755.  The  curfew  bell  (from  the  French 
couwefeu)  which  was  rung  every  night  at  eight 
of  the  clock,  to  warn  the  English  to  put  out  their 
tires  and  candles,  under  the  penalty  of  a  fevere 
fine. 

Ver-  762.  The  New  Foreft  in  Hampshire ;  to 
make  which,  the  country  for  above  thirty  miles 
in  compafs  was  laid  wafte. 

Ver.  775.  On  the  5th  of  June,  1215,  King- 
John,  met  by  the  barons  on  Runnemede,  fignexi 
the  Great  Charter  of  Liberties,  or  Magna  Charta. 

Ver.  784.  The  league  formed  by  the  barons, 
during  the  reign  of  John,  in  the  year  1213,  was 
the  firft  confederacy  made  in  England  in  defence 
of  the  nation's  intereft  againft  the  king. 

Ver.  796  The  commons  are  generally  thought 
to  have  been  firft  represented  in  parliament  to 
wards  the  end  of  Henry  the  Third's  reign.  To  a 
parliament  called  in  the  year  1264,  each  county 
was  ordered  to  fend  four  knights,  as  reprefenta- 
tives  of  their  refpeclive  fhires ;  and  to  a  parlia 
ment  called  in  the  year  following,  each  county 
was  ordered  to  fend,  as  their  representatives,  two 
knights,  and  each  city  and  borough  as  many  ci 
tizens  and  burgefles.  Till  then,  hiftory  makes  no 
mention  of  them ;  whence  a  very  Strong  argu 
ment  may  be  drawn,  to  fix  the  original  of  the 
houfe  of  commons  to  that  ccra. 

Ver.  840.     Edward  III.  and  Henry  V. 

Vei.  865.  Three  famous  battles,  gained  by 
the  Englifh  over  the  French. 

Ver.  868.  During  the  civil  wars,  betwixt  the 
families  of  York  and  Lancaster. 

Ver.  873.     Henry  VII. 

Ver.  879.  The  famous  Earl  of  Warwick,  dur 
ing  the  reigns  of  Henry  VI.  and  Edward  IV.  was 
called  the  King-maker. 

Ver.  881.  Permitting  the  barons  to  alienate 
their  knds. 

Ver.  895.     Henry  VIII. 

Ibid.     Of  papal  dominion. 

Ver.  904.  John  Wickliff,  doctor  of  divinity, 
who,  towards  the  clofe  of  the  fourteenth  century, 
published  doctrines  very  contrary  to  thofe  of  the 
church  of  Rome,  and  particularly  denying  the 
papal  authority.  His  followers  grew  very  nume. 
rous,  and  were  called  Lollards. 

Ver.  906.     Suppreffienof monaftries. 

Ver.  912.     The  Spanifh  Weft-Indies. 

Ver.  931.  The  dominion  of  the  houfe  of  Au- 
Stria. 

Ver.  93 7*  The  Spanish  Armada.  Rapin  fays, 
that  after  proper  meafures  had  been  taken,  the 
enemy  was  expected  with  uncommon  alacrity. 

Ver.  957.     James  I. 

Ver  96$.  Elector  Palatine,  and  who  had  b-en 
chofe  king  of  Bohemia,  but  was  ftript  of  ail  his 
dominions  and  dignities  by  the  Emperor  Ferdi 
nand,  while  James  the  Firft,  his  father-in-lavr, 
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being  amufed  from  time  to  time,  endeavoured  to 
mediate  a  peace. 

Ver.  97®.  The  monftrous,  and  till  then  un- 
lieard-of  doctrines  of  divine  indefeafible  heredita 
ry  right,  paffive  obedience,  £cc. 

Ver.  975.     The  parties  of  Whig  and  Tory. 

Ver.  982.     Charles  I. 

Ver.  991.     Parliaments. 

Ver.  1063.     Ship-money. 

Ver.  1004.     Monopolies. 

Ver.  1008.  The  raging  High  Church  fermons 
of  thefe  times,  infpiring  at  once  a  fpirit  of  flavifli 
fubmifilon  to  the  court,  and  of  bitter  periecution 
againft  thofe  whom  they  call  Church  and  State 
Puritans. 

Ver.  1 04  c.     At  the  Reftoration. 

Ver.  1048.     Charles  II. 

Ver.  1049-     Court  of  Wards. 

Ver.  1075.    Dunkirk. 

Ver.  1077.  The  war,  in  conjunction  with 
France,  againft  the  Dutch. 

Ver.  1078.     The  triple  alliance. 

Ver.  1080.     Under  Lewis  XIV. 

Ver.  1084.  A  {landing  army,  raifed  without 
the  confent  of  parliament. 

Ver.  1095.     The  charters  of  corporations. 

Ver.  1105.     James  II. 

Ver.  1119.  The  Prince  of  Orange,  in  his  paf- 
to  England,  though  his  fleet  had  been  at  firtl  dif- 
perfed  by  a  ftorrn,  was  afterwards  extremely  fa 
voured  by  feveral  changes  of  wind. 

Ver.  1 1 22.  Rapin,  in  his  Hiftory  of  England. 
—The  third  of  November  the  fleet  entered  the 
Channel,  and  lay  between  Calais  and  Dover,  to 
ftay  for  the  fliips  that  were  behind.  Here  the 
Prince  called  a  council  of  war- — It  is  not  eafy  to 
imagine  what  a  glorious  fliow  the  fleet  made. 
Five  or  fix  hundred  fhips  in  fo  narrow  a  channel, 
and  both  the  Englifh  and  French  mores  covered 
with  numberlefs  ipe<5lators,  are  no  common  fight. 
For  my  part,  who  was  then  on  board  the  fleet,  I 
own  it  ftruck  me  extremely. 

Ver.  1126.  The  Prince  placed  himfelf  in  the 
main  body,  carrying  a  flag  with  Englifli  colours, 
and  their  Highnefles'  arms  furrounded  with  this 
motto,  The  Proteftant  Religion  and  the  Liberties 
of  England ;  and  underneath  the  motto  of  the 
houfe  of  Nauflau,  Je  Maintiendrai,  I  will  main- 
tain.  RAPIN. 

The  Englifh  fleet. 

The  king's  army. 

By  the  Bill  of  Rights,  and  the  Ad 


Ver.  1127. 
Ver.  1130. 
Ver.  1143. 
of  Succeflion. 
Ver.  1144. 
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PART  V.     THE  PROSPECT. 

Contents. 

Author  addrefles  the  Goddefs  of  Liberty, 
marking  the  happinefs  a'nd  grandeur  of  Great 
Britain,  as  arifin^  from  her  influence;  to  ver. 
£8.  She  fefumes  her  difcourfe,  and  points  out 
the  chief  virtues  which  are  neceuary  to  main 
tain  her  establishment  t<here ,  t9  ver.  374.  Re 


commends,  as  its  lad  ornament  and  finifi 
fciences,  fine  arts,  and  public  works.     The  • 
couragement  of  thefe  urged  from  the  exan 
of  France,  though  under   a  defpotic   govc 
merit;    to   ver.    549.      The   whole   conclu< 
with   a  profpect  of  future  times,   given  by  I 
Goddefs  of  Liberty  :  this  defcribed  by  the  A' 
thor,  as  it  pafles  in  vifion  before  him. 

HERE  interpofing,  as  the  goddefs  paus'd  ; — 
"  Oh,  bleft  Britannia  !  in  thy  preience  bleft, 
"  Thou  guardian  of  mankind  1   whence  fprin^ 

"  alone, 

"  All  human  grandeur,  happinefs,  and  fame  : 
"  For  toil,  by  thee  protected,  feels  no  pain  ;         i 
"  The  poor  man's  lot  with  milk  and  honey  flows 
"  And,  gilded  with  thy  rays,  ev'n  death  looks  gay. 
"  Let  other  lands  the  potent  blefling  boaft 
"  Of  more  exalting  funs.     Let  Afia's  woods, 
"  Untended,  yield  the  vegetable  fleece  :  ID 

"  And  let  the  little  infedl-artift  form, 
"  On  higher  life  intent,  its  filken  tomb. 
"  Let  wondering  rocks,  in  radiant  birth,  difclofe, 
"  The  various-tinclur'd  children  of  the  fun. 
"  From  the  prone  beam  let  more  delicious  fruits  ij 
'*  A  flavour  drink,  that  in  one  piercing  tafte 
"  Bids  each  combine.     Let  Gallic  vineyards  burft 
"  With  floods  of  joy  ;  with  mild  balfamic  juice 
"  The  Tufcan  olive.     Let  Arabia  breathe 
"  Her  fpicy  gales,  her  vital  gums  cliihl.  20 

"  Turbid  with  gold  let  fouthern rivers  flow;  [maze. 
"  And  orient  floods  draw  foft,  o'er  pearls,  their 
"  Let  Afric  vaunt  her  treafures  ;  let  Peru 
"  Deep  in  her  bowels  her  own  ruin  breed 
"  The  yellow  traitor  that  her  blifs  betrayM,—  25 
"  Unequaird  blifs ! — and  to  unequall'd  rage  ! 
"  Yet  nor  the  gorgeous  eaft,  nor  golden  iouth, 
"  Nor,  in  full  prime,  that  new-diicover'd  world, 
"  Where  flames  the  falling  day,  in  wealth  and 

"  praife, 

"  Shall  with  Britannia  vie,  while,  Goddefs,  fhe  30 
"  Derives  her  praife  from  thee,    her  matchlefs 

"  charms. 

"  Her  hearty  fruits  the  hand  of  freedom  own; 
"  And,  warm  with  culture,  her  thick  clultering 

"  fields 

"  Prolific  teem.     Eternal  verdure  crowns 
"  Her  meads ;  her  gardens  fmile  eternal  fpring.  35 
"  She  gives  the  hunter-horfe,  ufiqueird  by  toil, 
"  Ardent,  to  rufh  into  the  rapid  chafe  : 
"  She,  whitening  o'er  her  downs,  diffufive,  pours 
"  Unnumber'd  flocks:  fhe  weaves  the  fleecy  robe, 
"  That  wraps  the  nations :  ihe,  to  lufty  droves,  40 
"  The  richeft  pafture  fpreads  j  and,  hers,  deep- 

"  wave 

"  Autumnal  feas  of  pleaftng  plenty  round. 
"  Thefe  her  delights :  and  by  no  baneful  herb, 
"  No  darting  tiger,  n~o  grim  Kon's  g-lare, 
(t  No  fierce-defceftding  wolf<  no  ferpent  roll'd  45 
"  In  fpires  immenfe  progrefilve  o'er  the  land, 
"  Difturb'd.     Enlivening  thefe,  add  cities,  full 
"  Of  wealth,  of  trade,  of  cheerful  toiling  crowds  j 
"  Add  thriving  towns  ;  add  villages-  and  farms, 
"  Innnmerous  ibw'd  along  the  lively  vale,          50 
"  Where  bold  unrtvall'd  peafants  happy  dwell ; 
"  Add  ancient  feats,  with  venerable  oaks 
"  Embofom'd  high,  while  kindred  floods  below 


LIBERTY. 


267 


"  Wind  through  the  mead  ;  and  thofe  of  modern 

"  hand, 

"  More  pompous,  add,  that  fpleiidid  fhine  afar.  55 
**  Need  I  her  limpid  lakes,  her  fivers  name, 
"  Where  fwarm  the  finny  race  ?  Thee,  chief,  © 

"  Thames ! 

"  On  vvhofe  each  tide,  glad  with  returning  fails, 
"  Flows  in  the  mingled  harveft  of  mankind  ?    59 
**  And  thee,  thou  Severn,  whofe  prodigious  fwell, 
"  And  waves,  relounding,  imitate  the  main  ? 
"  Why  need  I  name  her  deep  capacious  ports, 
«'  That  point  around  the  world?  and  why  her  feas  ? 
«'  All  oceln  is  her  own,  and  every  land 
**  To  whom  her  ruling  thunder  ocean  bears.      65 
«'  She  too  the  mineral  feeds  :  th'  obedient  lead, 
"  The  warlike  iron,  nor  the  peaceful  lefs, 
"  Forming  of  life  art-civihVd  the  bond  ; 
"  And  that  the  Tyrian  merchant  fought  of  old, 
*'  Not  dreaming  then  of  Britain's  brighter  fame. 
«*  She  rears  to  freedom  an  undaunted  race:       7! 
**  Compatriot,  zealous,  hofpitable,  kind, 
"  Hers  the  warm  Cambrian  :  hers  the  lofty  Scot, 
««  To  hardfhip  tam'd,  active  in  arts  and  arms, 
*"  Fir'd  with  a  reftlefs,  an  impatient  flame,        75 
"  That  leads  him  raptur'd  where  ambition  calls : 
"  And  Englifii  merit  hers;  where  meet,  combin'd, 
*'  Whatever  high  fancy,  found  judicious  thought, 
"  An  ample  generous  heart,  undrooping  foul, 
"  And  firm  tenacious  valour  can  beftow.  80 

"  Great  nurfe  of  fruits,  of  flocks,  of  commerce, 

She  I  [taught, 

"  Great  nurfe   of  men  !    By  thee,  O  Goddefs, 
"  Her  old  renown  I  trace,  difclofe  her  fource 
"  Of  wealth,  of  grandeur,  and  to  Britons  ling 
*'  A  ftrain  the  mufes  never  touch'd  before."       85 
"  But  how  fliall  this  thy  mighty  kingdom  ftand  ? 
"  On  what  unyielding  bafe  ?  how  finilh'd  fhine?" 

At  this  her  eye,  collecting  all  its  fire, 
Beam'd  more  than  human  ;  and  her  awful  voice, 
Majeftic  thus  (he  rais'd — "  To  Britons  bear       90 
"  This  clo(ing  ftrain,  and  with  intenfer  note 
"  Loud  let  it  found  in  their  awaken'd  ear." 

On  virtue  can  alone  my  kingdom  ftand, 
6n  public  virtue,  every  virtue  join'd. 
For,  loft  this  iocial  cement  of  mankind,  pj 

The  greateft  empires,  by  fcarce-felt  degrees, 
Will  moulder  foft  away  ;  till,  tottering  loofe, 
They  prone  at  laft  to  total  ruin  rtifh. 
tlnbleft  by  virtue,  government  a  league 
Becomes,  a  circling  junto  of  the  great,  Io« 

To  rob  by  law  ;  religion  mild  «.  yoke 
To  tame  the  {looping  foul,  a  trick  of  ftate 
To  mafk  their  rapine,  and  to  mare  the  prey. 
"What  are  without  it  fenates,  lave  a  face 
Of  coniultatipn  deep  and  reafon  free,  105 

While  the  determin'd  voice  and  heart  are  fold  ? 
What  boatled  freedom,  fave  a  founding  name  ? 
And  what  election,  but  a  market  vile 
Of  flaves  felf-barter'd?  Virtue  1  without  thee, 
There  is  no  ruling  eye,  no  nerve,  in  ftates  ;      no 
War  has  no  vigour,  and  no  fafety  peace  : 
Ev'n  jurtice  warps  to  party,  laws  opprefs, 
Wide  through  the  land  their  weak  protection  fails, 
Firft  broke  the  balance,   and   then  fcorn'd  the 

fword. 

Thus  nations  fink,  fociety  diffblvcs  ;  115 

Rapine  and  .guile  and  violence  break  loofej 


Everting  life,  and  turning  love  to'gaul ; 
Man  hates  the  face  of  man,  and  Indian  woods 
And  Libya's  biffing  fands  to  him  are  tame. 

By  thofe  three  virtues  be  the  frame  fuftain'd 
Of  Britifn  freedom  :  Independent  life  ;  13 1 

Integrity  in  office  ;  and  o'er  all 
Supreme,  a  paffiou  for  the  commonweal.         [gift 

Hail !  Independence,  hail !  Heaven's  next  beft 
To  that  of  life  and  an  immortal  foul !  125 

The  life  of  life  '.  that  to  the  banquet  high 
And  fober  meal  gives  tafte  ;  to  the  bow'd  roof 
Fair-dream'd  repofe,  and  to  the  cottage  charms. 
Of  public  freedom,  hail,  thou  fecret  fource  ! 
Whofe  ftreams,  from  every  quarter  confluent,  form 
My  better  Nile,  that  mules  human  life.  131 

By  rills  from  thee  deduc'd,  irriguous,  fed, 
The  private  field  looks  gay,  with  nature's  wealth 
Abundant  flows,  and  blooms  with  each  delight 
That  nature  craves.     Its  happy  mafter  there,  135 
The  only  free-man,  walks  his  pleafing  round  : 
Sweet-featur'd  peace  attending ;  fearlefs  truth  ; 
Firm  refolution  ;  goodnefs,  blefllng  all 
That  can  rejoice  ;  contentment,  fureft  friend  ; 
And,  ftill  freih  ftores  from  nature's  book  deriv'd, 
Philofophy,  companion  ever-new.  14! 

Thefe  cheer  his  rural,  and  fuftain  or  fire, 
When  into  action  call'd,  his  bufy  hours. 
Meantime  true  judging  moderate  delire, 
Oeconomy  arid  tafte,  combin'd,  direct;  145 

His  clear  affairs,  and  from  debauching  fiends 
Secure  his  little  kingdom.     Nor  can  thofe 
Whom  fortune  heaps,  without  thefe  virtues,  reach 
That  truce  with  pain,  that  animated  eafe, 
That  felt  enjoyment  fpringing  from  within ;     150 
That  independence,  active,  or  retired, 
Which  make  the  found  eft  blifs  of  man  below  : 
But,  loft  beneath  the  rubbifh  of  their  means, 
And  drained  by  wants  to  nature  all  unknown, 
A  wandering,  taftelefs,  gaily-wretched  train,  155 
Though  rich,    are   beggars,    and,  though  noble, 
flaves. 

Lo  !  damn'd  to  wealth,  at  what  a  grofs  expence, 
They  purchafe  difappointment,  pain,  and  (name. 
Inftead  of  hearty,  hofpitable  cheer, 
See  how  the  hall  with  brutal  riot  flows;          160 
While  in  the  foaming  flood,  fermenting,  fleep'd, 
The  country  maddens  into  party-rage. 
Mark  thofe  difgraceful  piles  of  wood  and  ftone  ; 
Thofe  parks  and  gardens,  where,  his  haunts  be- 

trimm'd, 

And  nature  by  prefumptuous  art  opprefs'd,      165 
The  woodland  genius  mourns.  See  !  the  full  board 
That  fteams  difguft,  and  bowls  that  give  no  joy  j 
No  truth  invited  there,  to  feed  the  mind; 
Nor  wit,  the  wine  rejoicing  reafon  quaffs. 
Hark  !  how  the  dome  with  infolence  refounds,  170 
With  thofe  retain'd  by  vanity  to  fcare 
Repofe  and  friends.     To  tyrant  fafhion  mark 
The  coftly  worfhip  paid,  to  the  broad  gaze 
Of  fools.     From  ftill  delufive  day  to  day, 
Led  an  eternal  round  of  lying  hope,  175; 

See  !  felf-abandon'd,  how  they  roam  adrift, 
DafW  o'er  the  town,  a  miferable  wreck  ! 
Then  to  adore  fome  warbling  eunuch  turn'd. 
With  Midas'  ears  they  crowd  j  or  to  the  buz 
Of  mafquerade  unblufhing  ;  or,  to  mow  i8O 

Their  {corn  of  nature,  at  the  tragic  fcene 
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They  mirthful  fit,  or  prove  the  comic  true. 
But,  chief,  behold  !  around  the  rattling  board, 
The  civil  robbers  rang'd  ;  and  ev'n  the  fair, 
The  tender  fair,  each  fweetnefs  laid  afide,        185 
As  fierce  for  plunder  as  ali-licens'd  troops 
In  fome  fack'd  city.     Thus  diffblv'd  their  wealth, 
Without  one  generous  luxury  diflblv'd, 
Or  quarter'd  on  it  many  a  needlefs  want. 
At  the  throng'd  levee  bends  the  venal  trib?  :  190 
With  fair  but  faithlefs  fmiies  each  varnim'd  o'er, 
Each  fmooth  as  thofe  that  mutually  deceive, 
And  for  their  falfehood  each  defpifing  each ; 
Till  fliook  their  patron  by  the  wintery  winds, 
Wide  flies  the  wither'd  mower,  and  leaves  him  bare. 
O,  far  fuperior  Afric's  fable  fons,  196 

By  merchant  pilfer'd,  to  thefe  willing  flaves  ! 
And,  rich,  as  unfqueez'd  favourite,  to  them, 
Is  he  who  can  his  virtue  boaft  alone  ! 

Britons  !  be  firm  ! — nor  let  corruption  fiy      200 
Twine  round  your  heart  indiffuluble  chains ! 
The  Heel  of  Brutus  burft  the  groiTer  bonds 
By  Caefar  caft  o'er  Rome ;  but  ftill  remain'd 
The  loft  enchanting  fetters  of  the  mind, 
And  other  Ccefars  rofe.     Determin'd,  hold       205 
Your  independence  ;  for,  that  once  deftroy'd> 
Unfounded,  freedom  is  a  morning  dream, 
That  flits  aerial  from  the  fpreading  eye. 

Forbid  it  Heaven  !  that  ever  I  need  urge 
Integrity  in  office  on  my  fons  !  210 

Inculcate  common  honour — not  to  rob — 
And  whom  ? — The  gracious,  the  confiding  hand, 
That  laviihly  rewards ;  the  toiling  poor, 
Whofe  cup  with  many  a  bitter  drop  is  mixt ; 
The  guardian  public  :  every  face  they  fee,        215 
And  every  friend  ;  nay,  in  effect,  themfelves. 
As  in  familiar  life,  the  villain's  fate 
Admits  no  cure  ;  fo,  when  a  defperate  age 
At  this  arrives,  I  the  devoted  race 
Indignant  fpurn,  and  hopelefs  foar  away.          220 

But,  ah,  too  little  known  to  modern  times  1 
Be  not  the  nobleft  pailion  paft  unfung ; 
That  ray  peculiar  from  unbounded  love 
Effus'd,  which  kindles  the  heroic  foul ; 
Devotion  to  the  public.     Glorious  flame  !        225 
Celeftial  ardour  !  in  what  unknown  worlds, 
Profufely  fcatter'd  through  the  blue  immenfe, 
Haft  thou  been  bleffing  myriads,  fince  in  Rome, 
Old  virtuous  Rome,  fo  many  deathlefs  names 
From  thee  their  luftre  drew  ?  fince,  taught  by 
thee,  230 

Their  poverty  put  fplendor  to  the  blufh, 
Pain  grew  luxurious,  and  ev'n  death  delight  ? 
O,  wilt  thou  ne'er,  in  thy  long  period,  look, 
With  blaze  direct,  on  this  my  laft  retreat  -? 

'Tis  not  enough,  from  felf  right  underftood    235 
Reflected,  that  thy  rays  inflame  the  heart : 
Though  virtue  not  difdains  appeals  to  felf, 
Dreads  not  the  trial ;  all  her  joys  are  true, 
Nor  is  there  any  real  joy  fave  hers. 
Far  Icfs  the  tepid,  the  declaiming  race,  240 

Foes  to  corruption,  to  its  wages  friends, 
Or  thofe  whom  private  paflions,  for  a  while, 
Beneath  my  ftandard  lift,  can  they  fuffice 
To  raife  and  fix  the  glory  of  my  reign  ? 

An  active  flood  of  univerfal  love  245 

Muft  fwcll  the  breaft.     Firft,  in  effufion  wide, 
The  reftlefs  fpirit  roves  creation  round, 


And  feizes  every  being  :  ftronger  then 

It  tends  to  life,  whate'er  the  kindred  fearch 

Of  blifs  allys:   then,  more  collected  ftill,          250 

It  urges  human-kind  :  a  paffion  grown, 

At  laft,  the  central  parent-public  calls 

Its  utmoft  effort  forth,  awakes  each  fenfe, 

The  comely,  grand,  and  tender.     Without  this, 

This  awful  pant,  fliook  from  fublimer  powers  255 

Than  thofe  of  felf,  this  heaven-infus'd  delight, 

This  mortal  gravitation,  rufhing  prone 

To  prefs  the  public  good,  my  fyftem  foon, 

Traverfe,  to  feveral  felfifh  centres  dra"£'nj 

Will  reel  to  ruin :   while  for  ever  ihut  360 

Stand  the  bright  portals  of  defponding  fame. 

From  fordid  felf  flioot  up  no  mining  deeds, 
None  of  thofe  ancient  lights,  that  gladden  earth, 
Give  grace  to  being,  and  aroufe  the  brave 
To  juft  ambition,  virtue's  quickening  fire  !       263 
Life  tedious  grows,  an  idly-buftling  round, 
Fill'd  up  with  actions  animal  and  mean, 
A  dull  gazette  !  Th'  impatient  reader  fcorns 
The  poor  hiftoric  page  ;  till  kindly  comes 
Oblivion,  and  redeems  a  people's  ihame.  27^ 

Not  fo  the  times,  when,  emulation-ftung, 
Greece  (hone  in  genius,  fcience,  and  in  arts, 
And  Rome  in  virtues  dreadful  to  be  told  ! 
To  live  was  glory  then  !  and  charm'd  mankind 
Through  the  deep  periods  of  devolving  time,  275 
Thofe,  raptur'd,  copy  ;  thefe,  aftoniih'd,  read. 

True,  a  corrupted  ftate,  with  every  vice 
And  every  meannefs  foul,  this  pallion  damps. 
Who  can,  unlhock'd,  behold  the  cruel  eye  ? 
The  pale  inveigling  fmile  ?  the  ruffian  front  ?  280 
The  wretch  abandon'd  to  relentlefs  felf, 
Equally  vile  if  mifer  or  profufe  ? 
Powers  riot  of  God,  afliduous  to  corrupt  ? 
The  fell  deputed  tyrant,  who  devours 
The  poor  and  weak  at  diftance  from  redfefs  ?  28; 
Delirious  faction  bellowing  loud  my  name  ? 
The  falfe  fair-feeming  patriot's  hollow  boaft? 
A  race  refolv'd  on  bondage,  fierce  for  chains; 
My  facred  rights  a  merchandife  alone 
Efteerriing,  and  to  work  their  feeder's  will       290 
By  deeds,  a  horror  to  mankind,  prepar'd, 
As  were  the  dregs  of  Romulus  of  old  ? 
Who  thefe  indeed  can  undetefting  fee  ! — 
But  who  unpitying  ?  To  the  generous  eye 
Diftrefs  is  virtue  ;  and,  though  felf-betray'd,  295 
A  people  ftruggling  with  their  fate  muft  roufe 
The  hero's  throb.     Nor  can  a  land,  at  once 
Be  loft  to  virtue  quite.     How  glorious  then  ! 
Fit  luxury  for  gods !  to  fave  the  good, 
Protect  the  feeble,  dam  bold  vice  afide,  350 

Deprefs  the  wicked,  and  reftore  the  frail. 
Pofterity,  btiides,  the  yOung  are  pure, 
Arid  fons  may  tinge  their  father's  cheek  with  mame, 

Should  then  the  times  arrive  (which  heaven 

avert !) 

That  Britons  bend  unnerv'd,  not  by  the  force  305 
Of  arms,  more  generous,  and  more  manly  quell'd, 
But  by  corruption's  foul-dejecting  arts, 
Arts  impudent  and  grofs  !  by  their  own  gold, 
In  part  beftow'd,  to  bribe  them  to  give  all. 
With  party  raging,  or  immcrs'd  in  floth,          316 
Should  they  Britannia's  well-fought  laurels  yield 
To  ilily-conquering  Gaul ;  ev'n  from  her  brow 
Let  her  own  naval  oak  be  bafely  torn, 
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By  fuch  ai  tremble  at  the  iriffening  gale, 
And  nervelefs  fink  while  others  fing  rejoic'd.  315 
Or  (darker  profpect !  fcarce  one  gleam  behind 
Difclofing)  fliould  the  broad  corruptive  plague 
Breathe  from  the  city  to  the  fartheft  hut, 
That  fits  ferene  within  the  foreft-fhade  ; 
The  fever'd  people  fire,  inflame  their  wants,  320 
And  their  luxurious  tkirft,  fo  gathering  rage, 
That,  were  a  buyer  found,  they  ft  and  prepar'd 
To  fell  their  birthright  for  a  cooling  draught. 
Should  ihamelefs  pens  for  plain  corruption  plead ; 
The  hir'd  afTaflins  of  the  commonweal  !  325 

Deem'd  the  declaiming  rant  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
Should  public  virtue  grow  the  public  feoff, 
Till  private,  failing,  ftaggers  through  the  land  : 
Till  round  the  city  loofe  mechanic  want, 
Dire-prowling  nightly,  makes  the  cheerful  haunts 
Of  men  more  hideous  than  Numidian  wilds,    331 
Nor  from  its  fury  fleeps  the  vale  in  peace  ; 
And  murders,  horrors,  perjuries  abound  : 
Nay,  till  to  loweft  deeds  the  higheft  ftoop  ; 
The  rich,  like  ftarving  wretches,  thirft  for  gold  ; 
And  thole,  on  whom  the  vernal  mowers  of  heaven 
All  bounteous  fall,  and  that  prime  lot  beftow, 
A  power  to  live  to  nature  and  themfelves, 
Jn  fick  attendance  wear  their  anxious  days, 
"With  fortune,  joylefs,  and  with  honours,  mean. 
Meantime,  perhaps,  profufion  flows  around,     341 
The  wafte  of  war,  without  the  works  of  peace  ; 
No  mark  of  millions  in  the  gulf  abforpt 
Of  uncreating  vice,  none  but  the  rage 
Of  rous'd  corruption  ftill  demanding  more.       345 
That  very  portion,  which  (by  faithful  (kill 
Employ'd)  might  make  the  fmiling  public  rear 
Her  ornamented  head,  drill'd  through  the  hands 
Of  mercenary  tools,  ferves  but  to  nurfe 
A  locuft-band  within,  and  in  the  bud  350 

Leaves  ftarv'd  each  work  of  dignity  and  ufe. 

I  paint  the  worft.  But  mould  thefe  times  arrive, 
If  any  nobler  paffion  yet  remain, 
Let  all  my  fons  all  parties  fling  afide, 
Deipife  their  nonfenfe,  and  together  join  ;        355 
Let  worth  and  virtue  fcorning  low  defpair, 
Exerted  full,  from  every  quarter  fliine, 
Commix'd  in  heighten'd  blaze.     Light  flafh'd  to 
Moral,  or  intellectual,  more  intenfe  [light. 

By  giving^glows.     As  on  pure  winter's,  eve,     360 
Gradual,  the  ftars  effulge  ;  fainter,  at  firfl, 
They,  ftraggling,  rife  ;  but  when  the  radiant  hoft, 
In  thick  profufion  pour'd,  fliine  out  immenfe, 
Each  cafting  vivid  influence  on  each, 
From  pole  to  pole  a  glittering  deluge  plays,     365 
And  woxlds  above  rejoice,  and  men  below. 

But  why  to  Britons  this  fuperfluous  (train  ? — 
Good-nature,  honeft  truth  ev'n  fomewhat  blunt, 
pf  crooked  bafenefs  and  indignant  fcorn, 
A  zeal  unyielding  in  their  country's  caufe,       370 
And  ready  bounty,  wont  to  dwell  with  them— 
Nor  only  want — Wide  o'er  the  land  diffus'd, 
In  many  a  bleft  retirement  ftill  they  dwell. 

To  fofter  profpect  turn  we  now  the  view, 
To  laurell'd  fcience,  arts,  and  public  works,     375 
That  lend  my  finifh'd  fabric  comely  pride, 
Grandeur,  and  grace.     Of  feillen  genius  he  ! 
Curs'd  by  the  mufes  1  by  the  graces  loath 'd  ! 
Who  deems  beneath  the  public's  high  regard 
Thefe  laft  enlivening  touches  of  my  reign.       380 


However  puff'd  with  poT,vcr,    an:l   rpr~'d  with 
A  nation  be  ;  let  trade  enormous  rife, "     [wealth, 
Let  eaft  and  frmth  their,  mingled  treafure  pour, 
Till,fwelPd  impetuous,  the  corrupting  flood 
Burft  o'er  the  city,  and  devour  the  land  :          385 
Yet  thefe  neglected,  thefe  recording  arts, 
Wealth  rots,  a  nuifance  ;  and,  oblivious  funk, 
That  nation  muft  another  Carthage  lie. 
If  not  by  them,  on  monumental  brais, 
On  fculptur'd  marble,  on  the  deathleis  page,  390 
Imprelt,  renown  had  left  no  trace  behind  : 
Tn  vain,  to  future  times,  thefage  had  thought, 
The  legislator  plann'd,  the  hero  found 
A  beauteous  death,  the  patriot  toil'd  in  vain. 
Th'  awarders  they  of  fame's  immortal  wreath,  3^5 
They  roufe  ambition,  they  the  mind  exalt, 
Give  great  ideas,  lovely  forms  infuie, 
Delight  the  general  eye,  and,  dreft  by  them, 
The  moral  Venus  glows  with  double  charms. 

Science,  my  clofe  affociate,  ftill  attends        403 
Where'er  I  go.    Sometimes,  in  fimple  guife, 
She  walks  the  furrow  with  the  conful  fwam, 
Whifpering  unletter'd  wifdom  to  the  heart, 
Direct ;  or,  fometimes,  in  the  pompous  robe 
Of  fancy  dreft,  fhe  charms  Athenian  wits,        405 
And  a  whole  fapient  city,  round  her  burns. 
Then  o'er  her  brow  Minerva's  terrors  nod  : 
With  Xenophon,  fometimes,  in  dire  extremes, 
She  breathes  deliberate  foul,  and  makes  retreat 
Uiiequall'd  glory :  with  the  Theban  fage,        410 
Epaminondas,  firft  and  beft  of  men  ! 
Sometimes  flie  bids  the  deep- embattled  hoft, 
Above  the  vulgar  1'each,  refiftlefs  form'd, 
March  to  fure  conqueil — never  gain'd  before  ! 
Nor  on  the  treacherous  feas  of  giddy  ftate        415 
Unikiilful  fhe  :  when  the  U'iumphant  tide 
Of  high-fwoln  empire  wears  one  boundlefs  fmile, 
And  the  gale  tempts  to  newpurfutts  of  fame, 
Sometimes,  with  Scipio,  flie  collects  her  fail, 
And  feeks  the  blifsful  fhore  of  rural  eafe,          420 
Where,  but  th'  Aonian  maid5,  no  fyrens  fing ; 
Or  fliould  the  deep-brew'd  tempeft  muttering  rife, 
While  rocks  and  flioals  perfidious  lurk  around, 
With  Tully  flie  her  wide-reviving  light 
To  fenates  holds,  a  Cataline  confounds,  425 

And  faves  a  while  from  Czefar,  finking  Rome. 
Such  the  kind  power,  whofe  piercing  eye  diflbives 
Each  mental  fetter,  and  fets  reafon  iiee; 
For  me  infpiring  an  enlighten'd  zeal, 
The  more  tenacious  as  the  more  convinc'd       430 
HOW  happy  freemen,  and  how  wretched  flaves, 
To  Britons  not  unknown,  to  Britons  full 
The  goddcfs  fpreads  her  ftores,  the  fecret  foul 
That  quickens  trade,  the  breath  imfeen  that  wafts 
To  them  the  treafures  of  a  balanc'd  world.      435 
But  finer  arts  (fave  what  the  mufe  has  fung 
In  daring  flight,  above  all  modern  wing) 
Neglected  droop  the  head;  and  public  works, 
Broke  by  corruption  into  private  gain, 
Not  ornament,  difgrace;  not  ferve,  deftroy.     440 

Shall  Britons,  by  their  own  joint  wifdom  rul'd 
Beneath  one  royal  head,  whofe  vital  power 
Connects,  enlivens,  and  exerts  the  whole  ; 
In  finer  arts,  and  public  works,  fhall  they 
To  Gallia  yield  ?  yield  to  a  land  that  bends,    445 
Depreft,  and  broke,  beneath  the  will  of  one  ? 
Of  one  who,  fliould  th'  unkingly  thirft  of  gold, 
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Or  tyrant  paflions,  Of  ambition,  prompt, 
Calls  locuft-armies  o'er  trie  blafted  land  :          449 
Drains   from   its    thirfty   bounds   the  fprings  of 
His  own  infatiate  refervoir  to  nil :  [wealth, 

To  the  lone  defert  patriot-merit  frowns, 
Or  into  dungeons  arts,  when  they,  their  chains, 
Indignant,  burlUng,  for  their  nobler  works 
All  other  licence  fcorn  but  truth's  and  mine.  455 
Oh,  fliame  to  think  1  mall  Britons,  in  the  field 
tJr.conquer'd  ftill,  the  better  laurel  lofe  ? 
Ev'n  in  that  monarch's  reign,  who  vainly  dreamt, 
By  giddy  power,  betray'd,  and  flatter'd  pride,  459 
To   grafp    unbounded   fway;    while,    fwarming 
His  armies  dar'd  all  Europe  to  the  field  ;     [round, 
To  hoftile  hands  while  treafure  flow'd  prof  life, 
And,  that  great  fource  of  treafure,  fubjecVs  blood, 
Inhuman  fquander'd,  ficken'd  every  land  ; 
From  Britain,  chief,  while  my  fuperior  fons,    465 
In  vengeance  rufhing,  dailfd  his  idle  hopes, 
And  bade  his  agonizing  heart  be  low  : 
Ev'n  then,  as  in  the  golden  calm  of  peace  ! 
What  public  works  at  home,  what  arts  arofe  ! 
"What  various  fcience  (hone  '.  what  genius  glow'd  ! 
'Tisnot  for  me  to  paint,  diffufive  ihot  471 

O'er  fair  extents  of  land,  the  fhining  road  ; 
The  flood-compelling  arch  ;  the  long  canal, 
Through  mountains  piercing,  and  uniting  feas  ; 
The  dome  refounding  fweet  with  infant  joy,    475 
From  famine  fav'd,  or  cruel-handed  fhame, 
And  that  where  valour  counts  his  noble  fears  ; 
The  land  werefocial  pleafure  loves  to  dwell, 
Of  the  fierce  demon,  Gothic  duel  freed  ; 
The  robber  from  his  fartheft  foreft  chas'd ;       4X0 
The  turbid  city  clear'd,  and,  by  degrees, 
Into  fure  peace  the  belt  police  refin'd, 
Magnificence,  and  grace,  and  decent  joy. 
Let  Gallic  bards  record,  how  honour'd  arts, 
And  fcience,  by  defpotic  bounty  blefs'd,  483 

At  diftance  fiouriuVd  from  my  parent-eye, 
Reftoring  ancient  tafte,  how  Boileau  rofe. 
How  the  big  Roman  foul  fhook,  in  Corneille, 
The  trembling  ftage.     Inelegant  Racine  ;       489 
How  the  more  powerful,  tho'  more  humble  voice 
Of  nature-painting  Greece,  refiftlefsbreath'd 
The  whole-awaken'd  heart.  How  Moliere's  fcene, 
Chaftis'd  and  regular,  with  well-judg'd  wit, 
Not  fcatter'd  wild,  and  native  humour,  grac'd, 
Was  life  itfelf.     To  public  honours  rais'd,        495 
How  learning  in  warm  feminariesfpread  ; 
And,  more  for  glory  than  the  fmall  reward, 
How  emulation  ftrove.     How  their  pure  tongue 
Almoft  obtain'd  what  was  deny'd  their  arms. 
From  Rome,  awhile,  how  painting,  courted  long, 
With  Pouflin  came  ;  ancient  dtfign,  that  lifts  501 
A  fairer  front,  and  looks  another  foul. 
How  the  kind  art,  that,  of  unvalued  price, 
The  fam'd  and  only  picture,  eafy,  gives, 
Refin'd  her  touch,  and,  thro'  the  (hadow'd  piece, 
All  the  live  fpirit  of  the  painter  pour'd.  5(56" 

Coyeft  of  arts,  how  fculpture  norward.  deign'd 
A  look,  and  bade  her  Girardpn  arife. 
How  lavifii'd  grandeur  blaz'd  ;  the  barren  wafte, 
Aftoniih'd,  fawthe  ludden  palace  fwell,  510 

And  fountains  fpout  amid  its  arid  fliades. 
For  leagues,  bright  viftas  opening  to  the  T iew, 
How  forefts  in  majeftic  gardens  fmil'd. 
Haw  menial  arts,  by  their  gay  lifters  taught, 


Wove  the  deep  flower,  the  blooming  foliage  train'd 
In  joyous  figures  o'er  the  filky  lawn,  516 

The  palace  cheer'd,  illum'd  the  ftory'd  wall, 
And  with  the  pencil  vy'd  the  glowing  loom. 

Thefe  laurels,  Louis,  by  the  droppings  rais'd 
Of  thy  profufion,  its  dishonour  fliade,  530 

And,  green  thro'  future  times,  fliall  bind  thy  brow  ; 
While  the  vain  honours  of  perfidious  war 
Wither  abhorr'd,  or  in  oblivion  loft. 
With  what  prevailing  vigour  had  they  fhot, 
And  dole  a  deeper  root,  by  the  full  tide  525 

Of  war-funk  millions  fed  ?  Superior  ftill, 
How  had  they  branch'd  luxuriant  to  the  ikies, 
In  Britain  planted,  by  the  potent  juice 
Of  freedom  fwell'd  ?  Forc'd  is  the  bloom  of  arts, 
A  faife  uncertain  fpring,  when  bounty  gives,  53* 
Weak  Without  me,  a  tranfitory  gleam. 
Fair  fhine  the  flippery  days,  enticing  ikies 
Of  favour  fmile,  and  courtly  breezes  blow ; 
Till  arts,  betray'd,  truft  to  the  fluttering  air 
Their  tender  bloffom  :  then  malignant  rife       535 
The  blights  of  envy,  of  thofe  infect-clouds, 
That,  blafting  merit,  often  cover  courts  : 
Nay,  mould,  perchance,  fome  kind  Maecenas  aid 
The  doubtful  beamings  of  his  prince's  foul, 
His  wavering  ardour  fix,  and  unconfin'd  540 

Diffufe  his  warm  beneficence  around  ; 
Yet  death,  at  laft,  and  wintery  tyrants  come, 
Each  fpng  of  genius  killing  at  the  root. 
But  when  with  me  imperial  bounty  joins, 
Wide  o'er  the  public  blows  eternal  ipring  :      545 
While  mingled  autumn  every  harveft  pours 
Of  every  land;  whate'er  invention,  art, 
Creating  toil  and  nature  can  produce. 

Here  ceas'd  the  goddefs ;  and  her  ardent  wings, 
Dipt  in  the  colours  of  the  heavenly  bow,          550 
Stood  waving  radiance  round,  for  fudden  flight 
Prepar'd,  when  thus,  impatient,  burft  my  prayer. 
"  Oh,  forming  light  of  life  !  O,  better  fun  ! 
"  Sun  of  mankind  !  by  whom  the  cloudy  north, 
"  Sublim'd,  net  envies  Languedocian  fkies,      555 
"  That,  unftain'd  ether  all,  diffufive  fmile, 
"  When  Jhall  nve  call  theje  ancient  laurels  ours  ? 
"  And  (when  Thy  'work  complete  .«"'  Straight  with 

her  hand, 

Celeftial  red,  fhe  touch'd  my  darken'd  eyes. 
As  at  the  touch  of  day  the  (hades  diflulve,       560 
So  quick,  methought,  the  mifty  circle  clear'd, 
That  dims  the  dawn  of  being  here  below  : 
The  future  fhone  difclos'd,  and,  in  long  view, 
Bright  rifing  aeras  inftartt  rufh'd  to  light,     [hold  \ 

"  They  come  !  great  goddefs  !  I  the  times  be- 
'  The  times  our  fathers,  in  the  bluody  field,     566 
'  Have  earn'd  fo  dear,  and,  not  with  lefs  renown, 
*  In  the  warm  ftruggles  of  the  fenate  fight. 
'  The  times  I  fee  1  whofe  glory  to  fupply, 
'  For  toiling  ages,  commerce  round  the  world 
"  Has  wing'd  unnumber'd  fails,  and  from  each 
land  [Rome 

"  Materials   heap'd,   that,   well-employ'd,   with 
"  Might  vie  our  grandeur,  and  with  Greece  our 

"  Lo  !  Princes  I  behold  !   contriving  ftill,    [art. 
"  And  ftill  conducting  firm  fome  brave  defigu  ; 
"  Kings  !  that  the  narrow  joylefs  circle  fcorn, 
"  Burft  the  blockade  of  falfe  defigning  men,   577 
"  Of  treacherous  frolics,  of  adulation  fell, 
"•  And  of  tha  blinding  clouds  around  them  thrown  i 
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Their  court  rejoicing  millions ;  worth  alone, 
And  virtue  dear  to  them  ;  their  belt  delight, 
In  juft  proportion,  to  give  general  joy  ; 
Their  jealous  care  thy  kingdom  to  maintain  ; 
The  public  glory  theirs  ;  unfparing  love       584 
Their  endleis  treafure  ;  and  their  deeds  their 
praile,  [force- 

With  thee  they  work.     Nought  can  refilt  your 
Life  feels  it  quickening  in  her  dark  retreats  ; 
Strong  fpread  the  blooms  of  genius, fcience,  art; 
His  balhful  bounds  diiclofmg  merit  breaks  ; 
And,  big  with  fruits  of  glory,  virtue  blows  590 
Expanfive  o'er,  the  land.     Another  race 
Of  generous  youth,  of  patriot  fires,  I  fee  I 
Not  thofe  vain  infects  fluttering  in  the  blaze 
Of  court,  and  ball  and  play  ;  thofe  venal  fouls, 
Corruption's  veteran  unrelenting  bands,       595 
That,  to  their  vices  flaves,  can  ne'er  be  free. 
"  I  fee  the  fountain's  purg'J  ?  whence  life  de 
rives 

A  clear  or  turbid  flow;  fee  the  young  mind 
Not  fed  impure  by  chance,  by  flattery  fool'd, 
Or  by  fcholaflic  jargon  bloated  proud.          6co 
But  till'd  and  nouriih'd  by  the  light  of  truth. 
Then,  beam'd  through  fancy  the  refining  ray, 
And  pouring  on  the  heart  the  paffions  feel 
At  once  informing  light  and  moving  flame ; 
Till  moral,  public,  graceful  action  crowns  605 
The  whole.    Behold  !  the  fair  contention  glows, 
In  all  that  mind  our  body  can  adorn, 
And  form  to  life.     Inftead  of  barren  heads, 
Barbarian  pedants,  wrangling  fons  of  pride, 
And  truth-perplexing  metaphyfic  wits,         610 
Men,  patriots,  chiefs,  and  citizens  are  form'd. 
"  Lo  !  juftice,  like  the  liberal  light  of  Heaven, 
Un'purchas'd  mines  on  all,  and  from  her  beam, 
Appalling  guilt,  retire  the  favage  crew, 
That   prowl   amid   the  darknefs    they  them- 
'  '*  feives  615 

Have   thrown   around  the    laws.      Oppreffion 

*'  grieves, 

See  !  how  her  legal  furies  bite  the  lip,  [tect, 
\Vhile  Yorks  and  Talbots  their  deep  fnare's  de- 
Ar,d  feize  fwift  juftice  through  the  clouds  they 

"  raife. 

"  See  !  focial  labour  lifts  his  guarded  head, 620 
And  men  not  yield  to  government  in  vain. 
From  the  fure  land  is  rooted  ruffian  force, 
And,  the  lewd  nurfe  of  villains,  idle  walte  ; 
Lo  !  raz'd  their  haunts,  down  dafh'd  their  mad- 

"  dening  bowl, 

A  nation's  poifon  !  beauteous  order  reigns  !  625 
Manly  fubmiflion,  unimpofing  toil, 
Trade  without  guile,  civility  that  marks 
From  the  foul  herd  of  brutal  flaves  thy  fons, 
And  fearlefs  peace.-     Or  fliould  affronting  war 
To  flow  but  dreadful  vengeance  route  the  juft,  630 
Unfailing  fields  of  freemen  I  behold  ! 
That  know,  with  their  own  proper  arm,  to  guard 
Their  own  bleft  ifle  againft  a  leaguing  world. 
Defpairing  Gaul  her  boiling  youth  retrains, 
Diffblv'd  her  dream  of  univerfal  fway  :         635 
The  winds  and  feas  are  Britain's  wide  domain  ; 
And  not  a  fail,  but  by  permiffion,  fpreads. 
"  Lo  !  fwarming  fouthvvard  on  rejoicing  ions, 
Gay  colonies  extend  ;  the  calm  retreat 
Of  undcfcrv'd  diftrefs,  the  better  home         640 


1  Of  thofe  whom  bigots  chafe  from  foreign  lands. 
Not  built  on  rapine,  fervitude,  and  woe, 

1  And  in  their  turn  fome  petty  tyrant's  prey  ; 
But,  bound  by  focial  freedom,  firm  they  rife ; 
Such  as,  of  late,  an  Oglethorpe  has  form'd,  645 
And,  crowding  round,  the  charm'd  Savannah, 

"  fees. 

"  Horrid  with  want  and  mifery,  no  more 
Our  Itreets  the  tender  paflenger  afflict. 
Nor  fhivering  age,  nor  ficknefs  without  friend, 
Or  home,  or  bed  to  bear  his  burning  load,  650 
Nor  agonizing  infant,  that  ne'er  earn'd 
Its  guiltlefs  pangs,  I  fee  !  The  ft  ores,  profufe, 
Which  Britifh  bounty  has  to  theie  aiiign'd, 
No  more  the  faerilegious  riot  fweil 
Of  cannibal  devourers  !  Right  apply'd,         655 
No  flarving  wretch  the  land  of  freedom  llains: 
If  poor,  employment  finds;  if  old,  demands, 
If  lick,  if  maim'd,  his  miferable  dae  ; 
And  will,  if  young,  repay  the  ibnueil  care. 
Sweet  fets  the  fun  of  llormy  life,  and  fweet  66o> 
The  morning  mines,  in  mercy's  dews  array'd. 
Lo  1  how  they  rife  !   thefe  families  of  Heaven  ! 
That  1  chief,  (but  why — ye  bigots  ! — why  fo 

"  later) 

Where  blooms  and  warbles  glad  a  riling  age : 
What  fmiles  of  praile  !  and,  while  their  lorig 
"  afcends,  665 

The  liftening  feraph  lays  his  lute  afide. 
"  Hark  !  the  gay  mufes  raife  a  nobler  ftrain, 
With  active  nature,  warm  impaffion'd  truth, 
Engaging  fable,  lucid  order,  notes 
Of  various  ftring,  and  heart-felt  image  fill'd.  67* 
Behold  !  I  fee  the  dread  delightful  fchool 
Of  temper'd  paffions,  and  of  polilh'd  life, 
Reftor'd  :  behold  !  the  well-diilembled  fcene 
Calls  from  embellifh'd  eyes  the  lovely  tear, 
Or  lights  up  mirth  in  modeft  cheeks  again:  675 
Lo  !  vanifh'd  monfter-land.     Lo  !  driven  away 
Thofe  that  Apollo's  facred  walls  profane  : 
Their  wild  creation  fcatter'd,  where  a  world 
Unknown  to  nature,  chaos  more  confus'd, 
O'erthebrutefceneitsouran-outangs  pours ;  680 
Detefted  forms !  that,  on  the  mind  impreft, 
Corrupt,  confound,  and  barbarife  an  age. 
*'  Behold  !  all  thine  again  the  fifter-arts, 
Thy  graces  they,  knit  in  harmonious  dance. 
Nurs'd  by  the  treafure  from  a  nation  drain'd  685 
Their  works  to  purchale,  they  to  nobler  roufe 
Their  untam'd  genius,  their  unfttter'd  thought  j 
Of  pompous  tyrants,  and  of  dreaming  monks, 
The  gaudy  tools,  and  prifoners,  no  more. 
"  Lo!  numerousdomesa Burlington confefs :  6o» 
For  kings  and  fenates  fit,  the  palace  fee  ! 
The  temple  breathing  a  religious  awe  ; 
Ev'n  frara'd  with  elegance  the  plain  retreat, 
The  private  dwelling.     Certain  in  his  aim, 
Tafte,  never  idly  working,  faves  expence.    695 
"  See!  Sylvan  icenes, where  art,  alone, pretends 
Todrefs  her  miftrefs,  and  difclofe  her  charms : 
Such  as  a  Pope  in  miniature  has  fliown  ; 
A  Bathurft  o'er  the  widening  foreft  fpreads  ; 
And    fuch    as    form   a    Richmond,  Chifwick, 
"  Stowe.  7  °3 

"  Auguft,  around,  what  public  works  I  fee  ! 
Lo  !  ftately  ftreets,  lo  !  fquares  that  court  tho 
"'  breeze, 


THE    WORKS    OF    THOMSON. 


"  In  fpite  of  thofe  to  whom  pertains  the  care, 
"  Ingulfing  more  than  founded  Roman  ways, 
*'  Lol  ray  'd  from  cities  o'er  the  brighten'd  land,  705 
"  Connecting  fe  a  to  fea,  the  folid  road. 
"  Lo  !  the  proud  arch  (no  vile  exactor's  ftand) 
"  With  eafy  fweep  beftrides  the  chafing  flood. 
*'  See  !  long  canals,  and  dcepen'd  rivers  join 
"  Each  part  with  each,  and  with  the  circling 

"  main  710 

"  The  whole  enliven'd  ifle.     Lo  !  ports  expand, 
"  Frte  a$  the  winds  and  waves,  their  flickering 

*'  arms. 

*'  Lo  !  ftreaming  comfort  o'er  the  troubled  deep, 
*'  On  every  pointed  coaft  the  light-houfe  towers ; 
*'  And,  by  the  broad  imperious  mole  repeli'd,  71  ^ 
"  Hark  !  how  the  baffled  ftorm  indignant  roars." 

As  thick  to  view  thefe  varied  wonders  rofe, 
Shook  all  my  foul  with  tranfport,  unaffur'd, 
The  vifion  broke  ;  and,  on  my  waking  eye, 
Rufh'd  the  ftill  ruins  of  dcjeited  Rome.          720 

Notes  on  Part  V. 

Ver.  79.     Tin. 

Ver.  285.  Lord  Molefworth  in  his  account  of 
Denmark  fays, — It  is  obferveH,  that  in  limited  mo 
narchies  and  commonwealths,  a  neighbourhood 


to  the  feat  of  the  government  is  advantageous  to 
the  fubje&s  ;  while  'the  diftant  provinces  are  lefs 
thriving,  and  more  liable  to  opprefllon. 

Ver.  409.  The  famous  retreat  of  the  ten  thou- 
fand  was  chiefly  conducted  by  Xenophon. 

Ver.  414.  Epaminondas,  after  having  beat  the 
Lacedemonians  and  their  allies,  in  the  battle  of 
Leudra,  made  an  incurfion  at  the  head  of  a  power 
ful  army,  into  Laconia.  It  was  now  fix  hundred 
years  fmce  the  Dorians  had  poflefled  this  country, 
and  in  all  that  time  the  face  of  an  enemy  had  not 
been  feen  within  their  territories.  Plutarch  in 
Agefilaus. 

Ver.  458.     Lewis  XIV. 

Ver.  473.     The  canal  of  Languedoc. 

Ver.  475,  &  477.  The  hofpitals  for  foundlings 
and  invalids. 

Ver.  496.  The  academies  of  Sciences,  of  the 
Belles  Lettres,  and  of  Painting. 

Ver.  503.     Engraving. 

Ver.  518.     The  tapeitry  of  the  Gobelins. 

Ver.  663.     An  hofpital  for  foundlings. 

Ver.  6So.  A  creature  which,  of  all  brutes, 
moft  refembles  man. — See  Dr.  Tyfon's  treatife  on 
this  animal. 

Ver.  6pp.     Okely  woods,  near  Cirencefter. 
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ELEGY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  HIS  MOTHER. 

From  a  MS.  in  the  cotteflion  of  the  Earl  of 
Bucban. 

YE  fabled  mufes,  I  your  aid  difclaim, 
Your  airy  raptures,  and  your  fancied  flame  : 
True  genuine  woe  my  throbbing  breaft  inipires, 
Love  prompts  my  lays,  and  filial  duty  fires ; 
The  foul  iprings  inftant  at  the  warm  defign, 
And  the  heart  di&ates  every  flowing  line. 
See  !  where  the  kindeft,  beft  of  mothers  lies, 
And  death  has  (hut  her  ever-weeping  eyes ; 
Has  lodg'd  at  laft  peace  in  her  weary  breaft, 
And  iull'd  her  many  piercing  cares  to  reft. 
No  more  the  orphan  train  around  her  ftands, 
While  her  full  heart  upbraids  her  needy  hands ! 
•No  more  the  widow's  lonely  fate  fhe  feels, 
The  fliock  fevere  that  mcdeft  want  conceals, 
Th'  oppreflbr's  fcourge,the  fcorn  of  wealthy  pride, 
And  poverty's  unnumber'd  ills  befide. 
Tor  fee  !  attended  by  th'  angelic  throng, 
Through  yonder  worlds  of  light  fhe  glides  along, 
And  claims  the  well  earn'd  raptures  of  the  Iky.— 
Yet  fond  concern  recalls  the  mother's  eye  ; 
She  feeks  the  helplefs  orphans  left  behind  ; 
So  hardly  left !  fo  bitterly  refign'd  ! 
Still,  ftill !  is  fiie  my  foul's  divineft  theme, 
The  waking  vifion,  and  the  wailing  dream  : 
Amid  the  ruddy  fun's  enliv'ning  blaze 
'  O'er  my  dark  eyes  her  dewy  image  plays, 
And  in  the  dread  dominion  of  the  night 
Shines  out  again  the  fadly  pleafing  fight. 
Triumphant  virtue  all  around  her  darts, 
And  more  than  volumes  ey'i  y  look  imparts— 


Looks,  foft,  yet  awful,  melting,  yet  ferene, 

Where  both  the  mother  and  the  faint  are  feen. 

But  ah!  that  night — that  torturing  night  remains; 

May  darknefs  dye  it  with  its  deepeft  ftains, 

May  joy  on  it  forfake  her  rofy  bow'rs, 

And  fcreaming  forrow  blaft  its  baleful  hours, 

When  on  the  margin  of  the  briny  flood  * 

ChilPd  with  a  fad  prefaging  damp  I  ftood, 

Took  the  laft  look,  ne'er  to  behold  her  more, 

And  mix'd  our  murmurs  with  the  wavy  roar, 

Heard  the  laft  words  fall  from  her  pious  tongue, 

Then,  wild  into  the  bulging  veflel  flung, 

Which  foon,  too  foon  convey'd  me  from  her  fight, 

Dearer  than  life,  and  liberty  and  light  ! 

Why  was  I  then,  ye  powers,  referv'd  for  this? 

Nor  funk  that  moment  in  the  vaft  abyfs  ? 

Devour'd  at  once  by  the  relentlefs  wave, 

And  whelm'd  for  ever  in  a  watery  grave  ?-— 

Down,  ye  wild  wifiies  of  unruly  woe  ! — 

I  fee  her  with  immortal  beauty  glow, 

The  early  wrinkle  care-contraded  gone, 

Her  tears  all  wip'd,  and  ail  her  forrows  flown  ;     . 

Th'  exalting  voice  of  Heav'n  I  hear  her  breathe, 

To  foothe  her  foul  in  agonies  of  death. 

I  fee  her  through  the  manfions  bleft  above, 

And  now  fhe  meets  her  dear  expecting  love. 

Heart-cheering  fight  !  but  yet,  alas !  o'erfpread 

By  the  damp  gloom  of  grief's  uncheerful  fhade, 

Come  then  of  reafon  the  reflecting  hour, 

And  let  me  truft  the  kind  o'er-ruling  power, 


*  On  tbcJJjore  of  Leilk}  when  be  embarked  for 
London. 
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\Vho  from  the  right  commands  the  mining  day, 
The  poor  man's  portion,  and  the  orphan's  flay  ! 

ELEGY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  AIKMAN 
THE  PAINTER  #. 

from  a   MS-  in   the  colle&ivn   of  the  Earl  of 

Buckan. 

OH  could  I  draw,  my  friend,  thy  genuine  mind, 
Juft,  as  the  living  form's  by  thee  defign'd, 
Of  Raphael's  figures  none  fhould  fairer  fhine, 
Nor  Titian's  colours  longer  laft  than  mine. 
A  mind  in  wifdom  old,  in  lenience  young, 
From  fervant  truth  where  every  virtue  fprung  ; 
Where  all  was  real,  modeft,  plain,  fincere  ; 
Worth  above  (how,  and  goodnefs  unfevere  : 
View'd  round  and  round,  as  lucid  diamonds  throw 
Still  as  you  turn  them  a  revolving  glow  : 
So  did  his  mind  reflect  with  fecret  ray, 
In  various  virtues,  heav'n's  internal  day, 
Whether  in  high  difcourfe  it  foar'd  fublime, 
And  fprung  impatient  o'er  the  bounds  of  time, 
Or  wand'ring  nature  through  with  raptur'd  eye, 
Ador'd  the  hand  that  turn'd  yon  azure  fky  : 
Whether  to  focial  life  he  bent  his  thought, 
And  the  right  poife  ef  mingling  paflions  fought. 
Gay  converfe  blefs'd  ;  or  in  the  thoughtful  grove 
Bid  the  heart  open  every  fource  of  love. 
New  varying  lights  Itill  fet  before  your  eyes 
The  j»ft,  the  good,  the  focial,  or  the  wife. 
For  fuch.  a  death  who  can,  who  would,  refufe 
The  friend  a  tear,  a  verfe  tffe  mournful  mufe  ? 
Yet  pay  we  juft  acknowledgment  to  Heaven, 
Though  fnatch'd  fo  foon,  that  Aikmau  e'er  was 

given. 

A  friend,  when  dearf,  is  but  remold  from  fight, 
Hid  in  the  hijire  of  eternal  light : 
Oft  with  the  mind  he  'wonted  con-verfe  keeps 
In  the  lone  walk,  or  when  the  bodyjlsepf 
Lets  in  a  wand* ring  ray,  and  all  elate 
Wings  and  attrafis  her  to  another  Jlate  f  ; 
And  ^when  the  parting  Jlonns  of  life  are  o'er, 
JVLay  yet  rejoin  him  on  a  happier  Jhore. 
As  thofe  we  love  decay,  we  die  in  part, 
String  after  firing  is  fever'd  from  the  heart ; 
Till  loofen'd  life  at  laft — but  breathing  clay, 
Without  one  pang,  is  glad  to  fall  away. 
Unhappy  he  who  lateft  feels  the  blow, 
Whole  eyes  have  wept  o'er  ev'ry  friend  laid  low, 
Dragg'd  ling'ring  on  from  partial  death  to  death, 
And  dying,  all  he  can  refign  is  breath. 

SONG. 

WRITTEN  IN    HIS  EARLY   YEARS,  AND  AFTER 
WARDS   SHAPED  FOR   HIS  AMANDA. 

From  a  MS.  in  the  colleflicji  of  the    Earl  of 

Buchan. 

FOR  ever.  Fortune,  wilt  thou  prove. 
An  unrelenting  foe  to  love  ; 

•  Mr.  Aikman  died  at  London,  on  the  Jth  of 
June,  0.  S.  17 31,  from  whence  his  remains  were 
fent  to  Scotland,  and  interred  in  the  Gray-Frifirs 
church-yard,  clofe  by  thofe  of  his  only  Jon,  iiiho 
bad  been  buried  only  a  few  months  before, 

\  This  and  the  three  preceding  lines,  are  not 
in  the  MS.  of  Mrs.  Forbes  Aikman. 
VOL.  IX. 


And  when  we  meet  a  mutual 
Come  in  between  and  bid  us  part  ; 
Bid  us  figh  on  from  day  to  day, 
And  wifli  and  wifli  the  foul  away ; 
Till  youth  and  genial  years  are  flown, 
And  all  the  life  of  life  is  gone  ? 
But  bufy  bufy  ftill  art  thou, 
To  bind  the  lovelefs  joylefs  vow, 
The  heart  from  pleafure  to  delude, 
And  join  the  gentle  to  the  rude  *  ; 
For  pomp,  and  noife,  and  fenfetefs  fliow^ 
To  make  us  nature's  joys  forego, 
Beneath  a  gay  dominion  groan, 
And  put  the  golden  fetter  on  1 

TO  DR.  DELACOUR,  IN  IRELAND, 

On  his  profpeft  of  poetry. 

HAIL  gently-warbling  Delacour,  whofe  fame, 
Spurning  Hibernia's  folitary  coalt, 
Where  fmall  rewards  attend  the  tuneful  throng, 
Pervades  Britannia's  weli-difcervting  ifle  : 
In  fpite  of  all  the  gloomy-minded  tube 
That  would  eclipfe  thy  fame,  ftill  (hall  the  mufe, 
High  foaring  o'er  the  tall  Parnallian  mount 
Wjth  fpreading  pinions — fing  thy  wondrous  praife, 
In  ftrains  attun'd  to  the  feraphic  lyre. 
Sing  unappall'd,  though  mighty  be  the  theme  ! 
O  !  could  flie  in  thy  own  harmonious  Itrain, 
Where  ibftell  numbers  fmoothly  flowing  glide- 
In  trickling  cadence  ;  where  the  milky  maze 
Devolves  in  fiience ;  by  the  harfher  found 
Of  hoarfer  periods  ftill  unruffled,  could 
Her  lines  but  like  thine  own  Euphrates  flow- 
Then  might  fhe  fing  in  numbers  worthy  thee. 
But  what  ca-i  language  do,  Avhen  fancy  finds 
Herfelf  unequal  to  the  lovely  tfclk  ? 
Can  feeble  words  thy  vivid  colours  paint, 
Or  fhoxv  the  fweets  which  inexhauftive  flow? 
Hearken  ye  woods,  ar.d  long-refctuiHing  groves  j 
Liften  ye  ftreams,  foft  purling  thro'  the, meads, 
And  hymning  honid,  all  ye  tempeits  roar. 
Awake,  ye  woodlands !  Cng,  ye  warbling 
In  wildly  bjfcious  notes !  But  moit  of  all, 
Attend,  ye  grateful  fair,  attend  the  youth 
Who  fweetly  fings  of  nature  and  of  you: 
From  you  alone  his  confcious  breaft  expecls 
Its  foft  rewards,  by  fordid  love  of  gain 
Unbiaft'd,  undebas'd  ;  to  meaner  minds 
Belong  fuch  narrow,  views ;  his  nobler  foul, 
Tranfported  with  a  gen'rous  tliirft  of  fame, 
Sublimely  rifes  with  expanded  wings, 
And  through  the  lucid  empyrean  foars. 
So  the  young  eagle  wings  its  rapid  way       [aloft, 
Through  heaven's  broad  azure;  fumetimesfprings 
Now  drops,  now  cleaves  with  even-wavinjr  wings 
The  yielding  air,  nor  feas  nor  mountains  ftop     - 
Its  flight  impetuous,  gazing  at  the  fun 
With  irretorted  eye,  whilft  he  pervades 

*  For  once,  0  Fortune  .'  hear  my  prayer, 
And  I  abfolve  thy  future  care  : 
All  other  bleffings  I  refign, 
Make  but  the  dear  Amanda  mine  .' 

The  original  of  this  alfo,  as  prepared  for  his 
mf/lrefs,  is  ir.  Lard  Bueban'f  p9Jfcffi?it* 


THE    WORKS    OF   THOMSON, 


A  tracklefs  void,  and  unexplor'd  before. 
Lr-  -T  had  the  curious  traveller  ftrove  to  find 
The  ruins  of  afpiring  Babylon — 
In  vain — for  nought  the  niceft  eye  could  trace 
Save  one  wide,  wat'ry,  undiftinguilh'd  wafte  : 
But  you  with  more  than  magic  art  have  rais'd 
Semiramis's  city  from  its  grave; 
You  have  revers'd  the  fcripture  curfe,  which  faid, 
Dragons  fhall  here  inhibit ;   in  your  page 
We  view  the  rifing  fpires ;  the  hurried  eye 
Diffracted  wanders  through  the  verdant  maze ; 
In  middle  air  the  pendant  gardens  hang. 
Tremendous  ceiling  ! — whilft  no  folar  beam 
Falls     on   the  lengthen'd  gloom   beneath ;    the 
Project  above  a  deep-alluring  made  ;  [woods 

The  finifli'd  garden  opens  to  the  view 
Wide-ftretching  viftas,  while  the  whifpering  wind 
Dimples  along  the  breezy-ruffled  lake. 
Now  every  tree  irregular,  and  bulls 
Are  prodigal  of  harmony  :  the  birds 
Frequent  th'  aerial  wood,  and  nature  bluflies, 
Aftiam'd  to  find  herfelf  outdone  by  art  : 
Thefe  and  a  thoufand  beauties  could  1  ling, 
Collecting  like  the  ever-toiling  bee 
From  yonder  mingled  wildernefs  of  flow'rs 
The  aromatic  fweets ;  while  you,  great  youth  ! 
O'er  thy  decaying  country  chief  prefide  ; 
Be  thou  her  genius  call'd,  infpire  her  youth 
With  noble  emulation  to  arrive 
At  Helicon's  fair  font,  which  few,  alas ! 
Save  you,  have  tatted  of  Hibernian  youth. 
Thy  country,  tho'  corrupted,  brought  thee  forth, 
And  deem'd  her  greateft  ornament ;  and  now 
Regards  thec  as  her  brighten:  northern  ftar. 
Long  may  you  reign  as  fuch ;  and  fheuld  grim 

time, 

With  iron  teeth,  deprive  us  of  our  P-^pe, 
Then  we'll  tranfplunt  thy  blooming  laurels  frefh 
From  your  bleak  more  to  Albion's  happier  coalt. 

SONG. 

O  THOU,  whofe  tender  ferious  eyes 
Exprefltve  fpeak  the  mind  I  love  ; 
The  gentle  azure  of  the  flues, 
The  penfive  Ihadows  of  the  grove  : 

O  mix  their  beauteous  beams  with  mine, 
And  let  us  interchange  our  hearts; 
Let  all  their  fweetneis  on  me  mine, 
Pour'd  through  my  foul  be  all  their  darts. 

Ah  !  'tis  too  much  !  I  cannot  bear 
At  once  fo  foft,  fo  keen,  a  ray  : 
In  pity,  then,  my  lovely  fair, 
O  turnthefe  killing  eyes  away  ! 

But  what  avails  it  to  conceal 

One  charm,  where  nought  but  charms  we  fee? 

Their  luftre  then  again  reveal, 

And  let  me,  Myra,  die  of  thee. 

VERSES  ADDRESSED  TO  MISS  YOUNG. 

AH  urge  too  late  !  from  beauty's  bondage  free, 
Why  did  I  truft  my  liberty  with  thee  ? 
And  thou,  why  didfl  thou,  with  inhuman  art, 
If  not  refolv'd  to  take,  feduce  my  heart  ? 
Yes,  yes,  you  faid  (for  lovers  eyes  fpeak  true)  ; 
You  muft  have  feea  how  fait  my  pafiion  grew  ; 


And  when  your  glances  chanc'd  on  me  to  thine, 
How  my  fond  foul  ecftatic  fprung  to  thine  ! 

But  mark  me,  fair-one,  what  I  now  declare 
Thy  deep  attention  claims,  and  ferious  care  : 
[t  is  no  common  paflion  fires  my  breaft, 
I  muil  bs  wretched,  or  1  muft  be  bleft  ! 
My  woes  all  other  remedy  deny; 
Or,  pitying,  give  me  hope,  or  bid  me  die  ! 

A       POEM, 

SACRED  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  SIR  ISAAC  KEWTON. 

Inferred  to  the  Right  Hon.  Sir  Robert  JValpole. 

SHALL  the  great  foul  of  Newton  quit  this  earth, 

To  mingle  with  his  ftars;  and  every  mufe, 

Aftonifli'd  into  filence,  fhun  the  weight 

Of  honours  due  to  his  illuttrious  name  ? 

But  what  can  man  ?  Ev'n  now  the  tons  of  light, 

In  ftrains  high  vrarbled  to  feraphic  lyre, 

Hail  his  arrival  on  the  coaft  of  blifs. 

Yet  am  I  not  deterr'd,  though  high  the  theme, 

And  fung  to  harps  of  angels,  for  with  you, 

Ethereal  flames  !  ambitious,  I  afpire, 

In  nature's  general  fymphony  to  join. 

And  what  new  wonderscan  you  (how  yourgueft! 
Who,  while  on  this  dim  fpot,  where  mortals  toil 
Clouded  in  duft,  from  motions  fimpie  laws, 
Could  trace  the  fecret  hand  of  Providence, 
Wide-working  through  this  univerfal  frame. 

Have  ye  not  liilen'd  while  he  bound  the  funs, 
And  planets,  to  their  fpheres  !  th'  unequal  talk 
Of  human-kind  till  then.     Oft  had  they  roll'd 
O'er  erring  man  the  year,  and  oft  diigrac'd 
The  pride  of  fchools.  becaufe  their  courfe  was 
Full  in  its  caufes  and  effects  to  him,  [known 

All  piercing  fage  !  Who  fat  not  down  and  dream'd 
Romantic  fchemes,  defended  by  the  din 
Of  fpecious  words,  and  tyranny  of  names  ; 
But,  bidding  his  amazing  mind  attend, 
And  with  heroic  patience  years  on  years 
Deep-fearchin?;,  faw  at  lall  the  fyftem  dawn, 
And  fhine,  of  all  his  race,  on  him  alone. 

What  were  his  raptures  then  !  how  pure  !  how 

ftrong ! 

And  what  tht  triumphs  of  old  Greece  and  Rome, 
By  hisdiminiuYd,  but  the  pride  of  boys 
In  fome  fmall  fray  victorious  !  when  inftead 
Of  fhatter'd  parcels  of  this  earth  ufurp'd 
By  voilence  unmanly,  and  fore  deeds 
Of  cruelty  and  blood,  Nature  herfelf 
Stood  all  fubdued  by  him,  aad  open  laid 
Her  every  latent  glory  to  his  view. 

All  intellectual  eye,  our  folar  round 
Firft  gazing  through,  he  by  the  blehdid  power 
Of  gravitation  and  projection  faw 
The  whole  in  lilent  harmony  revolve. 
From  unafiifted  vifion  hid,  the  moons 
To  cheer  remoter  planets  numerous  form'd, 
By  him  in  all  their  mingled  tracts  were  feen. 
He  alfo  fix'd  our  wandering  queen  of  night, 
Whether  (he  wanes  into  a  fcanty  orb, 
Or,  waxing  broad,  with  her  pale  fhadowy  light, 
In  a  foft  deluge  overflows  the  Iky. 
Her  every  motion  clear-difcerning,  he 
Adj ufted  to  the  mutual  main,  and  taught 
Why  now  the  mighty  mafsof  water  fwells 
Reiiftlefs,  heaving  on  the  broken  rocks, 
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And  the  full  river  turning  :  till  again 
The  tide  revertive,  unattracted,  leaves 
A  yellow  wafte  of  idle  fands  behind. 

Then  breaking  hence,  he  took  his  ardent  flight 
Through  the  blue  infinite ;  and  every  ftar, 
Which  the  clear  concave  of  a  winter's  night 
Pours  on  the  eye,  or  agronomic  tube, 
Far-ftretching,  fnatches  from  the  dark  abyfs  J 
Or  fuch  as  farther  in  fucceflive  fkies 
To  fancy  Ihine  alone,  at  his  approach 
Blaz'd  into  funs,  the  living  centre  each 
Of  an  harmonious  fyftem  :  all  combin'd, 
And  rul'd  unerring  by  that  (ingle  power, 
Which  draws  the  flone  projected  to  the  ground. 

O,  unprofufe  magnificence  divine  ! 
O,  wifdom  truly  perfect !  thus  to  call 
From  a  few  caufes  fuch  a  fcheme  of  things, 
Effects  fo  various,  beautiful,  and  great, 
An  uhiverfe  complete  !  And,  O  belov'd 
Of  Heaven  !  whofe  well-piirg'd  penetrative  eye, 
The  myftic  veil  trarifpiercingj  inly  fcann'd 
The  rifing,  moving,  wide-eftablifli'd  frame. 

He,  firft  of  men,  with  awful  wing  purfued 
The  comet  through  the  long  elliptic  curve, 
As  round  innumerdus  worlds  he  wound  his  way  5 
Till,  to  the  forehead  of  our  evening  Iky 
Return'd,  the  blazing  wonder  glares  anew, 
And  O'er  the  trembling  nations  makes  difmay. 

The  heavens  are  all  his  own ;  from  the  wild 
Of  whirling  vortices,  and  circling  fpheres,     [rule 
To  their  firft  great  fimplicity  reftor'd, 
Thefchools  aftonifti'd  flood  ;  but  found  it  vairi 
To  combat  ftill  with  demonftration  ftrong, 
And,  unawaken'd  dream  berieath  the  blaze 
Of  truth.     At  once  their  pleafing  vifions  fled, 
With  the  gay  flladows  of  the  morning  mix'd, 
When  Newton  rofe,  our  philofophic  fun. 

Th'  aerial  flow  of  found  was  known  to  him; 
Frorh  whence  it  firft  in  wavy  circles  breaks, 
Till  the  tduch'd  organ  takes  the  meflage  in. 
Nor  could  the  darting  beam  of  fpeed  immenfe, 
Efcape  his  fwift  purfuit,  and  meafuring  eye. 
Ev'n  light  itfelf,  which  every  thing  difplays, 
Shone  undifcover'dj  till  his  brighter  mind 
Untwifted  all  the  fhining  robe  of  day  ; 
And,  from  the  whitening  undiftinguifh'd  blazej 
Collecting  every  ray  into  his  kind> 
To  the  charm'd  eye  educ'd  the  gorgeous  train 
Of  parent-colours.     Firft  the  flaming  red 
Sprung  vivid  forth  ;  the  tawny  orange  next ; 
And  next  delicious  yellow ;  by  whofe  fide 
Fell  the  kind  beams  of  all-refrefhing  green. 
Then  the  pure  blue,  that  fwells  autumnal  fkies, 
Ethereal  play'd  ;  and  then,  of  fadder  hue, 
Emerg'd  the  deepen'd  indico,  as  when 
The  heavy-fkirted  evening  droops  with  froft. 
While  the  laft  glearnings  of  refracted  light 
Dy'd  in  the  fainting  violet  away. 
Thefe,  when  the  clouds  diftil  the  rofy  fhower, 
Shine  out  diftinft  adown  the  watery  bow  ; 
While  o'er  our  heads  the  dewy  vifion  bends 
Delightful,  melting  on  the  fields  beneath. 
Myriads  of  mingling  dyes  from  thcfe  refult, 
And  myriads  ftill  remain;  infinite  fource 
Of  beauty,  ever-blufhing,  ever-new! 

Did  ever  poet  image  aught  fo  fair,          [brook  ! 
Dreaming  in  whifpering  groves,  by  the  hoarfe 


Or  prophet,  to  whofe  rapture  heaven  defcends ! 
Ev'n  now  the  fetting  fun  and  fhifting  clouds, 
Seen,  Greenwich,  from  thy  lovely  heights,  declare 
How  juft,  how  beauteous,  the  refratfive  lain. 

The  noifelefs  tide  of  time,  all  bearing  down 
To  vaft  eternity's  unbounded  fea, 
Where  the  green  iflands  of  the  happy  fhine, 
He  fternm'd  alone  ;  and  to  the  fource  (involv'd 
Deep  in  primeval  gloom)  afcending,  rais'd 
His  lights  at  equal  diftances,  to  guide 
Hiftorian,  wilder'd  on  his  darkfome  way. 

But  who  can  number  up  his  labours  ?  who 
His  high  difcoveries  fing  ?  when  but  a  few 
Of  the  deep-ftudying  race  can  ftretch  their  minds 
To  what  he  knew  :  in  fancy's  lighter  thought, 
How  fliali  the  mufe  then  grafp  the  mighty  theme  ? 

What  wonder  thence  that  his  devotion  fvveli'd 
Refponfive  to  his  knowledge  !   For  couid  he, 
Whofe  piercing  mental  eye  diffuilve  faw 
The  finilh'd  univerlity  of  things, 
In  all  its  order,  magnitude,  and  parts, 
Forbear  inceflant  to  adore  that  power 
Who  fills,  fuftains,  and  actuates  the  whole  ? 

Say,  ye  who  beft  can  tell,  ye  happy  few, 
Who  faw  him  in  the  fofteft  lights  of  life, 
All  unwithheld,  indulging  to  his  friends 
The  vaft  unborrow'd  treafures  of  his  mind, 
Oh,  fpeak  the  wondrous  man !  how  mild,  how  calm, 
How  greatly  humble,  how  divinely  good  ; 
How  firm  eftalifli'd  on  eternal  truth  ; 
Fervant  in  doing  well,  with  every  nerve 
Still  prefling  on,  forgetful  of  the  paft, 
And  panting  for  perfection:  far  above 
Thofe  little  cares,  and  vifionaryjoys, 
That  fo  perplex  the  fond  impaffion'd  heart 
Of  ever-cheated,  ever-trufting  man. 
And  you,  ye  hopelefs  gloomy-minded  tribe, 
You  whounconfcious  of  thofe  nobler  flights 
That  reach  impatient  at  immortal  life, 
Againft  the  prime  endearing  privilege 
Of  being  dare  contend,  fay,  can  a  foui 
Of  fuch  extenfive,  deep,  tremendous  powers, 
Enlarging  ftill,  be  but  a  finer  breath 
Of  fpirits  dancing  through  their  tubes  awhile, 
And  then  for  ever  loft  in  vacant  air  ? 

But,  hark  !  methinks  I  hear  a  warning  voice, 
Solemn  as  when  fome  awful  change  is  come, 

Sound  through  the  world— '''Tis  done—The  mea~ 

fure's  full  ; 

And  I  rejign  my  charge. — Ye  mouldering  ftones, 
That  build  the  towering  pyramid,  the  proud 
Triumphal  arch,  the  monument  effac'd 
By  ruthlefs  ruin,  and  whate'er  fupports 
The  worfhip  name  of  hoar  antiquity, 
Down  to  the  duft  !  what  grandeur  can  ye  boaft 
While  Newton  lifts  his  column  to  the  fkies, 
Beyond  the  wafte  of  time.     Let  no  weak  drop 
Be  fhed  for  him.     The  virgin  in  her  bloom 
Cut  off,  the  joyous  youth,  and  darling  child, 
Thefe  are  the  tombs  that  claim  the  tender  tear, 
And  elegiac  fong.     But  Newton  calls 
For  other  notes  of  gratulation  high, 
That  now  he  wanders  through  thofe  endlefs  worlds 
He  here  fo  well  defcried,  and  wondering  talks, 
And  hymns  their  Author  with  his  glad  compeers> 

O,  Britain's  boaft  whether  with  angels  thou 
Sitteft  in  dread  diRourfq,  or  fellow-bleft, 
S  ij 
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Who  joy  to  fee  the  honour  of  their  kind  ; 
Or  whether,  mounted  on  cherubic  wing, 
Thy  fwift  career  is  with  the  whirling  orbs, 
Comparing  things  with  things,  in  rapture  loft, 
And  grateful  adoration,  for  that  light 
So  plenteous  ray'd  into  thy  mind  below, 
From  light  bimfelf;  oh,  look  with  pity  down 
On  human-kind,  a  frail  erroneous  race  ! 
Exak  the  fpirit  of  a  downward  world  ! 
O'er  thy  deje<fled  country  chief  prefide, 
And  be  her  Genius  cali'd  !  her  itudies  raife, 
Correct  her  manners,  and  infpire  her  youth. 
For,  though  deprav'd  and  funk,  fhe  brought  thee 

forth, 

And  glories  in  thy  name  :  me  points  thee  out 
To  all  her  fons,  and  bids  them  eye  thy  itar  : 
While,  in  expectance  of  the  fecond  life, 
When  time  fhall  be  no  more,  thy  facred  duft 
Sleeps  with  her  kings,  and  dignifies  the  fcene. 

A      P    O    E    K 

fa  fhe  memory  of  the  Right  Hon.  Lord  Talbot, 
Lord  Chancellor  of  Great  Britain,  Addrc^cd 
to  his  fan. 

WHILE,  with  the  public,  yon,  my  Lord,  lament 
A  friend  and  father  loft  ;   permit  the  male, 
The  mufe  afllgn'd  of  old  a  double  theme, 
To  praife  dead  worth,  and  humble  living  pride, 
Whole  generous  tafk  begins  where  intereit  ends, 
Permit  her  on  a  Talbot's  tomb  to  Jay 
This  cordial  verfe  lincere,  by -truth  mfpir'd, 
Which  means  not  to  beftow,  but  borrow  fame. 
Yes,  flie  may  fing  hismatchleis  virtues  now — 
Unhappy  that  flie  may*— But  where  begin  ? 
How  from  the  diamond  fingle  out  each  ray, 
Where  all,  though  trembling  with  ten  thoufand 
Effufe  one  dazzling  undivided  light  ?  [hues, 

Let  the  loxv-minded  of  thefe  narrow  days 
Kb  more  prefume  to  deem  the  lofty  tale 
Of  ancient  times,  in  pity  to  their  own, 
Romance.     In  Talbot  we  united  faw 
The  piercing  eye,  the  quick  enli^hten'd  foul, 
The  graceful  eafe,  the  flowing  tongue  of  Greece, 
join'd  to  the  virtues  and  the  force  of  Rome. 

Eternal  Wifdom,  that  ail-quickening  fun, 
Whence  every  life,  in  juft  proportion,  draws 
Directing  light  and  actuating  flame, 
Ne'er  with  a  larger  portion  of  its  beams 
Awaken'd  mortal  clay.     Hence  Heady,  calm, 
Diffufive,  deep,  and  clear,  his  re  a  Ion  fuw, 
With  initantaneous  view,  the  truth  of  things ; 
Chief  what  to  human  life  and  human  blifs 
Pertains,  that  nob-left  fcicnce,  fit  for  man  : 
And  hence,  refponfive  to  his  knowledge,  giow'd 
His  ardent  virtue.     Ignorance  and  vice, 
In  contort  foul  agree  ;  each  heightening  each  ; 
While  virtue  draws  from  knowledge  brighter  tire. 

What  grand,  what  comely, or  what  tender  fenfe, 
What  t'.lent,  or  what  virtue,  was  not  his  ; 
What  that  can  render  man  or  great,  or  good. 
Give  life fu}  worth,  or  amiable  grace  ? 
Nor  could  he  brook  in  ft ud ious  fhade  to  lie, 
In  foft  retirement,  indolently  pleas'd 
Witt1  l\'l;iih  peace.     The  fyrenof  the  wife, 
(Who  Heals  th'  Aonian  fong,  and,  in  the  fhape 
v>i  vuiue,  wooes  them  from  a  v/ouhicis  world) 


Though  deep  he  felt  her  charms,  could  never  melt 
His  ftrenuous  fpirit,  recollected>  calm, 
As  Clent  night,  yet  active  as  the  day. 
The  more  the  bold,  the  buttling,  and  the  bad, 
Prefs  to  ufurp  the  reins  of  power,  the  more 
Behoves  it  virtue,  with  indignant  zeal, 
To  check  their  combination      Shall  low  views 
Of  fneaking  interefl  or  luxurious  vice, 
The  villain's  pafiions,  quicken  more  to  toil, 
And  dart  a  livelier  vigour  through  the  foul, 
Than  thofe  that,  mingled  with  our  trueft  good. 
With  prefent  honour  and  immortal  fame, 
Involve  the  good  of  all  ?  An  empty  form 
Is  the  weak  virtue,  that  amid  the  (hade 
Lamenting  lies,  with  future  fchemes  amus'd, 
While  wickednefs  and  folly,  kindred  powers, 
Confound  the  world.     A  Talbot's,  different  far, 
Sprung  ardent  into  action  :  action,  that  difdain'd 
To  lofe  in  deathlike  floth  one  pulfe  of  life, 
That  might  be  fav'd  ;  difdain'd  for  coward  eafe, 
And  her  infipid  pleafures,  te  refign 
The  prize  of  glory,  the  keen  fweets  of  toil, 
And  thofe  high  joys  that  teach  the  truly  great 
To  live  for  others,  and  for  others  die. 

Early,  behold  !  he  breaks  benign  on  life. 
Not  breathing  more  beneficence,  the  fpring 
Leads  in  her  fwelling  train  the  gentle  airs. 
While  gay,  behind  her,  fmiles  the  kindling  wafte 
Of  ruffian  llorms  and  winter's  lawlefs  rage. 
In  him  Aftrea,  to  this  dim  abode 
Of  ever-wandering  men,  return'd  again  : 
To  blefs  them  his  delight,  to  bring  them  back. 
From  thorny  error,  from  unjoyous  wrong, 
Into  the  paths  of  kind  primeval  faith, 
Of  happinefs  and  juft  ice.     All  his  parts, 
His  virtues  ail,  collected,  fought  the  good 
Of  human-kind.     For  that  he,  fervent,  felt 
The  throb  of  patriots,  when  they  model  ftates :' 
Anxious  for  that,  nor  needful  fleep  could  hold 
Hisitill-awaken'd  foul;  nor  friends  had  charms 
To  Heal,  with  pleafing  guile,  one  ufeful  hour  j 
Toil  knew  no  languor,  no  attraction  joy. 
Thus  with  unwearied  ftep?,  by  virtue  led, 
He  gain'd  the  fummit  of  that  facred  hill, 
Where,  rais'd  above  black  envy's  darkening  clouds 
Her  fpotlefs  temple  lifts  its  radiant  front. 
Be  nam'd,  victorious  ravagers,  no  more  ! 
Vanilh,  ye  human  comets  !  flirink  your  blaze 
Ye  that  your  glory  to  your  terrors  owe, 
As,  o'er  the  gazing  defolated  earth, 
You  fcatter'd  famine,  peftilence,  and  war; 
Vaniih  !  before  this  vernal  fun  of  fame ; 
Effulgent  fweetnefs !  beaming  life  and  joy. 

How  the  heart  liften'd  while  he, pleading  fpoke ! 
While  on  th'  enlighten'd  mind,  with  winning  arts 
His  gentle  reafon  fo  perfuafive  dole, 
That  the  charm'd  hearer  thought  it  was  his  own. 
Ah  !  when,  ye  ftudkws  of  the  laws,  again 
Shall  fuch  enchanting  leffons  blefs  your  ear  ? 
When  fliall  again  the  darkeft  truths,  perplext, 
Be  let  in  ample  day  ?  when  fliall  the  harih 
And  arduous  open  into  finding  eafe  ? 
The  folid  mix  with  elegant  delight  ? 
His  was  the  talent  with  the  pureft  light 
At  once  to  pour  conviction  on  the  foul, 
And  warm  with  lawful  flame  th'  impaffion'd  heart, 
That  dangerous  gift  with  him  was  fafcly  lodged 
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By  heaven — He,  facred  to  his  country's  caufe, 
To  trampled  want  and  worth,  to  (uttering  right, 
To  the  lone  widow's  and  her  orphan's  woes, 
Referv'd  the  mighty  charm.     With  equal  brow, 
Defpifing  then  the  fmiles  or  frowns  of  power, 
He  all  that  nobleft  eloquence  effus'd, 
With  generous  paffion, taught  by  reafen,  breathes: 
Then  fpoke  the  man  :  and,  over  barren  art, 
Prevail'd  abundant  nature.     Freedom  then 
His  client  was,  humanity  and  truth. 

Plac'd  on  the  feat  of  juftice,  there  he  reignM, 
In  a  fuperior  fphere  of  cloudlefs  day, 
A  pure  intelligence.     No  tumult  there, 
No  dark  emotion,  no  intemperate  heat 
No  paffion  e'er  difturb'd  the  clear  ferene 
That  round  him  fpread.     A  zeal  for  right  alone, 
The  love  of  juftice,  like  the  fteady  fun, 
Its  equal  ardour  lent ;  and  fometimes  rais'd 
Againft  the  fons  of  violence,  of  pride, 
And  bold  deceit,  his  indignation  gleam'd, 
Yet  ftill  by  fober  dignity  reftrain'd. 
As  intuition  quick,  he  fnatch'd  the  truth, 
Yet  with  progreflive  patience,  ftep  by  ftep, 
Self-diffident,  or  to  the  flower  kind, 
He  through  the  maze  of  falfehood  trac'd  it  on, 
Till,  at  the  laft,  evolv'd,  it  full  appear'd, 
And  ev'n  the  lofer  own'd  the  juft  decree. 

But  when,  in  fenates,  he,  to  freedom  firm, 
Enlighten'd  freedom,  plann'd  falubrious  laws, 
His  various  learning,  his  wide  knowledge,  then, 
His  infight  deep  into  Britannia's  weal, 
Spontaneous  feem'd  from  fimple  fenfe  to  flow, 
And  the  plain  patriot  fmooth'd  the  brow  of  law. 
No  fpecious  fwell,  no  frothy  pomp  of  words, 
Fell  on  the  cheated  ear;  no  ftudy'd  maze 
Of  declamation,  to  perplex  the  right, 
He  darkening  threw  around  :  fafe  in  itfelf, 
In  its  own  force,  all-powerful  reafon  fpoke  ; 
While  on  the  great,  the  ruling  point,  at  once, 
He  ftream'd  decifive  day,  and  (how'd  it  vain 
To  lengthen  farther  out  the  clear  debate. 
Conviction  breathes  conviction  ;  to  the  heart, 
Pour'd  ardent  forth  in  eloquence  unbid, 
The  heart  attends:  for  let  the  venal  try 
Their  every  hardening  ftupifying  art, 
Truth  muft  prevail,  zeal  will  enkindle  zeal, 
And  nature,  ftulful  touch'd,  is  honeft  ftili. 

Behold  him  in  the  councils  of  his  prince. 
What  faithful  light  he  lends  1  How  rare,  in  courts, 
Such  wifdom  !  fuch  abilities !  and,  join'd 
To  virtue  fo  determin'd,  public  zeal, 
And  honour  of  fuch  adamantine  proof, 
As  ev'n  corruption,  hopelefs,  and  o'eraw'd, 
Durft  not  have  tempted!  Yet  of  manners  mild, 
And  winning  every  heart,  he  knew  to  pleafe, 
Nobly  to  pleafe  ;  while  equally  he  fcorn'd 
Or  adulation  to  receive,  or  give. 
Happy  the  ftate,  where  wakes  a  ruling  eye 
Of  fuch  infpeclion  keen,  and  general  care  ! 
Beneath  a  guard  fo  vigilant,  fo  pure, 
Toil  may  refign  his  carelefs  head  to  reft, 
And  ever-jealous  freedom  deep  in  peace. 
Ah  !  loft  untimely  !  loft  in  downward  days ! 
And  many  a  patriot  counfel  with  him  loft  ! 
Counfels,  that  might  have  humbled  Britain's  foe, 
Her  native  foe,  from  eldeft  time  by  fate 
Appointed,  as  did  once  a  Talbpt's  arms, 


Let  learning,  arts,  let  univerfal  worth, 
Lament  a  patron  loft,  a  friend  and  judge. 
Unlike  the  fons  of  vanity,  that  veil'd 
Beneath  the  patron's  proftituted  name, 
Dare  facrifice  a  worthy  man  to  pride, 
And  fiuih  confu(ion  o'er  an  honeft  cheek. 
When  he  conferr'd  a  grace,  it  feem'd  a  debt 
Which  lie  to  merit,  to  the  public,  paid, 
And  to  the  great  ail-bounteous  fource  of  good. 
His  fympathifing  heart  itfelf  recciv'd 
The  generous  obligation  he  beilow'd. 
This,  this  indeed,  is  patronizing  worth. 
Their  kind  proteclor  him  the  Mufes  own, 
But  fcorn  with  noble  pride  the  boaited  aid 
Of  ta'telefs  vanity's  infulting  hand. 
The   gracious   ftream,   that   cheers   the    letter'd 

world, 

Is  not  the  noify  gift  of  Cummer's  noon, 
Whofe  fudclen  current,  from  the  naked  root, 
Wafhes  the  little  foil  which  yet  remain'd, 
And  only  more  dejects  the  blufliing  flowers  : 
No,  'tis  the  foft-defcending  dews  at  eve, 
The  filent  treafures  of  the  vernal  year, 
Indulging  deep  their  ftores,  the  ftill  night  long; 
Till,  with  returning  morn,  the  frefhen'd  world, 
Is  fragrance  all,  all  beauty,  joy,  and  long. 

Still  let  me  view  him  in  the  pleafing  light 
Of  private  life,  where  pomp  forgets  to  glare, 
And  where  the  plain  unguarded, .foul  is  feen. 
There,  with  that  trueft  greatneis  he  appear'd, 
Which  thinks  not  of  appearing  ;  kindly  veii'd 
In  the  foft  grace;,  of  the  friendly  fcene, 
Infpiring  focial  confidence  and  eafe. 
As  fiee  the  converfe  of  the  wife  and  gQod, 
As  joyous,  difentangling  every  power, 
And  breathing  mix'd  improvement  with  delight, 
As  when  amid  the  various  bloiTom'd  (bring, 
Or  gentle-beaming  autumn's  penfive  (hade, 
The  philolbphic  mind  with  nature  talks. 
Say  ye,  his  fons,  his  dear  remains,  with  whom 
The  father  laid  fuperfluous  ftate  afide, 
Yet  rais'd  your  filial  duty  thence  the  more, 
With  friemUhip  rais'd  it,  with  efteem,  with  love, 
Beyond  the  ties  of  blood,  oh  !  (peak  the  joy, 
The  pure  ferene,  the  cheerful  wifdom  raild, 
The  virtuous  fpirit,  which  his  vacant  hours, 
In  femblance  of  amufetnent,  through  the  bread 
Infus'd.     And  thou,  O  *  Runclle  1  lend  thy  (train, 
Thou  darling  friend  !  thou  brother  of  his  foul  1 
In  whom  the  head  and  heart  their  (tores  unite  ; 
Whatever  fancy  paints,  invention  pours, 
Judgment  digefts,  the  well-tun'd  bofom  feels, 
Truth  natural,  moral,  or  divine,  has  taught, 
The  Virtues  didlate,  or  the  Mufes  (ing. 
Lend  me  the  plaint,  which,  to  the  lonely  main, 
With  memory  converting,  you  will  pour, 
As  on  the  pebbled  (here  you,  penfive,  ftray, 
Where  Derry's  mountains  a  bleak  crefcent  form, 
And  mid  their  ample  round  receive  the  waves, 
That  from  the  frozen  pole,  refounding,  rufli, 
Impetuous.  Though  from  native  fun-mine  driven, 
Driven  from  your  friends,  the  fun-mine  of  the  foul. 
By  (landerous  zeal,  and  politics  infirm, 
Jealous  of  worth  ;  yet  will  you  blefs  your  lot. 


lank 
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Yet  will  you  triumph  in  your  glorious  fate, 
Whence  Talbot's  friendfhip  glows  to  future  times, 
Intrepid,  wai\;i ;  of  kindred  tempers  born  ; 
Nurs'd,  by  experience,  into  flow  efteem, 
Calm  confidence  unbounded,  love  not  blind, 
And  the  fwee':  li«_rht  from  mingled  minds  difclos'd, 
From  mingled  chemic  oils  as  buritsthe  fire. 
I  too  remember  well  that  cheerful  bowl, 
Which  round  his  table  flow'd.     The  ferious  there 
Mix'd  with   the  fportive,  with  the  learn'd  the 

plain  ; 

Mirth  foiten'd  wifdom,  candour  temper'd  mirth  ; 
And  wit  its  honey  lent,  without  the  itiog. 
Not  fim;<le  rai  lire's  unaffected  fons, 
The  blameiefs  Indians,  round  the  foreft-cheer, 
jn  fum'y  lawn  or  fhady  covert  fet, 
Hold  more  unfpotted  converfe  :   nor,  of  old, 
Rome'1  awful  confuls,  her  dictator-fwains, 
As  on  the  product  oi  their  Sabine  farms 
They  far'd,  with  llr icter  virtue  fed  the  foul : 
Nor  yet  in  Athens,  at  an  Attic  meal, 
Where  Socrates  prefided,  fairer  truth, 
More  elegant  humanity,  more  grace, 
Wit  more  refin'd,  or  deeper  fcience  reign'd. 

But  far  beyond  the  little  vulgar  bounds, 
Of  family,  or  friends,  or  native  land. 
J3y  juft  degrees,  and  with  proportion'd  flame, 
Extended  his  benevolence  :   a  friend 
To  human  kind,  to  parent  nature's  works. 
Of  free  accefs,  and  of  engaging  grace, 
Such  as  a  brother  to  a  brother  owes, 
He  kept  an  open  judging  ear  for  all, 
And  fprcad  an  open  countenance,  where  fmil'd 
The  fair  effulgence  of  an  open  heart ; 
While  on  the  rich,  the  poor,  the  high,  the  low, 
With  equal  ray,  his  ready  goodnefs  fhone : 
For  nothing  human  foreign  ivas  to  him. 

Thus  to  a  dread  inheritance,  my  Lord, 
And  hard  to  be  fupported,  you  fucceed : 
But,  kept  by  virtue,  as  by  virtue  gain'd, 
It  will,  through  lateft  time,  enrich  your  race, 
When  grofler  wealth  fhall  moulder  into  duft. 
And  with  their  authors  in  oblivion  funk 
Vain  titles  lie,  the  fervile  badges  oft 
Of  mean  fubmiffion,  not  the  meed  of  worth. 
True  genuine  honour  its  large  patent  holds 
Of  ail  mankind,  through  every  land  and  age, 
Of  univerfal  reafon's  various  fons, 
And  ev'n  of  God  himfelf,  fole  perfect  judge  1 
Yet  know,  thefe  nobleft  honours  of  the  mind 
On  rigid  terms  defcend  :  the  high-plac'd  heir 
Scann'd  by  the  public  eye,  that,  with  keen  gaze, 
Malignant  feeks  our  faults,  cannot  through  life, 
Amid  the  namelefs  infects  of  a  court, 
Tlnheeded  fterJ  :  but,  with  his  fire  compar'd, 
He  muft  be  glorious,  or  he  muft  be  fcorn'd. 
This  truth  to  you,  who  merit  well  to  bear 
A  name  to  Britons  dear,  th'  officious  Mufe 
May  fafely  fing.  and  ling  without  referve. 

Vain  were  the  plaint,  and  ignorant  the  tear, 
That  fhould  a  Talbot  mourn.     Ourfelves.  indeed 
Our  country  robb'd  of  her  delight  and  ftrength; 
We  may  lament.     Yet  let  us,  grateful,  joy, 
That  we  fuch  virtues  knew,  fuch  virtues  felt, 
And  feel  them  (till,  teaching  our  views  to  rife 
Through  ever-brightening  fcenes  of  future  worlds. 
$*  dumb,  ye  worft  of  zealots !  ye  that,  prone 


To  thoughtlefs  duft.  renounce  that  generous  hop£fc 
Whence  every  joy  below  its  fpirit  draws, 
And  every  pain  its  balm  :  a  Talbot's  light, 
A  Talbot's  virtues,  claim  another  fource, 
Than  the  blind  maze  of  undefigning  blood  ; 

r,  when  that  vital  fountain  plays'  no  more, 
Can  they  be  quench'd  amid  the  gelid  ftream. 

Methinks  I  fee  his  mounting  fpirit,  freed 
From  tangling  earth,  regain  the  realms  of  day, 
[ts  native  country,  whence,  to  blefs  mankind, 
Eternal  goodnefs,  on  this  darkfome  fpot, 
Had  ray'd  it  down  a  while.     Behold  !   approv'd 
By  the  tremendous  judge  of  heaven  and  earth, 
And  to  th'  Almighty  Father's  prefence  join'd, 
Hf  takes  his  rank,  in  glory,  and  in  blifs, 
Amid  the  human  worthies.     Glad  around 
Crowd  his  compatriot  fhades,  and  point  him  out, 
With  joyful  pride,  Britannia's  blameiefs  boaft. 
Ah  !  who  is  he,  that  with  a  fonder  eye 
Meets  thine  enraptur'd  ? — 'Tis  the  beft  of  fons  ! 
The  beft  of  friends! — Toofoon  is.  realiz'd 
That  hope,  which  once  forbade  thy  tears  to  flow  3 
Mean  while  the  kindred  fouls  of  every  land, 
(Howe'er  divided  in  the  fretful  days 
Of  prejudice  and  error)  mingled  now, 
In  one  feledled  never-jarring  ftate, 
Where  God  himfelf  their  only  monarch  reigns, 
Partake  the  joy  ;  yet,  fuch  the  fenfe  that  ftill 
Remains  of  earthly  woes,  for  us  below, 
And  for  our  lofs,  they  drop  a  pitying  tear. 
But  ceafe  prefumptuous  Mufe,  nor  vainly  ftrive 
To  quit  this  cloudy  fphere  that  binds  thee  down : 
'Tis  not  for  mortal  hand  to  trace  thefe  fcenes, 
Scenes,  that  our  grofs  ideas  groveling  caft 
Behind,  and  ftrike  our  boldeft  language  dumb. 

Forgive,  immortal  fhade  !  if  aught  from  earth, 
From  duft  low-warbled,  to  thofe  groves  can  rife, 
Where  flows  celeftial  harmony,  forgive 
This  fond  fuperfluous  verfe.  With  deep-felt  voice, 
On  every  heart  imprefs'd,  thy  deeds  themfelves 
Atteft  thy  praife.     Thy  praife  the  widow's  fighs, 
And  orphan's  tears  embalm.    The  good,  the  bad, 
The  fons  of  juflice  and  the  fons  of  ftrife, 
All  who  or  freedom  or  who  intereft  prize, 
A  deep-divided  nation's  parties  all, 
Confpire  to  fwell  thy  fpotlefs  praife  to  heaven. 
Glad  heaven  receives  it,  and  leraphic  lyres 
With  fongs  of  triumph  thy  arrival  hail. 
How  vain  this  tribute  then  !  this  lowly  lay  ! 
Yet  nought  is  vain  which  gratitude  infpires. 
The  Mufe,  befides,  her  duty  thus  approves 
To  virtue,  to  her  country,  to  mankind, 
To  ruling  nature,  that,  in  glorious  charge, 
As  to  her  prieftefs,  gives  it  her,  to  hymn, 
Whatever  good  and  excellent  fne  forms. 


ON  HIS  ROYAL   HIGHNESS 

THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES. 

WHILE  fecret-leaguing  nations  frown  around, 
Ready  to  pour  the  long-expe&ed  ftorm  ; 

While  flie,  who  wont  the  reftlefs  Gaul  to  bound, 
Britannia,  drooping,  grows  an  empty  form  ;    ' 

While  on  our  vitals  felfifh  parties  prey, 

And  deep  corruption  eats  our  foul  away : 
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Yet  in  the  Goddefs  of  the  Main  appears 
A  gleam  of  joy,  gay-flufliing  every  grace, 

As  (he  the  cordial-voice  oi  millions  hears, 
Rejoicing,  zealous,  o'er  thy  rifing  race  : 

Strait  her  rekindling  eyes  reiume  their  fire, 

The  Virtues  fmile,  the  Mufes  tune  the  lyre. 

But  more  enchanting  than  the  Mufe's  fong, 
United  Britons  thy  dear  offspring  hail : 

The  city  triumphs  through  her  glowing  throng  ; 
The  fhepherd  tells  his  tranfport  to  the  dale ; 

The  fons  of  rougheft  toil  forget  their  pain, 

And  the  glad  failor  cheers  the  midnight' main. 

Can  aught  from  fair  Augufta's  gentle  blood, 
And  thine,  thou  friend  of  liberty  !  be  bora  : 

Can  aught  fave  what  is  lovely,  generous,  good ; 
What  will,  at  once,  defend  us,  and  adorn  ? 

From  thence  prophetic  joy  new  Edwards  eyes, 

New  Henrys,  Annas,  and  Elizas  rile. 

May  fate  my  fond  devoted  days  extend, 
To  ling  the  promis'd  glories  of  thy  reign  ! 

What  though,  by  years  deprefs'd,  my  rnufe  might 

bend ; 
My  heart  will  teach  her  ftill  a  nobler  ftrain : 

How,  with  recovered  Britain,  will  me  foar, 

When  France  infults,  and  Spain  mall  rob  no  rnqre. 


ODE. 

TELL  me,  thou  foul  of  her  I  love, 
Ah  !  tell  me,  whither  art  thou  fled ; 

To  what  delightful  world  above, 
Appointed  for  the  happy  dead  ? 

Or  doft  thou,  free,  at  pleafure,  roam, 
And  fometimes  mare  thy  lover's  wos  ; 

"Where,  void  of  thee,  his  cheerlefs  home 
Can  now,  alas  1  no  comfort  know  ? 

Oh  !  if  thou  hover'ft  round  my  walk, 
While,  under  every  well-known  tree, 

I  to  thy  fancy'd  fhadow  talk, 
And  every  tear  is  full  of  thee ; 

Should  then  the  weary  eye  of  grief, 

Beiide  ibme  fympathetic  ftream, 
In  flumber  find  a  fhort  relief, 

Oh,  \ifit  thou  my  foothing  dream  ! 

EPITAPH  ON  MISS  STANLEY  \ 

IB  HOLYROOD  CHURCH,  SOUTHAMPTON. 
E.    S. 

Once  a  lively  image  «f  human  nature, 

Such  as  GOD  made  it 
When  he  pronounced  every  work  of  his  to  be  good 

To  the  memory  of  Elifabeth  Stanley, 

Daughter  of  George  and  Sarah  Stanley » 

Who,  to  all  the  beauty,  modefty, 

And  gentlenefs  of  nature, 

?hat  ever  adorned  the  moft  amiable  woman, 

Joined  all  the  fortitude,  elevation, 

And  vigour  of  mind, 
That  ever  exalted  the  moft  heroical  man ; 


*  See  what  isfaid  of  this  lady  in  u  Summer" 


,Vho  having  lived  the   pride  and  delight  of  her 

parents, 

The  joy,  the  confolation,  and  pattern  of  her  friends, 

A  miftrefs  not  only  of  the  Englifh  and  French, 

But  in  a  high  degree  of  the  Greek  and  Roman 

learning, 
V/ithout  vanity  or  pedantry, 

At  the  age  of  eighteen, 

After  a  tedious,  painful,  defperate  illnefs, 

Which,  with  a  Roman  fpirit, 

And  a  Chriftian  relignation, 

She  endured  ib  calmly,  that  me  feemed  infenfible 

To  all  pain  and  fufferin^,  except  that  of  her  friends, 

Gave  up  her  innocent  foul  to  her  Creator, 
And  left  to  her  mother,  who  creeled  this  monu 
ment, 
The  memory  of  her  virtues  for  her  greateft  fup- 

port; 

Virtues  which,  in  her  fex  and  ftation  of  life, 

Were  all  that  could  be  pracftifed, 

And  more  than  will  V>e  believed, 

Except  by  thofe  who  know  what  this  infcription 

relates. 

Here,  Stanley,  reft,  efcap'd  this  mortal  ftrife, 
Above  the  joys,  beyond  the  woes  of  life. 
Fierce  pangs  no  more  thy  lively  beauties  ftain, 
And  fternly  try  thee  with  a  year  of  pain  : 
No  more  fweet  patience,  feigning  oft  relief, 
Lights  thy  fick  eye,  to  cheat  a  parent's  grief: 
With  tender  art,  to  fave  her  anxious  groan, 
No  more  thy  bofom  preffes  down  its  own : 
Now  well-earn'd  peace  is  thine,  and  blifs  fincere  : 
Ours  be  the  lenient,  not  unpleafing  tear  ! 

O,  born  to  bloom,  then  fink  beneath  the  ftorm. 
To  mow  us  virtue  in  her  faireft  form  ; 
To  mow  us  artlefs  reafon's  moral  reign, 
What  boaftful  fcience  arrogates  in  vain  ; 
Th'  obedient  paffions  knowing  each  their  part; 
Calm  light  the  head.,  and  harmony  the  heart ! 

Yes,  we  mult  follow  foon,  will  glad  obey, 
When  a  few  funs  have  roll'd  their  cares  away, 
Tir'd  with  vain  life,  will  clofe  the  willing  eye : 
'Tis  the  great  birth-right  of  mankind  to  die. 
Bieft  be  the  bark  !  that  wafts  us  to  the  more, 
Where  death-divided  friends  mall  part  no  more : 
To  join  thee  there,  here  with  thy  duft  repofe, 
Is  all  the  hope  thy  haplefs  mother  knows, 

TO  THE  REVEREND  MR.  MURDOCH, 

ReSor  of  Straddi/ball,  in  Suffolk,  1738. 
THUS  fafely  low,,  my  friend,  thou  can'ft  not  fall: 
Here  reigns  a  deep  tranquillity  o'er  all ; 
No  noife,  no  care,  no  vanity,  no  ftrifb ; 
Men,  woods,  and  fields,  all  breathe  untroubled  life. 
Then  keep  each  paflion  down,  however  dear ; 
Truft  me  the  tender  are  the  moft  fevere. 
Guard,  while  'tis  thine,  thy  philofophic  cafe, 
And  afk  no  joy  but  that  of  virtuous  peace; 
That  bids  defiance  to  the  ftorms  of  fate  ; 
High  blifs  is  only  for  a  higher  ftate. 

A  PARAPHRASE 

On  the  latter  part  of  the  Jixtb  Chapter  of  Sf 

Matthew. 

WHEN  my  breaft  labours  with  oppreffive  care, 
And  o'er  my  cheek  defcends  the  falling  tear  j- 
S  iiij 
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While  all  my  warring  paffions  are  at  ftrife, 

O,  let  me  liften  to  the  words  of  life  ! 

Raptures  deep-felt  his  dodtrine  did  impart, 

And  thus  he  rais'd  from  earth  the  drooping  heart. 

Think  not,  when  all  your  fcanty  {lores  afford, 
Is  Iprcad  at  once  upon  the  fparing  board  ; 
Think  not,  when  worn  the  homely  robe  appears, 
While,  on  the  roof,  the  howling  tempeft  bears; 
V/hc.L  iarther  fliall  this  feeble  life  fuRf.in, 
And  what  fliall  clothe  thefe  Ihiverinrj  limbs  again. 
Say,  does  not  life  its  nourishment  exceed  ? 
And  the  fai:  body  its  inverting  ween? 

Behold  !  and  look  away  your  low  defpair— 
See  the  light  tenants  of  the  barren  air : 
To  them,  nor  itores,  nor  granaries,  belong, 
Nought,  but   the    woodland,   and    the    pleafing 

fong ; 

Yet,  your  kind  heaverly  Father  bends  his  eye 
On  the  leaft  wing,  thut.  tlits  along  the  iky. 
To  him  they  fing,  when  ipring  renews  the  plain, 
To  him  they  cry  in  winter's  pinching  reign  ; 
Nor  is  their  mufic,  uf)r  their  plaint  in  vain  : 
He  hears  the  gay,  .ami  the  diirrefsful  call, 
And  with  unfparin/;  bounty  fills  them  all, 

Obierve  the  rifitg  lily's  fnowy  grace, 
Obi'erve  the  various  vegetable  race  ; 
They  neither  toil,  nor  fpin,  but  ca.relefs  groxv, 
Yet  fee  how  w;um  they  bluih  !  how  bright  thsy 

glow  ! 

What  regal  veflments  can  with  them  compare  ! 
What  king  fo  ihining  !  or  what  queen  fo  fair  ! 

If,  ceafelefs,  thus  the  fowls  of  heaven  he  feeds, 
If  o'er  the  fields  fuch  lucid  robes  he  fpreads ; 
TV  ill  he  not  care  far  you,  ye  faithlefs,  fay  ? 
Is  he  unwife  ?  or,  are  ye  lefs  than  they  ? 


THE  INCOMPARABLE  SOPORIFIC 
DOCTOR. 

SWEET,  fieeky  doclor  !  dear  pacific  foul ! 
Lay  at  the  beef,  and  fuck  the  vital  bowl ! 
Still  let  the  involving  fmoke  around  thee  fly, 
And  broad- look'd  duinefs  fettle  in  thine  eye. 
Ah  !  foft  in  down  thefe  dainty  limbs  repofe, 
And  in  the  very  Iqp  of  dumber  doze  ; 
But  chiefly  on  the  lazy  day  of  grace, 
Call  forth  the  lambent  glories  of  thy  face  ; 
If  aught  the  thoughts  of  dinner  can  prevail, 
And  fure  the  Sunday's  dinner  cannot  fail. 
To  the  thin  church  in  fleepy  pomp  proceed, 
And  lean  on  the  lethargic  book  thy  head. 
Thefe  eyes  wipe  often  with  the  hollo w'd  lawn, 
^Profoundly  nod,  immeafurably  yawn. 
Slow  let  the  prayers  by  the  meek  lips  be  fung, 
Nor  let  thy  thoughts  te  diftanc'd  by  thy  tongue  ; 
If  ere  the  lingerers  are  within  a  call. 
Or  if  on  prayers  thou  deign'ft  to  think  at  all. 
Yet— only  yet— the  fwimming  head  we  bend; 
JUitwhen  ferene,  the  pulpit  you  afcend, 
Through  every  joint  a  gentle  horror  creeps, 
And  round  you  the  consenting  audience  fleeps. 
So  when  r.n  afs  with  iluggifh  front  appears, 
The  horfes  ftart,  and  prick  their  quivering  earsj 
But  ibcn  as  e'er  the  fage  is  heard  to  bray, 
The  fields  all  thunder,  and  they  bound  away. 


THE  HAPPY  MAN. 

3E's  not  the  happy  man,  to  whom  is  given 
A.  plenteous  fortune  by  indulgent  heaven  ; 
Whofe  gilded  roofs  on  mining  columns  rife, 
And  painted  walls  enchant  the  gazer's  eyes  : 
Whofe  table  flows  with  hofpitable  cheer, 
And  all  the  various  bounty  of  the  year ; 
Whofe  vallies  fmile,  whole  gardens  breathe  the 

fpring, 

Whofe  carved  mountains  bleat,  and  forefts  fing  ; 
For  whom  the  cooling  fliade  in  fummer  twines, 
While  his  full  cellars  give  their  generous  wines  ; 
From  whofe  wide  fields  unbounded  autumn  pours 
A  golden  tide  into  his  fweiling  ilores  : 
Whyfe  winter  laughs ;  for  whom  the  liberal  gales 
Stretch  the  big  meet,  and  toiling  commerce  fails; 
When  yielding  crowds  attend,  and  pleafure  ferves; 
While  youth,  and  health,  and  vigour,  ftring  his 

nerves. 

Ev'n  not  all  thefe,  in  one  rich  lot  combined, 
Can  make  the  happy  man,  without  the  mind  ; 
Where  judgment  fits  clear-fighted,  and  furveys 
The  chain  of  reafon  with  unerring  gaze  ; 
Where  fancy  lives,  and  to  the  brightening  eyes, 
His  fairer  fcenes,  and  bolder  figures  rife ; 
Where  focial  love  exerts  her  foft  command, 
And  plays  the  paffions  with  a  tender  hand, 
Whence  every  virtue  flows,  in  rival  ftrife, 
And  all  the  moral  harmony  of  life. 

Nor  canft  thou,  Dodington,  this  truth  decline, 
Thine  is  the  fortune,  and  the  mind  is  thine. 

ON  THE  REPORT  OF  A  WOODEN  BRIDGE. 

To  be  built  at  IVejtminjler. 

BY  Rufos'  hall,  where  Thames  polluted  flows, 

Provok'd,  the  genius  of  the  river  rofe, 

And  thus  exciaim'd  :  "  Have  I,  ye  Britifh  fwains, 

"  Have  I  for  ages  lav'd  your  fertile  p.ains  ? 

"  Giv'n  herds,  and  flocks,  and  villages  increafe, 

"  And  fed  a  richer  than  a  golden  fleece  ? 

"  Have  I,  ye  merchants,  with  each  fweiling  tide, 

'*  Pour'd  Afric's  treafure  in,  and  India's  pride  ? 

"  Lent  you  the  fruit  of  every  nation's  toll  ? 

"  Made  every  climate  your's,  and  every  foil  ? 

"  Yet  pilfer'd  from  the  poor,  by  gaming  bafe, 

"  Yet  muft  a  wooden  bridge  my  waves  dfgrace  ? 

"  Tell  not  to  foreign  itreams  the  fhameful  tale, 

*'  And  be  it  publiftVd  in  HO  Gallic  vale,." 

He  faid  ;  and,  plunging  to  his  cryftal  dome. 

While  o'er  his  head  the  circling  waters  foam. 

SONG. 

ONE  day  the  god  of  fond  defire, 

On  mifchief  bent,  to  Damon  faid, 
Why  not  difclofe  your  tender  fire, 

Not  owa  it  to  the  lovely  maid  ? 

The  fliepherd  mark'd  his  treatherous  art. 

And,  foftly-fighing,  thus  reply'd  : 
lTis  true,  you  have  fubdued  my  heart, 

But  mall  not  triumph  o'er  my  pride 
The  flave,  in  private  only  bears 

Your  bondage,  who  his  love  conceals ; 
But  when  hispaffion  he  declares, 

You  drag  him  at  your  chariot-wheels. 


ELEGIES,    SONGS,    &c. 


SONG. 

HARD  is  the  fate  of  him  who  loves, 
Yet  dares  not  tell  his  trembling  pain, 

But  to  the  fympathetic  groves, 
But  to  the  lonely  liftening  plain. 

Oh  !  when  flie  blefles  next  your  fhade, 
Oh  !  when  her  footfteps  next  are  ieen 

In  flowery  tracts  along  the  mead, 
In  frefher  mazes  o'er  the  green, 

Ye  gentle  fpirits  of  the  vale, 

To  whom  the  tears  of  love  are  dear, 

From  dying  lilies  waft  a  gale., 
And  figh  my  forrows  in  her  ear. 

O,  tell  her  what  file  cannot  blame, 

Though  fear  my  tongue  muft  ever  bind ; 
Oh,  tell  her  that  rny  virtuous  flame 

Is  as  her  fpotlefs  foul  rehVd. 
Not  her  own  guardian  angel  eyes 

With  chafter  tendernefs  his  care, 
Not  purer  her  own  willies  rife, 

Not  holier  her  own  fighs  in  prayer. 

But,  if,  at  firft,  her  virgin  fear 

Should  dart  at  love's  fufpecled  name, 

With  that  of  friendfhip  foothe  her  ear— - 
True  love  and  friendfhip  are  the  faiue. 

SONG. 

UNLESS  with  my  Amanda  bleft, 

In  vain  I  twine  the  woodbine  bower  ; 

Unlefs  to  deck  her  fweeter  breaft, 
In  vain  1  rear  the  breathing  flower: 

Awaken'd  by  the  genial  year, 

In  vain  the  birds  around  me  fing  ; 
In  vain  the  freshening  fields  appear  : 

Without  tny  love  there  is  no  fpring* 

SONG, 

COME,  gentle  god  of  foft  defire, 

Come  and  poffefs  my  happy  bread  ! 
Not,  fury-like,  in  flames  and  fire, 

In  rapture,  rage,  and  nonfenfe "tired. 

Thefe  are  the  vain  difguife  of  love ; 
And,  or  befpeak  diiiembled  pains, 

Or  elfe  a  fleeting  paffion  prove— 
The  frantic  fury  of  the  veins. 

But  come  in  friendfhip's  angel-guife  : 
Yet  dearer  thou  than  friendfhip  art : 

More  tender  fpirit  in  thy  eyes, 
More  fweet  emotions  at  the  heart, 

O,  come  with  goodnefs  in  thy  train, 

With  peace,  and  tranfport  void  of  florm, 

And,  would'd  thou  me  for  ever  gain, 
Put  on  Amanda's  winning  form. 

A  NUPTIAL  SONG, 

Intended  to  have  been  inferteA  in  the  Fourth  Afi 
of  Sophonijba,  a  Tragedy. 

COME,  gentle  Venus  !  and  afiuage 
A.  warring  world,  a  bleeding  age, 


For  nature  lives  beneath  thy  ray, 
The  wintery  tempeds  hade  away, 
A  lucid  calm  inverts  the  lea, 
Thy  native  deep  is  full  of  thee  ? 
The  flowering  earth  where-e'er  you  fly, 
Is  all  o'er  fpring,  all  fun  the  iky. 
A  genial  fpirit  warms  the  breeze  ; 
Unfeen  among  the  blooming  trees, 
The  feather'd  lovers  tune  their  throat, 
The  defert  growls  a  lofren'd  note, 
Glad  o'er  the  meads  the  cattle  bound, 
And  love  and  harmony  go  round. 

But  chief  into  the  human  heart 
You'drike  the  dear  delicious  dart; 
You  teach  us  pleating  pangs  to  know 
To  languifli  in  luxurious  woe, 
To  feel  the  generous  paflions  rife, 
Grow  good  by  gazing,  mild  by  fighs; 
Each  happy  moment  to  improve, 
And  fill  the  perfect  year  with  love, 

Come,  thou  delight  of  heaven  and  earth,! 
To  whom  all  creatures  owe  their  birth  ; 
Oh,  come,  fweet  fmiling  !  tender,  come  ! 
And  yet  prevent  our  final  doom. 
For  long  the  furious  god  of  war 
Has  crufli'd  us  with  Ins  iron  car, 
Has  rais'd  along  our  ruin'd  plains, 
Has  foil'd  them  with  his  cruel  daint, 
Has  funk  our  youth  in  erdlefs  fleep, 
And  made  the  widow'u  virgin  weep. 
Now  let  him  feel  thy  wonted  charms; 
Oh,  take  him  to  thy  twining  arms ! 
And,  while  thy  bolom  heaves  on  his, 
While  deep  he  prints  the  humid  kifs, 
Ah,  then !  his  dormy  heart  control, 
And  figh  thyfelf  into  his  foul. 

ODE. 

O  NIGHTINGALE,  bed  poet  of  the  grove, 

That  plaintive  ilrain  can  ne'er  belong  to  thee, 
Bleft  in  the  full  pofleflion  of  thy  love  : 

0  lend  that  drain,  fweet  nightingale,  to  me  '. 

'Tis  mine,  alas  !  to  mourn  my  wretched  fate: 

1  love  a  maid  who  all  my  bofom  charms, 
Yet  lofe  my  days  without  this  lovely  mate  ; 

Inhuman  fortune  keeps  her  from  my  arms. 

You,  happy  birds  1  by  nature's  fimple  laws 
Lead  your  foft  lives,  iudain'd  by  nature's  fare  j 

You  dwell  where -ever  roving  fancy  draws, 
And  love  and  fong  is  all  your  pleafing  care  : 

But  we,  vain  (laves  of  intereft  and  of  pride, 

Dare  not  be  bled  led  envious  tongue  fhouH 
blame : 

And  hence,  in  vain  I  languifh  for  my  bride  ; 
O  mourn  with  me,  fweet  bird,  my  haplets  flame* 

TO  SERAPHINA. 

ODE. 

THE  wanton's  charms,  however  bright, 

Are  like  the  falfe  illufive  light, 

Whole  fluttering  unauipicious  blaze 

To  precipices  oft  betrays : 

But  that  fweet  ray  your  beauties  dart, 

AVhicli  clears  the  mind,  and.cleans  the  heart, 
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Is  like  the  facred  queen  of  night, 
Wha  pours  a  lovely  gentle  light 
Wide  o'er  the  dark,  by  wanderers  bl«ft, 
(Conducting  them  to  peace  and  reft. 
A  vicious  love  depraves  the  mind, 
'Tis  anguifh,  guilt,  and  folly  join'd  j 
But  Seraphina's  eyes  difpenfe 
A  mild  and  gracious  influence ; 
Such  as  in  yifions  angels  fhed 
Around  the  heaven-illumin'd  head. 
To  love  thee,,  Seraphina,  fure 
Is  to  be  tender,  happy,  pure  ; 
'Tis  from  low  paffions  to  efcape. 
And  woo  bright  virtue's  faireft  fhape  ; 
'Tis  ecftacy  with  wifdom  join'd  ; 
And  heaven  infus'd  into  the  mind. 

ODE  ON  BOLUS'S  HARP  *. 

ETHEREAL  race,  inhabitants  of  air, 

Who  hyran  your  God  amid  the  fecret  grove  ; 

Ye  unfeen  beings,  to  my  harp  repair, 

And  r^ife  majeftic  ftrains,  or  melt  in  love. 

Thofe  tender  notes,  how  kindly  they  upbraid, 
With  what  foft  woe  they  thrill  the  lover's  heart ! 

Sure  from  the  hand  of  fome  unhappy  maid, 

Who  dy'd  of  love,  thefe  ivyeet  complainings 
part. 

But,  hark  !  that  ftrain  was  of  a  graver  tone, 
On   the   deep   firings  his  hand   fome    hermit 

Or  he  the  fecred  bard  f ;  who  fat  alone,  [throws ; 
In  the  drear  wafte,  and  wept  his  people's  woes. 

Such  was  the  fong  which  Zion's  children  fung, 
When  by  Eiiphrates'  ftream  they  made   their 

And  to  fuch  fad'ly  foiemn  notes  are  ftrung  [plaint ; 
Angelic  harps,  to  foothe  a  dying  faint. 

Methinks  I  hear  the  full  celeftial  choir,       [raife  ; 

Through  heaven's  high  dome  their  awful  anthem 
J^ow  chanting  clear,  and  now  they  all  confpfre 

Tofweli  the  lofty  hymn,  from  praife  to  piraife. 

Let  me,  ye  wandering  fpirits  of  the  wind. 

Who,  as  wild  fancy  prompts  you,  touch  the 
firing, 

Smit  with  your  theme,  be  in  your  chorus  join'd, 
For  till  you  ceafe,  my  mufe  forgets  to  fing. 

HYMN  ON  SOLITUDE. 

HAIL,  mildly  pleafing  folitude, 
Companion  of  the  wife  and  good, 
But,  from  whofe  holy,  piercing  eye, 
The  herd  of  fools  and  villains  fly. 

Oh  !  how  I  love  with  thee  to  walk, 
And  Men  to  thy  whifper'd  talk, 
Which  innocence  and  truth  imparts, 
And  melts  the  moft  obdurate  hearts. 

A  thoufand  fllapes  you  wear  with  eafe, 
And  ftill  in  every  fhape  you  pleafe. 
Now  wrapt  in  fome  my  iterious  dream, 
A  lone  philofopher  you  feem ; 

*  JSLolufs  Harp  is  a  mufical  injlnimeut^  which 
flays  with  the  wind,  invented  by  Mr.  Ojhuald ; 
its  properties  are  fully  defcribed  in  the  Co/lie  of 
Indolence. 

|  Jeremiah. 


Now  quick  from  hill  to  vale  you  fly. 
And  now  you  fweep  the  vaulted  fkyy 
A  fhepherd  next,  you  haunt  the  plain, 
And  warble  forth  your  oaten  ftrain. 
A  lover  now,  with  all  the  g  race 
Of  that  fweet  paffion  in  your  lace  : 
Then,  calnVd  to  friendfhip,  you  aflume 
The  gentle-looking  Harford's  bloom, 
As,  \yith  her  MuGdora,  fhe 
(Her  Mafidora  fond  of  thee) 
Amid  the  long  withdrawing  vale, 
Awakes  the  riyaPd  nightingale. 

Thine  is  the  balmy  breath  of  morn, 
Juft  as  the  dew-bent  rofe  is  born  ; 
And  while  meridian  fervors  beat, 
Thine  is  the  woodland  dumb  retreat ; 
But  chief,  when  evening  icenes  decay, 
And  the  faint  landfkip  fwims  away, 
Thine  is  the  doubtful  foft  decline, 
And  that  belt  hour  of  mufing  thine. 

Defcsnding  angels  blefs  thy  train, 
The  virtues  of  the  fage,  and  fwain  ; ' 
Plain  innocence  in  white  array'd, 
Before  thee  lifts  her  fearlefs  head  : 
Religion's  beams  around  thee  fhine, 
And  cheer  thy  glooms  with  light  divine,: 
About  thee  fports  fweet  liberty ; 
And  wrapt  Urania  fmgs  to  thee. 

Oh,  let  me  pierce  thy  fecret  cell  I 
And  in  thy  deep  receffes  dwell ; 
Perhaps  from  Norwood's  oak-clad  hill. 
When  meditation  has  her  fill, 
I  juft  may  caft  my  carelefs  eyes 
Where  London's  fpiry  turrets  rife, 
Think  of  its  crimes,  its  cares,  its  pain, 
Then  fhieid  me  in  the  woods  again. 

PROLOGUE. 

TO  MR.  MALLET'S  MUSTAPHA. 

SINCE  Athens  firft  began  to  draw  mankind, 

To  picture  life,  and  fhow  th'  impaffion'd  mind ;    * 

The  truly  wife  have  ever  deem'd  the  ftage 

The  moral  fchool  of  each  enlighten'd  age. 

There,  in  full  pomp,  the  tragic  mufe  appears, 

Queen  of  fo/t  forrows,  and  of  ufeful  fears. 

Faint  is  the  leflbn  reafon'd  rules  impart : 

She  pours  it  ftrong  and  inftant  through  the  heart. 

If  virtue  is  the  theme;  we  fudden  glow 

With  generous  flame  :    and,  what   we  feel,  we 

grow. 

If  vice  fhe  paints  ;  indignant  paflions  rife  : 
The.  villain  fees  himfelf  with  loathing  eyes. 
His  foul  ftarts,  confcious,  at  another's  groan  : 
And  the  pale  tyrant  trembles  on  his  throne. 

To-night  our  meaning  fcene  attempts  to  fhow 
What  fell  events  from  dark  fufpicion  flow ; ' 
Chief  when  it  taints  a  lawlefs  monarch's  mind, 
To  the  falfe  herd  of  flattering  flaves  confin'd. 
The  foul  finks  gradual  to  fo  dire  a  flate  ; 
Ev'n  excellence  but  ferves  to  feed  its  hate : 
To  hate  remorfelefs,  cruelty  fucceeds. 
And  every  worth,  and  every  virtue  bleeds. 

Behold,  our  author  at  your  bar  appears, 
His  modeft  hopes  deprefs'd  by  confcious  fears. 
Faults  he  has  many — But  to  balance  thofe, 
His  verle  with  heart-felt  love  of  virtue  glows, 


E  L  E  G  I  E  S,'  S  O  N  G  S,    &e. 


All  flighter  errors  let  indulgence  fpare  : 
And  be  his  equal  trial  full  and  fair. 
For  this  beft  Britifh  privilege  we  call; 
Then— as  he  merits,  let  him  Hand,  or  fall. 

DENNIS  TO  MR.  THOMSON, 

Who  had  procured  him  a  Benefit-Night. 

REFLECTIING  on  thy  worth,  methinks  I  find, 
Thy  various  Seafons  in  their  author's  mind. 
Spring  opes  her  bloffbtns,  various  as  thy  mufe, 
And,  like  thy  foft  compaffion,  fheds  her  dews. 
Summer's  hot  drought  in  thy  expreffion  glows, 
And  o'er  each  page  a  tawny  ripenefs  throws. 
Autumn's  rich  fruits  th'  inftrufted  reader  gains, 
Who  taftes  the  meaning  purpofe  of  thy  drains. 
Winter — but  that  no  femblance  takes  from  thee  ; 
That  hoary  feafon  yields  a  type  of  nac. 


Shatter'd  by  time's  bleak  ftorms  I  withering  lay! 
Leaflefs,  arid  whitening  in  a  cold  decay  ! 
Yet  mail  my  proplefs  ivy,  pale  and  bent, 
Blefs  the  fliort  funlhine  which  thy  pity  lent. 


EPITAPH  ON  MR.  THOMSON. 

OTHERS  to  marble  may  their  glory  owe, 
And  boaft  thofe  honours  fculpture  can  beftow 
Short -liv'd  renown  !  that  every  moment  muft 
Sink  with  its  emblem,  and  confume  to  duft ! 
But  Thomfon  needs  no  artift  to  engrave, 
From  dumb  oblivion  no  device  to  fave ; 
Such  vulgar  aids  let  names  inferior  afk  ; 
Nature  for  him  aflumes  herfelf  the  taflc  ; 
The  Seafons  are  his  monuments  of  fame, 
With  them  to  flourifh,  as  from  them  it 
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Regard  the  man,  who,  in  feraphic  lays, 

And  flowing  numbers,  fings  his  Maker's  praife; 

He  needs  invoke  no  fabled  Mufe's  art, 

The  heavenly  fong  comes  genuine  from  his  heart, 

From  that  pure  heart  which  God  has  deign'd  t'  infpire 

With  holy  raptures,  and  a  facred  fire  ! 
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O^  the  life  of  WATTS  the  memorials  are  not  fo  copious  as  might  be  expected ; " not  becaufe  there  was 
no  friend,"  fays  Dr.  Gibbons,  "  who  would  willingly  pay  that  refpecT:  to  his  memory  as  to  write  the 
hiftory  of  his  life,  but  becaufe  he  himfelf  difapproved  it ;  for  when  he  has  been  defired  to  leave  fome 
memoirs  that  might  furnifh  fuch  a  hiftory,  he  abfolutely  declined  it,  and  defired  that  his  character 
might  Hand  in  the  world  merely  as  it  would  appear  in  his  works." 

In  compliance,  however,  with  cuftom,  "  as  well  as-  to  preferve  the  memory  of  fo  refpectable  a 
character,  fome  brief  memoirs  of  his  life"  were  given  to  the  world  by  Dr.  Jennings,  in  his  funeral 
fermon,  preached  December  II.  1748  ;  which,  with  fome  additions,  were  prefixed  by  Dr.  Gibbons 
to  the  collection  of  his  works,  in  6  vol.  4to.  1754. 

The  facts  ftated  in  the  prefent  account  are  chiefly  taken  from  the  "  Memoirs"  of  Dr.  Jennings, 
and  the  fubfequent  narratives  of  Dr.  Gibbons  and  Dr.  Johnfon,  by  whofe  recommendation  his  poems 
and  thofe  of  Pomfret,  Yalden,  and  Blackmore,  were  inferted  in  the  Collection  of  "  The  Englifh 
Poets,"  1779. 

Ifaac  Watts  was  born  at  Southampton,  July  17.  1674,  of  parents  who  were  eminent  for  religion, 
and  confiderable  fufFerers,  for  confcience  fake,  in  the  perfccution  of  the  Proteftant  diflenters  in  the 
reign  of  Charles  II.  His  father,  Ifaac  Watts,  is  faid  to  have  kept  a  boarding-fchool  for  young  gen 
tlemen  in  the  town  of  Southampton,  and  appears,  from  the  narrative  of  Dr.  Gibbons,  to  have  been 
neither  indigent  nor  illiterate. 

He  was  the  eldeil  of  nine  children,  and,  from  his  infancy,  difcovered  a  remarkable  propenfity  to 
learning  ;  and  was  early  diftinguifhed  for  the  fprightlinels  and  vivacity  of  his  wit,  which,  even  in  the 
years  of  younger  life,  was  regulated  by  a  deep  fenfe  of  religion.  He  began,  we  are  told,  to  learn 
Latin  when  he  was  four  years  old,  probably  at  home.  He  was  afterwards  taught  Latin,  Greek, 
and  Hebrew,  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Pinhorne,  matter  of  the  free  fchool  at  Southampton,  to  whom  he 
afterwards  gratefully  infcribed  a  Latin  Ode  in  his  Hora  Lyrics. 

His  proficiency  at  fchool  was  fo  confpicuous,  that  a  fubfcription  was  propofed  to  fupport  him  at 
the  Univerfity  ;  but  he  declared  his  refolution  of  adhering  to  the  diflenters,  among  whom  he  had 
been  educated.  "  Such  he  was,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  as  every  Chriilian  church  would  rejoice  to 
have  adopted." 

In  1690,  he  was  fent  to  an  academy  in  London,  taught  by  Mr.  Rowe,  where  he  had  for  his  fel 
low  fludents  in  logic  and  philofophy,  Hughes,  Mr.  Samuel  Say,  and  Dr.  Horte,  afterwards  arch- 
bifhop  of  Tuam.  His  gratitude  has  infcribed  an  Ode  to  his  tutor  in  his  Hor<e  Lyrica.—' With 
Hughes  he  maintained  a  friendly  and  poetical  correfpondence  till  the  death  of  that  amiable  poet  in 
1720.  Mr.  Say,  after  having  been  fome  years  paftor  of  a  diflenting  congregation  at  Ipfwich,  fuc- 
ceeded  Dr.  Calamy  in  Weftminfter  in  1733.  Soon  after  his  death,  which  happened  April  12.  1743, 
his  "  Poems,"  and  two  Eflays  in  profe,  were  publifhed,  in  I  vol.  4to.  by  fubfcription.  The  eflays, 
•ne  of  which  is  "  on  the  harmony,  variety,  and  power  of  numbers  in  general,"  and  the  other  "  on 
thofe  of  Paradife  Loft  in  particular,"  have  been  much  admired. — Some  Latin  eflays,  fuppofed  to 
have  been  written  as  exercifes  at  this  academy,  fhew  a  degree  of  knowledge  both  philofophical  and 
theological,  fuch  as  very  few  attain  by  a  longer  courfe  of  ftudy. 

He  was,  as  he  himfelf  informs  us,  addicted  to  verfifying  from  the  age  of  fifteen ;  and  in  his 
youth  he  appears  to  have  cultivated  Latin  poetry.  His  verfes  to  his  brother,  in  the  Glyconic  mea- 
fure,  written  when  he  was  feventeen,  are  remarkably  eafy  and  elegant.  His  method  of  ftudy  was 
to  imprefs  the  contents  of  his  books  upon  his  memory,  by  abridging  them,  and  by  interleaving  them, 
to  amplify  one  fyftem  with  fupplements  from  another. 

While  he  was  under  the  tuition  of  Mr.  Rowe,  his  behaviour  was  not  only  fo  inoflenfive,  that  he 
declared  he  never  once  gave  him  occafion  for  reproof,  but  fo  exemplary,  that  he  often  propofed  hiE\ 
as  a  pattern  to  his  other  pupils. 
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In  1693,  in  his  nineteenth  year,  he  joined  in  communion  with  the  congregation  of  which  Mn 
&owe  was  paftor. 

The  year  following,  he  left  the  academy,  and  fpent  two  years  in  ftudy  and  devotion  at  the  houfe 
of  his  father,  who  treated  him  with  great  tendernefs,  and  had  the  happinefs  indulged  to  few  pa- 
jrents,  of  living  to  fee  his  fon  eminent  for  literature,  and  venerable  for  piety. 

In  1696,  he  was  invited  by  Sir  John  Hartopp,  Bart,  to  refide  in  his  family  at  Stoke  Newington, 
as  tutor  to  his  fon ;  where  he  continued  about  four  years,  and  acquitted  himfelf  with  fidelity  and 
Teputation. 

In  that  time  he  applied  himfelf  to  the  ftudy  of  the  Holy  Scriptures,  and  to  the  reading  of  the 
feeft  commentators,  botli  critical  and  practical,  preparatory  to  his  undertaking  the  paftoral  office,  to 
which  he  was  determined  to  devote  his  life,  and  of  the  importance  of  which  he  had  a  deep  fenfc 
upon  his  mind. 

He  began  to  preach  on  his  birth-day  1698,  wnen  he  had  completed  his  thirty-fourth  year ;  and 
vras  the  fame  year  chofen  affiftant  to  Dr.  Ifaac  Chauncy,  and  met  with  general  acceptance. 

In  March  Ij<yz,  he  fucceeded  Dr.  Chauncy  in  his  miniflerial  office  ;  but  foon  after  his  entrance 
on  his  charge,  he  was  feized  by  a  dangerous  illnefs,  which  funk  him  to  fuch  weaknefs  that  the  congre 
gation  thought  an  afiiftant  neccfiary,  and  appointed  Mr.  Samuel  Price,  in  July  1703. 

His  health  then  returned  gradually,  and  he  performed  his  duty  till  September  1712,  when  he 
•was  feized  by  a  fever  of  fueh  violence  and  continuance,  that,  from  the  feeblenefs  which  it  brought 
upon  him,  he  never  perfectly  recovered.  It  was  not  till  October  1716  that  he  was  able  to  return  to 
his  public  miniftry.  In  the  mean  time,  his  afliftant  Mr.  Price,  was,  at  his  defire,  and  by  his  re 
commendation,  chofen  by  the  congregation  to  be  joint  paftor  with  him. 

The  languifhing  ftate  of  his  health  drew  upon  him  the  attention  of  Sir  Thomas  Abney, 
tvho  received  him  into  his  houfe  ;  where,  with  a  conftancy  of  friendfhip  and  uniformity  of  conduct 
not  often  to  be  found,  he  was  treated  for  thirty-fix  years  with  all  the  kindnefs  that  friendfhip  could 
prompt,  and  all  the  attention  that  refpect  could  dictate.  Sir  Thomas  died  about  eight  years  after 
wards  ;  but  he  continued  with  Lady  Abney  and  her  daughter  to  the  end  of  his  life.  The  Lady  died 
about  a  year  after  him: 

A  connexion  like  this,  in  which  the  notions  of  patronage  and  dependence  were  overpowered  by 
the  perception  of  reciprocal  benefits,  deferves  a  particular  memorial :  and  if  the  following  quota 
tion  from  Dr.  Gibbons's  narrative  appear  long,  let  it  be  confidered,  that  it  comprifes  an  account  of 
thirty-fix  years. 

"  Our  next  cbfervation  {hall  be  made  upon  that  remarkably  kind  providence  which  brought  the 
Doctor  into  Sir  Thomas  Abney's  family,  a;id  continued  him  there  till  his  death,  a  period  of  no  lefs 
than  thirty-fix  years.  In  the  midft  of  his  facred  labours  for  the  glory  of  God,  and  good  of  his  ge 
neration,  he  is  feized  with  a  moft  violent  and  threatening  fever,  which  leaves  him  opprefTed  with 
great  weaknefs,  and  puts  a  flop  at  lean:  to  his  public  fervices  for  four  years.  In  this  diftrefiing  fea- 
fon,  doubly  fo  to  his  active  and  pious  fpirit,  he  is  invited  to  Sir  Thomas  Abney's  family  ;  nor  ever 
removes  from  it  till  he  had  finifhed  his  days.  Here  he  enjoyed  the  uninterrupted  demonflrations  of 
the  trueft  friendfhip.  Here,  without  any  care  of  his  own,  he  had  every  thing  which  could  contri 
bute  to  the  enjoyment  of  life,  and  favour  the  unwearied  purfuits  of  his  fludies.  Here  he  dwelt  in  a 
family  which,  for  piety,  order,  harmony,  and  every  virtue,  was  an  houfe  of  God.  Here  he  had  the 
privilege  of  a  country  recefs,  the  fragrant  bower,  the  fpreading  lawn,  the  flowery  garden,  and  other 
advantages,  to  foothe  his  mind  and  aid  his  reftoration  to  health  ;  to  yield  him  whenever  he  chofe 
them,  moft  grateful  intervals  from  his  laborious  ftudies,  and  enable  him  to  return  to  them  with  re 
doubled  vigour  and  delight.  Had  it  not  been  for  this  happy  event,  he  might,  as  to  outward  view, 
have  feebly,  it  may  be  painfully,  dragged  on  through  many  more  years  of  languor  and  inability  for 
public  fervice,  and  even  for  profitable  ftudy,  or  perhaps  might  have  funk  into  his  grave  under  the 
overwhelming  load  of  infirmities  in  the  midft  of  his  days ;  and  thus  the  church  and  the  world  would 
have  been  deprived  of  thofe  many  excellent  fcrmons  and  works  which  he  drew  up  and  publifhed 
during  his  long  refidence  in  this  family.  In  a  few  years  afcer  his  coming  hither,  Sir  Thomas  Abney 
dies :  but  his  amiable  confort  furvivcs,  who  fhows  the  Doctor  the  fame  refpect  and  friendfhip  as  be* 
fore;  and  moft  happily  for  him,  at'd  great  numbers  befides;  for,  as  her  riches  were  great,  h 
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r^ity  and  munificence  were  in  full  proportion.  Her  thread  of  life  was  drawn  out  to  a  great  age, 
even  beyond  that  of  the  Doctor's  ;  and  thus  this  excellent  man,  through  her  kindnefs,  and  that  of 
ker  daughter,  the  prefent  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Abney,  who,  in  a  like  degree,  efteemed  and  honoured 
him,  enjoyed  all  the  benefits  and  felicities  he  experienced  at  his  firft  entrance  into  this  family,  till 
his  days  were  numbered  and  finifhed,  and,  like  a  fhock  of  corn  in  its  feafon,  he  afcended  into  the 
regions  of  perfect:  and  immortal  life  and  joy." 

From  the  time  of  his  reception  into  this  family,  his  life  wa»  no  otherwife  diverfified  than  by 
fucceflive  public  avocations ;  the  number  and  variety  of  which  Ihow  the  intenfenefs  of  his  induftry, 
and  the  extent  of  his  capacity. 

In  1728,  the  univerfities  of  Edinburgh  and  Aberdeen,  with  great  propriety,  and  without  his 
knowledge,  conferred  on  him  the  degree  of  Doctor  of  Divinity.  Academical  honours,  Dr.  Johnfon 
obferves,  would  have  more  value  if  they  were  always  beftowed  with  equal  judgment. 

He  continued  many  years  to  ftudy  and  to  preach,  and  to  do  good  by  his  inftruction  and  example* 
till  at  laft  the  infirmities  of  age  difabled  him  from  the  more  laborious  part  of  his  minifterial  func 
tions  ;  and  being  no  longer  capable  of  public  duty,  he  offered  to  remit  the  falary  appendant  to  it ; 
but  his  congregation  would  not  accept  the  relignation. 

By  degrees  his  weaknefs  increafed,  and  at  laft  confined  him  to  his  chamber  and  his  bed,  where 
he  was  worn  gradually  away  without  pain,  till  he  expired  November  25.  1748,  in  the  75th  year  of 
his  age. 

He  left  his  brother,  Mr,  Enoch  Watts,  and  Nathaniel  Neal,  Efq.  an  eminent  attorney  in  Lon-< 
don,  fon  of  the  Rev.  Daniel  Neal,  author  of  the  "  Hiftory  of  the  Puritans,"  and  nephew  of  Dr. 
Lardner,  his  joint  executors.  His  manufcripts,  by  the  direction  of  his  will,  were  committed  to  the 
care  of  Dr.  Doddridge  and  Dr.  Jennings.  The  latter  writes  Dr.  Doddridge,  Jan.  5.  1748-9.  "  I  be 
lieve  we  fhall  not  have  near  fo  much  trouble  in  publifhing  the  Doctor's  manufcripts  as  I  expected. 
1  learn  from  Mr.  Parker  [Watts'  Amanuenfis]  there  is  little,  if  any  thing  more,  remaining  of  that 
fort  than  the  fecond  part  of  the  Improvement  of  the  Mind.  He  tells  me  there  are  alfo  fome  mifcellaRe- 
ous  things  in  the  manner  of  his  Reliquiae  Juveniles.  If  I  fhould  be  engaged"  he  adds  "  in  drawing 
up  the  Doctor's  character,  I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  the  judicious  hints  you  have  furnilhed  me 
with  for  that  purpofe."  His  funeral  fermon  was  preached  by  Dr.  Jennings,  December  n.  1748. 
His  Works,  in  profe  and  verfe,  publimed  by  himfelf,  together  with  his  manufcrifrts,  revifed  and 
corrected  by  Dr.  Jennings  and  Dr.  Doddridge,  were  collected  and  publifhed  in  6  vol.  410.  1754,  by 
Dr.  Gibbons,  who  prefixed  a  ftiort  account  of  his  life  and  character. 

A  fummary  account  of  the  contents  of  the  feveral  volumes,  pointing  out  the  dates  of  the  more 
confiderable  pieces,  and  interfperfing  fuch  remarks  as  may  ferve  to  delineate  his  character  as  a  wri 
ter,  may  enable  the  reader  to  form  a  confiftent  idea  of  his  extenfive  genius,  accomplifhed  learning, 
and  truly  amiable  and  benevolent  temper. 

The  Firft  Volume  contains,  Forty-four  Sermons  on  various  fubje.£ts,  divine  and  moral,  with  Hymns  an-, 
nixed,  fuited  to  eachfubjeft.  They%were  firft  publifhed  in  three  feparate  volumes  I2mo.  in  1721, 1723, 
and  1727.  In  the  5th  edition  they  were  reduced  to  2  vol.  8vo. — The  World  to  come,  or  Difcourfes  on  the 
Joys  or  Sorrows  of  Departed  Souls  at  Death,  and  the  Glory  or  Terror  of  the  RcfurreElion,  publiftied  in. 
a  vol.  8vo.  1739  and  1745.  To  thefe  difcourfes  is  prefixed  an  EJfay  towards  a  proof  of  a  fe- 
partite  Jlatc  of  Souls  between  Death  and  the  Refurreflion,  and  the  commencement  of  the  Rewards  of  Virtue 
tnd  Vice  immediately  after  Death  ;  firft  printed  in  1732,  without  his  name. — Nine  Sermons  upon  fome  of 
the  principal  beads  of  the  Cbrijlia-n  Religion,  preached  at  the  Le<5lure  in  Bqrry-ftrcet,  1733,  ant^  printed 
in  1735. 

The  Second  Volume  contains,  Twelve  Evangelical  Difcourfes  onfeveralfubjefts,  with  an  EJJay  on  the 
Ptwers  of  Flejh  and  Spirit.— -Death  and  Heaven,  in  two  funeral  difcourfes  in  memory  of  Sir  John  Hartopp 
end  his  Lady,  firft  printed  in  1722.— The  Strength  and  IVeakncfs  of  Human  Reafon,  in  four  conferences^ 
without  his  nztnz.— 'Humility  reprefented  in  the  character  of  St.  Paul,  1737,  with  fome  additional  ob- 
fervations  from  his  MS.— A  Defence  again/}  the  Temptations  to  Self-murder,  IJl6.—Tbe  Holinefs  of  Times, 
and  Places,  and  People,  1738.— <4  Caveat  againjl  Infdelity,  or  the  Danger  of  Apojlacy  from  ibt  Cbrijiiqn 
Faith,  compofed  in  1722,  but  not  printed  till  1729. — The  Harmony  of  all  the  Religions  which  God  ever 
revealed,  1742.— The  Doftrine  of  the  PaJJtons  exp'ained  and  improved,  which  at  firft  flood  as  an  intr?- 
4uctipn  to  the  Difcourfes  of  the  Love  of  Gud,  &c,  1729,-  but  was  enlarged  and  publifhed  fcpj.-  j 
VOL.  IX,  T 
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jrately,  If34.—Di/c0urfes  of  the  Love  of  God,  and  its  Influence  on  all  the  PaJ/ions,  with  a  Devout 
annexed  to  each  fubjeR,  1729,  1734. — An  E/ay  towards  the  encouragement  of  Charity  Schools,  1728. — A  Ser 
mon  for  the  Reformation  of  Manners,  1707. — A  Sermon  on  the  death  of  George  /.  1727. 

The  Third  Volume  contains,  A  Humble  Attempt  towards  the  Revival  cf  Practical  Religion,  1731.— 
A  Guide  to  Prayer,  or  a  Free  and  Rational  Account  of  the  Gift,  Grace,  and  Spirit  of  Prayer. — A  Difcourfe 
en  Cateehifms,  ivith  Cateehifms  adapted  to  the  various  ages  and  capacities  of  Children  and  Youth,  1 730. — A 
Short  Vietv  of  the  ivholt  Scripture  Hi/tory. — Prayers  compofedfor  the  Ufe  and  Imitation  of  Children,  1728. 
^uejliom  proper  for  Students  in  Divinity,  Candidates  of  the  Mini/try,  and  Young  Cbrijlians. — Orthodoxy  and 
Charity  United,  In  fever  al  Reconciling  Ejfoys  on  the  Laiv  and  Gofpd,  Faith  and  Works. — Sdf-hve  and  Vir 
tue  reconciled  only  by  Religion. — An  EJJay  to  prove  that  the  only  effectual  obligation  of  Mankind  to  praRift  Firtue 
depends  on  the  Exiflsnce  and  Will  of  God,  ivith  an  occafional  proof  of  the  NcceJ/ity  of  Revelation. — The  Re 
deemer  and  the  SanElljier,  or  the  Sacrifice  of  Chrijl,  and  the  Operation  of  the  Spirit  Vindicated,  with" 
put  his  name,  1736. 

The  Fourth  Volume  contains  chiefly  Poetical  Compofitions.  Ike  Pfalms  cf  David  imitated  In  the 
language  of  the  Neiv  Tejlament,  1718.— Hymns  and  Spiritual  Sengs,  in  Three  Books,  1707. — A  Short  Ef- 
fay  toivards  the  Improvement  of  Pfalmody,  1707.— Divine  Songs  and  Hymns  attempted  in  ea/'y  language, 
for  the  ufe  of  children,  I7I$.<—Hor<xLyric3,poetns  chiefly  of  the  Lyric  kind,  in  Three  Books,  1706;  re 
printed  with  the  Divine  and  Moral  Songs,  in  the  collection  of  "  the  Englifh  Poets,"  1779  and  1790, 
and  inferted  in  the  prefent  collection.  The  preface  contains  an  interefting  account  of  his  poetical 
ftudics,  and  an  animated  defence  of  facred  poetry.— Ret/quits  Juveniles,  Mifcellaneous  Thoughts,  in  profs 
And  verfe,  on  Natural,  Moral,  and  Divine  Sutye&f,  1734.— Remnants  of  Time  employed  in  Profe  and  Verfe  j 
printed  from  his  MS.^-77^  Art  cf  Reading  and  Writing  Englifi,  1720. 

The  Fifth  Volume  comprifes  his  Philofophical  Writings.  Logic,  or  the  Right  Ufe  of  Reafin  in  th* 
Inquiry  after  Truth  j~-Tbe  Improvement  of  the  Mind,  or  a  Supplement  io  the  Art  of  Ljgrc,  in  Two  Parts, 
the  fecond  printed  from  his  MS. — A  Difcourfe  on  the  Education  of  Children  and  Youth ;  printed  from 
his  MS.— The  Knowledge  ef  the  Heavens  and  Earth  made  eafy,  or  the  Firjl  Principles  of  AJlronomy  and 
Geography  explained  by  the  ufe  of  Globes  and  Maps,  1725.— Philofophical  EJfays  on  Various  SubjecJs,  Air, 
Space,  Subflance,  Body,  Spirit,  Innate  Ideas,  &c. ;  with  Remarks  on  Mr.  Locke's  "  Effay  on  the 
Human  Underftanding."— A  Brief  Scheme  of  Qnttlogy,  or  the  Science  of  Being  in  general,  annexed  to  the 
Philofophical  Effays,  and  in  the  firft  edition,  1733. 

The  Sixth  Volume  contains  his  Controverfial  Writings.  The  Rational  Foundation  of  a  Clrijlian 
Church,  and  the  terms  cf  Chriftian  Communion,  IJ4J.—A  ]\rrw  EJJay  on  Civil  Poiver  in  Things  f acred, 
occafioned  by  the  application  to  parliament  for  the  Explication  or  Repeal  of  the  Corporation  and 
Teft  A6b,  and  printed  without  his  name,  1739.— The  Ruin  and  Recovery  of  Mankind,  or  an  Attempt  to 
"vindicate  the  Scriptural  Account  of  thefc  great  events^  upon  the  plain  Principles  of  Reafon,  occafioned  by  Dr, 
Taylor's  "  Scripture  Doctrine  of  Original  Sin,"  and  Dr.  Balguy's  "  Effay  on  Redemption,"  printed 
without  his  tia.mt.**-An  Effay  on  the  Freedom  of  Will  in  God,  and  the  Creatures,  and  on  various  fub- 
jefts  connecled  there iv ith,  printed  without  his  name,  1733. — The  Chrifian  DoElrine  of  the  Trinity,  l^c. 
1711,.— Seven  D'Jfertations  relating  to  the  Chrijlian  Doftrine  of  the  Trinity,  IJ24>—U/lful  and  important 
quejlions  concerning  Jeftts  the  Son  of  God,  freely  propofed ;  printed  without  his  name,  1/46.  And  the  Glory 
ef  Chrijl,  as  God-man,  difplayed,  In  Three  Difcourfes  ;  printed  without  his  name,  1746. 

In  an  affemblage  of  writings,  both  in  profe  and  verfe,  of  fuch  uncommon  variety,  the  atten 
tive  and  judicious  will  certainly  difcern  the  marks  of  eminent  capacity,  and  affiduous  application, 
•and  will  be  difpofed  to  make  candid  allowances  for  fome  inftances  of  peculiar"  fentiments  and  lan 
guage,  which  may  not  fo  exactly  correfpond  with  their  own  judgment  and  tafte.  His  early  relifh 
for  poetry  may  probably  have  occafioned  fuch  a  florid  diction,  fuch  a  diffufive  and  pathetic  ftyle,  as 
fome  critics  of  a  feverer  turn  of  thought  may  be  ready  to  object  to,  as  not  fo  properly  adapted  to 
theological  difcourfes,  whether  popular  or  polemical ;  but,  when  every  deduction  is  made  which 
criticifm  requires,  very  confiderable  fupplies  of  inftru&ion  and  entertainment  will  be  communicated 
to  thofe  who  carefully  perufe,  and  thoroughly  digeft,  'his  more  elaborate  and  judicious  compofi- 
tions. 

An  opinion  has  obtained,  that  in  his  latter  days  he  changed  his  fentiments  concerning  the  Trinity. 
In  hi*  MS.  correfpondence  with  the  Rev.  Martin  Tomkins,  on  the  worfhip  of  the  Holy  Spirit, 
published  by  the  Rev.  S.  Palmer,  1793,  he  confeffes,  that  "  lie,  wilhed  fome  things  were  corre&ed" 
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concerning  the  Trinitarian  doxologies  in  his  books  of  Hymns  \  but  then,  he  continues,  M  the  que- 
fl-ion  with  me  is  this  :  as  I  wrote  them  in  fincerity  at  that  time,  is  it  not  pore  for  the  ediflration  of 
Chriftians,  and  the  glory  of  God,  to  let  them  {land,  than  to  ruin  the  ufefulnefs  of  the  whole  woYk  by 
correcting  them  now,  and  perhaps  bring  further  and  falfe  fufpicions  on  my  prefent  opinions  ?  Be- 
fides,  I  might  tell  you  I  fold  the  copy  to  Mr.  Laurence,  and  his  pofterity  make  money  of  it  to  this 
day,  and  I  can  fcarce  claim  a  right  to  make  any  alteration  in  the  book  which  would  injure  the  fale 
of  it." 

On  this  pafiage  it  is  obvious  to  remark,  that  he  tvified  tbatfome  tllnvs  in  his  doxologies  ivcre  cor- 
refted;  but  how  far  he  changed  his  fentiments  with  refpect  to  the  Trinity,  before  his  death,  cannot, 
perhaps,  be  fully  afcertained,  though  it  is  probable  he  died  in  the  faith  for  which  he  fo  zealoufly 
contended  in  his  writings. 

His  intelle&ual  and  moral  accomplishments  are  univerfally  allowed  to  have  been,  in  the  highefb 
degree,  refpectable  and  amiable.  The  natural  ftrength  of  his  genius,  which  he  cultivated  and  im 
proved  by  a  very  confiderable  acquaintance  with  the  molt  celebrated  writers,  both  ancient  and  mo 
dern,  enriched  his  mind  with  a  large  and  uncommon  ftore  of  juft  fentiments  and  ufeful  knowledge 
of  various  kinds.  The  extent  and  fublimity  of  his  imagination,  a  quicknefs  of  apprehenfion,  and 
folidity  of  judgment,  together  with  a  faithful  memory,  gave  him  a  remarkable  pre-eminence.  As 
a  Chriftian,  he  was  eminent  for  pure  and  undiffembled  piety,  humility,  candour,  and  charity.  He 
maintained  a  free  and  friendly  correfpondence  with  Chriftians  of  different  parties  and  denomina 
tions.  He  engaged  in  coraroverfy  with  a  pacific  view  to  heal,  and  reconcile  difputes  among 
Chriftians,  rather  than  to  make  pvofclytes  to  any  party  ;  and  wrote  with  fuch  a  fpirit  of  meeknefs 
and  love,  as  is  truly  inftructive  and  exemplary.  The  goodnefs  of  his  heart  was  difplayed  in  liberal 
and  beneficent  actions  :  and  during  the  laft  thirty  years  of  his  life,  he  confcantly  devoted  a  fifth  part 
of  his  income,  which  did  not  exceed  a  hundred  a-year,  to  charitable  ufes.  His  patience  and  refigna- 
tion  to  the  will  of  God,  in  feafons  of  affliction,  were  eminently  approved. 

As  a  poet,  his  compofitions  are  characterifed  by  a  happy,  and  fomeiirnes  an  incomparable  freedom 
of  verification,  of  fpirit,  and  of  piety;  and  it  may  be  faid,  in  his  own  words,  in  the  Tivo  Happy 
Rivals,  that,  in  his  Odes, 

A  thoufand  loofe  Pindaric  plumes  fly  fcattering  down  the  wind. 

His  poetry  is  chiefly  devotional ;  in  regard  to  which  Dr.  Johnfon  affirms,  that  "  it  is  fufficient 
for  Watts  to  have  done  better  than  others,  what  no  man  has  done  well."  He  had  alleged  juft  be 
fore,  that  "  the  paucity  of  topics  of  devotional  poetry  enforces  perpetual  repetition,"  which  is  indeed 
not  void  of  truth,  and  that  the  "  fanct;ty  of  the  matter  rejects  the  ornaments  of  the  figurative  dic 
tion  ;"  but  he  muft  have  confelTed,  that  the  pfalmiil  and  prophets  feem  to  have  afforded  examples  to 
the  contrary. 

Watts,  it  may  be  worth  remembering,  was  "  a  gentleman  of  the  firft  edition"  of  the  "  Dun- 
ciad,"  on  account  of  his  Pfalms,  which  are  defervedly  in  great  eftimation ;  but  obferving  to  Mr. 
Richardfon  the  painter,  tRat  Pope  profeffed  to  fatirize  none  but  thofe  who  attacked  him,  which  he 
never  had;  and  this  being  represented  to  the  fatirift,  in  the  next  edition  his  name  was  omitted. 

With  Dr.  Johnfon,  the  leading  feature  of  whofe  mind  was  religion,  Watts  may  be  expected  to 
have  been  a  favourite  ;  and  it  is  but  doing  him  juftice  to  acknowledge,  that  though  he  is  not  remark 
able  for  paying  compliments  to  the  diffenters,  he  has  delineated  his  character  with  liberality  and 
candour.  To  his  opinion  of  Watts's  poetry  the  prefent  writer  has  little  to  object;  and  mofl  of  thofe, 
he  believes,  who  intereft  themfelves  in  the  poetical  reputation  of  Watts,  will  be  inclined  to  forgive 
his  biographer  for  fome  afperities,  in  confederation  of  the  unqualified  applaufe  beftowed  on  his 
"  piety  and  innocence,"  his  "  fidelity  and  diligence,"  his  "  gentlenefs  and  modefty,"  his  "  cha 
rity  and  moderation." 

"  He  was  one  of  the  firft  authors  that  taught  the  duTenters  to  court  attention  by  the  graces  of 
language.  He  fhewed  them  that  zeal  and  purity  might  be  expreffed  and  enforced  by  polifhed  dic 
tion, 

"  In  the  pulpit,  though  his  low  ftature,  which  very  little  exceeded  five  feet,  graced  him  with 
no  advantage  of  appearance,  yet  the  gravity  and  propriety  of  his  utterance  made  his  difcourfes  very 
efficacious.  Such  was  his  flow  of  thoughts,  and  fuch  his  promptitude  of  language,  that  in  tb- 
6  Tij 


a-5»  THE  LIFE    OF  WATTS. 

latter  part  of  his  life  he  did  not  precompofe  his  curfory  fcrmons;  hut  having  adjufted  the  heads,  and 

fketched  out  fome  particulars,  trufted  for  fuccefs  to  his  extemporary  powers. 

"  To  Hated  and  public  inftruction,  he  added  familiar  vifits  and  perfonal  application;  and  was  care 
ful  to  improve  the  opportunities  which  converfation  offered,  of  diffufmg  and  increaiing  the  influence 
of  religion. 

"  By  his  natural  temper,  he  was  quick  of  refentment;  but  by  his  eftablifhed  and  habitual  practice, 
'he  was  gentle,  modeft,  and  inoffenilve.  He  condefcended  to  lay  afide  the  fcholar,  the  philofopher, 
and  the  wit,  to  write  little  poems  of  devotion,  and  fyftems  of  inftruction,  adapted  to  the  wants  and 
capacities  of  children,  from  the  dawn  of  reafon,  through  its  gradations  of  advance  in  the  morning  of 
life.  Every  man,  acquainted  with  the  common  principles  of  human  actions,  will  look  with  veneration 
on  the  writer,  who  is  at  one  time  combating  Locke^  and  at  another  time  making  a  Gatccbifm  for 
children  in  their  fourth  year. 

"  As  his  mind  was  capacious,  his  curiofity  excurfive,  and  his  induflry  continual,  his  writings  arc 
very  numerous,  and  his  fubjects  various.  With  his  theological  works,  I  am  only  enough  acquaint 
ed  to  admire  his  meekncfs  of  oppofition,  and  his  mildnefs  of  cenfure.  It  was  not  only  in  his  books, 
but  in  his  mind,  that  orthodoxy  was  united  with  charity. 

"  Of  his  philofophical  pieces,  his  Logic  has  been  received  into  the  univerfities,  and  therefore 
wants  no  private  recommendation  :  if  he  owes  part  of  it  to  Le  Clerc,  it  mufl  be  confidered  that  ne 
man  who  undertakes  merely  to  methodize  or  illuflrate  a  fyftem,  pretends  to  be  the  author. 

"  Few  books  have  been  perufcd  by  me  with  greater  pleafure  than  his  Improvement  of  the  Mind, 
of  which  the  radical  principle  may  indeed  be  found  in  Locke's  u  Conduct  of  the  Underftanding  ;** 
tut  they  are  fo  expanded  and  ramified  by  Watts,  as  to  confer  upon  him  the  merit  of  a  work  in 
the  higheft  degree  ufeful  and  pleafmg.  Whoever  has  the  care  of  inftructing  others,  may  be  charged 
•with  deficience  in  his  duty  if  this  book  is  not  recommended. 

"  As  piety  predominated,  in  his  mind,  it  is  diffufed  over  his  works  :  Under  his,  direction  it  may 
be  truly  faid  Theologies  Philofophia  ancillaiur,  philofophy  is  fubfervient  to  evangelical  inftruction :  it 
is  difficult  to  read  a  page  without  learning,  or  at  leaft  wifhing  to  be  better.  The  attention  is  caught 
by  indirect  inftruction ;  and  he  that  fat  down  only  to  reafon,  is  in  a  fudderi  compelled  to  pray. 

"  Few  men  have  left  behind  fuch  purity  of  character,  or  fuch  monuments  of  laborious  piety, 
lie  has  provided  inftru<5Hon  for  all  ages,  from  thofe  who  are  lifping  their  firft  leffons,  to  the  en 
lightened  readers  of  Malbranche  and  Locke.  He  has  left  neither  corporeal  nor  fpiritual  nature  un- 
examined  ;  he  has  taught  the  art  of  reafoning  and  the  fcience  of  the  ftars. 

"  His  character,  therefore,  muft  be  formed  from  the  multiplicity  and  diverfity  of  his  attainments 
rather  than  from  any  fingle  performance :  for  it  would  not  be  fafe  to  claim  for  him  the  higheft 
rank  in  any  fingle  denomination  of  literary  dignity  ;  yet  perhaps  there  was  nothing  in  which  he 
•would  not  have  excelled,  if  he  had  not  divided  his  powers  to  different  puriuits. 

"  As  a  poet,  had  he  been  only  a  poet,  he  would  probably  have  flood  high  among  the  authors 
xvith  whom  he  is  now  aifociated.  For  his  judgment  was  clear,  and  he  noted  beauties  and  faults 
•with  very  nice  difcernment ;  his  imagination,  as  the  Dacian  Battle  proves,  was  vigorous  and  active, 
and  the  ftores  of  knowledge  were  large  by  which  his  fancy  was  to  be  fupplied.  His  ear  was  well 
tuned,  and  his  diction  was  elegant  and  copious.  But  his  devotional  poetry  is  like  that  of  others, 
unfatiffactory.  The  paucity  of  its  topics  enforces  perpetual  repetition,  and  the  fanctity  of  the  mat 
ter  rejects  the  ornaments  of  figurative  diction.  It  is  fufficient  for  Watts  to  have  done  better  than 
ethers,  what  no  man  has  done  well. 

"  His  poems  on  other  fubjects  feldom  rife  higher  than  might  be  expected  from  the  amufements 
«f  a  man  of  letters,  and  have  different  degrees  of  value  as  they  are  more  or  lefs  laboured,  or  as  the 
pccafion  was  more  or  iefs  favourable  to  invention. 

"  He  writes  too  often  without  regular  meafure,  and  too.  often  in  blank  verfe  :  the  rhymes  are 
not  always  fufficiently  correfpondent.     He  is  particularly  unhappy  in  coining  names  expreffive  of 
characters.     His  Un.es  are  commonly  fmooth  and  eafy,  and  his  thoughts  always  religioufly  pure  ; 
but  who  is  there  that  to  fo  much  piety  and  innocence  does  not  wifh  for  a  greater  meafure  of  fprighj- 
linefs  and  vigour  ?  He  is  at  leaft  one  of  the  few  poets  with  whom  youth  and  ignorance  may 
fafely  pleafed  ;  and  happy  will  be  that  reader  whofe  mind  is  difpofed  by  his  verfe^  or  his  profeA 
copy  tys  benevolence  to  man,  and  his  reverence  to  God !" 
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ON  READING  MR.  WATTS'S  POEMS, 

SACRID  TO  PIETY  AND  DEVOTION. 

REGARD  the  man  who  in  feraphic  lays, 

And  flowing  numbers,  flogs  his  Maker's  praife  : 

He  needs  invoke  no  fabled  mufe's  art, 

The  heavenly  fong  comes  genuine  from  his  heart, 

From  that  pure  heart,  which  God  has  deign 'd  t' 

infpire 

With  holy  raptures,  and  a  facred  fire. 
Thrice  happy  man  !  whofe  foul  and  guiltlefsbreaft, 
Are  well  prepar'd  to  lodge  th'  Almighty  gueft  ! 
'Tis  he  that  lends  thy  towering  thoughts  their 

wing, 

And  tunes  thy  lyre,  when  thou  attempt'ft  to  fing  : 
He  to  thy  foul  lets  in  celeflial  day, 
Ev'n  whilft  imprifon'd  in  this  mortal  clay. 
By  death's  grim  afpedl  thou  art  not  alarm'd, 
He,  for  thy  fake,  has  death  itfelf  dtfarm'd  ; 
Nor  fhall  the  grave  o'er  thee  a  victory  bbaft  ; 
Her  triumph  in  thy  rifing  fliall  be  loft, 
When  thou  (halt  join  th'  angelic  choirs  above, 
In  never-ending  fongs  of  praife  and  love. 

EUSEBIA. 

TO  MR.  WATTS,  ON  HIS  POEMS. 

To  murmuring  ftream?.  in  tender  drains, 

My  penfive  mufe  no  more 
Of  love's  enchanting  force  complains, 

Along  the  flowery  ihore. 

No  more  Mirtillo's  fatal  face 

My  quiet  breaft  alarms, 
His  eyes,  his  air,  and  youthful  grace, 

Have  loft  their  ufual  charms. 

No  gay  ALEXIS  in  the  grove 

Shall  be  my  future  theme: 
I  burn  with  an  immortal  love, 

And  fing  a  purer  flame. 

Seraphic  heights  I  feem  to  gain, 

And  facred  tranfports  feel, 
While  WATTS,  to  thy  celeftial  ftrain, 

Surpris'd,  I  liften  ftill. 

The  gliding  dreams  their  courfe  forbear, 

When  I  thy  lays  repeat ; 
The  bending  foreft  lends  an  ear ; 

The  birds  their  notes  forget. 


With  fuch  a  graceful  harmony 

Thy  numbers  ftill  prolong  ; 
And  let  remoteft  lands  reply, 

And  echo  to  thy  long. 

Far  as  the  diftant  regions,  where 

The  beauteous  morning  fprings^ 
And  fcatters  odours  through  the  air, 

From  her  reiplendent  wings  ; 

Unto  the  new-found  realms,  which  fee. 

The  latter  fun  ariie, 
When,  with  an  eafy  progrefs,he 

Rolls  down  the  nether  ikies. 
July  1706.  PHiLOMEtA#v 

TO  MR.  WATTS, 

ON  READING  HIS  HORJE  fcYRlC^E. 

HAIL,  heaven -born  Mufe  !    that  with  celeftial 

flame, 

And  high  feraphic  numbers,  durft  attempt 
To  gain  thy  native  fkies.     No  common  theme 
Merits  thy  thought,  felf-confcious  of  a  foul 
Superior,  though  on  earth  detain'd  a  while  ; 
Like  fome  propitious  angel,  that's  defign'd 
A  refident  in  this  inferior  orb, 
To  guide  the  wandering  fouls  to  heavenly  blifs, 
Thou  feem'ft;  while  thou  their  everlafting  fongs 
Haft  fung  to  mortal  ears,  and  down  to  earth 
Transferr'd  the  work  of  heaven  j    with  thought 

fublime, 

And  high  foaorous  words,  thou  fweetly  fing'ft 
To  thy  immortal  lyre.     Amaz'd,  we  view 
The  towering  height  ftupendous,  while  thou  foar'ft 
Above  the  reach  of  vulgar  eyes  or  thought, 
Hymning  th'  Eternal  Father  ;  as  of  old 
When  firfl  th'  Almighty  from  the  dark  abyfs 
Of  everlafting  night  and  filence  call'd 
The  mining  worlds  with  one  creating  word, 
And  rais'd  from  nothing  all  the  heavenly 
And  with  external  glories  fili'd  the  void, 
Harmonious  feraphs  tun'd  their  golden  harps, 
And  with  their  cheerful  hallelujahs  blefs'd 
The  bounteous  author  of  their  haprfinefs ; 
From  orb  to  orb  th'  alternate  mufic  rang, 
And  from  the  cryilal  arches  of  the  iky 
Reach'd  our  then  glorious  world,  the  native  fc 

*  A  name  aff~uined  by  my  rival. 


THE   WORKS    OF   WATTS. 


Of  the  firft  happy  pair,  who  join'd  their  fongs 
To  the  loud  echoes  of  th'  angelic  choirs, 
And  fill  d  with  bNfsrul  hymns,  terreilnal  heaven, 
The  par'ulife  of  God,  where  all  delights 
Abounded,  and  the  pure  ambrofial  air, 
Fann'd  by  mild  zephyrs,  breath'd  eternal  Tweets, 
Fofindding  death  and  forrow,  and  bellow'd 
Frefh  heavenly  bloom,  and  gay  immortal  youth. 

Not  fo,  alas  !  the  vile  apoftate  race, 
Who  in  mad  joys  their  brutal  hours  employed, 
Aflaulting  with  their  impious  blafphemies 
The  Power  fupreme  that  give  them  life  and  breath  ; 
Incarnate  fiends  !  outrageous  they  defy'd 
Th'  Eternal's  thunder  and  almighty  wrath 
Fearlefs  provok'd,  which  all  the  other  devils 
Would  dread  to  meet ;   remembering  well  the  day 
When,  driven  from  pure  immortal  feats  above, 
A  fiery  tempeft  hurPd  them  down  the  Ikies, 
And  hung  upon  the  rear,  urging  their  fall 
To  the  dark,  deep,  unfathomable  gulf, 
Where  bound  on  fulphurous  lakes  to  glowing  rocks 
With  adamantine  chains,  they  wail  their  woes, 
And  know  Jehovah  great  as  well  as  good  ; 
And  fix' i  for  ever  by  eternal  fate, 
With  horror  find  his  arm  omnipotent. 

Prodigious  madnefs !  that  the  facred  mufe, 
Firft  taught  in  heaven  to  mount  immortal  heights, 
And  trace  the  boundlefs  glories  of  the  iky, 
Should  now  to  every  idol  balely  bow, 
An&  curfe  the  Deity  me  once  ador'd, 
Erecting  trophies  to  each  fordid  vice, 
And  celebrating  the  infernal  praife 
Of  haughty  Lucifer,  the  defperate  foe 
Of  God  and  man,  and  winning  every  hour 
New  votaries  to  hell,  while  all  the  fiends 
Hear  thefe  accurfed  lays,  and,  thus  outdone, 
Raging  they  try  to  match  the  human  race, 
Redoubling  all  their  hellim  blafphemies, 
And  with  loud  curfes  rend  the  gloomy  vault. 

Ungrateful  mortals!  ah!  too  late  you'll  find 
What  'tis  to  banter  heaven,  and  laugh  at  hell ; 
To  drefs-up  vice  in  falfe  delufive  charms, 
And  with  gay  colours  paint  her  hideous  face, 
Leading  betbtted  fouls  through  flowery  paths, 
In  gaudy  dreams,  and  vain  fantaftic  joys, 
To  difmal  fcenes  of  everlafting  woe  ; 
When  the  great  Judge  fliall  rear  his  awful  throne, 
And  raging  flames  furround  the  trembling  globe, 
While  the  loud  thunders  roar  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  the  laft  tramp  awakes  the  deeping  dead; 
And  guilty  fouls  to  ghaftly  bodies  driven, 
Within  thofe  dire  eternal  prifons  flmt, 
Expecl  their  fad  inexorable  doom. 
Say  now,  ye  men  of  wit !  what  turn  of  thought 
Will  pleafe  you  then  !  Alas,  how  dull  and  poor, 
Ev'n  to  yourfelves,  will  your  lewd  flights  appear  ! 
How  will  you  envy  then  the  happy  fate 
Of  idiots  !  and  perhaps  in  vain  you'll  wifh, 
You'd  been  as  very  fools  as  once  you  thought 
Others,  for  the  fublimeft  wifdom  fcorn'd  ; 
When  pointed  lightnings  from  the  wrathful  Judge 
Shall  linge  your  blighted  laurels,  and  the  men 
"Who  thought  they  flew  fo  high,  mail  fall  fo  low. 
•'No    more,    my   Mufe,    of    that    tremenduous 

thought ; 

Refume  thy  more  delightful  theme,  and  fing 
Th'  immortal  man,  that  with  immortal  verie 


Rivals  the  hymns  of  angels,  and  like  them 
Deipifes  mortal  critics''  idle  rules  : 
While  the  celeftial  flame  that  warms  thy  foul 
Infpires  us,  and  with  holy  traniports  moves 
Otir  labouring  minds,  and  nobler  fcenes  prefents' 
Than  all  the  Pagan  poets  ever  fung, 
Homer  or  Virgil ;  and  far  fweeter  notes 
Than  Horace  ever  taught  his  founding  lyre, 
And  purci  far,  though  Martial's  felf  might  feem 
A  modell  poet  in  our  Chriftian  days. 
May  thofe  forgotten  and  neglecled  lie, 
No  more  let  men  be  fond  of  fabulous  gods, 
Nor  Heathen  wit  debauch  one  Chriftian  line, 
While  with  the  coarfe  and  daubing  paint  we  hide 
The  thining  beauties  of  eternal  truth, 
That  in  her  native  drefs  appears  moft  bright, 
And  charms  the  eyes  of  angels.— Oh  1  like  thee 
Let  every  nobler  genius  tune  his  voice 
To  fubjech  worthy  of  their  towering  thoughts. 
Let  Heaven  and  Anna  then  your  tuneful  art 
Improve,  and  confecrate  your  deathlefs  lays 
To  him  who  reigns  above,  and  her  who  rules  be 
low. 


April  17.   1705. 


JOSEPH  STANDEN. 


TO  MR.  WATTS,  ON  HIS  DIVINE  POEMS. 

SAY,  human  feraph,  whence  that  charming  force, 

That  flame  !  that  foul !  which  animates  each  line; 

And  how  it  runs  with  fuch  a  graceful  eafe, 

Loaded  with  ponderous  fenfe  !  Say,  did  not  He, 

The  lovely  Jefus,  who  commands  thy  breaft, 

Ihfpire  thee  with  himfelf?  With  Jefas  dwells, 

Knit  in  myfterious  bands,  the  Paraclete, 

The  breath  of  God,  the  everlafting  fource 

Of  love  :  And  what  is  love,  in  fouls  like  thine, 

But  air,  and  incenfe  to  the  poet's  fire  ? 

Should  an  expiring  faint,  whofe  fwimming  eyes 

Mingle  the  images  of  things  about  him, 

But  hear  the  lead  exalted  of  thy  drains, 

How  greedily  he'd  drink  the  mufic  in, 

Thinking  his  heavenly  convoy  waited  near 

So  great  a  ftrefs  of  powerful  harmony, 

Nature  unable  to  fuftain, 

Would  fink  opprefs'd  with  joy  to  endlefs  reft. 

Let  nune  henceforth  of  providence  complain, 
As  if  the  world  of  fpirits  lay  unknown, 
Fenc'd  round  with  black  impenetrable  night ; 
What  though  no  mining  angel  darts  from  thence 
With  leave  to  publifli  things  conceal' d  from  fenfe, 
In  language  bright  as  theirs,  we  are  here  told, 
When  life  its  narrow  round  of  years  hath  roll'd, 
What  'tis  employs  the  blefs'd,  what  makes  their 

blifs; 
Songs  fuch  as  Watt's  are,  and  love  like  his. 

But  then,  dear  Sir,  be  cautious  how  you  ufe, 
To  tranfports  fo  intenfely  rais'd  your  mufe, 
Left,  whilit  th'  ecftatic  impulfeyou  obey, 
The  foul  leap  out,  and  drop  the  duller  clay. 

Sept.  4.  1706".  HENRY  GROVE. 

TO  DR.  WATTS, 

ON  THE  FIFTH  EDITION  OF  HIS  HORJE  LYRICJE. 

SOVEREIGN  of  facred  verfe  !  accept  the  lays 
Of  a  young  bard  that  dares  attempt  thy  praife. 


RECOMMEND  AT  OR  Y  VERSES. 


A  mufe,  the  mear.efl  of  the  vocal  throng, 
New  to  the  bays,  nor  equal  to  the  Cong. 
Fir'd  with  the  growing  glories  of  thy  fame, 
Joins  all  her  powers  to  celebrate  thy  name. 
No  valgar  themes  thy  pious  mufe  engage, 
No  fcenes  of  luft  pollute  thy  facred  page. 
You  in  majeftic  numbers  mount  the  fkies, 
And  meet  delcending  angels  as  you  rile, 
Whofe  juft  applaufes  charm  the  crowded  groves, 
And  Addiibn  thy  tuneful  fong  approves. 
Soft  harmony  and  manly  vigour  join  "^ 

To  form  the  beauties  of  each  fprightly  line,        > 
For  every  grace  of  every  mufe  is  thine.  J 

Milton,  immortal  bard,  divinely  bright, 
Conducts  his  favourite  to  the  realms  of  light ; 
Where  Raphael's  lyre  charms  the  celeftialthrong? 
Delighted  cherubs  iiftening  to  the  long  : 
From  blifs  to  bliis  the  happy  beings  rove, 
And  taftc  the  fweets  of  mufic  and  of  love. 
But  when  the  fofter  fcenes  of  life  you  paint, 
And  join  the  beauteous  virgin  to  the  faint, 


When  you  defcribe  how  few  the  happy  pairs, 
Whofe  hearts  united  foften  all  their  cares, 
We  fee  to  whom  the  fvveeteft  joys  belong, 
And  Myra's  beauties  confecrate  your  long. 
Fain  the  unnumber'd  graces  I  would  tell, 
And  on  the  pleafing  theme  for  ever  dwell  ; 
But  the  mule  faints,  unequal  to  the  flight, 
And  hears  thy  ftrains  with  wonder  and  delight, 
When  tombs  of  princes  lhall  in  ruins  lie, 
And  all  but  heaven-born  piety  (hall  die, 
When  the  lait  trumpet  wakes  the  filent  dead, 
And  each  lafcivious  poet  hides  his  head, 
With  thee  fhall  thy  divine  Urania  rife, 
Crown'd  with  frefh  laurels,  to  thy  native  fkies  : 
Great  How  and  Gouge  Aall  hail  thee  on  thy  way, 
And  welcome  thee  to  the  bright  realms  of  day, 
Adapt  thy  tuneful  notes  to  heavenly  firings, 
And  join  the  Lyric  Ode  while  fome  iaii  feraph  fings, 
Sic  Ipirat,  fie  optat, 

Tui  amantiffimus 


Tiiij 


PREFACE. 


IT  has  been  a  long  complaint  of  the  virtuous  and 
refined  world,  that  poefy,  whofe  original  is  divine, 
fliould  be  enflaved  to  vice  and  profanenefs;  that 
an  art,  infpired  from  heaven,  mould  have  fo  far 
loft  the  memory  of  its  birth-place,  as  to  be  en 
gaged  in  the  interefts  of  hell.  How  unhappily  is 
it  perverted  from  its  moft  glorious  defign  !  How 
bafely  has  it  been  driven  away  from  its  proper  fta- 
tion  in  the  temple  of  God,  and  abufed  to  much 
dishonour  1  The  iniquity  of  men  has  contained 
it  to  ferve  their  vileft  purpofes,  while  the  fons  of 
piety  mourn  the  facrilege  and  the  fhame. 

The  eldeft  fong,  which  hiftory  has  brought 
down  to  our  ears,  was  a  noble  act  of  worfhip  paid 
to  the  God  of  Jfrael,  when  his  "  right  hand  be- 
'  came  glorious  in  power  ;  when  thy  right  hand, 
'  O  Lord,  darned  in  pieces  the  enemy  :  the  cha 

riots  of  Pharaoh  and  his  hofts  were  caft  into  the 
'  red  fea.  Thou  didft  blow  with  thy  wind,  the 

deep  covered  them,  and  they  lank  as  lead  in  the 
"  mighty  waters."  Exod.  xv.  This  art  was 
maintained  facred  through  the  following  ages  of 
the  church,  and  employed  by  kings  and  prophets, 
by  David,  Solomon,  and  Ifaiah,  in  defcribing  the 
nature  and  the  glories  of  God,  and  in  conveying 
grace  or  vengeance  to  the  hearts  of  men.  By 
this  method  they  brought  fo  much  of  heaven  down 
to  this  lower  wurld,  as  the  darknefs  of  that  dif- 
penfation  would  admit  :  And  now  and  then  a  di 
vine  and  poetic  rapture  lifted  their  fouls  far  above 
the  level  of  that  economy  of  fhadows,  bore  them 
away  far  into  a  brighter  region,  and  gave  them  a 
glimpfe  of  evangelic  day.  The  life  of  angels  was 
harmonioufly  breathed  into  the  children  of  Adam, 
and  their  minds  raifed  near  to  heaven  in  melody 
and  devotion  at  once. 

In  the  younger  days  of  heathemfm,  the  Mufes 
were  devoted  to  the  fame  fervice  :  the  language 
in  which  old  Hefiod  addreffes  them  is  this  ; 


"  Pierian  Mufes,  fam'd  for  heavenly  lays, 
"  Defcend,  and   fing  the    God  your  Father's 
"  praife." 

And  he  purfues  the  fubjecl  in  ten  pious  lines, 
which  I  could  notforbearto  tranfcribe.if  the  afpect 
and  found  of  fo  much  Greek  were  not  terrifying 
to  a  nice  reader. 

But  lome  of  the  latter  poets  of  the  Pagan  world 
have  debafed  this  divine  gift  ;  and  many  of  the 
writers  of  the  firft  rank,  in  this  our  age  of  national 
Chriftians,  have,  to  their  eternal  JObarne,  furpafled 


the  vileft  of  the  Gentiles.  They  have  not  only 
difrobed  religion  of  all  the  ornaments  of  verfe,  but 
have-  employed  their  pens  in  impious  mifchief,  to 
deform  her  native  beauty  and  defile  her  honours. 
They  have  expofed  her  moft  facred  character  to 
drollery,  and  dreffed  her  up  in  a  moft  vile  and  ri 
diculous  difguife,  for  the  fcorn  of  the  rtder  herd 
of  mankind.  The  vices  have  been  painted  like  fo 
many  goddefles,  the  charms  of  wit  have  been  ad 
ded  to  debauchery,  and  the  temptation  heighten 
ed  where  nature  needs  the  ftrongeft  reftraints. 
With  fweetnefs  of  found,  and  delicacy  of  expref- 
fion,  they  have  given  a  relifli  to  blafphemies  of 
the  harfheft  kind ;  and  when  they  rant  at  their 
Maker  in  fonorous  numbers,  they  fancy  themfelYes 
to  have  acted  the  hero  well. 

Thus  almoft  in  vain  have  the  throne  and  the 
pulpit  cried  reformation  ;  while  the  ftage  and  li 
centious  poems  have  waged  open  war  with  the 
pious  defign  of  church  and  ftate.  The  prefs  has 
fpread  the  poifon  far,  and  fcattered  wide  the 
mortal  infection  :  Unthinking  youth  have  been 
enticed  to  iin  beyond  the  vicious  propenfities  of 
nature,  plunged  early  into  difeafes  and  death,  and 
funk  down  to  damnation  in  multitudes.  Was  it 
for  this  that  poefy  was  endued  with  all  thofe  al 
lurements  that  lead  the  mind  away  in  a  pleafing 
captivity  ?  Was  it  for  this,  (he  was  furnifhed  with 
fo  many  intellectual  charms,  that  flie  might  fe- 
duce  the  heart  from  God,  the  original  beauty,  and 
the  moft  lovely  of  beings?  Can  I  ever  be  perfuad- 
ed,  that  thofe  fweet  and  refiftiefs  forces  of  meta 
phor,  wit,  found,  and  number,  were  given  with 
this  defign,  that  they  mould  be  all  ranged  under 
the  banner  of  the  great  malicious  fpirit,  to  invade 
the  rights  of  heaven,  and  to  bring  fwift  and  ever- 
lafting  deftruction  upon  men  ?  How  will  thefe  al 
lies  of  the  nether  world,  the  lewd  and  profane 
verifiers,  ftand  aghaft  before  the  great  Judge, 
when  the  blood  of  many  fouls,  whom  they  never 
faw,  mall  be  laid  to  the  charge  of  their  writings, 
and  be  dreadfully  required  at  their  hands  ?  The 
Reverend  Mr.  Collier  has  fet  this  awful  fcene  be 
fore  them  in  juft  and  flaming  colours.  If  the  ap 
plication  were  not  too  rude  and  uncivil,  that  noble 
ftanza  of  my  Lord  Kofcommon,  on  Pfalm  cxlviii, 
might  be  addrefled  to  them  : 

:    Ye  dragon?>  whofe  contagious  breath 
"  Peoples  the  dark  retreats  of  death, 
"  Change  your  dire  hiflings  into  heavenly  fongs, 
"  And  praife  your  Maker  with  your  forked 
"  tongues." 


R  E  F  A  C  E. 


Tliis  profanation  and  debasement  of  fo  divine 
an  art,  has  tempted  fome  weaker  Chriftians  to 
imagine  that  poetry  and  vice  are  naturally  akin ; 
or  at  leaft,  that  verfe  is  fit  only  to  recommend 
trifles,  and  entertain  our  loofer  hours;  but  it  is  too 
light  and  trivial  a  method  to  treat  any  thing  that 
is  ferious  and  facred.  They  fubmit,  indeed,  to 
«fe  it  in  divine  pfalmody;  but  they  love  the  drieft 
tranflation  of  the  pfalm  beft.  They  will  venture 
to  fing  a  dull  hymn  or  two  at  church,  in  tunes  of 
equal  dulnefs ;  but  ftill  they  perfuade  themfelves, 
and  their  children,  that  the  beauties  of  poefy  are 
vain  and  dangerous.  All  that  arifes  a  degree 
above  Mr.  Sternhold  is  too  airy  for  worfhip,  and 
hardly  efcapes  the  fentence  of  "  unclean  and  abo- 
"  minable."  It  is  ftrange,  that  perfons  that  have 
had  the  Bible  in  their  hands,  fliould  be  led  away 
by  thoughtlefs  prejudices  to  fo  wild  and  rafli  an 
•pinion.  Let  me  entreat  them  not  to  indulge  this 
four,  this  cenforious  humour  too  far,  left  the  facred 
writers  fall  under  the  lafh  of  their  unlimited  and 
unguarded  reproaches.  Let  me  entreat  them  to 
look  into  their  Bibles,  and  remember  thd  ityle 
and  way  of  writing  that  is  ufed  by  the  ancient 
prophets.  Have  they  forgot,  or  were  they  never 
told,  that  many  parts  of  the  Old  Teftament  are 
Hebrew  verfe  ?  and  the  figures  are  flronger,  and 
the  metaphors  bolder,  and  the  images  more  fur- 
prifing  and  ftrange,  than  ever  I  read  in  any  pro 
fane  writer.  When  Deborah  fangs  her  praifes  to 
the  God  of  Ifrael,  while  he  marched  from  the 
field  of  Edom,  fhe  fets  the  "  earth  a-trembling, 
"  the  heavens  drop,  and  the  mountains  diflblve 
"  from  before  the  Lord.  They  fought  from  hea^ 
"  ven,  the  ftars  in  their  courfes  fought  againft  Si- 
"  fera :  When  the  river  of  Kifiion  fwept  them 
"  away,  that  ancient  river,  the  river  Kifhon.  O 
"  my  foul,  thou  haft  trodden  down  Itrength." 
Judg.  v.  Sec.  When  Eliphaz,  in  the  book  of  Job, 
fpeaks  his  fenfe  of  the  holinefs  of  God,  he  intro 
duces  a  machine  in  a  vifion  :  "  Fear  came  upon 
"  me,  trembling  on  all  my  bones  j  the  hair  of  my 
4  flefh  ftood  up  ;  a  fpirit  pafied  by  and  ftood  ftill, 
'  but  its  form  was  undiicernible ;  an  image  be- 
'  fore  mine  eyes;  and  filence ;  Then  I  heard  a 
'  voice,  faying,  Shall  mortal  man  be  more  juft 
'  than  God?"  &cc.  Job  iv.  When  he  defcribes 
the  fafety  of  the  righteous,  he  "  hides  him  from 
"  the  fcourge  of  the  tongue,  he  makes  him  laugh 
"  at  deftrmflion  and  famine,  he  brings  the  ftones 
"  of  the  field  into  league  with  him,  and  makes 
"  the  brute  animals  enter  into  a  covenant  of 
"  peace."  Job  v.  21,  &cc.  When  Job  fpeaks  of 
the  grare,  how  melancholy  is  the  gloom  that  he 
fpreads  over  it !  "  It  is  a  region  to  which  I  muft 
"  fhortly  go,  and  whence  I  mall  not  return  ;  it  is 
"  a  land  of  darknefs,  it  is  darknels  itfelf,  the  land 
*'  of  the  fliadow  of  death  ;  all  confufion  and  dif- 
*'  order,  and  where  the  light  is  as  darknefs.  This 
"  is  my  houie,  there  have  I  made  my  bed  :  J  have 
"  faid  to  corruption,  Thou  art  my  father ;  and  to 
"  the  worm,  Thou  art  my  mother  and  my  lifter : 
"  As  for  my  hope,  who  fliall  fee  it  ?  I  and  my 
"  hope  go  down  together  to  the  bars  of  the  pit." 
job  x.  21,  and  xvii.  13.  When  he  humbles  him- 
felf  in  complainings  before  the  almightinefs  of 
God,  what  contemptible  and  feeble  images  doth 
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he  ufe  I  "  Wilt  thou  break  a  leaf  driven  to  and 
"  fro  ?  Wilt  thou  purfue  the  dry  ftubble  ?  I  con- 
"  fume  away  like  a  rotten  thing,  a  garment  eat- 
"  en  by  the  moth."  Job  xiii.  25,  See.     "  Thou 
"  lifteft  me  up  to  the  wind,  thou  caufeft  me  to 
"  ride  upon  it,  and  diflblveft  my  fubftance."  Job 
xxiii.  22.     Can  any  man  invent  more  defpicable 
ideas,  to  reprefent  the  fcoundrel  herd  and  refufc 
of  mankind,  than  thofe  which  Job  utes  ?  chap,  xxx, 
and  thereby  he  aggravates  his  own  forrows  an«L 
reproaches    to    amazement :    "    They   that    are 
"  younger  than  I  have  me  in  derifion,  whofe  fa- 
"  thers  I  would  have  difdained  to  have  fet  with 
"  the  dogs  of  my  flock  :  for  want  and  famine  they 
*'  were  folitary  ;  fleeing  into  the  wildernefs  defo-r 
"  late  and  wafte  :  They  cut  up  mallows  by  the 
"  bufhes,  and  juniper-roots  for  their  meat :  They 
"  were  driven  forth  from  among  men  (they  cried 
"  after  them  as  after  a  thief),  to  dwell  in  the  cliffs 
"  of  the  valleys,  in  the  caves  of  the  earth,  and  in 
"  rocks :  Among  the  bufhes  they  brayed,  under 
"  the  nettles  they  were  gathered  together ;  they 
'*  were  children  of  fools,  yea,  children  of  bafe. 
"  men;  they  were  viler  than  the  earth  :    And 
"  now  I  am  their  fong,  yea,  I  am  their  by-word,'* 
&c.     How  mournful  and  dejedled  is  the  language 
of  his  own  forrows !  "  Terrors  are  turned  upon 
"  him,  they  purfue  his  foul  as  the  wind,  and  his 
"  welfare  pafles  away  as  a  cloud  ;  his  bones  are 
"  pierced  within  him,  and  his  foul  is  poured  outs 
"  he  goes  mourning  without  the  fyn,  a  brother  to 
"  dragons,  and  a  companion  to  owls ;  while  his 
',';  harp  and  organ  are  turned  into  the  voice  of 
"  them  that  weep."     I  muft  tranfcribe  one  half 
of  this  holy  book,  if  I  would  mow  the  grandeur, 
the  variety,  and  the  juftnefs  of  his  ideas,  or  the 
pomp  and  beauty  of  his  expreflion ;  I  muft  copy 
out  a  good  part  of  the  writings  of  David  and  Ifaiah, 
if  I  would  reprefeot  the  poetical  excellencies  of 
their  thoughts  aad  ftyle  :  nor  is  the  language  of 
the  leffer  prophets,  efpecially  in  fome  paragraphs^ 
much  inferior  to  thefe. 

Now,  while  they  paint  human  nature  in  its  va 
rious  forms  and  circumftances,  if  their  defigning 
be  fo  juft  and  noble,  their  difpolition  fo  artful, 
and  their  colouring  fo  bright,  beyond  the  moft 
famed  human  writers,  how  much  more  muft  their 
defcriptions  of  God  and  heaven  exceed  ail  that  is 
poffible  to  be  faid  by  a  meaner  tongue  ?  When 
they  fpeak  of  the  dwelling-place  of  God,  "  He 
"  inhabits  eternity,  and  fits  upon  the  throne  of 
"  his  hoiinefs,  in  the  midft  of  light  inacceflible." 
When  his  holinefs  is  mentioned,  "  The  heavens 
"  are  not  clean  in  his  fight,  he  charges  his  angels 
"  with  folly  :  He  looks  to  the  moon,  and  it  fhin- 
"  eth  not,  and  the  ftars  are  not  pure  before  his 
"  eyes  :  He  is  a  jealous  God,  and  a  confaming 
"  fire."  If  we  fpeak  of  ftrength,  "  Behold,  he  is 
"  ftrong:  He  removes  the  mountains,  and  they 
"  know  it  not:  He  overturns  them  in  his  anger  : 
"  He  fliakes  the  earth  from  her  place,  and  her 
"  pillars  tremble.  He  makes  a  path  through  the 
"  mighty  waters,  he  difcovers  the  foundations  of 
"  the  world  :  The  pillars  of  heaven  are  aitoniflied 
"  at  his  reproof."  And  after  all,  '<  Thefe  are 
"  but  a  portion  of  his  ways  :  The  thunder  of  his 
"  power  who  can  underftand?"  His  fovereignty, 
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his  knowledge,  and  his  wifclotn,  are  revealed  to 
us  in  language  vaitly  fuperior  to  all  the  poetical 
accounts  ot  heathen  div;nity.  "  Let  the  potflierds 
•*  ftrive  with  the  potfherds  of  the  earth;  but 
•«  mall  the  clay  fay  to  him  that  fafhioneth  it, 
*'  What  make  it  thou  ?  He  bids  the  heavens  drop 
•'  down  from  above,  and  let  the  fkies  pour  down 
*«  righteouihefs.  He  commands  the  fun,  and  it 
*«  riieth  not,  and  he  fealeth  up  the  ftars.  It  is 
•«  he  that  faith  to  the  deep,  be  dry,  and  he  drieth 
«'  up  the  rivers.  Woe  to  them  that  fcek  deep  to 
«'  hide  their  counfel  from  the  Lord ;  his  eyes  are 
<«  upon  all  their  ways,  he  understands  their 
•f  thoughts  afar  oft".  Hell  is  naked  before  him, 
«(  and  deftruclion  hath  no  covering.  He  calls  out 
«<  all  the  liars  by  their  names,  he  frtulrateth  the 
**  tokens  of  the  liars,  and  makes  the  diviners  mad : 
*'  He  turns  wife  men  backward,  and  their  know- 
•*  ledge  becomes  foolifh."  His  tranfcendcnt  emi 
nence  above  all  things  is  moft  nobly  represented, 
when  he  "  fits  upon  the  circle  of  the  earth-,  and 
*'  the  inhabitants  thereof  are  as  grafshoppers  : 
**  All  nations  before  him  are  as  the  drop  of  a  buc- 
«'  ket,  and  as  the  fmall  duft  of  the  balance  :  He 
**  takes  up  the  ifles  as  a  very  little  thing ;  Leba- 
«  non,  with  all  her  beafts,  is  not  fufficieat  for  a 
e(  facrifice  to  this  God,  nor  are  all  her  trees  fuf- 
«  ficient  for  the  burning.  This  God,  before 
««  whom  the  whole  creation  is  as -nothing,  yea, 
*'  lefs  than  nothing,  and  vanity.  To  which  of  all 
'«  the  heathen  gods  then  will  ye  compare  me, 
«f  faith  the  Lord,  and  what  mail  1  be  iiktncd  to  r" 
And  to  which  of  ail  the  heathen  poets  mall  vwe 
liken  or  compare  this  glorious  orator,  the  facred 
defcriber  of  the  Godhead?  The  orators  of  all  na 
tions  Are  as  nothing  before  him,  and  their  words 
are  vanity  and  emptinefs.  Let  us  turn  our  eyes 
now  to  fome  of  the  holy  writings,  where  God  is 
treating  the  world  :  How  meanly  do  the  beft  of 
the  Gentiles  talk  and  trifle  upon  this  fubjecl, 
when  brought  into  comparifon  with  Mofes,  whom 
Longinus  himielf,  a  Gentile  critic,  cites  as  a  maf- 
ter  of  the  fublime  ftyle,  when  he  chofe  to  ufe  it  ; 
**  And  the  Lord  faid,  Let  there  be  light,  and 
"  there  was  light;  Let  there  be  clouds  and  lea?, 
"  fun  and  ftars,  plants  and  animals,  and  behold 
*'  they  are  :"  He  commanded,  and  they  appear 
and  obey :  "  By  the  word  of  the  Lord  were  the 
*'  heavens  made,  and  all  the  hoft  of  them  by  the 
"  breath  of  his  mouth  :"  This  is  working  like  a 
God,  with  infinite  eafe  and  omnipotence.  His 
wonders  of  providence  for  the  terror  and  ruin  of 
his  adverfaries,  and  for  the  fuccour  of  his  faints, 
is  let  before  our  eyes  in  the  fcripture  with  equal 
magnificence,  and  as  becomes  divinity.  When 
'*  he  arifes  out  of  his  place,  the  earth  trembles, 
"  the  foundation  of  the  hills  are  fhaken  becauie 
"  he  is  wroth  :  There  goes  a  fmoke  up  out  of  his 
"  noftrils,  and  fire  out  of  his  mouth  devoureth, 
•'  coais  are  kindled  by  it.  He  bows  the  heavens, 
"  and  comes  down,  and  darknefs  is  under  his 
"  feet.  The  mountains  melt  like  wax,  and  flow 
"  down  at  his  prefence.""  If  Virgil,  Homer,  or 
Pindar,  were  to  prepare  an  equipage  for  a  de- 
fcending  God,  they  might  ufe  thunder  and  light 
nings  too,  and  clouds  and  fire,  to  form  a  chariot 
and  horfes  for  the  battle,  or  the  triumph  j  but 
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there  is  none  of  them  provides  hiai  a  flight  of 
cherubs  inilead  of  herfes,  or  feats  him  in  "  cha- 
"  riots  of  falvation."  David  beholds  him  riding 
upon  the  heavai  of  heavens,  by  his  name  JAM  : 
"  He  was  mounted  upon  a  cherub,  and  did  fly  ; 
"  he  flew  on  the  wings  of  the  wind  ;"  and  Hab- 
bakknk  fends  "  the  peftiience  before  him."  Ho 
mer  keeps  a  mighty  ftir  with  his  NtyiXnyyt^fc  Ziw,-, 
and  Heliod  with  his  Ztu;  tyifypl-r,;.  Jupiter, 
that  raifes  up  the  clouds,  and  that  makes  a  noife, 
or  thunders  on  high.  But  a  divine  poet  makes 
the  "  clouds  but  the  duft  of  his  feet ;"  and  when 
the  iligheft  gives  his  voice  in  the  heavens,  "  Hail- 
"  ftones  and  coals  of  fire  follow."  A  divine  poet 
difcovers  the  channels  of  the  waters,  and  lays 
open  the  foundations  of  nature  ;  "  at  thy  rebuke, 
"  O  Lord,  at  the  blaft  of  the  breath  of  thy  nof- 
"  trils."  When  the  Holy  One  alighted  upon 
Mount  Sinai,  "  his  glory  covered  the  heavens : 
"  He  ftood  and  meafured  the  earth  :  He  beheld. 
"  and  drove  afunder  the  nations,  and  the  ever- 
lafting  mountains  were  fcattered  :  The  perpe 
tual  hills  did  bow ;  his  ways  are  everlalling." 
Then  the  prophet  "  faw  the  tents  of  Cufhan  in 
"  affliction,  and  the  curtains  of  the  land  of  Mi- 
"  dian  did  tremble."  Hab.  iii.  Nor  did  the 
bleffed  Spirit  which  animated  thefe  writers  forbid 
them  the  ufe  of  yifions,  dreams,  the  opening  of 
fcenes  dreadful  and  delightful,  and  the  introduc 
tion  of  machines  upon  great  cccafions :  the  divine 
licence  in  this  refpect  is  admirable  and  furpnfing, 
and  the  images  are  often  too  bold  and  dangerous 
for  an  uninfpirecl  writer  to  imitate.  Mr.  Dennis 
has  made  a  noble  eflay  to  difcover  how  much  fu 
perior  is  infpired  poefy  to  the  brighteft  and  beft 
defcriptions  of  a  mortal  pen.  Perhaps,  if  his  pro- 
pofal  of  criticifm  had  been  encouraged  and  pur- 
fued,  the  nation  might  have  learnt  more  value 
for  the  word  of  God,  and  the  wits  of  the  age 
might  have  been  fecured  from  the  danger  of 
Deifm  ;  while  they  muft  have  been  forced  tc  con- 
fefs  at  lealt  the  divinity  of  all  the  poetical  books 
of  Scripture,  when  they  fee  a  genius  running 
through  them  more  than  human. 

Who  is  there  now  will  dare  to  affert,  that  the 
doctrines  of  our  holy  faith  will  not  indulge  or  en 
dure  a  delightful  drefs  ?  Shall  the  French  poet  * 
affright  us,  by  faying, 

"  De  la  foy  d'un  Chretien  les  myfteres  terribles, 
"  D'Ornemens   egayez    ne    font   point  fufcep- 
"  tibles? 

But  the  French  critic  f,  in  his  reflexions  upon 
Eloquence,  tells  us,  "  That  the  majefty  of  our 
'  religion,  the  holinefs  of  its  laws,  the  purity  of 
'  its  morals,  the  heigth  of  its  myfteries,  and  the 
•'  importance  of  every  fubjedr.  that  belongs  to  it, 
'  requires  a  grandeur,  a  noblenefs,  a  majefty., 
'  and  elevation  of  ftyle,  fuited  to  the  theme  s 
'  fparkling  images  and  magnificent  expreffions 
"  muft  be  ufed,  and  are  beft  borrowed  from 
"  Scripture  :  let  the  preacher,  that  aims  at  elo- 
"  quence,  read  the  prophets  inceflantly,  for  their 
"  writings  are  an  abundant  fource  of  all  the  riches 

*  Boileatt. 
f  Rap  in. 
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*  and  ornaments  of  fpeech."  And,  in  my  opi 
nion,  this  is  far  better  counfel  than  Horace  gives 
us,  when  he  fays, 

" Vos  exemplaria  Grseca 

"  Nocturna  verfate  manu,  verfate  diurna." 

As,  in  the  conduct  of  my  ftudies  with  regard 
to  divim'ty,  I  have  reaibn  to  repent  of  nothing 
more  than  that  I  have  not  perufed  the  Bible  with 
more  frequency  ;  fo  if  I  were  to,  fet  up  for  a  poet, 
with  a  defign  to  exceed  all  the  modern  writers, 
I  would  follow  the  advice  of  Rapin,  and  read  the 
prophets  night  and  day.  Jam  fure,  the  compo- 
fares  of  the  following  book  would  have  been  filled 
with  much  greater  fenfe,  and  appeared  with  much 
more  agreeable  ornaments,  had  I  derived  a  larger 
portion  from  the  Holy  Scriptures. 

Befides,  we  may  fetch  a  further  an'fwer  to 
Monlieur  Boileau's  objection,  from  nther  poets  of 
his  own  country.  What  a.  noble  ufe  have  Racine 
and  Corneille  made  of  Chriftian  fubjects,  in  fome 
of  their  beft  tragedies  !  What  a  variety  of  divine 
fcenes  are  difplayed,  and  pious  paflions  awakened, 
in  thofe  poems !  The  martyrdom  of  Polyeucte, 
how  doth  it  reign  over  our  love  and  pity,  and  at 
the  fame  time  animate  our  zeal  and  devotion  ! 
May  1  here  be  permitted  the  liberty  to  return 
my  thanks  to  that  fair  and  ingenious  hand  *  that 
directed  me  to  fuch  entertainments  in  a  foreign 
language,  which  1  had  long  wiihed  for,  and 
fought  in  vain  in  our  own.  Yet  I  muil  confefs, 
that  the  Davideis,  and  the  two  Arthurs,  have  fo 
far  anfwered  Boileau's  objection,  in  Englifh,  as 
that  the  obftacles  of  attempting-  Chriitian  poefy 
are  broken  down,  and  the  vain  pretence  of  its 
being  impracticable,  is  experimentally  confuted  f . 

It  is  true  indeed,  the  Chriftian  myfteries  have 
not  fuch  need  of  gay  trappings  as  beautified,  or 
rather  compofed,  the  heathen  fuperfHtion.  But 
this  frill  makes  for  the  greater  cafe  and  furer  fuc- 
cefs  of  the  poet.  The  wonders  of  our  religion,  in 
a  plain  narration  and  a  fimple  drefs,  have  a  na 
tive  grandeur,  a  dignity,  and  a  beauty  in  them, 
though  they  do  not  utterly  difdain  all  methods  of 
ornament.  The  book  of  the  Revelation  feems 
to  be  a  prophecy  in  the  form  of  an  opera,  or  a 
dramatic  poem,  where  divine  art  illuftrates  the 
fubject  with  many  charming  glories  ;  but  Hill  it 
muft  be  acknowledged,  that  the  naked  themes 
ofChriftianity  have  fomething  brighter  and  bolder 
in  them,  fomething  more  furpnfing  and  celeftial, 
than  all  the  adventures  of  gods  and  heroes,  all 
the  dazzling  images  of  falfe  luftre  that  form  and 
garnifh  a  heathen  long  :  here  the  very  argument 
would  give  wonderful  aids  to  the  mufe,  and  the 
heavenly  theme  would  fo  relieve  a  dull  hour,  and 
a  languiming  genius,  that  when  the  mufe  nods, 

*  Philomela. 

f  Sir  Richard  BJnckmore,  in  his  admirable  pre 
face  to  his  lajl  ptjem^  entitled  Alfred,  has  more 
copioi/Jly  refuted  all  Boileaus  arguments  on  this 
Jitlyefl,  and  that  with  great  jvjtice  and  elegance. 
J723- — I  afn  perfuadcd  that  many  perfons  who 
defptfe  the  poem  would  acknowledge  thejv/lfen- 
"timents  oftbatprejace. 


the  fenfe  would  burn  and  fparkle  upon  the  read- 
er,  and  keep  him  feelingly  awake. 

With  how  much  lefs  toil  and  expence  might  a 
Dryden,  an  Otway,  a  Congreve,  or  a  Dennis,  fur- 
ni(h  out  a  Chriftian  poem,  than  a  modern  play  ? 
There  is  nothing  among  all  the  ancient  fables,  or 
later  romances,  that^have  two  fuch  extremes 
united  in  them,  as  the  eternal  God  becoming  an 
infant  of  clays  ;  the  poiTefTor  of  the  palace  of  Hea 
ven  laid  to  fleep  in  a  manner  ;  the  holy  Tefus, 
wlio  knew  no  fin,  bearing  the  lins  of  men  in  his 
body  on  the  tree  ;  agonies  of  forrow  loading  the 
foul  of  him  who  was  God  over  all,  blerled  for 
ever  ;  and  the  fovereign  of  life  ftretching  his  arms 
on  a  crofs,  bleeding  and  expiring :  The  heaven 
and  the  hell  in  our  divinity  are  infinitely  more 
delightful  and  dreadful  than  the  childifh  figments 
of  a  dog  with  three  heads,  the  buckets  of  the  Be- 
lides,  the  Furies  with  fnaky  hairs,  or  all  the 
flowery  rtories  of  Elyfium.  And  if  we  furvey.  the 
one  as  themes  divinely  true,  and  the  other  as  a 
medley  of  fooleries  which  we  can  never  believe  ; 
the  advantage  for  torching  the  fprings  of  paffion 
will  fall  infinitely  on  the  fide  of  the  Chriftian 
poet ;  our  wonder  and  our  love,  our  pity,  delight, 
and  forrow,  with  the  long  train  of  hopes  and 
fears,  muft  needs  be  under  the  command  of  an 
harmonious  pen,  whofe  every  line  makes  a  part 
of  the  reader's  faith,  and  is  the  very  life  or  death 
of  his  foul. 

If  the  trifling  and  incredible  tales  that  furniih 
out  a  tragedy,  are  fo  armed  by  wit  and  fancy,  as 
to  become  fovereign  of  the  rational  powers,  t» 
triumph  over  all  the  affections,  and  manage  our 
fmiles  and  our  tears  at  pleafure  ;  how  wondrous  a 
conqueft  might  be  obtained  over  a  wild  world, 
and  reduce  it,  at  leaft,  to  fobriety,  if  the  fame 
happy  talent  were  employed  in  drefling  the 
fcenes  pf  religion  in  their  proper  figures  of  majefty, 
fweetnefs,  and  terror  !  The  wonders  of  creating 
power,  of  redeeming  love>  and  renewing  grace, 
ought  not  to  be  thus  im^ioufly  neglected  by  thofe 
whom  Heaven  has  endued  with  a  gift  fo  proper  to 
adorn  and  cultivate  them  ;  an  art  whofe  Iweet  in- 
finuations  might  almoft  convey  piety  in  refitting 
nature,  and  melt  the  hardeft  fouls  to  the  love  of 
virtue.  The  affairs  of  this  life,  with  their  re 
ference  to  a  life  to  come,  would  fliine  bright  in  a 
dramatic  description  ;  nor  is  their  any  need  of  any 
reafon  why  we  fhould  always  borrow  the  plan  or 
hiftory  from  the  ancient  Jews, or  primitive  matyrs; 
though  feveral  of  thefe  would  furnifli  out  noble 
materials  for  this  fort  of  poefy  :  but  modern  fcenes 
would  be  better  underftood  by  moft  readers,  and 
the  application  would  be  much  more  eafy.  The 
anguiih  of  inward  guilt,  the  fecret  ftings  and  racks 
and  fcourges  of  confcience  ;  the  fweet  retiring 
hours,  and  feraphical  joys  of  devotion  ;  the  victo 
ry  of  a  refolved  foul  over  a  thoufand  temptations ; 
the  inimitable  love  and  paffion  of  a  dying  God  ; 
the  awful  glories  of  the  laft  tribunal ;  the  grand 
decifwe  fentence,  from  which  there  is  no  appeal ; 
and  the  confequent  tranfports  or  horrors  of  the 
two  eternal  worlds  ;  thefe  things  may  be  variouf- 
ly  difpoied,  and  form  many  poems.  How  might 
fuch  performances,  under  a  divine  bleffing,  call 
back  the  d)inj  piety  of  the  nation  to  life  a-ud- 
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beauty  ?  This  would  make  religion  appear  like  it- 
felf,  and  confound  the  bLifphemies  of  a  profligate 
world,  ignorant  of  pious  pleafures. 

But  we  have  reafon  to  fear,  that  the  tuneful 
men  of  our  day  have  not  raifed  their  ambition  to 
fo  divine  a  pitch ;  I  Ihould  rejoice  to  fee  more  of 
this  celeftial  fire  kindling  within  them ;  for  the 
flames  that  break  out  in  fome  prefent  and  paft 
writings  betray  an  infernal  fource.  This  the  in 
comparable  Mr.  Cowley,  in  the  latter  end  of  his 
preface,  and  the  ingenious  Sir  Richard  Blackmore, 
in  the  beginning  of  his,  have  fo  pathetically  de- 
fcribcd  and  lamented,  that  I  rather  refer  the  rea 
der  to  mourn  with  them,  than  detain  and  tire  him 
here.  Thefe  gentlemen,  in  their  large  and  la 
boured  works  of  poefy,  have  given  the  world  hap 
py  examples  of  what  they  wifh  and  encourage  in 
profe;  the  one  in  a  rich  variety  of  thought  and 
fancy,  the  other  in  all  the  ihining  colours  of  pro- 
fufe  and  florid  diclion. 

If  fhorter  ibnnets  were  compofed  on  fablime 
fubjecls,  fuch  as  the  Pfalms  of  David,  and  the  ho 
ly  tranlports  interfperfed  in  the  other  facred 
writings,  or  fuch  as  the  moral  odes  of  Horace,  and 
the  ancient  Lyricks ;  I  perfuade  myfelf  that  the 
Chriitian  preacher  would  find  abundant  aid  from 
the  poet,  in  his  defign  to  diffufe  virtue,  and  allure 
fouls  to  God.  If  the  heart  were  firft  inflamed 
from  Heaven,  and  the  mule  were  not  left  alone 
to  form  the  devotion,  and  purfue  a  cold  fcent,  but 
only  called-in  as  an  afliftant  to  the  worfhip,  then 
the  long  would  end  where  the  infpiration  ceafes ; 
the  whole  compofure  would  be  of  a  piece,  all  me 
ridian  light  and  meridian  fervour ;  and  the  fame 
pious  flame  would  be  propagated,  and  kept  glow 
ing  in  the  heart  of  him  that  reads.  Some  of  the 
fhorter  odes  of  the  two  poets  now  mentioned,  and 
a  few  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Norris's  Effays  in  verfe, 
are  convincing  inliances  of  the  fucceis  of  this  pro- 
pofal. 

It  is  my  opinion  alfo,  that  the  free  and  uncon- 
fined  numbers  of  Pindar,  or  the  noble  meafures  of 
Milton  without  rhyme,  would  beft  maintain  the 
dignity  of  the  theme,  as  well  as^give  a  loofe  to  the 
devout  foul,  nor  check  the  raptures  of  her  faith -and 
love.  Though,  in  my  feeble  attempts  of  this  kind, 
I  have  too  often  fettered  my  thoughts  in  the  nar 
row  metre  of  our  Plalm-tranflators  ;  I  have  con 
tracted  and  cramped  the  ienle,  or  rendered  it  ob- 
fcure  and  feeble,  by  the  two  fpeedy  and  regular 
returns  of  rhyme. 

If  my  friends  expect  any  reafon  of  the  following 
compofures,  and  of  the  fir  It  or  fecond  publication, 
I  entreat  them  to  accept  of  this  account. 

The  title  allures  them  that  poefy  is  not  the  bu- 
iinefs  of  my  life  ;  and  if  I  feized  thofe  hours  of  lei- 
iure,  wherein  my  foul  was  in  a  more  fprightly 
frame,  to  entertain  them  or  myfelf  with  a  divine 
•r  moral  fong,  I  hope  I  (hall  find  an  eafy  pardon. 

In  the  Firft  Book  are  many  odes  which  were 
written  to  affift  the  meditations  and  worfliip  of 
vulgar  Cluiftians,  and  with  a  defign  to  be  publifh- 
ed  in  the  volume  of  hymns,  which  have  now  pais- 
ed  a.  fecond  impreffion :  but  upon  the  review,  I 
found  fome  expreffions  that  \vere  not  fuited  to  the 
plaineft  capacity,  and  the  metaphors  are  too  bold 
to  pl'.eafe  the  vygakei1  Chriftiau;  therefore  I  have 
plotted  them  a  place  her?, 


Among  the  fongs  that  are  dedicated  to  divine 
love,  I  think  I  may  be  bold  to  aflert,  that  I  never 
compofed  one  line  of  them  with  any  other  defign 
than  what  they  are  applied  to  here ;  and  I  have 
endeavoured  to  fecure  them  all  from  being  per 
verted  and  debafed  to  wanton  pafllons,  by  feveral 
lines  in  them  that  can  never  be  applied  to  a  mea 
ner  love.  Are  not  the  nobleft  inftances  of  the 
grace  of  Chrift  reprefented  under  the  figure  of  a 
conjugal  Hate,  and  defcribed  in  one  of  the  fweetefl 
odes,  arid  the  foftefl  paftoral  that  ever  was  writ 
ten  ?  I  appeal  to  Solomon  *,  in  his  Song,  and  his 
father  David,  in  Pfal.  xlv.  if  David  was  the  au 
thor  :  and  I  am  well  allured,  that  I  have  never 
indulged  an  equal  licence  :  it  was  dangerous  to 
imitate  the  facred  writers  too  nearly,  in  fo  nice  an 
affair. 

The  "  Poems  facred  to  Virtue,"  Sec.  were 
formed  when  the  frame  and  humour  of  my  foul 
was  juft  fuited  to  the  fubjecl:  of  my  verfe  :  the 
image  of  my  heart  is  painted  in  them  ;  and  if  they 
meet  with  a  reader  whofe  foul  is  akin  to  mine, 
perhaps  they  may  agreeably  entertain  him.  The 
dulnefs  of  the  fancy,  and  coarfenefs  of  expref- 
fion,  will  difappear  ;  the  famenefs  of  the  humour 
will  create  a  pleafure,  and  inlenfibly  overcome 
and  conceal  the  defeats  of  the  mufe.  Young  gen 
tlemen  and  ladies,  whofe  genius  and  educatiqn 
have  given  them  a  relifli  of  oratory  and  verfe, 
may  be  tempted  to  feek  fatisfaclion  among  the 
dangerous  diverfions  of  the  ftage,and  impure  fon- 
nets,  if  there  be  no  provifion  of  a  fafer  kind  made 
to  pleafe  them.  While  I  have  attempted  to  gra 
tify  innocent  fancy  in  this  refpedl,  I  have  not  for 
gotten  to  allure  the  heart  to  virtue,  and  to  raife  it 
to  a  dtfdain  of  brutal  pleafures.  The  frequent  in- 
terpofition  of  a  devout  thought  may  awaken  the 
mind  to  a  ferious  fenfe  of  God,  religion,  and  eter 
nity.  The  fame  duty  that  might  be  defpifed  in  a 
fermon,  when  propofed  to  their  reafon,  may  here, 
perhaps,  feize  the  lower  faculties  with  furprife, 
delight,  and  devotion  at  once  ;  and  thus,  by  de 
grees,  draw  the  fuperior  powers  of  the  mind  to 
piety.  Among  the  infinite  numbers  of  mankind, 
there  is  not  more  difference  in  their  outward  fliape 
and  features,  than  in  their  temper  and  inward  in 
clination.  Some  are  more  eafily  fufceptive  of  re 
ligion  in  a  grave  difcourfe  and  fedate  reafoning. 
Some  are  beft  frighted  from  fin  and  ruin  by  terror, 
threatening,  and  amazement ;  their  fear  is  the 
propereft  paffion  to  which  we  can  addrefs  our- 
felves,  and  begin  the  divine  work :  others  can 
feel  no  motive  fo  powerful  as  that  which  applies 
iticlf  to  their  ingenuity,  and  their  poliflied  imagi 
nation.  Now  1  thought  it  lawful  to  take  hold  of 
any  handle  of  the  foulj  to  lead  it  away  betimes 
from  vicious  pleafures  ;  and  if  J  could  but  make  up 
a  compofition  of  virtue  and  delight,  fuited  to  the 
tafte  of  well-bred  youth,  and  a  refined  education, 
I  had  fome  hope  to  allure  and  raife  them  thereby 
above  the  vile  temptations  of  degenerate  nature, 
and  cuftorn  that  is  yet  more  degenerate.  When  I 
have  felt  a  flight  inclination  to  fatire  or  burlefque, 
I  thought  it  proper  to  fupprefs  it.  The  grinning 

*  Solomon's  Song  was  mucli  more  in  life  among 
preachers  and  writers  of  divinity  when  tbejc. 
foems  were  written  tf;an  it  /.TAW,  1736. 
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find  the  growling  mufe  are  not  hard  to  be  obtain 
ed  •  but  I  would  difdain  their  afliftance,  where  a 
manly  invitation  to  virtue,  and  a  friendly  fmile, 
may  be  fuccefsfuily  employed.  Could  I  perfuade 
any  man  by  a  kinder  method,  I  mould  never  think 
it  proper  to  fcold  or  laugh  at  him. 

Perhaps  there  are  fome   morofe  readers,  that 
ftand  ready  to  condemn  every  line  that  is  written 
upon  the  theme  of  love ;  but  have  -we  not  the 
cares  and  the  felicities  of  that  fort  of  focial  life  re- 
prefented  to  us  in  the  facred  writings  ?   Some  ex- 
preffions  are  there  ufed  with  a  defign  to  give  a 
mortifying  influence  to  our  fofteft  affections ;  o- 
thers  again  brightenthe  character  of  that  ftate,  ?rul 
allure  vatuous  fouls  to  purfue  the  divine  advantage 
of  it,  the  mutual  afliftance  in  the  way  to  falvation. 
Are  not  the  cxxviith  and  cxxviiith  Pfalms  in 
dited  on  this  very  fubject  ?  Shall  it  be  lawful  for 
the  prefs  and  the  pulpit  to  treat  of  it  with  a  be 
coming  folemnity  in  profe,  and  muft  the   mention 
of  the  fame  thing  in  poefy  be  pronounced  for  ever 
unlawful  ?  Is  it  utterly  unworthy  of  a  ferious  cha 
racter  to  write  on  this  argument,  becaufe  it  has 
been  unhappily  polluted  by  forne  fcurrilous  pens 
Why  may  I  not  be  permitted   to  obviate  a  com 
mon  and  a  growing  mifchief,  while    a  thoufand 
vile  poems  of  the  amorous  kind  fwarm  abroad,  and 
give  a  vicious  taint  to  the  unwary  reader  ?    1 
would  tell  the  world  that  I  have  endeavoured  to 
recover  this  argument  out  of  the  hands  of  impure 
writers,  and  to  make  it  appear,  that  virtue  and 
love  are  not  fuch  ftrangers  as  they  are  reprefented. 
The  blifsfuj.  intimacy  of  fouls  in  that  ftate  will 
afford  fufficient  furniture  for  the  graveft  enter 
tainment  in  verfe  ;  fo  that  it  need  not  be  ever- 
laftingly  dreffed-up  in  ridicule,  nor  aflumed  only 
to  furnifti  out  the  lewd  fonnets  of  the  times.     May 
fome  happier  genius   promote  the  fame  fervice 
that  I  propofed,  and  by  fuperior  fenfe,  and  fweet- 
er  found,  render  wha't  I  have  written  contemptible 
and  ufelefs. 

The  imitations  of  that  nobleft  Latin  poet  of 
modern  ages,  Cafimire  Sarbiewfki,  of  Poland, 
would  need  no  excufe,  did  they  but  arife  to  the 
beauty  of  the  original.  I  have  often  taken  the 
freedom  to  add  ten  or  twenty  lines,  or  to  leave 
out  as  many,  that  I  might  fuit  my  fong  more  to 
my  own  defign,  or  becaufe  I  faw  it  impoflible 
to  prefent  the  force,  the  finenefs,  and  the  fire  of 
his  exprcffion  in  our  language.  There  are  a  few 
copies  wherein  I  have  borrowed  fome  hints  from 
the  fame  author,  without  the  mention  of  his  name 
in  the  title.  Methinks  I  can  allow  fo  fuperior  a 
genius  now  and  then  to  be  laviili  in  his  imagina 
tion,  and  to  Jindulge  fome  excurfions  beyond 
the  limits  of  fedate  judgment :  the  riches  and 
glory  of  his  verfe  make  atonement  in  abundance. 
I  wifli  fome  Englifh  pen  would  import  more  of 
his  treafures,  and  blefs  our  nation. 

The  infcriptions  to  particular  friends  are  war 
ranted  and  defended  by  the  practice  of  almolt  all 
the  Lyric  writers.  They  frequently  convey  the 
rigid  rules  of  morality  to  the  mind  in  the  fofter 
method  ofapplaufe.  Suftained  by  their  example, 
a  man  will  not  eafily  be  overwhelmed  by  the  hea- 
vieft  cenfures  of  the  unthinking  and  unknowing  ; 


efpecially  when  there  is  a  fliadow  of  this  practice- 


the  divine  Pfajmlft,  while  he  inferiors  to  Afaph 
or  Jeduthun  his  fongs  that  were  made  for  the 
harp,  or  (which  is  all  one)  his  Lyric  odes, 
though  they  are  add  re  fled  to  Gcd  himfelt". 

In  the  "  poems  of  Heroic  meafure,"  I  have  at 
tempted  in  rhyme  the  lame  variety  of  cadence, 
comma  and  period,  which  blank  verfe  glories  in 
as  its  peculiar  elegance  and  ornament.  It  degrades 
the  excellency  of  the  beft  verfiiication  when  the 
lines  run  on  by  couplets,  twenty  together,  juft  in 
the  fame  pace,  and  with  the  fame  paufes.  It  fpoils 
the  nobleft  pleafiire  of  the  found  :  the  reader  is 
tired  with  the  tedious  uniformity,  or  charmed  to 
fleep  with  ±he  unmanly  foftnefs  of  the  numbers, 
and  the  perpetual  chime  of  even- cadences 

In  the  "  Effays  without  Rhyme,"  I  have  not  fet 
up  Milton  for  a  perfect  pattern  ;  though  he  mail 
be  for  ever  honoured  as  our  deliverer  from  the 
bondage.     His  works  contain  admirable  and  un 
equalled  inftances  of  bright  and  beauitful  diction, 
as  well  as  majefty  and  ferenenefs  of  thought.There 
are  feveral  epifodes  in  his  longer  works,  that  ft  and 
in  fnpreme  dignity  without  a  rival ;  yet  all  that 
vaft  reverence  with  which  I  read  his  Paradife 
Loft,   cannot  perfuade  me  to  be  charmed   with 
every  page  of  it.     The  length  of  his  periods,  and 
fometimesof  his  parenthefes, runs  me  out  of  breath: 
Some  of  his  numbers  feem  too  harfli  and  uneafy. 
I  could  never  believe  that  roughnefs  and  obfcurity 
added  any  thing  to  the  true  grandeur  of  a  poem  ; 
nor  will  I  ever  affect  archafms,  exoticifms,  and  a, 
quaint  uncouthnefs  of  fpeech,  in  order  to  become 
perfectly  Miltonian.     It  is  my  opinion  that  blank 
verfe  may  be  written  with  all  due  elevation  of 
thought,  in  a  modern  ftyle,  without  borrowing  any 
thing  from  Chaucer's  tales,  or  running  back  fo  far 
as  the  days  of  Colin  the  Shepherd,  and  the  reiga 
of  the  Faery  Queen.     The  oddnefs  of  an  antique 
found,  gives  but  a  falfe  pleafure  to  the  ear,  and 
abufes  the  true  reliih,  even  when  it  works  delight. 
There  were  fome  fuch  judges  of  poefy  among  the 
old  Romans  ;  and  Martial  ingenioufiy  laughs  at 
one  of  them,  that  was  pleafed  even  to  aftoniih- 
ment  with  obfolete  words  and  figures ; 

"  Attonitufque  legts  terrai  frugiferai." 

So  the  ill-drawn  poftures  and  distortions  of  fliape 
that  we  meet  with  in  Chinefe  pictures  charm  a 
fickly  fancy  by  their  very  aukwardnefs  :  fo  a  dif- 
tempered  appetite  will  chew  coals  and  fand,  and 
pronounce  it  guitful. 

In  the  Pindarics,  I  have  generally  conformed  my 
lines  to  the  fliorter  fize  of  the  ancients,  and  avoid 
ed  to  imitate  the  exceffive  lengths  to  which  fome 
modern  writers  have  Itretched  their  fentences,  and 
efpecially  the  concluding  verfe.  In  thefe  the  ear 
is  the  trueft  judge ;  nor  was  it  made  to  be  en- 
flaved  to  any  precife  model  of  elder  or  later  times. 

After  all,  I  muft  petition  my  reader  to  lay  afide 
the  four  and  fullen  air  of  criticifm,  and  to  affume 
the  friend.  Let  him  choofe  fuch  copies  to  read 
at  particular  hours,  when  the  temper  of  his  mind 
is  fuited  to  the  fong.  Let  him  come  with  a  de- 
fire  to  be  entertained  and  pleafed,  rather  than  to 
feek  his  own  difguft  and  averfion,  which  will  not 
be  hard  to  find.  I  am  not  fo  vain  as  to  think  there 


are  no  faults,  nor  fo  blind  as  to  efpy  none  :  though 
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I  hope  the  multitude  of  alterations  in  this  fecond 
edition  are  not  without  amendment.  There  is  fo 
large  a  difference  between  this  and  the  former,  in 
the  change  of  titles,  lines,  and  whole  poems,  as 
in  the  various  tranfpofitions,  that  it  would  be  ufe- 
lefs  and  endleis,  and  all  confufion,  for  any 'reader 
to  compare  them  throughout.  The  additions  al- 
fo  make  up  half  the  book,  and  fome  of  thefe  have 
need  of  as  many  alterations  as  the  former.  Many 
a  line  needs  the  file  to  polifh  the  roughnefs  of  it, 
and  many  a  thought  \yants  richer  language  to 
adorn  and  make  it  ihine.  Wide  defers  and  equal 
fuperfluities  may  be  found,  efpecially  in  the  lar 
ger  pieces  ;  but  I  have  at  prefent  neither  inclina 
tion  nor  leifure  to  correct,  and  I  hope  I  never 
fhall.  It  is  one  of  the  bin-gelr.  fatisfactions  I  take 
in  giving  this  volume  to  the  world,  that  I  expect 
to  be  for  ever  free  from  the  temptation  of  making 
or  mending  poems  again  *.  So  that  my  friends 
may  be  perfectly  fecure  againft  this  impreffion's 
growing  wafle  upon  their  hands  ;  and  ufelefs  as 
the  former  has  done.  Let  minds  that  are  better 
furnifhed  for  fuch  performances  purfue  thefe  ftu- 
dies,  if  they  are  convinced  that  poefy  can  be  made 
ferviceable  to  religion  ?,nd  virtue.  As  for  my- 
felf,  I  almofl  blufh  to  think  that  I  have  read  fo 
little,  and  written  fo  much.  The  following  years 
of  my  life  fhall  be  more  entirely  devoted  to  the 
immediate  and  direct  labours  of  my  itation,  ex- 

*  "  Naturam  expellas  furca  "licet,  ufque  recur- 
"  ret."  HOR.  Will  this  fiort  note  of  Horace, 
fxctife  a  man  who  has  rejijled  nature  many  years, 
but  has  been  fornetimes  overcome  ?  1736.  Edi 
tion  the  7th, 


cepting  thofe  hours  that  may  be  employed  in  fi- 
nifhing  my  imitation  of  the  Pfalms  of  David,  in 
Chriftian  language,  which  I  have  now  promifed 
the  world  f. 

I  cannot  court  the  world  to  purchafe  this  "hook 
for  their  pleafure  or  entertainment,  by  telling 
them  that  any  one  copy  entirely  pleafes  me.  The 
beft  of  them  finks  below  the  idea  which  I  form  of 
a  divine  or  moral  ode.  He  that  deals  in  the  myf- 
teries  of  heaven,  or  of  the  mufes,  mould  be  a  ge 
nius  of  no  vulgar  mould  :  And  as  the  name  Vates 
belongs  to  both  ;  fo  the  furniture  of  both  is  com- 
piifed  in  that  line  of  Horace, 

"  Cui  mens  divinior,  atque  os 

"  Magna  fonaturum " 

But  what  Juvenal  fpake  in  his  age,  abides  true 
in  ours :  A  complete  poet  or  a  prophet  is  fuch  a 
one; 

"  — Qualem  nequeo  monftrare,  &  fentio  tantum." 

Perhaps  neither  of  thefe  characters  in  perfec 
tion  fhall  ever  be  feen  on  earth,  till  the  feventh 
angel  has  founded  his  awful  trumpet ;  till  the 
victory  be  complete  over  the  beaft  and  his  image, 
when  the  natives  of  heaven  fhall  join  in  concert 
with  prophets  and  faints,  and  fing  to  their  golden 
harps  *'  falvation,  honour  and  glory  to  him  that 
"  fits  upon  the  throne?  and  to  the  Lamb  for  ever." 

MAY  14.  1709. 

f  In  the  year  1719  tlefe  (fvere  finijked  and 
printed. 


HOR^E 


BOOK      I. 


SACRED  TO  DEVOTION  AND  PIET1, 


\VORSHIPPING  WITH  FEAR. 

"W^no  dares  attempt  th'  eternal  Name, 
With  notes  of  mortal  found  ? 

Dangers  and  glories  guard  the  theme, 
And  fpread  defpair  around. 

Definition  waits  t1  obey  his  frown, 

And  Heaven  attends  his  fmile  ; 
A  wreath  of  lightning  arms  his  crown, 
'    Bat  love  adorns  it  dill. 

Celeftial  King,  our  fpirits  lie, 

Trembling  beneath  thy  feet, 
And  wifh,  and  cad  a  longing  eye, 

To  reach  thy  lofty  feat. 

When  mall  we  fee  the  Great  Unknown, 

And  in  thy  prefence  ftand  ? 
Reveal  the  fplendors  of  thy  throne, 

But  fhield  us  with  thy  hand. 

In  thee  what  endlefs  wonders  meet  ! 

What  various  glory  mines  ! 
The  croffing  rays  Uo  fiercely  beat 

Upon  our  fainting  minds. 

Angels  are  loft  in  fweet  furprife 

If  thou  unvail  thy  grace  ; 
And  humble  awe  runs  through  the  Ikies, 

When  wrath  arrays  thy  fa'ce. 

When  mercy  joins  with  majedy, 
To  fpread  their  beams  abroad, 

Not  all  their  faired  minds  on  high 
Are  fhadows  of  a  God. 

Thy  works  the  ftronged  feraph  fings 

In  a  too  feeble  (train, 
And  labours  hard  on  all  his  firings 

To  reach  thy  thoughts  in  vain. 

Created  powers,  how  weak  they  be  I 

How  fhort  our  praifes  fall ! 
So  much  akin  to  nothing  we, 

And  thou  tk'  eternal  All. 

ASKING  LEAVE  TO  SING. 

YET,  mighty  God,  indulge  my  tongue, 

Nor  let  thy  thunders  roar, 
While  the  young  notes  and  venturous  fong 

To  worlds  of  glory  foar. 


If  thou  my  daring  flight  forbid, 

The  mufe  folds  up  her  wings; 
Or  at  thy  word  her  (lender  reed' 

Attempts  almighty  things. 

Her  llender  reed,  infpir'd  by  thee, 

Bids  a  new  Eden  grow, 
With  blooming  life  on  every  tree, 

And  fpreads  a  heaven  below. 

She  mocks  the  trumpet's  loud  alarms, 

Fill'd  with  thy  dreadful  breath  : 
And  calls  the  angelic  hods  to  arms, 

To  give  the  nations  death. 

But  when  (lie  taftes  her  Saviour's  love, 

And  feels  the  rapture  drong, 
Scarce  the  divined  harp  above 

Aims  at  a  fweeter  fong, 

DIVINE  JUDGMENTS. 

NOT  from  the  dud  my  forrows  fpring, 

Nor  drop  my  comforts  from  the  lower  fkies  ! 
Let  all  the  baneful  planets  died 
Their  mingled  curfes  on  my  head, 

How  vain  their  curfes,  if  th'  eternal  King 

Look  thro'  the  clouds  and  blefs  me  with  his  eyes  I 
Creatures  with  all  their  beaded  fway 
Are  but  his  ilaves,  and  muft  obey  ; 
They  wait  their  orders  from  above, 

And  execute  his  word,  the  vengeance,  or  the  love. 

'Tis  by  a  warrant  from  his  hand 

The  gentler  gales  are  bound  to  deep  : 
The  north  wind  bluders,  and  affumes  command 

Over  the  defert  and  the  deep  ; 

Old  Boreas  with  his  freezing  powers 
Turns  the  earth  iron,  makes  the  ocean  glafs, 
Arred  the  dancing  rivulets  as  they  pafs, 

And  chains  them  movelefs  to  their  Ihores ; 
The  grazing  ox  lows  to  the  gelid  ddes, 
Walks  o'er  the  marble  meads  with  withering  eyes, 
Walks  o'er  the  folid  lakes,  fnuffs  up  the  wind  and 
dies, 

Fly  to  the  polar  world,  my  fong, 
And   mourn   the    pilgrims    there    (a    wretched 

Seiz'd  and  bound  in  rigid  chains,  [throng!) 
A  troop  of  datues  on  the  Ruffian  plains, 
And  life  dands  frozen  in  the  purple  veins. 
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A  the  at,  forbear :  TO  more  blafpheme : 
God  has  a  thoufand  terrors  in  his  name, 

A  thoufand  armies  at  command, 

Waiting  the  fignal  of  his  hand, 
And  magazines  of  froft,  and  magazines  of  flame. 

Drefs  thee  in  fteel  to  meet  his  wrath  ; 

His  iharp  artillery  from  the  north 
Shall  pierce  thee  to  the  foul,  and  (hake  thy  mortal 

Sublime  on  winter's  rugged  wings       [frame. 

He  rides  in  arms  along  the  fky, 
A.id  fcatters  fate  on  fwains  and  kings  ; 

And  flocks  and  herds,  arid  nations  die  ; 

While  impious  lips,  profanely  bold, 
Grow  pale  ;  and,  quivering  at  his  dreadful  cold, 

Give  their  own  blafphemies  the  lie. 

The  mifchiefs  that  infefl  the  earth, 
When  the  hot  dog-ftar  fires  the  realms  on  high, 

Drought,  and  difeafe,  and  cruel  dearth, 
Are  but  the  flames  of  a  wrathful  eye 

From  the  incens'd  Divinity. 

In  vain  our  parching  palates  thirft, 
For  vital  food  in  vain  we  cry, 

And  pant  for  vital  breath  ; 

The  verdant  fields  are  burnt  to  duft, 

The  fun  hai  drunk  the  channels  dry, 
And  all  the  air  is  death. 

Ye  fcourges  of  pur  Maker's  rod, 
*Tis  at  his  dread  command,  at  his  imperial  nod, 

You  deal  your  various  plagues  abroad. 

Hail,  whirlwinds,  huricanes,  and  floods, 
That  all  the  leafy  ftaudards  drip, 
And  bear  down  with  a  mighty  fweep 
The  riches  of  the  fields  and  honours  of  the  woods  ; 

Storms,  that  ravage  o'er  the  deep, 
And  bury  millions  in  the  waves ; 

Earthquakes,  that  in  midnight  deep 

Turn  cities  into  heaps,  and  make  our  beds  our 

While  you  difpenfe  your  mortal  harms,  [graves ; 

*Tis  the  Creator's  voice   that  founds  your  loud 

alarms,  [arms. 

When  guilt  with  louder  cries  provokes  a  God  to 

0  for  a  meffage  from  above 

To  bear  my  fpiritsup  ! 
Some  pledge  of  my  Creator's  love 
To  calm  my  terrors  and  fupport  my  hope  ! 

Let  waves  and  thunders  mix  a»d  roar, 
Be  thou  my  God,  and  the  whole  world  is  mine  : 
While  thou  art  Sovereign,  I'm  fecure  ; 

1  fhall  be  rich  till  thou  art  poor ; 

Fojr  all  I  fear,  and  all  I  wifh,  heaven,  earth,  and 
hell  are  thine. 

EARTH  AND  HEAVEN. 

HAST  thou  not  feen,  impatient  boy  ? 

Haft  thou  not  read  the  folemn  truth, 
That  gray  experience  writes  for  giddy  youth 

On  every  mortal  joy  ? 
Pleafure  muft  be  daih'd  with  pain  t 

And  yet,  with  heedlefs  hafte, 

The  thirfty  boy  repeats  the  tafle, 
•Nar  hearkens  to  defpair,  but  tries  the  bowl  again 
The  rills  of  pleafure  never  run  fincere  : 

(Earth  has  no  unpolluted  fpring)  [bear 
From  the  curs'd  foil  fome  dangerous  taint  thej 
So  rofes  grow  on  thoras,  and  honey  wears  a  fling. 


n  vain  we  feeka  heaven  below  the  fky  • 

The  world  hasfalfe,  but  flattering,  charm;: 
ts  diftant  joys  (how  big  in  our  efteem, 
Jut  leflen  ftill  as  they  draw  near  the  eye  ; 
In  our  embrace  the  viiions  die. 
And  when  we  grafp  the  airy  forms, 
We  lofe  the  pleafiug  dream. 

Earth,  with  her  fcenes  of  gay  delight, 

Is  but  a  landfkip  rudely  drawn, 

With  glaring  colours,  and  falfe  light ; 

Diftance  commends  it  to  the  light, 
For  fools  to  gaze  upon  ; 

But  bring  the  naufeous  daubing  nigh, 
Hoarfe  and  confus'd  the  hideous  figures  lie, 
Diflblve  the  pleafure,  and  offend  the  eye. 

Look  up,  iry  foul,  pant  tow'rd  th'  eternal  hills; 

Thofe  heavens  are  fairer  than  they  feem  ; 
There  pleafures  all  lincere  glide  on  in  cryftal  rills, 

There  not  a  dreg  of  guilt  defiles, 
Nor  grief  difturbs  the  ftream. 

That  Canaan  knows  no  noxious  thing, 

No  curfed  foil,  no  tainted  fpring, 
Nor  rofes  grow  on  thorns,  nor  honey  wears  a  fling, 

FELICITY  ABOVE, 

No,  'tis  in  vain  to.  feek  for  blifs ; 

For  blifs  can  ne'er  be  found 
Till  we  arrive  where  Jefus  is, 

And  tread  on  heavenly  ground. 

There's  nothing  round  thefe  painted  flues, 

Or  round  this  dufty  clod  ; 
Nothing,  my  foul,  that's  worth  thy  joys, 

Or  lovely  as  thy  God. 

'Tis  heaven  on  earth  to  tafte  his  love, 

To  feel  his  quickening  grace  ; 
And  all  the  heaven  I  hope  above 

Is  but  to  fee  his  face. 

Why  move  my  years  in  flow  delay  ! 

O  God  of  ages  !  why  ? 
Let  the  fpheres  cleave,  and  mark  my  way 

To  the  fuperior  Iky. 

Dear  Sovereign,  break  thefe  vital  firings 

That  bind  me  to  my  clay  ; 
Take  me,  Uriel,  on  thy  wings, 

And  flretch  and  foar  away. 

GOD'S  DOMINION  AND  DECREES. 

KEEP  filence,  all  created  things, 

And  wait  your  Maker's  nod  : 
The  «iufe  (lands  trembling  while  fhe  fings 

The  honours  of  her  God. 

Life,  death,  and  hell,  and  worlds  unknown 

Hang  on  his  firm  decree  : 
He  fits  on  no  precarious  throne, 

Nor  borrows  leave  to  be. 

Th'  Almighty  Voice  bid  ancient  night, 

Her  endlefs  realms  refign, 
And  lo,  ten  thoufand  globes  of  light 

In  fields  of  azure  fhine. 

Now  Wifdom  with  fuperior  fway 
Guides  the  vaft  moving  framo, 
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While  all  the  ranks  of  being1  pay, 
Deep  reverence  to  his  name. 

He  fpake  ;  the  fun  obedient  flood, 

And  held  the  falling  day  : 
Old  Jordan  backward  drives  his  flood, 

And  difappoints  the  fea. 

Lord  of  the  armies  of  the  fky, 

He  marfhals  all  the  ftars  ; 
Red  comets  lift  their  banners  high, 

And  wide  proclaim  his  wars. 

Chain'd  to  his  throne  a  volume  lies. 
With  all  the  fates  of  men, 

With  ev'ry  angel's  form  and  fize, 
Drawn  by  th'  eternal  pen. 

Kis  providence  unfolds  the  book, 
And  makes  his  counfels  mine  : 

Each  opening  leaf,  and  every  itroke, 
Fulfils  fome  deep  defign. 

Here  he  exalts  negledled  worms 

To  fceptres  and  a  crown  ; 
Anon  the  following  page  he  turns, 

And  treads  the  monarch  down. 

Not  Gabriel  afks  the  reafon  why, 
Nor  God  the  reafon  gives ; 

Nor  dares  the  favourite-angel 
Between  the  folded  leaves. 

God,  I  nevei  long'd  to  fee 
My  fate  with  curious  eyes, 
What  gloomy  lines  are  writ  for  me, 
Or  what  bright  fcenes  mall  rife. 

In  thy  fair  book  of  life  and  grace 

May  I  but  find  my  name, 
Recorded  in  fo«xe  humble  place 
.     Beneath  ;ny  Lord  the  Lamb  ! 


SELF  CONSECRATION. 

IT  grieves  me,  Lord,  it  grieves  me  fore, 

That  I  have  liv'd  to  thee  no  more, 

And  wafted  half  my  days; 

My  inward  power  (hall  burn  and  flame 

"With  zeal  and  paflion  for  thy  name, 
I  would  not  fpeak,  but  for  my  God,  nor  .move,  but 
to  his  praiie. 

What  are  my  eyes  but  aids  to  fee 
The  glories  of  the  Deity 

Infcrib'd  with  beams  of  light 
On  flowers  and  ftars  ?  Lord,  I  behold 

The  fhining  azure,  green  and  gold ; 
But  when  I  try  to  read  thy  name,  a  dimnefs  veils 
my  fight. 

Mine  ears  are  rais'd  when  Virgil  lings 

Sicilian  fwains,  or  Trojan  kings, 

And  drink  the  mufic  in  : 
Why  mould  the  trumpet's  brazen  voice, 

Or  oaten  reed,  awake  my  joys,  [be^in  ? 

And  yet  my  heart  fo  ftupid  lie  when  facred  hymns 

Change  me,  O  God ;  my  flefh  fliail  be 
An  inltrument  of  fong  to  thee, 
Ami  thou  the  ijotes  infpire : 
Voi.  1. 


My  tongue  fliall  keep  the  heavenly  chime, 

My  cheerful  pulfe  fliall  beat  the  time,      [fpire. 
And  fweet  variety  of  found  fliall  in  thy  praiie  cou- 

The  dearefl  nerve  about  my  heart, 

Should  it  refufe  to  bear  a  part, 
With  my  melodious  breath, 

I'd  tear  away  the  vital  chord, 

A  bloody  yietim  to  my  Lord, 
And  live  without  that  impious  firing,  or  (how  my 
zeal  in  death. 

THE  CREATOR  AND  CREATURES. 

GOD  is  a  name  my  foul  adores, 

Th'  Almighty  Three,  th'  Eternal  One  ; 

Nature  and  grace,  with  all  their  powers, 

Confefs  the  Infinite  Unknown.  ,. 

From  thy  Great  Self  thy  being  fprings; 
"Thou  art  thine  own  original, 
Made  up  of  uncreated  things, 
And  Self-fufficience  bears  them  all. 

Thy  voice  produced  the  feas  and  fpheres, 
Bid  the  waves  roar,  and  planets  filing; 
But  nothing  like  thy  Self  appears, 
Through  ailthefe  fpacious  works  of  thine. 

Still  refllefs  nature  dies  and  grows ; 
From  change  to  change  the  creatures  run  : 
Thy  being  no  fucceflion  knows, 
And  all  thy  vafl  defigns  are  one : 

A  glance  of  thine  runs  through  the  globes, 
Rules  the  bright  worlds,  ami  moves  their  frame  ; 
Broad  fheets  of  light  compofe  thy  robes; 
Thy  guards  are  form'd  of  living  flame. 

Thrones  and  dominions  round  thee  fall. 
And  worfliip  in  fubmiflive  forms; 
Thy  prefence  fhakes  this  lower  ball, 
This  little  dwelling-place  of  worms. 

How  fliall  affrighted  mortals  dare 
To  ling  thy -glory  or  thy  grace, 
Beneath  thy  feet  we  lie  fo  far, 
And  fee  but  fliadows  of  thy  face  ? 

Who  can  behold  the  blazing  light  ? 
Who  can  approach  confuming  flame  ? 
None  but  thy  wifdom  knows  thy  might; 
None  but  thy  word  can  fpeak  thy  name. 

THE  NATIVITY  OF  CHRIST. 

SHEPHERDS,  rejoice,  lift  up  your  eye«, 
*'  And  fend  your  fears  away  ; 
News  from  the  region  of  the  ikies, 
"  Salvation's  born  to-day, 

"  Jefus,  the  God  whom  angels  fear, 

"  Comes  down  to  dwell  with  you  ; 
"  To-day  he  makes  his  entrance  here^- 

"  But  not  as  monarchs  do. 

"  No  gold,  nor  purple  fwaddling-bands, 
"  Nor  royal  fliining  things  ; 
A  manger  for  his  cradle  Hands, 
"  And  holds  the  King  of  kings. 

Go,  fhepherds,  where  the  Infant  lies^ 
"  And  fee  his  humble  throne ; 
U 
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*'  With  tears  of  joy  in  all  your  eyes. 
•'  Go,  Shepherds,  kifs  the  Son." 

Thus  Gabriel  fang,  and  ftrait  around. 

The  heavenly  armies  throng, 
They  tune  their  harps  to  lofty  found. 

And  thus  conclude  the  fong  : 

"  Glory  to  God  that  reigns  above 

"  Let  peace  furround  the  earth  ; 
"  Mortals  fhall  know  their  Maker's  love, 

"  At  their  Redeemer's  birth." 

Lord  !  and  fhall  angels  have  their  fongs. 

And  men  no  tunes  to  raife  ? 
O  may  we  lofe  thefe  ufelefs  tongues 

When  they  forget  to  praife  1 

Glory  to  God  that  reigns  above, 

That  pitied  us  forlorn, 
We  join  to  ling  our  Maker'§  love, 

For  there's  a  Saviour  born. 

GOD  GLORIOUS,  AND   SINNERS  SAVED. 

FATHER,  how  wide  thy  glory  fhines? 

How  high  thy  wonders  rife  ! 
Known  through  the  earth  by  thoufand  figns. 

By  thoufand  through  the  Ikies. 

Thofe  mighty  orbs  proclaim  thy  power, 

Their  motions  fpeak  thy  ikill ; 
And  on  the  wings  of  every  hour. 

We  read  thy  patience  ftill. 

Part  of  thy  name  divinely  ftands 

On  all  thy  creatures  writ, 
They  mow  the  labour  of  thine  hands, 

Or  imprefs  of  thy  feet. 

But  when  we  view  thy  ftrange  defign 

To  fave  rebellious  worms, 
Where  vengeance  and  compaffion  join 

In  their  divineft  forms ; 

Our  thoughts  are  loft  in  reverend  awe  » 

We  love  and  we  adore  ; 
The  firft  arch-angel  never  faw 

So  much  of  Gsid  before. 

Here  the  whole  Deity  is  known, 

Nor  dares  a  creature  guefs 
Which  of  the  glories  brighter!:  flione., 

The  juftice  or  the  grace. 

When  finners  broke  the  Father's  laws, 

The  dying  Son  atones ; 
Ph,  the  dear  myfteries  of  his  crofs ! 

The  triumph  pf  his  groans  I 

Now  the  full  glories  of  the  lamb 

Adorn  the  heavenly  plains; 
Sweet  cherubs  learn  Immanuel's  name? 

And  try  their  choiceft  ftrains. 

O  may  I  bear  fome  humble  part 

Ir.  that  immortal  fong  ! 
Wonder  andjoys  fhall  tune  my  heart, 

And  love  command  my  tongue. 


THE  HUMBLE  INQJUIRY- 

A  French  fonnet  imitated.     1695. 
"  Grand  Dieu,  tes  Jugemem,' '  &.c. 

GRACE  rules  below,  and  fits  enthron'd  above, 
How  few  the  fparks  of  wrath  !  how  flow  they  move  * 
And  drop  and  die  in  boundlefs  feas  of  love  ! 

But  me,  ^ile  wretch  !  flipuld  pitying  love  embrace 

Deep  in  its  ocean,  hell  itfelf  would  blaze, 

And  flalh,  and  burn  me  through  the  boundlefs  feas. 

Yea,  Lord,  my  guilt  to  fuch  a  vaftnefs  grown 
Seems  to  confine  thy  choice  to  wrath  alone, 
And  calls  thy  power  to  vindicate  thy  throne. 

Thine  honour  bids,"  avenge  thine  injur'dname," 
Thy  flighted  loves  a  dreadful  glory  claim, 
While  my  iccift  tears  might  but  incenfe  thy  flame. 

Should  heaven  grow  black,  almighty  thunder  roar, 
And  vengeance  blaft  me,  I  could  plead  no  more, 
But  own  thy  juftice  dying,  and  adore. 

Yet  can  thofe  bolts  of  death  that  cleave  the  flood 
To  reach  a  rebel,  pierce  this  facred  fliroud, 
Ting'd  in  the  vital  itream  of  my  redeemer's  blood.. 

THE  PENITENT  PARDONED.. 

HENCE  from*  my  foul,  my  fins,  depart, 
Your  fatal  friendfhip  now  I  fee  : 
Long  have  you  dwelt  too  near  my  heart, 
Hence,  to  eternal  diftance  flee. 

Ye  gave  my  dying  Lord  his  wound, 
Yet  I  carefs'd  your  viperous  brood, 
And  in  my  heart-firings,  lapp'd  you  round, 
You,  the  vile  murderers  of  my  God. 

Black  heavy  thoughts,  like  mountains,  roll 
O'er  my  poor  breaft,  with  boding  fears, 
And,  crushing  hard  iny  tortur'd  foul, 
Wring  through  my  eyes  the  briny  tears. 

Forgive  my  treafons,  Prince  of  grace  I 
The  bloody  Jews  were  traitors  too, 
Yet  thou  haft  pray'd  for  that  curs'd  race, 
"  Father,  they  know  not  what  they  do." 

Great  advocate,  look  down  and  fee 

A  wretch,  whofe  fmarting  forrows  bleed ; 

0  plead  the  fame  excufe  for  me  ! 
For,  Lord,  I  know  not  what  I  did. 

Peace,  my  complaints;  let  every  groar^ 
Be  ftill,  and  filence  wait  his  love  ; 
Companions  dwell  amidft  his  throne, 
And  through  his  inmoft  bowels  move. 

Lo,  from  the  everlafting  &ies, 
Gently,  as  morning-dews  diftil, 
The  dove  immortal  downward  flies, 
With  peaceful  olive  in  his  bill. 

How  fweet  the  voice  of  pardon  founds  J 
Sweet  the  relief  to  deep  diftrefs  ! 

1  feel  the  balm  that  heals  my  wound?, 
And  all  my  jiowers  adore  the  grate. 


A  HYMN  OF  PRAISE  FOR  THREE  GREAT 
SALVATIONS. 

viz. 

1.  From  the  Spanifh  Invafion,  1588. 

2.  From  the  Gun-powder  Plot,  Nov.  5. 

3.  From  Popery  and  Slavery  by  K.  WILLIAM 
of  glorious  memory,  who  landed,  Nov.   5. 
I4J8S. 

Compofed,  Nov.  5.  1695. 

INFINITE  God,  thy  counfels  Hand 
Like  mountains  of  eternal  brafs, 
Pillars  to  prop  our  finking  land, 
Or  guardian  rocks  to  break  the  feas. 

From  pole  to  pole  thy  name  is  known, 
Thee  a  whole  heaven  of  angels  praife  ; 
Our  labouring  tongues  would  reach  thy  throne 
With  the  loud  triumphs  of  thy  grace. 

Part  of  thy  church,  by  thy  command, 
Stands  rais'd  upon  the  Britifti  iiles  ; 
•"  There,"  faid  the  Lord,  "  to  ages  ftand, 
"  Firm  as  the  everlafting  hills." 

In  vain  the  Spanifh  ocean  roar'd  ; 
Its  billows  fwell'd  againft  our  fhore. 
Its  billows  funk  beneath  thy  word, 
With  all  the  floating  war  they  bore. 

Come,  faid  the  fons  of  bloody  Rome, 

Let  us  provide  new  arms  from  hell : 

And  down  they  digg'd  through  earth'sdark  womb, 

And  ranfack'd  all  the  burning  cell. 

Old  Satan  lent  them  fiery  ftores, 
Infernal  coal,  and  fulphurous  flame, 
And  all  that  burns,  and  all  that  roars, 
Outrageous  fires  of  dreadful  name. 

Beneath  the  fenate  and  the  throne, 
Engines  of  hellifli  thunder  lay  ; 
There  the  dark  feeds  of  fire  were  fown, 
To  fpring  a  bright,  but  difmal  day. 

Thy  love  beheld  the  black  defign, 
Thy  love  that  guards  our  iiand  round  ; 
Strange  !  how  it  quench'd  the  fiery  mine, 
And  crufli'd  the  tempeft  under  ground. 


THE  SECOND  PART. 

ASSUME,  my  tongue  a  nobler  ftrain, 
Sing  the  new  wonders  of  the  Lord  ; 
The  foes  revive  their  powers  again, 
Again  they  die  beneath  his  fword. 

park  as  our  thoughts  our  minutes  roll, 

While  tyranny  pofiefs'd  the  throne, 

And  murderers  of  an  Irifh  foul 

Ran,  threatening  death,  through  every  town. 

The  Romifh  prieft,  and  Britifh  prince, 
Join'd  their  beft  force,  and  blackeft  charms, 
And  the  fierce  troops  of  neighbouring  France 
Offer'd  the  fervice  of  their  arms. 

'Tis  done,  they  cry'd,  and  laugh'd  aloud, 
The  courts  of  darknefs  rang  with  joy, 
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Th'  old  Serpent  hifs'd,  and  hell  grew  proud, 
While  Zioo  mourn'd  her  ruin  nigh. 


But  lo,  the  great  deliverer  fails, 
Commiflion'd  from  Jehovah's  hand, 
And  fmiling  feas,  anJ.  wifliing  gale  s 

Convey  him  to  the  longing  land. 

The  happy  day  *,  and  happy  year, 

Both  in  our  new  falvation  meet : 

The  day  f  that  quench'd  the  burning  fnare, 

The  year  that  burnt  th'  invading  fleet. 

Now  did  thine  arm,  O  God  of  Hofts, 
Now  did  thine  arm  mine  dazzling  bright. 
The  fons  of  might  their  hands  had  loft, 
And  men  of  blood  forgot  to  fight. 

Brigades  of  angels  lin'd  the  way, 
And  guarded  William  to  his  throne : 
There,  ye  celeftial  warriors,  ftay, 
And  make  his  palace  like  your  own. 

Then,  mighty  God,  the  earth  mail  know 
And  learn  the  worfhip  of  the  iky  : 
Angels  and  Britons  join  below, 
To  raife  their  hallelujahs  high. 

All  hallelujah  heavenly  king ; 
While  diftant  lands  thy  victory  fing, 
And  tongues  their  utmoft  powers  employ^ 
The  world's  bright  roof  repeats  the  joy. 

THE  INCOMPREHENSIBLE. 

FAR  in  the  heavens  my  God  retires, 
My  God,  the  mark  of  my  defires, 

And  hides  his  lovely  face ; 
When  he  defcends  within  my  view, 
He  charms  my  reafon  to  purfue, 

But  leaves  it  tir'd  and  fainting  in  the  unequal  chafe,' 
Or  if  I  reach  unufual  height 

Till  near  his  prefence  brought, 
There  floods  of  glory  check  my  flight, 
Cramp  the  bold  pinions  of  my  wit, 

And  all  untune  my  thought ; 
Plnng'd  in  a  fea  of  light  I  roll, 
Where  wifdom,  juftice,  mercy,  fliines; 
Infinite  rays  in  crofting  lines  [my  foul. 

Beat  thick  confufion  on  my  iijrht,  and  overwheln* 

Come  to  my  aid,  ye  fellow-minds, 
And  help  me  reach  the  throne  ; 
(What  fingle  ftrength,  in  vain  deiigns, 

United  force  hath  done  ; 
Thus  worms  may  join,  and  grafp  the  poles, 

Thus  atoms  fill  the  fea) 
But  the  whole  race  of  creature-fouls 
Stretch'd  to  their  laft  extent  of  thought,  plunge 
and  are  loft  in  thee. 

Great  God,  behold  my  reafon  lies 
Adoring  ;  yet  my  love  would  rife 

On  pinions  not  her  own  : 
Faith  mail  direct  her  humbie  flight, 
Through  all  the  traeklefs  feas  of  light,     v 
To  thee,  th'  eternal  fair,  the  infinite  unknown. 


Nov.  5. 1688.        f  Nov.  5.  1588. 
.Uji 
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PEATH  AND  ETERNITY. 

MY  thoughts,  that  often  mount  the  fkies, 

Go,'  fearch  the  world  beneath, 
Where  nature  in  all  ruin  lies, 

And  owns  her  forereign,  death. 

The  tyrant,  how  he  triumphs  here  ! 

His,  trophies  fpread  around  ! 
And  heaps  of  duft  and  bones  appear 

Through  all  the  hollow  ground. 

Thefe  fkulls,  what  ghaftly  figures  now  ! 

How  loathlome  to  the  eyes  1 
Thefe  are  the  heads  we  lately  knew 

So  beauteous  and  fo  wile. 

But  where  the  fouls,  thofe  deathlefs  things, 

That  left  his  dying  clay  ? 
My  thoughts,  now  ftretch  out  all  your  wings, 

And  tiace  eternity. 

O  that  unfathomable  fea  ! 
'    Thofe  deeps  without  a  fhore  ! 
Where  living  watejrs  gently  play, 
Or  fiery  billows  roar. 

Thus  muft  we  leave  the  banks  of  life, 

And  fcry  this  doubtful  fea  ; 
Vain  are  our  groans,  and  dying  ftrife, 

To  gain  a  moment's  ftay. 

There  we  mail  fwim  in  heavenly  blifs, 

Or  link  in  flaming  waves, 
While  the  pale  carcafs  thoughtlefs  lies, 

Among  the  filent  graves. 

Some  hearty  friend  fliall  drop  his  tear 

On  our  dry  bones  and  fay, 
*<  Thefe  once  were  ftrong,  as  mine  appear, 

"  And  mine  muft  be  as  they." 

Thus  fliall  our  mouldering  members  teach 

What  now  bur  fenfes  learn  : 
For  duft  and  aflie^  Inudeft  preach 
;  Man's  infinite  concern. 

A  SIGHT  OF  HEAVEN  IN  S  IC2  >      S. 

OFT  have  I  fat  in  fecret  fighs, 
'    To  feel  my  flelh  decay, 
Then  grcan'd  aloud  with  frighted  eyes, 
To  view  the  tottering  clay. 

$ul  1  forbid  my  forrows  now, 

Nor  dares  the  flelh  complain  ; 
PJfeafes  bring  their  profit  toe  ; 

The  joy  overcomes  the  pain. 

My  cheerful  foul  now  all  the  day 

Sits  waitjng  here  and  fings  ; 
Looks  through  the  ruins  of  her  clay, 

Arid  praclifes  her  wings, 

Faith  almoft  changes  into  fight, 

While  from  afar  me  fpies, 
Her  fair  inheritance,  in  light 

Above  created  fkies. 


Had  but  the  prifon  walls  been 
-  And  firm  without  a  flaw 


In  darknefs  (he  had  dwelt  too  long; 
And  lefs  of  glory  faw. 

But  now  the  everlafting  hills 

Through  every  chink  appear, 
And  fomething  of  the  joy  flie  feels 

Whib  (he's  a  priibner  here. 

The  mines  of  heaven  rum  fweetly  in 

At  all  the  gaping  flaws  : 
Vifions  of  endlels  blifs  are  feen  ; 

And  native  air  flie  draws. 

O  may  thefe  walls  ftand  tottering  (till, 

The  breaches  never  clofe, 
If  I  muft  here  in  darknefs  dwell, 

And  all  this  glory  lofe  1 

Or  rather  let  this  flefli  decay, 

The  ruins  wider  grow, 
Till  glad  to  fee  th'  enlarged  way, 

I  ftretch'd  my  pinions  through. 

THE  UNIVERSAL  HALLEUJAJT* 

Pfalm  cxlviii.  Paraphrajed 

PRAISE  ye  the  Lord  with  joyful  tongue,. 

Ye  powers  that  guard  his  throne  ; 
Jefus  the  man  fliall  lead  the  long, 

The  God  infpire  the  tune. 

Gabriel,  and  all  th'  immortal  choi* 

That  fill  the  realms  above  ; 
Sing  :   for  he  form'd  you  of  his  fires 

And  feeds  you  with  his  love. 

Shine  to  his  praife,  ye  cryftal  fkies, 

The  floor  of  his  abode, 
Or  veil  your  little  twinkling  eyes 

Before  a  brighter  God. 

Thou  reftlefs  globe  of  golden  light, 

Whofe  beams  create  our  days, 
Join  with  the  lilver  queen  of  night, 

To  own  your  borrow'd  rays, 

Blufli  and  refund  the  honours  paid 

To  your  inferior  names  : 
Tell  the  blind  world,  your  orbs  are  fec| 

By  his  overflowing  flames. 

Winds,  ye  fliall  bear  his  name  aloud 

Through  the  ethereal  blue, 
For  when  his  chariot  is  a  cloud, 

He  makes  his  wheels  of  you. 

Thunder  and  hail,  and  fires  and  ftorms^ 

The  troops  of  his  command, 
Appear  in  all  your  dreadful  forms, 

And  fpeak  his  awful  hand. 

Shout  to  the  Lord,  ye  furgirig  feas, 

In  your  eternal  roar ; 
Let  w^ve  to  wave  refound  his  praife. 

And  (hore  reply  to  fliore  : 

While  monfters  fporting  on  the  flood, 

In  fcaly  filver  mine, 
Speak  terribly  their  maker- God, 

And  lalh  the  foaming  brine. 

But  gentler  things  fliall  tune  his  narajj 
To  fQfter  notes  th^n  thefe. 
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Young  zephyrs  breathing  o'er  the  dream, 
Or  whifpering  through  the  trees. 

\V  ave  your  tall  heads,  ye  lofty  pines, 

To  him  that  hid  you  grow  : 
Sweet  clufters,  bend  the  fruitful  vines 

On  every  thankful  bough. 

Let  the  fhrill  birds  his  honour  raife, 
And  climb  the  morning-fley  : 

While  groveling  beafts  attempt  his  praife 
In  hoarfer  harmony. 

Thus  while  the  meaner  creatures  fmg, 

Ye  mortals,  take  the  found, 
Echo  the  glories  of  your  king, 

Through  all  the  nations  round. 


Th'  eternal  name  muil  fiy  aroad 

From  Britain  to  Japnn  ; 
And  the  whole  race  fhall  bow  to  God, 

That  owns  the  name  of  man. 


THE  ATHEIST'S  MISTAKE. 

LAUGH,  ye  profane,  and  fwelland  burft 

With  bold  impiety : 
Yet  {hall  ye  live  for  ever  curs' d, 

And  feek  in  vain  to  die. 

The  gafp  of  your  expiring  breath 

Configns  your  fouls  to  chains, 
By  the  laft  agonies  of  death, 

Sent  down  to  fiercer  pains, 

Ye  ftand  upon  a  dreadful  fteep, 

And  all  beneath  is  hell : 
Your  weighty  guilt  will  fink  you  deep, 

Where  the  old  ferpent  fell. 

When  iron  (lumbers  bind  your  flefh, 
With  ftrange  furprife  you'll  find 

Immortal  vigour  fpring  afrefh, 
And  tortures  wake  the  mind ! 

Then  you'll  confefs,  the  frightful  names 
Of  plagues  you  fcorn'd  before, 

No  more  fhall  look  like  idle  dreams, 
Like  foolifh  tears  no  more. 

Then  fhall  ye  curfe  that  fatal  day, 
(With  flames  upon  your  tongues) 

When  you  excharig'd  your  fouls  away 
For  vanity  and  longs. 

Behold  the  faint?  rejoice  to  die, 

For  heaven  fhines  round  their  hjeads ; 

And  angel-guards,  prepar'd  to  fly, 
Attend  their  fainting  beds. 

Their  longing  fpirits  pa'rt,  and  rife 

To  their  celeftial  feat ; 
Above  thefe  ruinable  flues 

They  make  their  laft  retreat. 

Hence,  ye  profane,  I  hate  your  ways, 

1  walk  with  pious  fouls; 
There's  a  wide  difference  in  our  race, 

And  diftant  are  our  goals. 

THE  LAW  GIVEN  AT  SINAI. 

ARM  thee  with  thunder,  heavenly  mufe,' 
And  keep  th'  a*pe£ing  world  i#  a\ve  ; 


Oft  hafc  thou  fung  in  gentler  mood 
The  melting  mercies  of  thy  God  ; 
Now  give  thy  fierceft  fires^a  loofe, 
And  found  his  dreadfull  law  ; 
To  Ifrael  firft  the  wor-ls  were  fpoke, 
To  Ifrael  freed  from  Egypt's  yoke, 
Inhuman  bondage  !  The  hard  galling  load, 
Over-prefs'd  their  feeble  fouls, 
Bent  their  knees  to  fenfelefs  bulls, 
And  broke  their  ties  to  God. 

Now  had  they  pafs'd  th'  Arabian  bay, 

And  march'd  between  the  cleaving  fea; 
The  rifing  waves  flood  guardiansof  theirwondrous 

But  fell  with  moft  impetuous  force  [way 

On  the  purfuing  fwarms, 

And  bury'd  E';ypt  ail  in  arms, 
Blending  in  watery  death  the  rider  and  the  horfe  : 
O'er  ftrue-gling  Pharaoh  rolFd  the  mighty  tide, 
And  fav'd  the  labours  of  a  pyramid. 

Apis  and  Ore  in  vain  he  cries, 

And  all  his  horned  gods  hefide, 

He  fwallows  fate  with  fwimming 

And  curs'd  the  Hebrews  as  he  dy'd. 

Ah  !  foolifh  Ifrael,  to  comply 

With  Memphian  idolatry  ! 
And  bow  to  brutes  (a  ftupid  flave) 

To  idols  impotent  to  fave  ! 
Behold  thy  God,  the  fovereign  of  the  fky, 

Has  wrought  falvation  in  the  deep, 

Has  boimd  thy  foes  in  iron  fleep, 
And  rais'd  thine  honours  high  : 

His  grace  forgives  thy  follies  paffc, 

Behold  he  comes  in  mn jetty, 

And  Sinai's  top  proclaims  his  law  : 

Prepare  to  meet  thy  God  in  hafte;* 

But  keep  an  awful  diflance  ftill : 

Let  Mofe's  round  the  facred  hill 

The  circling  limits  draw. 
Hark  !  The  fhrill  echoes  of  the  trumpet  roar, 

And  call  the  trembling  armies  near  ; 

Slow  and  unwilling  they  appear, 

Rails  kept  them  from  the  mount  before, 

Now  from  the  rails  their  fear : 
'Twas  the  fame  herald,  and  the  trump  the  fame 

Which  fhall  be  blown  by  high  command, 

Shall  bid  the  wheels  of  nature  ftand, 

And  Heav'ns  eternal  will  proclaim, 

That  time  fhall  be  no  more. 
Thus  while  the  labouring  angel  fwell'd  the  found. 

And  rent  the  ikies,  and  fliook  the  ground, 
Up  rofe  th'  Almighty ;  round  his  fapphire  feat 

Adoring  thrones  in  order  fell ; 

The  leffer  powers  at  diftance  dwell, 
And  caft  their  glories  down  fucceffi ve  at  his  feet : 

Gabriel  the  great  prepares  his  way, 
"  Lift  up  your  heads,  eternal  doors,"  he  cries; 

Th'  eternal  doors  his  word  obey, 

Open,  and  fhoot  celeftial  day 
Upon  the  lower  fkies. 

Heav'n's  mighty  pillars  bow'd  their  head, 
As  their  Creator  bid, 

And  down  Jehovah  rode  from  the  fuperiorfphere, 
A  thoufand  guards  before,  and  myriads  in  the  reaf, 

H's  chariot  was  a  pitchy  cloud, 

The  wheels  befet  with  burning  gems  j 
The  winds  in  harnefs  with  the  rlames 
Uiij 
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Flew  o'er  th'  ethereal  road  : 
Down  through  his  magazines  he  paft 
Of  hail,  and  ice,  and  fleecy  fnow, 
Swift  roll'd  the  triumph,  and  as  faft 
Did  hail,  and  ice,  in  melted  rivers  flow. 
The  day  was  mingled  with  the  night, 
His  feet  on  folid  darknefs  trod, 

His  radiant  eyes  proclaim' d  the  God, 

And  fcatter'd  dreadful  light ; 
He  hreath'd,  and  fulphur  ran,  a  fiery  ftream  : 
He  fpoke,  and  (though  with  unknown  fpeed  he 

came) 
Chid  the  flow  tempeft,  and  the  lagging  flame. 

Sinai  receiv'd  his  glorious  flight, 
"With  axle  red,  and  glowing  wheel, 
Did  the  winged  chariot  light, 
And  rifing  fmoke  obfcur'd  the  burning  hill. 
Lo,  it  mounts  in  curling  waves, 
Lo,  the  gloomy  pride  out-brave's 
The  {lately  pyramids  of  fire  : 
The  pyramids  to  heaven  afpire,  [higher. 

And  mix  with  ftars,  but  fee  their  gloomy  offspring 
So  have  you  feen  ungrateful  ivy  grow 
Hound  the  tall  oak  that  fix  fcore  years  has  flood, 

And  proudly  moot  a  leaf  or  two 
Above  its  kind  fupporters  titmoft  bough, 
And  glory  there  to  ftand  the  loftieft  of  the  wood 

Forbear,  young  mufe,  forbear ; 
The  flowery  things  that  poets  fay, 
The  little  arts  of  fimile 

Are  vain  and  ufelefs  here ; 
Nor  fhall  the  burning  hills  of  old 

With  Sinai  be  compar'd, 
INcr  all  that  lying  Greece  has  told, 

Or  learn'd  Rome  has  heard; 
JEtna  fhall  be  nam'd  no  more, 
•    j3itna  the  torch  of  Sicily; 
Not  half  fo  high. 
Her  lightnings  fly; 
Not  half  fo  loud  her  thunders  roar 
Crofs  the  Sicanian  fea,  to  fright  th'  Italian  more. 
Behold  the  facred  hill :  Its  trebling  fpire 
Quakes  at  the  terrors  of  the  fire, 
while  all  below  its  verdant  feet 
Staler  and  reel  under  th'  Almighty  weight : 
Prcfs'd  -with  a  greater  than  feign'd  Atlas'  load. 
Deep  grcan'd  the  mount ;  it  never  bore 

icy  before,. 
It  bow'd,  and  mook  beneath  the  burden  of  a  God 

Frefh  horrors  feize  the  camp ;  defpair, 

And  dying  groans,  torin*  at  the  air, 

And  fhrieks,  and  fwocnc.,  and  deaths  wese  there 

The  bellowing  thunder,  and  the  lightning's  blaze 
Spread  through  the  hofc  a  wild  amaze  ; 

Darknefs  on  every  foul,  and  pale  was  every  face : 
Confus'd  and  difinal  were  the  cries, 
JLst  Mofes  fpeak,  or  IfraL:!  dies  : 
Mofes  the  fpreading  terror  feels, 
No  more  the  Man  (3f  God  conceals 

His  fhivering  and  furprife  : 
Yet,  with  recovering  mind,  commands    [hands 

Silence,  agd  deep  attention,  through  the  Hebrew 

Hark  !  from  the  centre  of  the  flame, 
All  arm'd  and  feather'd  with  the  fame, 
Majeftic  founds  break  through  the  fmoky  cloud  : 
Sent  from  the  All-creating  tongue, 


A  flight  of  cherubs  guard  the  words  al0ng, 

And  bear  their  fiery  law  to  the  retreating  crowd, 

"  I  am  the  Lord:  'Tis  I  proclaim 

"  That  glorious  and  that  fearful  n'ame, 

"  Thy  God  and  King :  'Twas  I,  that  broke 

"  Thy  bondage,  arid  th'  Egyptian  yoke ; 

"  Mine  is  the  right  to  fpeak  nty  will, 

"  And  thine  the  duty  to  fulfil. 

'  Adore  no  God  befide  Me,  to  provoke  mine  eye*; 

'  Nor  worfhip  me  in  {hapes  and  forms  that  men 
devife  ;  [to  jeft  y 

'  With  reverence  ufe  my  name,  nor  turn  my  words 

'  Obferve  my  fabbath  well,  nor  dare  profane  my 
reft; 

e  Honoar  and  due  obedience  to  thy  parents  give  ; 

'  Nor  fpill  the  guiltlefs  olood,  nor  let  the  guilty 
live  :  [hed ; 

<  Preferve  thy  body  chafte,  and  flee  th'  unlawful 

'  Nor  fteal  thy  neighbour's  gold,  his  garment,  or 
his  bread  ;  [ceit ; 

{  Forbear  to  blaft  his  name  with  falfehood  or  de- 

"  Nor  let  thy  wi{h£s  loofe  upon  his  large  eftate." 

REMEMBER  YOUR  CREATOR,  &c.  Eccl.xii. 

CHILDREN,  ta  your  Creator,  God, 

Your  early  honours  pay, 
While  vanity  and  youthful  blood 

Would  tempt  your  thoughts  aftray. 

The  memory  of  his  mighty  name, 

Demands  your  firft  regard  ; 
Nor  dare  indulge  a  meaner  flame, 

Till  you  have  lov'd  the  Lord. 

Be  wife,  and  make  his  favour  fure, 

Before  the  mournful  days, 
When  youth  and  mirth  are  known  no  more, 

And  life  and  flrength  decays. 

No  more  the  bleilings  of  a  feafl 

Shall  relifli  on  the  tongue, 
The  heavy  ear  forgets  the  tafle 

And  plealiire  of  a  fong. 

Old  age,  with  all  her  difmal  train, 

Invades  your  golden  years 
With  fighs  and  groans,  and  raging  pain, 

And  death,  that  never  fpares. 

What  will  ye  do  when  light  departa, 

And  leaves  your  withering  eyes, 
Without  one  beam  to  cheer  your  hearts, 

From  the  fuperior  flcies  ? 

How  will  you  meet  God's  frowning  brew,- 

Or  ftand  before  his  feat, 
While  nature's  old  fupporters  bow. 

Nor  bear  their  tottering  weight ,? 

Can  you  expecl  your  feeble  arms, 

Shall  make  a  ftrong  defence, 

,  When  death  with  terrible  alarms, 

Summons  the  prifoner  hence  ? 

The  filver  bands  of  nature  burft, 

And  let  the  building  fall ; 
The  flefh  goes  down  to  mix  with  dufty 

Its  vile,  original. 

Laden  with  guilt  (a  heavy  load) 
Unckans'd  and  unforgivenj 


LYRIC    P'OEMS. 


The  foul  returns  t'  an  angry  Godj 
To  be  (hut  out  from  heaven. 


SUN,  MOON,  AND  STARS,  PRAISE  YE 
THE  LORD. 

FAIREST  of  all  the  lights  above, 
Thou  fun,  whofe  beams  adorn  the  fpheres, 
And  with  unweary'd  fwiftnefs  move; 
To  form  the  circles  of  our  years ; 

Praife  the  Creator  of  the  ikies, 
That  drefs'd  thine  orb  in  golden  rays; 
Or  may  the  fun  forget  to  rile, 
If  he  forget  his  Maker's  praife. 

Thou  reigning  beauty  of  the  night, 
J?air  queen  of  filence,  filver  moon, 
Whofe  gentle  beams  and  borrow'd  light 
Are  fofter  rivals  of  the  noon ; 

Arife,  and  to  that  Sovereign  Power 
Waxing  and  waning  honours  pay, 
Who  bade  thee  rule  the  duiky  hour, 
And  half  fupply  the  abfent  day. 

Ye  twinkling  ftars,  who  gild  the  flcies 
When  darknefs  has  its  curtains  drawn, 
Who  keep  your  watch  with  wakeful  eyesj 
When  bufinefs,  cares,  and  day,  are  gone  : 

Proclaim  the  glories  of  your  Lord, 
Difpers'd  through  all  the  heavenly  ftreetj 
Whofe  boundlefs  treafures  can  afford 
So  rich  a  pavement  for  his  feet. 

Thou  heaven  of  heavens,  fupremely  brightj 
Fair  palace  of  the  court  divine, 
Where,  with  inimitable  light, 
The  Godhead  condefcends  to  fhine. 

Praife  thou  thy  great  inhabitant, 
Who  fcatters  lovely  beams  of  grace 
On  every  angel,  every  faint, 
Nor  veils  the  kiftre  of  his  face. 

O  God  of  glory,  God  of  love, 
Thou  art  the  fun  that  makes  our  days : 
With  all  thy  ihining  works  above, 
Let  earth  and  duft  attempt  thy  praifei 

THE  WELCOME  MESSENGER. 

LORD,  when  we  fee  a  faint  of  thine 

Lie  gafping  out  his  breath, 
With  longing  eyes,  and  looks  divine* 

Smiling  and  pleas' d  in  death  ; 

How  we  could  ev'n  contend  to  lay 

Our  limbs  upon  that  bed  ! 
We  aflc  thine  envoy  to  convey 

Our  fpirits  in  his  ftead. 

Our  fouls  are  rifmg  on  the  wing, 

To  venture  in  his  place  : 
For  when  grim  death  has  loft  his  fling, 

l!i.e  has  an  angel's  face. 

Jefus,  then,  purge  my  crimes  away, 

'Tis  guilt  creates  my  fears, 
'Tis  guilt  gives  death  its  fierce  array, 

And  all  the  arms  it  bears. 

Oh  !  if  my  threatening  fins  were  gone, 
And  death  had  lofl  his  icing, 


I  could  invite  the  angel  otf, 
And  chide  his  lazy  wing. 

Away  thefe  interpofmg  days, 

And  let  the  lovers  rriett ; 
The  angel  has  a  cold  embrace, 

But  kind,  and  foft,  and  fweet. 

I'd  leap  at  once  my  feventy  years 

I'd  rufh  into  his  arms, 
And  lofe  my  breach,  and  all  my  cares 

Amidft  thofe  heavenly  charms. 

Joyful  I'd  lay  this  body  down, 

And  leave  the  lifelefs  clay,     . 
Without  a  figh,  without  a  groan, 

And  ftretch  and  foar  away. 

SINCERE  PRAISE. 

ALMIGHTY  Maker,  God  !  " 

How  wondrous  is  thy  name  ! 
Thy  glories  how  difFus'd  abroad 
Through  the  creation's  frame  ! 

Nature  in  every  drefs 
Her  humble  homage  pays, 
And  finds  a  thoufand  wayst'  exprcfs 
Thine  undiffembled  praife. 

In  native  white  and  red 
The  rofe  and  lily  (land, 
And,  free  from  pride,  their  beauties  fpreacfj 
To  fhow  thy  fldlful  hand. 

The  lark  mounts  up  the  iky, 
With  unambitious  fong, 
And  bears  her  Maker's  praife  on  high 
Upon  her  artlefs  tongue. 

My  foul  would  rife  and  fing 
To  her  Creator  too, 
Fain  would  my  tongue  adore  my  King, 
And  pay  the  worfhip  due. 

But  pride,  that  bufy  fin, 
Spoils  all  that  I  perform ; 
Curs'd  pride,  that  creeps  fecurely  in, 
And  fwells  a  haughty  worm. 

Thy  glories  I  abate, 
Or  praife  thee  with  defign  ; 
Some,  of  the  favours  I  forget, 
Or  think  the  merit  mine. 

The  very  fongs  I  frame 
Are  faithlefs  to  thy  caufe, 
And  fteal  the  honours  of  thy  name 
To  build  their  own  applaufe. 

Create  my  foul  anew, 
Elfe  all  my  worfhip's  vain  ; 
This  wretched  heart  will  ne'er  be  true. 
Until  'tis  form'd  again. 

Defcend,  celeftial  fire, 
And  feize  me  from  above  ; 
Melt  me  in  flemes  of  pure  defire, 
A  facrifice  to  love. 

Let  joy  and  worihip  fpend 
The  remnant  of  my  days, 
And  to  my  God,  my  foul,  afcend, 
In  fwect  perfumes  of  praife, 
Uiiij 


THE   WORKS   OF   WATTS. 


TRUE  LEARNING. 

Partly  imitated  from  a  French  Sonnet  of  Mr.  Poiret. 

HATTY  the  feet  that  fhining  truth  has  led 
With  her  own  hand  to  tread  the  path  fbepleafe, 
To  fee  her  native  luftre  round  her  fpread, 

Without  a  veil,  without  a  fhade, 
All  beauty,  and  all  li^ht,  as  in  herfelf  fhe  is. 

Our  fenfes  cheat  us  with  the  prefiing  crowds 
Of  painted  fhapes  they  thruft  upon  die  mind : 
The  truth  they  fhow  lies  wrap'd  in  fevenfold 

Our  fenfes  caft  a  thoufand  clouds          [fhrouds, 
On  uneniighten'd  fouls,  and  leave  them  doubly 

blind. 

I  hate  the  duft  that  fierce  difputers  raife, 
And  lofe  the  mind  in  a  wild  maze  of  thought : 
What  empty  triflings,  and  what  empty  ways, 

To  fence  and  guard  by  rule  and  rote  !         [not, 
Our  God  will  never  charge  us,  that  we  knew  them 

Touch,  heavenly  Word,  O  touch  thefe  curious 

fouls ; 

Since  I  have  heard  but  one  foft  hint  from  thee, 
From  all  the  vain  opinions  of  the  fchools 

(That  pageantry  of  knowing  fools) 
I  feel  rny  powers  releas'd,  and  ftand  divinely  free. 

'Twas  this  Almighty  Word  that  all  things  made, 
He  grafps  whole  nature  in  his  fingle  hand  ; 
All  the  eternal  truths  in  him  are  laid, 

The  ground  of  all  things,  and  their  head, 
The  circle  where  they  move,  and  centre  where 
they  ftand. 

Without  his  aid  I  have  no  fure  defence, 
Prom  troops  of  errors  that  befiege  me  round ; 
But  he  that  refts  his  reafon  and  his  fenfe 
Fail  here,  and  never  wanders  hence, 
Unmoveable  he  dwells  upon  unfhaken  ground. 

Infinite  truth,  the  life  of  my  defires, 
Come  from  the  fky,  and  join  thyfelf  to  me  ; 
I'm  tir'd  with  hearing,  and  this  reading  tires ; 

But  never  tir'd  of  telling  thee, 
'Tis  thy  fair  face  alone  my  fpirit  burns  to  fee. 

Speak  to  my  foul,  alone,  no  other  hand 
Shall  mark  my  path  out  with  delufive  art : 
All  nature  filent  in  his  prefence  ftand ; 
Creatures,  be  dumb  at  his  command, 
And  leaves  his  fingle  voice  to  whifper  to  my  heart. 

Retire,  my  foul,  within  thyfelf  retire, 
Away  from  fenfe  and  every  outward  fhow : 
Now  let  ray  thoughts  to  loftier  themes  afpire, 
My  knowledge  now  on  wheels  of  fire 
May  mount  and  fpread  above,  furveying  all  below. 

The  Lord  grows  lavifh  of  his  heavenly  light, 
And  pours  whole  floods  on  fuch  a  mind  as  this: 
Fled  from  the  eyes,  fhe  gains  a  piercing  fight, 

She  dives  into  the  infinite, 
And  fees  unutterable  things  in  that  unknown  abyfs. 

TRUE  WISDOM. 

PRONOUNCE  him  bleft,  my  mufe,  whom  wifdom 

guides 

In  her  own  path  to  her  own  heavenly  feat ; 
Through  all  the  ftorms  his  fcmi  fccurely  glides, 


Nor  can  the  tempefts,  nor  the  tides, 
That  rife  and  roar  around,  fupplant  his  fteady  feetj* 

Earth,  you  may  let  your  golden  arrows  fly, 
And  feek,  in  vain,  a  paffage  to  his  bread, 
Spread  all  your  painted  toys  to  court  his  eye, 

He  fmiles,  and  fees  them  vainly  try 
To  lure  his  foul  afide  from  her  eternal  reft. 

Our  head-ftrong  lufts,  like  a  young  fiery  norfe. 
Start,  and  flee  raging  in  a  violent  courfe  ; 
He  tames  and  breaks  them,  manages  and  ride* 
them,  [them, 

Checks  their  career,  and  turns  and  guides 
And  bids  his  reafon  bridle  their  lUentious  force. 

Lord  of  himfelf,  he  rules  his  wildeft  thoughts, 
And  boldly  acls  what  calmly  he  defign'd, 
While  he  looks  down  and  pities  human  faults  ; 

Nor  can  he  think,  nor  can  he  find 
A  plague  like  reigning  paffions,  and  a  fubjecSl  mind, 

But  oh  !  'tis  mighty  toil  to  reach  this  height, 
To  vanquifh  felf  is  a  laborious  art ; 
What  manly  courage  to  faflain  the  fight 

To  bear  ihe  noble  pain,  ahd  part         [heart  ? 
With  thofe  dear  charming  tempters  rooted  in  the 

'Tis  hard  to  ftand  when  all  the  paffions  move, 
Hard  to  awake  the  eye  that  paition  blinds ; 
To  rend  and  tear  out  this  unhappy  love, 

That  clings  fo  clofe  about  our  minds,     [finds. 
And  where  th'inchanted  foul  fo  fweet  a  poifoa 

Hard ;  but  it  may  be  done.  Come,  heavenly  fire. 
Come  to  my  breaft,  and  with  one  powerful  ray 
Melt  off  my  lufts,  my  fetters  :  I  can  bear 

A  while  to  be  a  tenant  here, 
But  not  be  chain  *d  and  prifonrd  in  a  cage  of  clay. 

Heaven  is  my  home,  and  I  muft  ufe  my  wings ; 
Sublime  above  the  globe  my  flight  afpires ; 
I  have  a  foul  was  made  to  pity  kings, 

And  all  their  little  glittering  things ; 
I  have  a  foul  was  made  for  infinite  defires. 

Loos'd  from  the  earth,  my  heart  is  upward 

flown ;  [mirfe  ; 

Farewell,  my  friends^  and  all  that  once  was- 

Now,  fhould  you  fix  my  feet  on  Csefar's  throne, 

Crown  me,  and  call  the  world  my  own, 
The  gold  that  binds  my  brows  could  ne'er  my 
foul  confine; 

I  am  the  Lord's,  and  Jefus  is  my  love ; 
He,  that  dear  God,  fhall  fill  my  vaft  defire. 
My  flefh  below  ;  yet  I  can  dwell  above, 

And  nearer  to  my  Saviour  move  ;          [fpire, 

There  all  my  foul  fhall  centre,  all  my  powers  con- 
Thus  I  with  angels  live  ;  thus  half-divine 
I  fit  on  high,  nor  mind  inferior  joys : 
FilTd  with  his  love,  I  feel  that  God  is  mine, 
His  glory  is  my  great  defign, 

That  e-verlailing  project  ail  my  thoughts  employs. 


A  SONG  TO  CREATING  WISDOM, 


ETERNAL  Wifdom,  thee  wepraife, 

Thee  the  creation  fings  : 
With  thy  loud  name,  rocks,  hills,  and  feas5 

And  heaven's  high  palace  rings. 


LYRIC    POEMS. 


frlace  me  on  the  bright  wings  of  day 

To  travel  with  the  fun  ; 
With  what  amaze  {hall  I  furvey 

The  wonders  thou  haft  done ! 
Thy  hand  how  wide  it  fpread  the  fley  ! 

How  glorious  to  behold  ? 
Ting'd  with  a  blue  of  heavenly  dye, 

And  ftarr'd  with  fparkling  gold. 

There  thou  haft  bid  the  globes  of  light 

Their  endlefs  circles  run  ; 
There  the  pale  planet  rules  the  night, 

And  day  obeys  the  fun. 


Downward  I  turn  my  wondering  eyes 

On  clouds  and  ftorms  below, 
Thofe  under-regions  of  the  flues 

Thy  numerous  glories  (how. 

The  noify  winds  ft  and  ready  there 

Thy  orders  to  obey, 
With  founding  wings  they  fweep  the  air, 

To  make  thy  chariot  way. 

There,  like  a  trumpet,  loud  and  ftrong, 
Thy  thunder  {hakes  our  coaft  : 

While  the  red  lightnings  wave  along, 
The  banners  of  thine  hoft. 

On  the  thin  air,  without  a  prop, 
Hang  fruitful  {bowers  around  : 

At  thy  command  they  (ink,  and  drop 
Their  fatnefs  on  the  ground. 

PART    III. 

Now  to  the  earth  I  bend  my  fong, 

And  caft  my  eyes  abroad, 
Glancing  the  Britifti  ifles  along  ; 

Bleft  ifles,  confefs  your  God. 

How  did  his  wondrous  flcill  array 
Your  fields  in  charming  green  ; 

A  thoufand  herbs  his  art  difplay, 
A  thoufand  flowers  between  1 

Tall  oaks  for  future  navies  grow, 

Fair  Albion's  beft  defence, 
While  corn  and  vines  rejoice  below, 

Thofe  luxuries  of  fenfe. 

The  Meeting  flocks  his  pafture  feeds : 

And  herds  of  larger  fize, 
That  bellow  through  the  Lindian  meadr, 

His  bounteous  hand  fiipplies. 


We  fee  the  Thames  carefs  the  ftiores, 
He  guides  her  filver  flood  : 

While  angry  Severn  fwells  and  roars, 
Yet  hears  her  ruler  God. 

The  rolling  mountains  of  the  deep 
Obferve  his  ftrong  command ; 

His  breath  can  raife  the  billows  ftecp, 
Or  fink  them  to  the  fand. 

Amidft  thy  watery  kingdoms,  Lord,, 

The  finny  nations  play, 
And  fcaly  monfters,  at  thy  word, 

Rufli  through  the  northern  fesu 


PART  V. 


"hy  glories  blaze  all  nature  round, 

And  ftrike  the  gazing  fight, 
Through  fides,  and  feas,  and  folid  ground, 
With  terror  and  delight. 

nfinite  ftrength,  and  equal  flcill, 

Shine  through  the  worlds  abroad, 
Our  fouls  with  vaft  amazement  fill, 
And  fpeak  the  builder  God. 

But  the  fweet  beauties  of  thy  grace 

Our  fofter  paflions  move  ; 
Jity  divine  in  Jefus  face 
We  fee,  adore,  and  love. 

GOD'S  ABSOLUTE  DOMINION. 


,  when  my  thoughtful  foul  furveys 

"ire,  air,  and  earth,  and  ftars  and  feas, 
I  call  them  all  thy  flaves  ; 

Dommiflion'd  by  my  Father's  will, 

Poifons  fliall  cure,  or  balms  {hall  kill  ; 
Vernal  funs,  or  zyphyrs  breath. 

May  burn  or  blaft  the  plants  to  death 
That  ftiarp  December  faves  ; 
What  can  winds  or  planets  boaft 
But  a  precarious  power  ? 

The  fun  is  all  in  darknefs  loft, 

Froft  fliall  be  fire,  and  fire  be  froft, 
When  he  appoints  the  hour. 

Lo,  the  Norwegians  near  the  polar  fky 
Chafe  their  frozen  limbs  with  fnowr 
Their  frozen  limbs  awake  and  glow, 
The  vital  flame  touch'd  with  a  ilrange  fuppljf 

Rekindles,  for  the  God  of  life  is  nigji  ; 

He  bids  the  vital  flood  in  wonted  circles  flow. 
Cold  fteel,  expos'  d  to  northern  air, 

Drinks  the  meridian  fury  of  the  midnight  bear, 
And  burns  th'  unwary  ftranger  there. 
Enquire,  my  foul,  of  ancient  fame, 
Look  back  two  thoufand  years,  and  fee 
Th'  Aflyrian  prince  transform'  d  a  brute, 
For  boafting  to-  be  abfolute  : 

Once  to  his  court  the  God  of  Ifrael  came, 
A  King  more  abfolute  than  he. 
I  fee  the  furnace  blaze  with  rage 
Sevenfold  :   I  fee  amidft  the  flame 
Three  Hebrews  of  immortal  name  : 

They  move,  they  walk  acrofs  the  burning  ftage 
Unhurt,  and  fearlefs,  while  the  tyrant  flood 
A  ftatue  ;  fear  congeal'd  his  blood  : 
Nor  did  the  raging  element  dare 
Attempt  their  garments,  or  their  hair  i 

It  knew  the  Lord  of  nature  there. 

Nature  compelled  by  a  fuperior  caufe, 
Now  breaks  her  own  eternal  laws, 
Now  feems  to  break  them,  and  obeys 
Her  fovereign  king  in  different  ways. 
Father,  how  bright  thy  glories  fhine  f 
How  broad  thy  kingdom,  how  divine  !    [thiae. 
Nature,  and  miracle,  and  fate,  and  chance,  arc 
Hence  from  my  heart,  ye  idols,  flee, 
Ye  founding,  names  of  vanity  : 
No  more  my  lips  ftiall  facrifice 
To  chance  and  nature,  tales  and  lies  : 
Creatures  without  a  God  can  yield  me  no  fuppliej 
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What  is  the  fun,  or  what  the  fliade, 
Or  frofts,  or  flames,  to  kill  or  fave  ? 
His  favour  is  my  life,  his  lips  pronounce  me  dead; 
And  as  his  awful  delates  bid, 
Earth  is  my  mother,  or  my  grave. 

CONDESCENDING  GRACE. 

In  Imitation  of  tie  cxiv/£  Pfalm. 
WHEN  the  eternal  bows  the  ikies, 

To  vifit  earthy  things, 
With  fcorn  divine  he  turns  his  eyes 
From  towers  of  haughty  kings  : 

Rides  on  a  cloud  difdainful  by 

A  Sultan,  or  a  Czar, 
JLaughs  at  the  worms  that  rife  fo  high, 

Or  frowns  them  from  afar ; 

He  bids  his  awful  chariot  roll 

Far  downward  from  the  Ikies. 
To  vifit  every  humble  foul, 

With  pleafure  in  his  eyes. 
Why  fhould  the  Lord  that  reigns  abdve 

Difdain  fo  lofty  kings  ? 
Say,  Lord,  and  why  fuch  looks  of  love 

Upon  fuch  worthlefs  things  ? 

Mortals,  be  dumb  :  what  creature  dares 

Difpute  his  awful  will  ? 
Affc  no  account  of  his  affairs, 

But  tremble,  and  be  ftill. 

Juft  like  his  nature  is  his  grace, 

All  fovereign,  and  all  free  ; 
Great  God, how  fearchlefs  are  thy  ways ! 

How  deep  thy  judgments  be ! 

THE  INFINITE. 
SOME  feraph,  lend  your  heavenly  tongue, 

Or  harp  of  golden  firing. 
That  1  may  raife  a  lofty  fong 

To  our  Eternal  King. 

Thy  names,  how  infinite  they  be ! 

Great  Everlafting  One ! 
Bousdlefs  thy- might  and  majefty, 

And  unconfin'd  thy  throne. 

Thy  glories  fhine  of  wondrous  fizef, 

And  wondrous  large  thy  grace ; 
Immortal  day  breaks  from  thine  eyes, 

And  Gabriel  veils  his  face. 

Thine  effence  is  a  vaft  abyfs, 

Which  angels  cannot  found, 
An  ocean  of  infinities 

Where  all  our  thoughts  are  drown'd. 

The  myfleries  of  creation  lie, 

Beneath  enlighten'd  minds, 
Thoughts  can  afcend  above  the  fky, 

And  fly  before  the  winds. 

Reafon  may  grafp  the  maffy  hills, 

And  ftretch  from  pole  to  pole, 
But  half  thy  name  our  fpirit  fills, 

And  overloads  our  foul. 

In  vain  our  haughty  reafon  fwells, 

For  nothing's  found  in  Thee 
But  boundlefs  unconceivables, 

And  vaft  eternity. 


CONFESSION"  AND  PARDON  . 

ALAS,  my  aching  heart ! 
Here  the  keen  torment  lies  ; 
t  racks  my  waking  hours  with  fmart, 
And  frights  my  flumbering  eyes. 

Guilt  will  be  hid  no  more, 
My  griefs  take  vent  apace, 
The  crimes  that  blot  my  conscience  o'er 
Flufh  crimfon  in  my  face. 

My  forrows,  like  a  flood, 
Impatient  of  reftraint, 
'nto  thy  bofom,  O  my  God, 
Pour  out  a  long  complaint. 

This  impious  heart  of  mine 
Could  once  defy  the  Lord, 
Could  rufh  with  violence  on  to  fin. 
In  prefence  of  thy  fword. 

How  often  have  I  flood 
A  rebel  to  the  fides, 
The  calls,  the  tenders  of  a  God, 
And  mercy's  loudeft  cries  I 

He  offers  all  his  grace, 
And  all  his  heaven  to  me  ; 
Offers  !  but  'tis  to  fenfelefs  braft, 
That  cannot  feel  nor  fee. 

Jefus  the  Saviour  ftands 
To  court  me  from  above, 
And  looks  and  fpreads  his  wounded  hanci«, 
And  fliows  the  prints  of  love. 

But  I,  a  ftupid  fool, 
How  long  have  I  withflood 
The  bleffings  purchas'd  with  his  foul, 
And  paid  for  all  in  blood ! 

The  heavenly  Dove  came  down 
And  tender' d  me  his  wings 
To  mount  me  upward  to  a  crown, 
And  bright  immortal  things. 

Lord,  I'm  afham'd  to  fay 
That  I  refus'd  thy  Dove, 
And  fent  thy  Spirit  griev'd  away3 
To  his  own  realms  of  love. 

Not  all  thine  heavenly  charms, 
Nor  terrors  of  thy  hand, 
Could  force  me  to  lay  down  my  arms, 
And  bow  to  thy  command. 

Lord,  'tis  againft  thy  face 
My  fins  like  arrows  rife, 
And  yet,  and  yet  (O  matchlefs  grace !) 
Thy  thunder  fileijt  lies. 

O  fhall  I  never  feel 
The  meltings  of  thy  love  ? 
Am  I  fuch  hell-harden'd  fleet 
That  mercy  cannot  move  ? 

Now  for  one  powerful  glance, 
Dear  Savipur,  from  thy  face  : 
This  rebel-heart  no  more  withflands, 
But  finks  beneath  thy  grace. 

O'ercome  by  dying  love  I  fall, 
Here  at  thy  crofs  I  lie ; 
And  throw  my  foul,  my  flefh,  my  all, 
And  weep,  £ftd  love,  and  die. 
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8t  Rife,  fays  the  Prince  of  Mercy,  rife, 
««  With  joy  and  pity  in  his  eyes  : 
**  Rife,  and  behold  my  wounded  veins, 
<c  Here  flows  the  blood  to  wafh  thy  ftains. 
"  See  my  great  Father  reconcil'd:" 
He  faid.    And  lo,  the  Father  fmil'd  : 
The  joyful  cherubs  clap'd  their  wings, 
And  founded  grace  on  all  their  firings. 

YOUNG  MEN  AND  MAIDENS,  OLD  MEN 

AND   BABES,  PRAISE   YE  THE  LORD, 

Pfal.  cxlviii.  12. 

SONS  of  Adam,  bold  and  young, 
In  the  wild  mazes  of  whofe  veins 
A  flood  of  fiery  vigour  reigns,  [ftfung ; 

And  wields  your  a<5tive  limbs,  with  hardy  fmews 
Fall  proflrate  at  th'  eternal  throne 
Whence  your  precarious  powers  depend  ; 
Nor  fwell  as  if  your  lives  were  all  your  own, 

But  choofe  your  Maker  for  your  friend-; 
His  favour  is  your  life,  his  arm  is  your  fupport, 
His  hand  can  flretcli  your  days,  or  cut  your  mi 
nutes  fhort. 

Virgins,  who  roll  your  artful  CycS, 
And  moot  delicious  danger  thence  ; 
Swift  the  lovely  lightning  flies, 
And  melts  our  reafon  down  to  fenfe ; 
Boaft  not  of  thofe  withering  charms 
That  muft  yield  their  youthful  grace 
To  age  and  wrinkles,  earth  and  worms  ; 
But  love  the  author  of  your  fmiling  face  ;  [hours: 
That  heavenly  bridegroom  claims  your  blooming 
O  make  it  your  perpetual  care 
To  pleafe  that  Everlafting  Fair; 
His  beauties  are  the  fun,  and  but  the  fhade  is  yours. 
Infants,  whofe  different  deftinies 
Are  wove  with  threads  of  different  fize  ; 
But  from  the  fame  fpring-tide  of  tears, 
Commence  your  hopes,  and  joys,  and  fears, 
(A  tedious  train !)  and  date  your  following  years  : 
Break  your  firft  filence  in  his  praife 

Who  wrought  your  wondrous  frame : 
With  founds  of  tendereft  accent  raife 

Your  honours  to  his  name ; 
And  confecrate  your  early  days 

To  know  the  Power  fupreme.        A 
Ye  heads  of  venerable  age, 
Juft  marching  off  the  mortal  ftage, 
Fathers,  whofe  vital  threads  are  fpan 
As  long  as  e'er  the  glafs  of  life  would  run, 

Adore  the  hand  that  led  your  way 

Through  flowery  fields  a  fair  long  fummer's  clay ; 

Gafp  out  your  foul  in  praiies  to    the   fovereign 

power  [hour. 

That  fet  your  weft  fo  diflant  from  your  dawning 

FLYING  FOWL,  AND  CREEPING  THINGS 
PRAISE  YE  THE  LORD, 

Pfal.  cxlviii.  IO. 
SWEET  flocks,  whofe  foft  enamell'd  wing 

Swift  and  gently  ckaves  the  fky  ; 
Whofe  charming  notes  addrefs  the  fpring 
With  an  artlefs  harmony. 
Lovely  minftrels  of  the  field, 
Who  in  leafy  fhadows  fit, 
And  your  wondrous  ftrudtures  build,       [light : 
Awake  your  tuneful  voices  with  the  dawning 
I 


To  nature's  God  your  firft:  devotions  pay, 

Ere  you  falute  the  riling  day, 
Tig  he  calls  up  the  fun,  and  gives  him  every  ray. 

Serpents,  who  o'er  the  meadows  flide, 

And  wear  upon  your  fhinmg  back 

Numarous  ranks  of  gaudy  pride, 
v  Which  thoufand  mingling  colours  make  ; 
Let  the  fierce  glances  of  your  eyes 
Rebate  their  baleful  fire  : 

In  harmlefs  play  twift  and  unfold 

The  volumes  of  your  fcaly  gold : 
That  rich  embroidery  of  your  gay  attire, 

Proclaims  your  Maker  kind  and  wife. 

Infe&s  and  mites,  of  mean  degree, 

That  fwarm  in  myriads  o'er  the  land, 

Moulded  by  Wifdom's  artful  hand, 
And  curl'd  and  painted  with  a  various  die  ; 

In  your  innumerable  forms 

Praife  him  that  wears  th'  ethereal  crown, 

And  bend  his  lofty  counfels  down 
To  defpicable  worms. 

THE  COMPARISON  AND  COMPLAINT, 

INFINITE  power,  eternal  Lord, 

How  fovereign  is  thy  hand  ! 
All  nature  rofe  l'  obey  thy  word, 

And  moves  at  thy  command. 
With  fteady  courfe  thy  fhining  fun 

Keeps  his  appointed  way ; 
And  all  the  hours  obedient  run 

The  circle  of  the  day. 

But  ah  !  how  wide  my  fpirit  flies, 

And  wanders  from  her  God  ! 
My  foul  forgets  the  heavenly  prize, 

And  treads  the  downward-road. 
The  raging  fire,  and  ftormy  fea, 

Perform  thine  awful  will^ 
And  every  beaft  and  every  tree, 

Thy  great  defigns  fulfil : 

While  my  wild  pafiions  rage  within, 

Nor  thy  commands  obey  ; 
And  fleih  and  fenfe,  enflav'd  to  fin. 

Draw  my  heft  thoughts  away. 

Shall  creatures  of  a  meaner  frame 

Pay  all  their  dues  to  thee  ; 
Creatures,  that  never  knew  thy  name, 

That  never  lov'd  like  me  ? 

Great  God,  create  my  foul  anew, 

Conform  my  heart  to  thine, 
Melt  down  my  will  and  let  it  flow, 

And  take  the  mould  divine. 

Seize  my  whole  frame  into  thine  hand  ; 

Here  all  my  powers  I  bring  ; 
Manage  the  wheels  by  thy  command, 

And  govern  every  fpring. 

Then  fhall  my  feet  no  more  depart,, 

Nor  wandering  fenfes  rove  ; 
Devotion  fhall  be  all  my  heart, 

And  all  my  paffions  love. 

Than  not  the  fun  fhall  more  than  I 

His  Maker's  law  perform, 
Nor  travel  fwifter  through  the  fkyy 

J^or  with  a  zsal  fo  warm. 
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GOD  SUPREME  AND  SELF-SUFFICIENT 

WHAT  is  our  God,  or  what  his  name, 
Nor  men  can  learn,  nor  angels  teach  : 
He  dwells  conceal'd  in  radiant  flame, 
Where  neither  eyes  nor  thoughts  can  reach. 

The  fpacious  worlds  of  heavenly  light, 
Compar'd  with  him,  how  fliort  they  fall  ? 
They  are  too  dark,  and  he  too  bright. 
Nothing  are  they,  and  God  is  all 

He  fpoke  the  wondrous  word,  and  lo 
Creation  rofe  at  his  command  : 
Whirlwinds  and  feas  their  limits  know, 
Bound  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand. 

There-refts  the  earth,  there  roll  the  fpheres, 
There  nature  leans,  and  feels  her  prop  : 
But  his  own  Self-fufficience  bears 
The  weight  of  his  own  glories  up. 

The  tide  of  creatures  ebbs  and  flows, 
3Meafuring  the  changes  by  their  moon  : 
>Jo  ebb  his  fea  of  glory  knows, 
"His  age  is  one  eternal  moon. 

Then  fly,  my  fong,  an  endlefs  round, 
The  lofty  tune  let  Michael  raife  ; 
All  nature  dwell  upon  the  found, 
But  we  can  ne'er  fulfil  the  praife. 

JESUS  THE  ONLY  SAVIOUR. 
ADAM  our  father  and  our  head, 
Tranfgreft  ;  and  juftice  doom'd  us  dead : 
The  fiery  law  fpeaks  all  defpair, 
There's  no  reprive,  nor  pardon  there. 

Call  a  bright  council  in  the  fkies ; 
"  Seraphs  the  mighty  and  the  wife, 
"  Say,  what  expedient  can  you  give  ? 
"  That  fin  be  damn'd,  and  finners  live  ? 

"  Speak,  are  you"  flrong  to  bear  the  load, 

"  The  weighty  vengeance  of  a  God  ? 

"  Which  of  you  loves  our  wretched  race, 

"  Or  dares  to  venture  in  our  place  ?" 

In  vain  we  aik :  for  all  around 

Stands  filence  through  the  heavenly  ground : 

There's  not  a  glorious  mind  above 

Has  half  the  ftrength  or  half  the  love. 

But,  O  unutterable  grace  ! 
Th'  Eternal  Son  takes  Adam's  place  : 
Down  to  our  world  the  Saviour  flies, 
Stretches  his  naked  arms,  and  dies. 

Juftice  was  pleas'd  to  bruife  the  God, 
And  pay  its  wrongs  with  heavenly  blood ; 
What  unknown  racks  and  pangs  he  bore ! 
Then  rofe  :  The  law  could  afk  no  more. 

Amazing  work  !  look  down,  ye  Ikies, 
Wonder  and  gaze  with  all  your  eyes  ; 
Ye  heavenly  thrones,  ftoop  from  above, 
And  bow  to  this  myflerious  love. 

See,  how  they  bend  !  See,  how  they  look. 
Long  they  had  read  th'  eternal  book, 
And  ftudied  dark  decrees  in  vain, 
The  crofs  and  Calvary  makes  them  plain. 
Now  they  are  ftruck  with  deep  amaze, 
Each  with  his  wings  conceals  his  face  ; 


Now  clap  their  foundirg  plumes,  and  cry, 
"  The  wifdom  of  a  Deity  1" 

Low  they  adore  th'  Incarnate  Son, 
And  fing  the  glories -he  hath  won  ; 
Sing  how  he  broke  our  ii  on  chains, 
How  deep  he  funk,  how  high  he  reigns. 

Triumph  and  reign,  victorious  Lord, 
By  all  thy  flaming  hofts  ador'd  : 
And  fay,  dear  Conqueror,  fay,  how  long-3 
Ere  we  fhall  rife  to  join  their  fong. 

Lo,  from  afar  the  promis'd  day 
Shines  with  a  well-difhinguifh'd  ray  ; 
But  my  wing'd  pafllon  hardly  bears 
Thefe  lengths  of  flow  delaying  years. 

Send  down  a  chariot  from  above, 
With  fiery  wheels,  and  pav'd  with  love  ; 
Raife  me  beyond  thj  ethereal  blue, 
To  fing  and  love  as  angels  do. 

LOOKING  UPWARD. 

THE  heavens  invite  mine  eye, 
The  ftars  falute  me  round  ; 
Father,  I  blufti,  I  mourn  to  lie 
Thus  groveling  on  the  ground, 

My  warmer  fpirits  move, 

And  make  attempts  to  fly  ; 

I  wifh  aloud  for  wings  of  love 

To  raife  me  fwift  and  high. 

Beyond  thofe  cryftal  vaults, 
And  all  their  fparkling  balls; 
They're  but  the  porches  to  thy  courts, 
And  paintings  on  thy  walls. 

Vain  world,  farewell  to  you; 
Heaven  is  my  native  air : 
I  bid  my  friends  a  fhort  adieu, 
Impatient  to  be  there. 

I  feel  my  powers  releas'd 
From  their  old  flefhy  clod  ; 
Fair  guardian,  bear  me  up  in  hafte, 
Arid  fet  me  near  my  God. 

CHRIST  DYING,  RISING,  AND  REIGNINC 

HE  dies !  the  heavenly  lover  dies ! 
The  tidings  ftrike  a  doleful  found 
On  my  poor  heart-firings  :  deep  he  lies 
In  the  cold  caverns  of  the  ground. 

Come,  faints,  and  drop  a  tear  or  twoy 
On  the  dear  bofom' of  your  God, 
He  fhed  a  thoufand  drops  for  you, 
A  thoufand  drops  of  richer  blood. 

Here's  love  and  grief  beyond  degree, 
The  Lord  of  glory  dies  for  men  [ 
But  lo,  what  fudden  joys  I  fee  ! 
Jefus  the  dead  revives  again. 

The  rifirg  God  forfakes  the  tomb, 
Up  to  his  Father's  court  he  flies  ; 
Cherubic  legions  guard  him  home, 
And  fnout  him  welcome  to  the  fkies. 

Break  off  your  tears,  ye  faints,  and  tell 
How  high  our  Great  Deliverer  rctgTis  j 
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Sing  how  he  fpoil'd  the  hofb  of  hell, 
And  led  the  monfter  death  in  chains. 

Say  live  for  ever  wondrous  King  ! 
Born  to  redeem  and  flrong  to  fave  ! 
Then  afk  the  monfier,  Where's  hissing  ? 
And  where's  thy  victory,  boafling  grave  ? 

THE  GOD  OF  THUNDER. 

O  THE  immenfe,  th'  amazing  height, 
The  boundlefs  grandeur  of  our  God, 
Who  treads  the  worlds  beneath  his  feet, 
And  fways  the  nations  with  his  nod  ! 

He  fpeaks,  ana  lo,  all  nature  (hakes,  * 

Heavens  everlafting  pillars  bow  ; 
He  rends  die  clouds  with  hideous  cracks, 
And  {hoots  his  fiery  arrows  through. 

Well,  let  the  nations  ftart  and  fly 
At  the  blue  light'ning's  horrid  glare, 
Atheifts  and  emperors  fhrink  and  die, 
When  flame  and  noife  torment  the  air. 

Let  noife  and  flame  confound  the  fkies, 
And  drown  the  fpacious  realms  below, 
Yet  will  we  fmg  the  Thunderer's  piaiie, 
And  fend  our  loud  hofunnas  through. 

Celeflial  King,  thy  blazing  power 
Kindles  our  hearts  to  flaming  joys, 
We  fhout  tcrhear  thy  thunders  roar, 
And  echo  to  our  Father's  voice. 

Thus  fhall  the  God  our  Saviour  come, 
And  lightnings  round  his  chariot  play  : 
Ye  light'nings,  fly  to  make  him  room, 
Ye  glorious  ilorms  prepare  his  way  ! 

THE  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT. 

AN    ODE. 
Attempted  in  Englljb  Sappbicl. 

WHEN  the  fierce  north  wind  with  his  airy  forces 
Rears  up  the  Baltic  to  a  foaming  fury  ; 
And  the  red  lightning  with  a  ftorm  of  hail  comes 
Rufhing  amain  down. 

How  the  poor  failors  ftand  amaz'd  and  tremble  ! 
While  the  hoarfe*thunder,  like  a  bloody  trumpet, 
Roars  a  loud  onfet  to  the  gaping  waters. 

Quick  to  devour  them. 

Such  fhall  the  noife  be,  and  the  wild  diforder, 
(If  things  eternal  may  be  like  thefe  earthly) 
Such  the  dire  terror  when  the  great  Archangel 

Shakes  the  creation  ; 

Tears  the  flrong  pillars  of  the  vault  of  heaven, 
Breaks  up  old  marble,  the  repofe  of  princes; 
See  the  graves  open,  ajid  the  bones  arifing, 

Flames  all  around  them. 

Hark  the  fhrill  outcries  of  the  guilty  wretches ! 
Lively  bright  horror,  and   amazing  anguilh, 
Stare  through  their    eye-lid,*,    while  the  living 
worm  lies 

Gnawing  within  them. 

Thoughts,  like  old  vultures,  prey  upon  their  heart- 

ftrintgs, 
And  the  {mart  tinges,  when  the  eye  beholds  t,he 


Lofty  Judge  frowning,  and  a  flood  of  vengeance 
Rolling  afore  him. 

Hopelefs  immortals  !  how  they  fcream  and  Oliver 
While  devils  pufh  them  to  the  pit  wide-yawning 
Hideous  and  gloomy  to  receive  them  headlong 

Down  to  the  centre. 

Stop  here,  my  fancy  :  (all  away,  ye  horrid 
Doleful  ideas  !)  come,  arife  to  Jefus, 
How  he  fits  God-like !  and  the  faints  around  him 
Thron'd,  yet  adoring ! 

O  may  I  fit  there  when  he  comes  triumphant, 
Dooming  the  nations  !  then  aicend  to  glory, 
While  our  hofannas  all  along  the  paflage 

Shout  the  Redeemer; 


THE  SONG  OF  ANGELS  ABOVE. 

EARTH  has  detain'd  me  prifoner  long, 

And  I'm  grown  weary  now  ; 
My  heart,  my  hand,  my  ear,  my  tongue, 

There's  nothing  here  for  you. 

Tir'd  in  my  thoughts,  I  ftretch  me  dow% 

And  upward  glance  mine  eyes. 
Upward  (my  Father)  to  thy  throne, 

And  to  my  native  Ikies. 

There  the  dear  Man  my  Saviour  fits, 
The  God,  how  bright  he  ihwes  I 

And  fcatters  infinite  delights 
On  all  die  happy  minds. 

Seraphs  with  elevated  ftrains 

Circle  the  throne  around, 
And  move  and  charm  the  ftarry  plains 

With  an  immortal  found. 

Jefus  the  Lord  their  harps  employs, 

Jefus  my  love  they  ling, 
Jelus  the  name  of  both  our  joys 

Sounds  fweet  from  every  itring. 

Hark,  how  beyond  the  narrow  bpuqcb 

Of  time  and  fpace  they  run, 
And  fpeak  in  molt  majeitic  founds, 

The  godhead  of  the  Son. 

How  on  the  Fadier's  breaft  he  lay, 

The  darling  of  his  foul, 
Infinite  years  before  the  day 

Or  heavens  began  to  roll. 

And  now  they  fink  the  lofty  tone, 

And  gentler  notes  they  play, 
And  bring  th'  eternal  God-head  dow« 

To  dwell  in  humble  clay. 

O  facred  beauties  of  the  Man! 

(The  God  refides  within) 
His  flefh  all  pure-,  without  a  ftain, 

His  foul  without  a  fin. 

Then,  how  he  look'd,  and  how  he  fmil'd^ 

What  wondrous  things  he  faid  ! 
Sweet  cherubs,  flay,  dwell  here  awhile, 

And  tell  what  Jefus  did. 

At  his  command  the  blind  awake, 
Ajjd  fed  the  gladibuie  rays  \ 
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He  bids  the  dumb  attempt  to  fpeak, 
They  try  their  tongues  in  praife. 

He  fhed  a  thoufand  bleflings  round 
Where-e'er  he  turn'd  his  eye; 

He  fpoke,  and  at  the  fovereign  found 
The  hellifh  legions  fly. 

Thus  while  with  unambitious  flrife     , 

Th'  ethereal  minftrels  rove 
Through  all  the  labours  of  his  life, 

And  wonders  of  his  love, 

In  the  full  choir  a  broken  firing 
Groans  with  a  flrange  furprife; 

The  reft  in  filence  mourn  their  King, 
That  bleeds  and  loves,  and  dies. 

Seraph  and  faint,  with  drooping  wings, 
Ceafe  their  harmonious  breath  ; 

No  blooming  trees,  nor  bubbling  fprings, 
While  Jefus  fleeps  in  death. 

Then  all  at  once  to  living  drains 

They  fummon  ev'ry  chord, 
Break  up  the  tomb,  and  burft  his  chains, 

And  ihow  their  rifing  Lord. 

Around  the  flaming  army  throngs 

To  guard  him  to  the  flcies, 
With  loud  hofannas  on  their  tongues, 

And  triumph  in  their  eyes. 

In  awful  ftate  the  conquering  God 

Afcends  his  Ihining  throne, 
"While  tuneful  angels  found  abroad 

The  victories  he  has  won. 

>Jow  let  me  rife,  and  join  their  fong, 

And  be  an  angel  too ; 
!My  heart,  my  hand,  my  ear,  my  tongue. 

Here's  ioyful  work  for  you. 


'sjoyt 


I  would  begin  the  mufic  here, 
And  fo  my  foul  fhould  rife  : 

Oh  \  for  fome  heavenly  notes  to  bear 
My  fpirit  to  the  Ikies! 

There,  ye  that  love  my  Saviour,  fit. 
There  I  would  fain  have  place, 

Among  your  thrones,  or  at  your  feet, 
So  I  might  fee  his  face. 

I  am  confin'd  to  earth  no  more, 
But  mount  in  hafte  above, 

To  blefs  the  God  that  I  adore, 
And  fing  the  Man  I  love. 


FIRE,  AIR,  EARTH,  AND  SEA,  PRAISE  YE 
THE  LORD. 

EARTH,  thou  great  footftool  of  our  God 
Who  reigns  on  high  ;  thou  fruitful  fource 
Of  all  our  raiment,  life  and  food  ; 
Our  houfe,  our  parent,  and  our  nurfe  ; 
Mighty  ftage  of  mortal  fcenes, 
Dreft  with  ftrong  and  gay  machines, 
Hung  with  golden  lamps  around 
(And  flowery  carpets  fpread  the  ground) ; 
Thou  bulky  globe,  prodigious  mafs, 
That  hangs  unpillar'd  in  an  empty  fpace ! 


While  thy  unwieldy  weight  refts  on  the'fceblc  air, 
Blefs  that  Almighty  Word  that  fix' d  and  hold* 
thee  there. 

Fire,  thou  fwift  herald  of  his  face, 

Whofe  glorious  rage,  at  his  command, 

Levels  a  palace  with  the  fand, 
Blending  the  lofty  fpires  in  ruin  with  the  bafe  : 

Ye  heavenly  flames,  that  fmge  the  air, 

Artillery  of  a  jealous  God, 
Bright  arrows  that  his  founding  quivers  bear 

To  fcatter  deaths  abroad  ; 

Lightnings,  adore  the  fovereign  arm  that  flings 
His  vengeance,  and  your  fires,  upon  the  heads  of 

0    kings. 

Thou  vital  element,  the  air, 

Whofe  boundlefs  magazines  of  breath 

Our  fainting  flame  of  life  repair,  [death : 

And  fave  the  bubble  man  from  the  cold  arms  of 

And  ye,  whofe  vital  moiflure  yields 

Life's  purple  ftream  a  frelh  fupply ;          [fields, 

Sweet  waters,  wandering  through  the  flowery 
Or  dropping  from  the  iky  ; 

Confefs  the  Power  whofe  all-fufficient  name 

Nor  needs  your  aid  to  build,  or  to  fupport  our 
frame. 

Now  the  rude  air,  with  noify  force, 

Beats  up  and  fvvells  the  angry  fea, 

They  join  to  make  our  lives  a  prey, 

And  fweep  the  failors  hopes  away, 
Vain  hopes,  to  reach  their  kindred  on  the  fhores ! 

Lo,  the  wild  feas  and  furging  waves 

Gape  hideous  in  a  thoufand  graves  : 
Be  ftill,  ye  floods,  and  know  your  bounds  of  fand, 

Ye  ftorms,  adore  your  Mafter's  hand  : 
The  winds  are  in  his  fift,  the  waves  at  his  com 
mand. 

From  the  eternal  emptinefs 
His  fruitful  word  by  fecret  fprings 
Drew  the  whole  harmony  of  things 
That  form  this  noble  univerfe  : 
Old  nothing  knew  his  powerful  hand, 
^  Scarce  had  he  fpoke  hi?  full  command, 
Fire,  air,  and  earth,  and  fea,  heard  the  creating  call. 
And  leap'd  from  empty  nothing  to  this  beauteous 

all : 

And  ftill  they  dance,  and  ftill  obey 
The  ordef  s  they  receiv'd  the  great  creation-day. 

THE  FAREWELL. 

DEAD  be  my  heart  to  all  below, 
To  mortal  joys  and  mortal  cares ; 
To  fenfual  bllfs  that  charms  us  fo, 
Be  dark,  my  eyes,  and  deaf,  my  ears. 

Here  I  renounce  my  carnal  tafte 
Of  the  fair  fruit  that  fmners  prize  : 
Their  paradife  fhall  never  wafte 
One  thought  of  mine,  but  to  defpife. 

All  earthly  joys  are  over-weigh'd 
With  mountains  of  vexatious  care  3 
And  where's  the  fweet  that  is  not  laid 
A  bait  to  fome  deftructive  fnare  ? 

Be  gone  for  ever,  mortal  things ! 
Thau  mighty  mole-hill  earth,  farewtH  .' 


LYRIC     POEMS. 


Angels  afpire  on  lofty  wings, 

And  leave  the  globe  for  ants  to  dwell. 

Come,  heaven,  and  fill  my  vaft  defires, 
My  foul  purfues  the  fovereign  good  ; 
She  was  all  made  of  heavenly  fires, 
Nor  can  fhe  live  on  meaner  food. 

GOD  ONLY  KNOWN  TO  HIMSELF. 

STAND,  and  adore  !  how  glorious  he 
That  dwells  in  bright  eternity  ! 
We  gaze,  and  we  confound  our  fight 
Plung'd  in  th'  abyfs  of  dazzling  light. 

Thou  facred  One,  Almighty  Three, 
Great  EverlafHng  Myftery, 
What  lofty  numbers  ftiall  we  frame 
Equal  to  thy  tremendous  name  ? 

Seraphs,  the  neareft  to  the  throne, 
Begin,  and  fpeak  the  Great  Unknown : 
Attempt  the  fong,  wind  up  your  firings^ 
To  notes  untry'd,  and  boundlefs  things. 

You,  whofe  capacious  powers  furvey 
Largely  beyond  our  eyes  of  clay  : 
Yet  what  a  narrow  portion  too 
Is  feen,  or  known,  or  thought,  by  you ! 

How  flat  your  higheft  praifes  fall 
Below  th'  immenfe  Original ! 
Weak  creatures  we,  that  fkrive  in  vaiij 
To  reach  an  uncreated  ftrain  ! 

Great  God,  forgive  our  feeble  lays, 
Sound  out  thine  own  eternal  praife ; 
A  fong  fo  vaft,  a  theme  fo  high. 
Calls  for  the  voice  that  tun'd  the  fky. 

PARDON  AND  SANCTIFICATION. 

MY  crimes  awake ;  and  hideous  fear 

Diftra6ts  my  reftlefs  mind, 
Guilt  meets  my  eyes  with  horrid  glare, 

And  hell  purfues  behind. 

Almighty  vengeance  frowns  on  high, 

And  flames  array  the  throne  ; 
While  thunder  murmurs  round  the  iky, 

Impatient  to  be  gone. 

Where  fhall  I  hide  this  noxious  head : 

Can  rocks  or  mountains  fave  ? 
Or  fhall  I  wrap  me  in  the  made 

Of  midnight  and  the  grave  ? 

Is  there  no  flicker  from  the  eye 

Of  a  revenging  God  ? 
Jefus,  to  thy  dear  wounds  I  fly, 

Bedew  me  with  thy  blood. 

Thole  guardian  drops  my  foul  fccure, 

And  wafh  away  my  fin  ; 
Eternal  juftice  frowns  no  more, 

And  confcience  fmiles  within. 

I  blefs  that  wondrous  purple  ftreain 

That  whitens  every  ftain ; 
Yet  is  my  foul  but  half  redeem'd, 

If  fin  the  tyrant  reign. 

Lord,  blaft  hzs  empire  with  thy  breath, 
That  curfed  throne  mull  fall  j 


e  flattering  plagues,  tBat  work  my  death, 
Fly,  for  I  hate  you  all. 

SOVEREIGNTY  AND  GRACE. 

'HE  Lord  !  how  fearful  is  his  name ! 
How  wide  is  his  command  ? 
ature,  with  all  her  moving  frame3 
Refts  on  his  mighty  hand. 

mmortal  glory  forms  his  throne, 

And  light  his  awful  robe ; 
While  with  a  fmile,  or  with  a  frown, 
He  manages  the  globe. 

word  of  his  Almighty  breath 
Can  fwell  or  fink  the  feas ; 
Juild  the  vaft  empires  of  the  earth, 
Or  break  them  as  he  pleafe. 

Adoring  angels  round  him  fall 
In  all  their  fhining  forms, 
[is  fovereign  eye  looks  through  them  all. 
And  pities  mortal  worms. 

lis  bowels,  to  our  Worthlefs  race, 

In  fweet  compaflion  move  ; 
le  clothes  his  looks  with  fofteft  grace, 

And  takes  his  title,  Love.  * 

tfow  let  the  Lord  for  ever  reign, 

And  fway  us  as  he  will, 
Sick,  or  in  health,  in  eafe,  or  pain, 

We  are  his  favourites  ftilL 

tfo  more  fhall  peeviih  paffion  rife, 
The  tongue  no  more  complain ; 

Tis  fovereign  love  that  lends  our  joys, 
And  love  refumes  again. 


THE  LAW  AND  GOSPEL. 

"  CURST  be  the  man,  for  ever  curft, 

"  That  doth  one  wilful  fin  commit  ; 

"  Death  and  damnation  for  the  firft, 

"  Without  relief  and  infinite." 

Thus  Sinai  roars  ;  and  round  the  earth 
Thunder,  and  fire,  and  vengeance  flings; 
breath, 
ngs. 

«  Pardon,  and  grace,  and  boundlefs  love, 
Streaming  along  a  Saviour's  blood, 
And  life,  and  joys,  and  crowns  above, 
Dear-purchas'd  by  a  bleeding  God." 

Hark,  how  he  prays  ^the  charming  found 
is  dying  hps)  "  Forgive  !" 


,  , 

But,  Jefus,  thy  dear  gafping 
And  Calvary,  fay  gentler  thi 


Dwells  on  his 

And  every  groan,  and  gaping  wound, 

Cries,  «  Father,  let  the  rebels  live." 

Go,  you  that  reft  upon  the  law, 
And  toil,  and  feek  falvation  there, 
Look  to  the  flames  that  Mofes  faw, 
And  fhrink,  and  tremble,  and  dcfpair. 

But  I'll  retire  beneath  the  crofs  : 
Saviour,  at  thy  dear  feet  I  lie  ; 
And  the  keen  fword  that  juftice  draws, 
Flaming  and  red,  fhall  pals  me  by. 


THE  WORKS  OF  WATTS.- 


SEEKING 


A  DIVINE  CALM 
LESS  WORLD. 


IN  A  REST 


w  O  Mens,  quas  flabili  fata  Regis  vice,"  &c. 

Cafimire,  Book  III.  Od.  z3. 

ETERNAL  Mind,  who  rul'ft  the  fateg 
Of  dying  realms,  and  rifing  ftates, 

With  one  unchang'd  decree  ; 
"While  we  admire  thy  vaft  affairs, 
Say,  can  our  little  trifling  cares 

Afford  a  fmile  to  thee  ? 

Thou  fcattereft  honours,  crowns,  and  gold  : 
We  fly  to  feize,  and  fight  to  hold 

The  bubbles  and  the  oar  : 
So  emmets  ft  niggle  for  a  grain  ; 
So  boys  their  petty  wars  maintain 

For  Ihells  upon  the  Ihore. 

Here  a  vain  man  his  fceptre  breaks, 
The  next  a  broken  fceptre  takes, 

And  warriors  win  and  lofe  ; 
This  rolling  world  will  never  {land, 
Plunder'd  and  fnatch'd  from  hand  to  hand, 

As  power  decays  or  grows. 

Earth's  but  an  atom  :  Greedy  fvvords 
Carve  it  among  a  thoufand  lords, 

And  yet  they  can't  agree  : 
Let  greedy  fword»  ftill  fight  and  flay/ 
I  can  be  poor  ;  but,  Lord,  1  pray 

To  fit  and  fmile  with  thee. 

HAPPY  FRAILTY. 

"  Ho  xv  meanly  dwells  th'  immortal  mind  ! 

"  How  vile  thefe  bodies  are  ! 
"  Why  was  a  clod  of  earth  defign'd 

«  T'  enclofe  a  heavenly  liar  ? 

'*  Weak  cottage  where  our  fouls  refide  ! 

"  This  flefh  a  tottering  wall  ; 
**  With  frightful  breaches  gaping  wide 

"  The  building  bends  to  fall. 

"  All  round  it  ftorms  of  trouble  blow, 

"  And  waves  of  forrow  roll  ; 
w  Cold  waves  a*4  winter  florms  beat  through, 

"  And  pain  the  tenant-foul. 

"  Alas  !  how  frail  our  flate  !"  faid  I  : 

And  thus  went  mourning  on, 
Till  fudden  from  the  cleaving  fky 

A  gleam  of  glory  ihone. 

My  foul  all  felt  the  glory  come, 

And  breath'd  her  native  air  ; 
Then  ihe  remember'd  heaven  her  home, 

And  fhe  a  prifoner  here. 

Straight  fhe  began  to  change  her  key, 

And  joyful  in  her  pains, 
She  fung  the  frailty  of  her  clay 

In  pleafurable  ftrains. 

"  How  weak  the  prifon  where  I  dwell  \ 

"  Flefh  but  a  tottering  wall, 
««  The  breaches  cheerfully  foretel, 

"  The  hpufe  mufb  fhortly  fall. 

**  No  more,  my  friends,  fhall  I  complain, 
£  Though  all  my  heart-firings  ache  j 


"  Welcome  difeafe,  and  every  pairf, 
"  That  makes  the  cottage  ^hake. 

c<  Now  let  the  tempeft  blow  all  round, 

"  Now  fwell  the  furges  high, 
"  And  beat  this  houfe  of  bondage  downa 

"  To  let  the  ftranger  fly. 

"  I-have  a  manfion  built  above 

«  By  the  Eternal  Hand  ; 
"  And  fhould  the  earth's  old  bafis  move, 

"  My  heavenly  houfe  muft  ftand. 

"  Yes,  for  'tis  there  my  Saviour  reigns, 

"  (I  long  to  fee  the  God) 
"  And  his  immortal  ftrength  fuftains 

"  The  courts  that  coft  him  blood." 

Hark,  from  on  high  my  Saviour  calls : 

"  I  come,  my  Lord,  my  Love  ;" 
Devotion  breaks  the  prifon-walls, 

And  fpeeds  my  laft  remove. 

LAUNCHING  INTO  ETERNITY. 

IT  was  a  brave  attempt !  adventurous  he, 
Who  in  the  firft  fhip  broke  the  unknown  fea  : 
And,  leaving  his  dear  native  fhores  behind, 
Trufted  his  life  to  the  licentious  wind. 
I  fee  the  furging  brine  :  the  tempeft  raves  : 
He  on  a  pine-plank  rides  acrofs  the  waves, 
Exulting  on  the  edge  of  thoufand  gaping  graves : 
He  fleers  the  winged  boat,  and  fhifts  the  fails, 
Conquers  the  flood,  and  manages  the  gales. 

Such  is  the  foul  that  leaves  this  mortal  land 
Fearlefs  when  the  great  n^after  gives  command. 
Death  is  the  ftorm :   She  fmiles  to  hear  it  roar, 
And  bids  the  tempeft  waft  her  from  the  fhore  : 
Then  with  a  fkilful  helm  fhe  fweeps  the  feas, 
And  manages  the  raging  ftorm  with  eafe  ; 
(Her  faith  can  govern  death)  fhe  fpreads  her 

wings 

Wide  to  the  wind,  and  as  fhe  fails  fhe  fings, 
And  lofes  by  degrees  the  fight  of  mortal  things. 
As  the  fhores  leffen,  fo  her  joys  arife, 
The  waves  roll  gentler,  and  the  tempeft  dies. 
Now  vaft  eternity  fills  all  her  fight, 
She  floats  on  the  broad  deep  with  infinite 

light, 
The  feas  for  ever  calm,  the  Ikies  for  ever  bri 


dies. 

lite  de-f_ 
bright.J 


A  PROSPECT  OF  THE  RESURRECTION. 

How  long  fhall  death  the  tyrant  reiga 

And  triumph  o'er  the  juft, 
While  the  rich  blood  of  martyrs  flain 

Lies  mingled  with  the  duft  ? 

When  fhall  the  tedious  night  be  gone  ? 

When  will  our  Lord  appear  ? 
Our  fond  defires  would  pray  him  down, 

Our  love  embrace  him  here. 

Let  faith  arife,  and  climb  the  hills, 

And  from  afar  defcry 
How  diftant  are  his  chariot-wheels, 

And  tell  how  fail  they  fly. 

Lo,  I  behold  the  fcattering  fhades, 

The  dawn  of  heaven  appears, 
The  fweet  immortal  morning  fpreadj 

Its  blufhes  round  the  fpheres. 
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1  fee  the  Lord  of  glory  com'-, 

And  flar.  r  ;troun<]  : 

'Thi'  flats  divide,  to  make  him  room, 

The  trumpet  fhakes  the  ground. 

1  hear  the  voice,  "  Ye  de-id,  arife  !" 

And  lo,  the  graves  obey, 
And  waging,  faints  with  joyful  eyes 

Salute  th'  cxpe&ed  day. 

They  leave  the  duft,  and  on  the  wing 

Rile  to  the  middle  air, 
In  Oiining  garments  meet  their  King, 

And  low  adore  him  there. 

O  may  my  humble  fpirit  Hand 
Among  them  cioth'd  in  white  ! 

The  meaneil  pi-act-  at  his  right  hand 
Is  infinite  delight. 

How  will  our  joy  and  wonder  rife, 

When  our  returning  King 
Shall  bear  us  homeward  through  the  fkies 

On  love's  triumphant  wing  ! 

Ad  Dcmimim  nojlrum  tff  Szrvatorem. 
JESUM    CHRISTUM. 


TE,  grarde  numen,  corpnris  incnla, 

Te,  magna  magni  progenies  patris, 
Nomen  verendum  noftri  {efu 
V.ox,  citharae,  calami  fonahunt. 

Aptentur  auro  grandifonae  ikies, 

Chrifti  triumphos  incipe  barbite, 

Fradofque  terrores  Averni, 

Viclum  Erebum,  domitamque  mortem. 

Immenfa  vaftos  faecula  circ'ulos 
Volverc,  blando  dum  Patris  in  firm 
Toto  fruebatur  Jehovah 
Gaudia  mille  bibens  Jefus ; 

Donee  fiiperno  vidit  ab  rethere 
Adam  cadentera,  tartara  hiantia, 
Unaqiie  mergendos  ruina 

Heu  nimium  miftros  nepotes; 

Vidit  minaces  vindicis  angeli 
Ignes  &  er.fcm,  tehujue  fanguine 
Tingenda  nof;ro,  dum  rapin.-e 

fremuere  Erebxa  monftra, 

Comniota  facras  vifcera  protinus 
SenfrVe  flammas,  omnipotens  furor 
Ebullit,  Irnmenfiquc  Amoris 
-ffithereum  calet  Igne  Pedus. 

"  Ncn  tola  prorfus  Gens  Hominum  dabit 
««  HofU  triumph os :  Quid  patris  &  labor 
*'  Dlilcifque  imago  ?  num  perjbunt 
"  Funditus  ?  O  prius  aftra  easels. 

"  Mergantur  undis,  &  redeat  chaos: 
"  Aut  ipfe  difperdion  Satanse  dolos, 
41  A;it  ]pfc  cL'M-rioar,  &  ifti 

"  Sceptra  dubo  moderanda  dextrae. 

<c  Teftor  paternum  numen,  ^<  hoc  caput 
f<  jSEquale  teftor,"  dixit ;  &  ^theiis 

Inclinat  ingens  r.ulm^-n,  alto 
Defiliitcue  rueus  Olvrripo. 
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Mortale  corpus  impiger  induit 
Artufque  noftros,  lieu  tenues  nimis 
JSiimiique  viirs  !  Vindicique 
Corda  dedit  fodienda  ferro. 

Vitamque  morti  :  Proh  dolor  !  O  graves 
Tonandis  irce  !  O  Lex  fatis  afpera  ! 
Mercefque  peccati  fevera 
Adamici,  vetitique  frudbus. 

Non  pcena  lenis  !  Quo  mis  impotens  ! 
Quo  Mula  !  iargas  iundere  lachrymal, 
Buftique  divini  triumphos 
Sacrilego  temerare  iletu  ? 

Sepone  queftus,  Izeta  Deum  cane 
Majore  chorda.     Pi'alle  fonoriud 
Ut  ferreas  mortis  cavernas 
Et  rigidam  penetravit  aulam» 

Senfere  Numen  Regna  feralia, 
Mugit  barathrum,  contreaiuit  chaos, 
Dirum  fremebat  Rex  Gehenn.'e, 
Peroue  fuum  tremeLundus  orcum. 

Late  refugit.     "  Nil  agis  impie, 

"  Mergat  vel  imis  te  Phlegethon  vadii, 

"  Hoc  iindct  undas  fulmen,"  inquitj 

Et  patrios  jacuiatus  ignes. 

Trajecit  hoftem.     Nigra  fiientia 
Umbrasque  fiammas  sethereas  payent 
Dudum  pcrof.s,  ex  quo  corufco 
Praecipites  cecidere  ccelo. 

Immane  rugit  jam  tonitru  ;  fragor 
Late  ruinam  mandat  :  ab  infimis 
Ledlaeqne  de%nata  gentl 
Tartara  disjiciuritur  antris. 

Heic  ftrata  pafiim  vincula,  &  heic  jaCent 
Unci  cruenti,  tormina  mentium 
Invifa  ;  ploratuque  vailo 

Spicula  mors  fibi  adettipta  plangit. 

En,  ut  refurgit  vi(5lo^  ab  ultimo 
Ditis  profundo,  curribus  aureis 
Aflri&a  raptans  monitra  nodris 
Perdomitumque  Erebi  tyrannum. 

Quanta  angelorum  gaudia  jubilant 
Victor  paternum  duin  repetit  polum  ? 
En  qua)  is  ardet,  dum  beati 
Limina  fcandit  ovans  Olympi  ! 

To  trhimphe  pleclra  feraphica, 
lo  triumphc  Grex  Hominum  fonet, 
Dum  1,-eta  qy^aquaverfus  ambos 
Aflra  repercutiunt  iiiumphos. 

SUI-IPSIUS  INCREPATIO. 

EPIGRAMMA. 


hreres,  Wattfi  ?  cur  incola  terra  ? 
Quid  cupis  indignum,  mens  habttare  lutum  ? 
Te  caro  mille  malls  premit  ;  hinc  juvenes  gravat 

artus 

Languor,  &  hinc  vegetus  crimina  fanguis  alit. 
Cura,  amor,    ira,    dolor  me,ntem  male  diftrahk; 

auceps 

Undique  adeft  ?atanas  retia  frcva  ftruens. 
Sufpicc  ut  ajthereum  fignant  tibi  nuti.bus  aftra 
Tramitem,  6c  aula  vocat  parta  Cruorc  Dd. 
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THE    WORKS    OF    WATTS, 


Te  manet  Uriel  dux  ;  &  tibi  fubjicit  alas 

Stellatas  Seraphui  officiofa  cohors. 
Te  fuperum  chorus  optat  amans,  te  invitat  Jefus, 

"  Hue  ades  &  noftro  tempora  conde  fmu." 
Vere  amat  ille  lutum  quern  nee  dolor  a  ut  Satan  arcet 

Inde,  riec  Alliciunt  Angelus,  Aftra,  Deus. 

EXCITATIO  CORDIS  C^ELUM  VERSUS. 
1694- 

HEU  quot  fe-cla  terris  carcere  corporis, 
Wattfi  ?  quid  refugis  limen  &  exitum  ? 
Nee  niens  sethereum  culmen,  &  atria 

Magrii  patris  anhelitat  ? 

Corpus  vile  creat  mille  moleftias, 
Circum  corda  volant  &  dolor,  &  metus, 
Peccatumque  malis  durius  dmnibus 

Caecas  infidias  ftruit. 

Non  hoc  grata  tibi  gaudia  de  fo!o 
Surgunt :   Chriftus  abeft,  delicire  tuse, 
Longe"  Chriftus  abeft,  inter  &  angelos 

Et  picta  aftra  perambulans. 

*  Coeli  fumma  petas,  nee  jaculabitur. 
Iracunda  tonans  fulmina  :  Te  Deus 
Hortatur  ;  Vacuum  tende  per  Aera 

Pennas  nunc  homini  datas. 

BREATHING  TOWARD  THE  HEAVENLY 
COUNTRY. 

Caftmire,  Book  I.   OJ.  19.  imitated. 
"  Urit  me  Patrise  Decor,"  &c. 

THE  beauty  of  my  native  land 
Immortal  love  infpires ; 
I  burn,  I  burn  with  ftrong  defires, 
And  figh,  and  wait  the  high  command. 
There  glides  the  moon  her  ihining  way, 
And  fhoots  my  heart  through  with  a  filver  ray, 

Upward  my  heart  afpires : 
A  thoufand  lamps  of  golden  light 
Hung  high,  in  vaulted  azure,  charm  my  fight, 
And  wink  and  beckon  with  their  amorous  fires*. 
O  ye  fair  glories  of  my  heavenly  home, 

Bright  centinels  who  guard  my  Father's  court, 
Where  all. the  happy  minds  refort, 
When  will  my  Father's  chariot  come  ? 
Muft  ye  for  ever  walk  th'  ethereal  rouudj 
For  ever  fee  the  mourner  lie 
An  exile  of  the  iky, 
A  prifoner  of  the  ground  ? 
Dcfcend  forne  Ihining  Jervants  from  on  high, 

Build  me  a  hafty  tomb ; 
A  graffy  turf  will  raife  my  head ; 
The  neighbouring  lilies  drefs  rhy  bed  ; 

And  fhed  a  fweet  perfume. 
Here  I  put  off  the  chains  of  death, 

My  foul  too  long  has  worn : 
Friends,  I  forbid  one  groaning  breath, 

Or  tear  to  wet  my  urn  ; 
Raphael,  behold  me  all  undreft, 
Here  gently  lay  this  flefh  to  reft ; 
Then  mount  and  lead  the  path  unknown, 
Srvift  I  puriue  thee,  flaming  guide,  on  pinions  of 
my  own. 

*  Vidt  Hint.  Lib.  /.  Qd.  3, 


HUNDREDTH  EPIGRAM  OF  CASIMIRE, 

On  Saint  ARDALIO,  tvko from  a  Stage-Playtr  Itcam? 
a  Cbrijiian,  andfuffered  Martyrdom, 

ARDALIO  jeers,  and  in  his  comic  {trains 
The  myfteries  of  our  bleeding  God  profanes, 
While  his  loud  laughter  lhakes  the  painted  fcenesj 

Heaven  heard, andftraitaround  the  fmoking  throne 
The  kindling  lightning  in  thick  flafties  {hone, 
And  vengeful  thunder  murmur'd  to  be  gone. 

Mercy  flood  near,  and  with  a  fmiling  brow 
Calm'd  the  loud  thunder ;  "  There's  no  need  of 


"  Grace  {hall  defcend,  and  the  weak  man  fubdue." 

Grace  leaves  the  Ikies,  and  he  the  ftage  forfakes, 
He  bows  his  head  down  to  the  martyring  axe, 
And  as  he  bows,  this  gentle  farewell  fpeaks ; 

"  So  goes  the  comedy  of  life  away ; 

"  Vain  earth,  adieu ;  Heaven  will  applaud  to-day ; 

"  Strike  courteous  tyrant,  and  conclude  the  play." 

Wlsn  tie  Protejlant  Church  at  Montpelier  was  demt- 
lijbed  by  the  French  King's  Order,  the  Protejlants 
laid  Stones  up  in  their  Burying-place,  ivkerton  m 
Jefuit  made  a  Latin  Epigram. 

Englifhed  thus : 

A  Hug'not  church,  once  at  Montpelier  built, 
Stood  and  proclaim'd  their  madnefsand  their  guilt; 
Too  long  it  ftood  beneath  heaven's  angry  frown, 
V.'orthy  when  rifing  to  be  thunder'd  down. 
Lewis,  at  laft,  th'  avenger  of  the  ikies, 
Commands,  and  level  with  the  ground  it  lies : 
The  {tones  difpers'd  their  wretched  offspring  comej 
Gather,  and  heap  them  on  tfoir  father's  temb. 
Thus  the  curs'd  houfe  falls  on  the  builder's  head;^ 
And  though  beneath  the  ground  their  bones  are  f 
laid,  f 

Yetthe  juft  vengeance  full  purfaes  the  guilty  dead.  J 

THE    ANSWER 

BV  A  FRENCH  PROTESTANT* 

Englifiied  thus : 

A  Chriflian  church  once  at  Montpelier  flood. 

And  nobly  fpoke  the  builder's  zeal  for  God, 

It  ftood  the  envy  of  the  fierce  dragoon, 

But  not  deferv'd  to  be  deftroy'd  fo  foon : 

Yet  Lewis,  the  wild  tyrant  of  the  age, 

Tears  down  the  walls,  a  victim  to  his  rage. 

Young  faithful  hands  pile  i;p  the  facred  ftones 

(Dear  monument !)  o'er  their  dead  father's  bones; 

The  ftones  {hall  move  when  the  dead  father  'arife,^ 

Start  up  before  the  pale  deftroyer's  eyes, 

And  teftify  his  madnefs  to  th'  avenging  Ikies,     ji 

TWO  HAPPY  RIVALS, 

DEVOTION  AND  THE  MUSE. 

WILD  as  the  lightning,  various  as  the  moon/ 

Roves  my  Pindaric  fong  : 
Here  ihe  glows  like  burnisg  noon 
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In  fierceft  flames,  arid  here  flie  plays 
Qentle  as  flar-beams  on  the  midnight  feas  ; 
Now  in  a  fmiling  angel's  form, 
Anon  fhc  rides  upon  the  ftorm, 
Loud  as  the  noify  thunder,  as  a  deluge  ftrong. 

Are  my  thoughts  and  wiihes  free, 
And  know.no  number  nor  degree  ? 
Such  is  the  Mufe  :  Lo  flie  difdains 

The  links  and  chains, 
Meafures  and  rules  of  vulgar  drains, 
And  o'er  the  laws  of  har:i,oriy  a  Sovereign  Queen 
Ihe  reigns. 

If  fhe  roves 
By  ftreams  or  groves 
Tuning  her  pleafures  or  her  pains> 
My  paflion  keeps  her  ftill  in  f?ght, 
My  paffion  holds  an  equal  flight 
Through  love's,  or  nature's  wide  campaigns. 
If  with  bold  attempt  flie  fings 
Of  the  biggeft  mortal  things, 
Tottering  thrones  and  nations  flain  ; 
Or  breaks  the  fleets  of  waring  kings, 
While  thunders  roar 
From  fhore  to  fhore, 
My  foul  fits  faft  upon  her  wings, 
And  fweeps  the  crimfon  furge,  or  fcours  the  purple 

plain; 

Still  1  attend  her  as  fhe  flies, 
Round  the  broad  globe,  and  all  beneath  the  ikies. 

But  when  from  the  meridian  ftar 

Long  ftreaks  of  glory  fhine, 

And  heaven  invites  her  from  afar, 

She  takes  the  hint,  fhe  knows  the  fign, 

The  Mufe  afcends  her  heavenly  carr,      [divine. 
And  climbs  the  fteepy  path  and  means  the  throne 
Then  flie  leaves  my  fluttering  mind 
Clogg'd  with  clay,  and  unrefhYd, 
Lengths  of  diftance  far  behind  : 
Vfttue  lags  with  heavy  wheel ; 
Faith  has  wings,  but  cannot  rife, 

Cannot  rife, Swift  and  high 

As  the  winged  numbers  fly, 
And  fajnt  devotion  panting  lies 
Half  way  da'  ethereal  hill. 

O  why  is  piety  fo  weak, 

And  yet  the  Mufe  fo  ilrong  ? 
When  (hall  thefe  hateful  fetters  break 

That  have  confin'd  me  long  ? 
Inward  a  glowing  heat  I  feel, 

A  fpark  of  heavenly  day  ; 
But  earthly  vapours  damp  my  zeal, 
And  heavy  flefh  drags  me  the- downward  way. 

Faint  are  the  efforts  of  my  will, 
And  mortal  paffion  charms  my  foul  aftray, 
Shine,  thou  fweet  hour  of  dear  releafe, 
Shine,  from  the  fky, 
And  call  me  high 

To  mingle  with  the  choirs  of  glory  and  of  blifs. 
Devotion  there  begins  the  flight, 
Awakes  the  fohg,  and  guides  the  way; 
There  love  and  zeal  divine  and  bright 
Trace  out  new  regions  in  the  world  of  light, 
And  fcarce  the  boldeft  Mufe  can  follow  <*r  obey. 

I'm  in  a  dream,  and  fancy  reigns, 
She  fpreads  her  gay  delufivc  fceneg ; 
Or  is  the  vifion  true  ? 


Behold  religion  on  her  throne, 
In  awful  ftate  defcending  down. 
And  her  dominions  vaft  and  bright  within  my 

-  fpacious  view. 
She  fmiles,  and  with  a  courteous  hand 

She  beckons  me  away  ; 

I  feel  mine  airy  powers  loofe  from  the  cumbroua 
And  with  a  joyful  hafhe  obey  [day, 

Religion's  high  command. 

What  lengths  and  heights  and  depths  unknown  ! 
Broad  fields  with  blooming  glory  fown, 
**  And  feas,  and  fkies,  and  flars  her  own, 

In  an  unmeafur'd  fphere  ! 
What  heavens  of  joy,  and  light  ferene, 
Which  nor  the  rolling  fun  has  feen, 
Where  nor  the  rovincr  Mufe  has  been 

That  greater  traveller ! 

A  long  farewall  to  all  below, 
Farewell  to  all  that  fenfe  can  ihow, 
To  golden  fcenes,  and  flowery  fields, 
To  all  the  worlds  that  fancy  builds, 

And  all  that  poets  know. 
Now  the  fwift  tranfports  of  the  mind 
Leave  the  fluttering  Mufe  behind, 
A  thoufand  loofe  Pindaric  plumes  fly  fcatterli^ 

down  the  wind. 
Among  the  clouds  I  Icfe  my  breath, 

The  rapture  grows  too  ftrong  ; 
The  feeble  powers  that  nature  gave 
Faint  and  drop  downward  to  the  grave  ; 
Receive  their  fall,  thou  treafurer  of  death  ; 

I  will  no  more  demand  my  tongue, 
Till  the  grofs  organ  well  refin'd 
Can  trace  the  boundlefs  flights  of  an  unfetter'U 
And  raife  an  equal  fong.  [mind* 

The  foUoivlng   POEMS   of  this   BooK  are  peculiarly 

dedicated  to 
DIFINE  LOFE*. 

THE  HAZARD  OF  LOVING   THE, 
CREATURES. 

WHERE-E'ER  my  flattering  paffions  rove, 

I  find  a  lurking  fnare ; 
'Tis  dangerous  to  let  loofe  our  love 

Beneath  th'  Eternal  Fair. 

Souls  whom  the  tie  of  friendship  binds, 

And  partners  of  our  blood, 
Seize  a  large  portion  of  our  minds, 

And  leave  the  lefs  for  God. 

Nature  has  foft  but  powerful  bands, 

And  reafon  Ihe  controls  ; 
While  children  with  their  little  hands 

Hang  clofeft  to  our  fouls. 

Thoughtlefs  they  adl  th'  old  ferpent's  part  5 

What  tempting  things  they  be  ! 
Lord,  how  they  twine  about  our  heart,. 

And  draw  it  off  from  thee ! 


*  Different  ages  bavs  their  different  airs  and fajtione 
of  writing.  It  'was  much  more  the  fc'Jkicn  of  the  age 
"when  thefe  poem 3  ivere  ivritteni  to  treat  of  divine  fub~ 
jefts  in  tbejlyle  of  Salomon's  Song,  than  it  is  at  this  dayt 
'which  'will  afford  Jcmc  apology  for  the  writer  t  in  bit 
younger  yean* 
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THE    W  O  R  K  S    OF    W  A  f  T 


Our  hafty  wills  rufli  blindly  on 

Where  rifing  paffion  rolls, 
And  thus  \ve  make  our  fetters  ftrong 

To  bind  our  flavilh  fouls. 

Dear  Sovereign,  break  thefe  fetters  off, 

And  fet  our  fpirits  free  ; 
Cod  in  himfelf  is  blifs  enough, 

For  we  have  all  in  thee. 


DESIRING  TO  LOVE  CHRIST, 

COME,  let  me  love  :  or  is  thy  mind 
Harden' d  to  ftone,  or  froze  to  ice  ? 
I  fee  the  bleflVd  Fair-one  bend 
And  ftoop  t'  embrace  me  from  the  ikies  5 

0  !   'tis  a  thought  would  melt  a  rock, 
And  make  a  heart  of  iron  move, 

That  thofe  fvveet  lips,  that  heavenly  look, 
Should  feek  and  wifli  a  mortal  love  ! 

1  was  a  traitor  doom'd  to  fife, 
Bound  to  fuflain  eternal  pains  ; 
He  flew  on  wings  of  flrong  defire, 
Aflum'd  my  guilt,  and  took  my  chain*. 

Infinite  grace  !  Almighty  charms  ! 
Stand  in  amaze,  ye  whirling  fkies  ! 
Jefus  the  God,  with  naked  arms, 
Hangs  on  a  crofs  of  love,  and  dies. 

Did  pity  ever  {loop  fo  low, 
Drefs'd  in  divinity  and  blood  ? 
Was  ever  rebel  courted  fo 
In  groans  of  an  expiring  God  ? 

Again  he  lives ;  and  fpreads  his  hands, 
Hands  that  were  nail'd  to  torturing  fmart ; 
]By  thefe  dear  wounds,  fays  he  ;  and  flands 
And  prays  to  clafp  me  to  his  heart. 

Sure  I  muft  love  :  or  are  my  ears 
Still  deaf,  nor  will  my  paflion  move  ? 
Then  let  me  melt  this  heart  to  tears  ; 
This  heart  ihall  yield  to  death  or  love. 


THE  HEART  GIVEN  AWAY. 

is  there  are  pafTions  in  my  foul, 

(And  pafllons  fure  they  be) 
Now  they  are  all  at  thy  control, 

My  Jefus  all  for  thee. 

If  love  that  pleafing  power,  can  reil 

In  hearts  fo  hard  as  mine, 
Come,  gentle  Saviour  to  my  breaft,     . 

For  all  my  love  is  thine. 

Let  the  gay  world,  with  treacherous  art 

Allure  my  eyes  in  vain  : 
I  have  convey'd  away  my  heart, 

Ne'er  to  return  again. 

I  feel  my  warmeft  pafilcns  dead 

To  nil  that  earth  can  boaft ; 
This  foul  of  mine  was  never  made 

For  vanity  and  duft. 

Now  I  can  fix  my  thoughts  above, 
Amidft  their  flattering  charms, 

Till  the  dear  Lord  that  hath  my  love 
Shall  call  jue  to  his  arms. 


So  Gabriel,  at  his  King's  command, 

From  yon  celeftial  hill, 
Walks  downward  to  our  worthlcfs  lancfc,, 

His  foul  points  upward  ftill. 

He  glides  along  my  mortal  things, 

Without  a  thought  of  love, 
Fulfils  his  tafk,  and  fpreads  his  wings- 

To  reach  the  realms  above. 


MEDITATION  IN  A  GROVE. 

SWEET  Mufe,  defcend  and  blefs  the  {hade, 

And  blefs  the  evening  grove  ; 
Bufinefs,  and  noife,  and  day,  are  fled, 

And  every  care,  but  love. 

But  hence,  ye  wanton  young  and  fair, 

Mme  is  a  purer  flame ; 
No  Phyllis  fhail  infect  the  air, 

With  her  unhallow'd  name. 

Jefus  has  all  my  powers  pofieft, 
My  hopes,  my  fears,  my  joys  : 

He,  the  dear  Sovereign  of  my  breaft, 
Shall  ftill  command  my  voice. 

Some  of  the  faireft  choirs  above 

Shall  flock  around  my  fong, 
With  joy  to  hear  the  name  they  love 

Sound  from  a  mortal  tongue. 

His  charms  fhall  make  my  numbers  flow, 

And  hold  the  falling  floods, 
While  filence  fits  on  every  bough, 

And  bends  the  liftening  woods. 

I'll  carve  our  paflion  on  the  bark 

And  every  wounded  tree 
Shall  drop  and  bear  fome  myftic  mark 

That  Jefus  dy'd  for  me. 

The  fwains  (hall  wonder  when  they  read, 

Infcrib'd  on  all  the  grove, 
That  Heaven  itfelf  came  down,  and  bled 

To  win  a  mortal's  love. 

THE  FAIPvEST  AND  THE  ONLY 
BELOVED. 

HONOUR  to  that  diviner  ray 
That  firft  allur'd  my  eyes  away 

From  every  mortal  fair  ; 
All  the  gay  things  that  held  my  fight 
Seem  but  the  twinkling  fparks  of  night, 
And  languifhing  in  doubtful  light 

Die  at  the  morning-ftar. 

Whatever  makes  the  Godhead  great, 

And  fit  to  be  ador'd, 
Whatever  fpeaks  the  creature  fweet, 
And  worthy  of  my  paflion,  meet 

Harmonious  in  my  Lord. 
A  thoufand  graces  ever  rife 

A  bloom  upon  his  face  ; 
A  thoufand  arrows  from  his  eyes 
Shoot  through  my  heart  with  dear  furprifc, 

And  guard  around  the  place. 

All  nature's  art  fhall  never  cure 

The  heavenly  pains  I  found, 
And  'tis  beyond  all  beauty's 

To  make  another  wound ; 
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Earthly  beauties  grow  and  fade  ; 
Nature  heals  the  wounds  fue  made, 

But  charms  fo  much  divine 
Hold  a  long  empire  of  the  heart  ; 
What  heaven  has  join'd  fhall  never  part, 
And  Jefus  mufl  be  mine. 

In  vain  the  envious  fhades  of  night, 

Or  flatteries  of  the  day 
Would  veil  his  image  from  my  fight, 

Or  tempt  my  foul  away  ; 
Jefus  is  all  my  waking  theme, 
His  lovely  form  meets  every  dream, 
And  knows  not  to  depart  : 
The  paffion  reigns 
Through  all  my  veins, 
And  floating  round  the  crimfon  ftream, 
Still  finds  him  at  my  heart. 

Dwell  there,  for  ever  dwell,  my  love  ; 

Here  I  confine  my  fenfe  ; 
Nor  dare  my  wildeft  wifhes  rove 

Nor  ftir  a  thought  from  thence. 
Amidfb  thy  glories  and  thy  grace 
JLet  all  my  remnant-minutes  pafs  ; 

Grant  thou,  Everlafting  Fair, 

Grant  my  foul  a  manfion  there  : 
My  foul  aipires  to  fee  thy  face 
Though  life  fliould  for  the  vifion  pay  ; 
So  rivers  run  to  meet  the  fea, 
And  lofa  their  nature  in  th'  embrace. 
Thou  art  my  ocean,  thou  my  God  ; 
In  thee  the  pafilons  of  the  mind, 
With  joys  and  freedom  unconfin'd, 
Exult  and  fpread  their  powers  abroad. 
Not  ail  the  glittering  things  on  high 
Can  make  my  heaven,  if  thou  remove  ; 
I  fhall  be  tir'd,  and  long  to  die  ; 
Life  is  a  pain  without  thy  love  ; 

Who  could  ever  bear  to  be 

Curft  with  immortality 
Among  the  ftars,  but  far  from  thee  ? 

MUTUAL  LOVE  STRONGER  THAN 


NOT  the  rich  world  of  minds  above 
Can  pay  the  mighty  debt  of  love 

I  owe  to  Chri'ft  my  God  : 
With  pangs  which  none  but  he  could  feel 
He  brought  rny  guilty  foul  from  hell  : 
Not  the  firll  ieraph's  tongue  can  tell 

The  value  of  his  blood. 

Kindly  he  feiz'd  me  in  his  arms, 

From  the  falfe  world's  pernicious  charms 

With  force  divinely  ivvect. 
Had  I  ten  thoufand  lives  my  own, 
At  his  demand] 
With  cheerful  hand, 
I'd  pay  the  vital  treafure  down 
In  hourly  tributes  at  his  feet. 

But,  Saviqur,  let  me  tafte  thy  grace 

With  every  fleeting  breath  ? 
And  through  that  heaven  of  pleafure  pafs, 

To  the  cold  arms  of  death  ; 
Then  I  could  lofe  fucceflive  fouls 

Fad  as  the  minutes  fly  ; 
So  billow  after  billow  rolls 

Tp  kjfs  the  fhore,  and  die, 


The  fuljlance  of  thf  folloiving  Copy,  and  many  vf  ike 
lines ,  ivert  fent  me  Ly  an  ejleemeJ  friend }  Mr.  IV. 
Notts ,  'With  a  deftre  that  I  ivouldform  tht'm  into  a 
Pindaric  Ode;  but  I  retained  bis  meafunst  isfi  / 
fbould  too  much  aU:r  his  fctife. 

A  SIGHT  OF  CHRIST. 

ANGELS  of  light,  your  God  and  King  furround, 

With  noble  fongs ;  in  his  exalted  fiefii 

He  claims  your  worlhip  :  while  his  Taints  on  earth, 

Blefs  their  Redeemer-Goci  with  humble  tongues. 

Angels  with  lofty  honours  crown  his  head  ; 

We  bowing  at  his  feet,  by  faith,  may  feel 

His  diftant  influence,  and  confefs  his  love. 

Once  1  beheld  his  face,  when  beams  divine 
Broke  i'rom  hjs  eye-lids,  and  unufual  light 
Wrapt  me  at  once  in  glory  and  furprife. 
My  joyful  heart  high  leaping  in  my  breaft 
With  tranfport  cry'd,  This  is  the  Chrifl  of  God ; 
Then  threw  my  arms  around  in  fweet  embrace, 
And  clafp'd,  and  bow'd  adoring  low,  till  I  was  loft 
in  him. 

While  he  appears,  no  other  charms  can  hold 
Or  draw  my  foul,  afham'd  of  former  things, 
Which  no  remembrance  now  «li-ferve  or  name, 
Though  with  contempt ;  belt  in  oblivion  hid. 

But  the  bright  fhineaudprefencefoon  withdrew; 
I  fought  him  whom  I  love,  but  found  him  not ; 
I  felt  his  ablence  ;  and  \vith  ftrongeft  cries 
Proclaira'd,  Where  Jefus  is  not,  ail  is  vain. 
Whether  1  hold  him  with  a  full  delight, 
Or  feek  him  panting  with  extreme  defire, 
Tis  he  alone  can  pleafe  my  wondering  foul ; 
To  hold  or  fcek  him  is  my  only  choice. 
If  he  refrain  on  me  to  caft  his  eye 
Down  from  his  palace,  nor  my  longing  foul 
With  upward  look  can  fpy  my  deareft  Lord, 
Through  his  blew  pavement  I  behold  him  ftill 
With  fweet  reflection  on  the  peaceful  crofs, 
All  in  his  blood  and  anguifh  groaning  deep, 
Gafping  and  dying  there 
This  fight  I  ne'er  can  lofe,  by  it  I  live  : 
A  quickening  virtue  from  his  death  infpir'd 
Is  life  and  breath  to  me  ;  his  flelh  my  food  ; 
His  vital  blood  I  drink,  and  hence  my  flrength. 

I  live ,  I'm  ftrong,  and  now  eternal  life 
Beats  quick  within  my  breaft :  my  vigorous  mind 
Spurns  the  dull  earth,  and  on  her  fiery  wings 
Reaches  the  mount  of  purpofes  divine, 
Counfels  of  peace  betwixt  th'  Almighty  Three 
Conceiv'd  at  once,  and  fign'd  without  debate, 
In  perfect  union  of  th'  eternal  mind. 
With  vail  amaze  I  fee  th'  unfathom'd  thoughts, 
Infinite  fchemcs,  and  infinite  defigns 
Of  God's  own  Heart,  in  which  he  ever  refls. 
Eternity  lies  open  to  my  view  ; 
Here  the  Beginning  and  the  End  of  all 
I  can  difcover ;  Chrift  the  End  of  all, 
And  Chrift  the  great  Beginning ;  he  my  Hea «1, 
My  God,  my  Glory,  and  rny  All  in  All. 

O  that  the  day,  the  joyful  day  were  come, 
When  the  firfl  Adam  from  his  ancient  dufb, 
Crown'd  with  new  honours,  fhall  revive,  and  fee 
Jclus  lys  Suri  and  Lord  ;  while  fhouting  I'ajnu 
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Surround  their  King,  and  God's  Eternal  Son 
Shines  in  the  midft,  but  with  fuperior  beams, 
And  like  himfelf ;  then  the  myflerious  Word 
Long  hid  behind  the  letter  {hall  appear 
All  fpirit  and  life,  and  in  the  fulled:  light 
Stand  forth  to  public  view  :  and  there  difclofe 
His  Father's  facred  works,  and  wonderous  ways  : 
Then  wifdom,  righteciifhefs,  and  grace  divine, 
Throu-h  all  the  infinite  tranfaclions  paft, 
Inwrought  and  filming,  fhall  with  double  blaze 
Strike  our  aftonifh'd  eyes,  and  ever  reign 
.Admir'd  and  glorious  in  triumphant  light. 

Death,  and  the  tempter,  and  the  man  of  fin, 
Now  at  the  bar  arraign'd,  in  judgment  caft, 
Shall  vex  the  faints  no  more  :  but  perfed  love 
And  loudeft  praifes  perfed:  joy  create, 
Vhile.evcr-circlingyears  maintain  the  blifsful  flate. 

LOVE  ON  A  CROSS,  AND  A  THRONE. 

Now  let  my  faith  grow  ftrong,  and  rife, 
And  view  my  Lord  in  all  his  love  ; 
Look  back  to  hear  his  dying  cries, 
Then  mount  and  fee  his  throne  above. 

See  where  he  languifh'd  on  the  c'rofs  ; 
Beneath  my  fins  he  groan' d  and  dy'd  j 
See  where  he  fits  to  plead  my  caufe 
By  his  Almighty  Father's  fide. 

If  I  behold  his  bleeding  heart, 
There  love  in  floods  of  forrow  reigns, 
He  triumphs  o'er  the  killing  fmart, 
And  buys  my  pleafure  with  his  pains. 

Or  if  I  climb  th'  eternal  hills 
Where  the  decir  Conqueror  fits  enthron'd,, 
Still  in  his  heart  companion  dwells, 
Near  the  memorials  of  his  wound  : 

How  mall  a  pardon'd  rebel  mow 
How  much  I  love  my  dying  God  ? 
Lord,  here  I  banifh  every  foe, 
I  hate  the  fins  that  coft  thy  blood. 

I  hold  no  more  commerce  with  hell, 
My  deareft  lufts  mail  all  depart ; 
But  let  thine  image  ever  dwell 
Stampt  as  a  feal  upon  my  heart. 

A  PREPARATORY  THOUGHT 

FOR   THE   LORD'S   SUPPER. 

In  Imitation  of  Ifaiab  kiii.  I,  2,  3. 

WHAT  heavenly  Man,  or  lovely  God, 
Comes  marching  downward  from  the  fkies, 
Array'd  in  garments  roll'd  in  blood, 
With  joy  and  pity  in  his  eyes. 

The  Lord  !  the  Saviour  !  yes,  'tis  he  ; 
I  know  him  by  the  fmiles  he  wears  ; 
Dear  glorious  Man  that  dy'd  for  me, 
Drench'd  deep  in  agonies  and  tears  1 

Lo,  he  reveals  nis  mining  breaft ; 
I  own  thofe  wcunds,  and  I  adore  : 
Lo^  he  prepares  a  royal  feaft, 
Sweet  fruit  of  the  fharp  pangs  he  bore  ! 

Whence  flow  thefe  favours  fo  divine  ! 
\  why  -fo  lavifh  of  thy  blood  ? 
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Why  for  fuch  earthly  fouls  as  mine, 
This  heavenly  flefh,  this  facred  food  ? 
'Twas  his  own  love  that  made  him  bleed, 
That  nail'd  him  to  the  curfed  tree  ; 
'Twas  his  own  love  this  table  fpread 
For  fuch  unworthy  worms  as  we. 


Then  let  us  tafte  the  Saviour's  love  ; 
Come,  faith,  and  feed  upon  the  Lord  : 
With  glad  confent  our  lips  fhall  move, 
And  fweet  hofannas  crown  the  board. 

CONVERSE  WITH  CHRIST. 

I'M  tir'd  with  vifits,  modes,  and  forms, 
And  flatteries  paid  to  fellow-worms  ; 

Their  converfation  cloys ; 
Their  vain  amours,  and  empty  fluff: 
But  I  can  ne'er  enjoy  enough  - 

Of  thy  heft  company,  my  Lord,  thou  life  of  all  my 

When  he  begins  to  tell  his  love, 
Through  every  -vein  my  paffions  move, 

The  captives  of  his  tongue  : 
In  midnight  fhades,  on  froity  ground, 
I  could  attend  the  pleafing  found, 
Nor  ihould  I  feel  December  cold,  nor  think  the 
darknds  long. 

There,  while  I  hear  my  Saviour-God 
Count  o'er  the  fins  (a  heavy  load) 

He  bore  upon  tfee  tree, 
Inward  I  blulh  with  fecret  fhame, 
And  weep,  and  love,  and  blefs  the  name 
That  knew  not  guilt  nor  grief  his  own,  but  bare 
it  all  for  me. 

Next  he  defcribes  the  thorns  he  wore, 
And  tulks  his  bloody  paffion  o'er, 

Till  I  am  drown'd  in  tears : 
Yet  with  the  fympathetic  fmart 
There's  a  ftrange  joy  beats  round  my  heart ; 
The  curfed  tree  has  blefiings  in't,  my  fweeteft 
balm  it  bears. 

I  hear  the  glorious  fufferer  tell, 
How  on  his  crofs  he  vanquifh'd  hell, 

And  all  the  powers  beneath : 
Tranfported  and  infpir'd,  my  tongue 
Attempts  his  triumphs  in  a  fong  ; 
"  How  has  the  ferpent  loft  his  fcing  !  and  w  here's 
thy  victory,  death!" 

But  when  he  mows  his  hands  and  heart,' 
With  thofe  dear  prints  of  dying  fmart, 

He  f  ts  my  foul  on  fire  : 
Not  the  beloved  John  could  reft 
With  more  delight  upon  that  breaft, 
Nor  Thomas  pry  into  thofe  wounds  with  more  in« 
tenfe  defire. 

Kindly  he  opens  me  his  ear, 

And  bids  me  pour  my  forrow  there, 

And  tell  him  all  my  pains  : 
Thus  while  I  eafe  my  burden'd  heart, 
In  every  woe  he  bears  a  part,         [head  fuftains, 
His  arms  embrace  me,  and  his  hand  my  drooping 

Fly  from  my  .thoughts,  all  human  things, 
And  fporting  fwains,  and  fighting  kings, 

And  tales  of  wanton  love  : 
My  foul  difdains  that  litile  fnare 
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TKc  tangles  of  Amlra's  hair ; 
Thine  arms,  my  God,  are  fweeter  bands,  nor  can 
my  heart  remove. 

GRACE   SHINING,   AND   NATURE 
FAINTING. 

Sol.  Song,  i.  3.  &  ii.  5.  &  vi.  5. 

TELL  me,  faireft  of  thy  kind, 

Tell  me  Shepherd,  all  divine, 

Where  this  fainting  head  reclin'd 

May  relieve  fuch  cares  as  mine  : 

Shepherd,  lead  me  to  thy  grove  ; 
If  burning  noon  infe<5l  the  iky, 
The  fickening  flieep  to  covert  fly, 
The  fheep  not  half  fo  faint  as  I, 
Thus  overcome  with  love. 

.Say,  thou  dear  Sovereign  of  my  breaft, 
Where  doft  thou  lead  thy  flock  to  reft  : 

Why  fhould  I  appear  like  one 

Wild  and  wandering  all  alone, 

Unbeloved  and  unknown  ? 

O  my  Great  Redeemer,  fay, 

Shall  I  turn  my  feet  aftray  ! 
Will  Jefus  bear  to  fee  me  rove, 
To  fee  me  feek  another  love  ? 

Ne'er  had  I  known  his  deareft  name, 
Ne'er  had  I  felt  this  inward  flame,         [found  : 
Had  not  his  heart-firings  firft  began  the  tender 
Nor  can  I  bear  the  thought,  that  he 
Should  leave  the  iky, 
Should  bleed  and  die, 
Should  love  a  wretch  fo  vile  as  me 
Without  returns  of  paflion  for  his  dying  wound. 

His  eyes  are  glory  mix'd  with  grace  ; 

In  his  delightful  awful  face 

Sits  majefty  and  gentlenefs. 
So  tender  is  my  bleeding  heart 
That  with  a  frown  he  kills  : 

His  abfence  is  perpetual  fmart ; 

Nor  is  my  foul  refin'd  enough 

To  bear  the  beaming  of  his  love, 
And  feel  his  warmer  fmiles. 

Where  fhall  I  reft  this  drooping  head  ? 
I  love,  I  love  the  fun,  and  yet  I  want  the  fhade. 

My  finking  fpirits  feebly  ftrive 

T'  endure  the  ecftafy  ; 
Beneath  thefe  rays  I  cannot  live, 

And  yet  without  them  die. 
None  knows  the  pleafure  and  the  pain 
That  all  my  inward  powers  fuftain  [again. 

But  fuch  as  feel  a  Saviour's  love,  and  love  the  God 
Oh,  why  fhould  beauty  heavenly  bright 

Stoop  to  charm  a  mortal's  fight, 
And  torture  with  the  fweet  excefs  of  light  ? 
Our  hearts,  alas  !  how  frail  their  make  ! 
With  their  own  weight  of  joy  they  break, 
Oh,  why  is  love  fo  ftrong,  and  nature's  felf  fo 
weak  ? 

Turn,  turn  away  thine  eyes, 

Afccnd  the  azure  hills,  and  Ihine 
Among  the  happy  tenants  of  the  ikies, 
They  can  fuftain  a  vifion  fo  divine. 

O  turn  thy  lovely  glories  from  me, 
The  joys  are  too  intenfe,  the  glories  overcome  me, 


Dear  Lord,  forgive  my  rafli  corttjplaint, 

And  love  me  ftill 
Againft  my  froward  will ; 
Unveil  thy  beauties,  though  I  faint. 

Send  the  great  herald  from  the  iky, 

And  at  the  trumpet's  awful  roar 

This  feeble  ftate  of  things  fhall  fly, 

And  pain  and  pleafure  mix  no  more  : 

Then  ihall  I  gaze  with  ftrengthened  fight 

On  glories  infinitely  bright, 
My  heart  fhall  all  be  love,  my  Jefus  all  delight. 

LOVE  TO  CHRIST  PRESENT  OR  ABSENT,. 

OF  all  the  joys  we  mortals  know, 
Jefus,  thy  love  exceeds  the  reft ; 
Love  the  beft  blefiings  here  below, 
And  ncareft  image  of  the  bleft. 

Sweet  are  my  thoughts,  and  foft  my  cares. 
When  the  celeftial  flame  I  feel ; 
In  all  my  hopes,  and  all  my  fears, 
There's  fomething  kind  and  pleafing  ftill. 

While  I  am  held  in  hit  embrace, 
There's  not  a  thought  attempts  to  rove  ; 
Each  fmile  he  wears  upon  his  face 
Fixes,  and  charms,  and  fires  my  love. 

He  fpeaks,  and  ftrait  immortal  joys 
Run  through  my  ears,  and  reach  my  heart  j, 
My  foul  all  melts  at  that  dear  voice, 
And  pleafure  fhoots  through  every  part. 

If  he  withdraw  a  moment's  fpace, 
He  leaves  a  facred  pledge  behind ; 
Here  in  this  breaft  his  image  ftays, 
The  grief  and  comfort  of  my  mind. 

While  of  his  abfence  I  complain, 
And  long,  and  weep  as  lovers  do, 
There's  a  ftrange  pleafure  in  the  pain, 
And  tears  have  their  own  fweetnefs  too. 

When  round  his  courts  by  day  I  rove, 
Or  afk  the  watchmen  of  the  night 
For  fome  kind  tidings  of  my  love, 
His  very  name  creates  delight. 

Jefus,  my  God ;  yet  rather  come ; 
Mine  eyes  would  dwell  upon  thy  face  ; 
'Tis  beft  to  fee  my  Lord  at  home, 
And  feel  the  prefence  of  his  grace. 

THE  ABSENCE  OF  CHRIST; 

COME,  lead  me  to  fome  lofty  fhade 

Where  turtles  moan  their  loves ; 
Tall  fhadows  were  for  lovers  made  ; 

And  grief  becomes  the  groves. 

'Tis  no  mean  beauty  of  the  ground 

That  has  enflav'd  mine  eyes  ; 
I  faint  beneath  a  nobler  wound, 

Nor  love  below  the  ikies. 

Jefus,  the  fpring  of  all  that's  bright, 

The  Everlafting  Fair, 
Heaven's  ornament,  and  heaven's  delight^ 

Is  my  eternal  care. 

But,  ah  !  how  far  above  this  grave^ 
Does  the  bright  charmer  dwell  v 
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Abfence,  thou  keeneft  wound  to  love, 
That  fharpeft  pain,  I  feel. 

Penfive  I  climb  the  facred  hills, 
And  near  him  vent  my  woes  : 

Yet  his  fweet  face  he  fti'll  conceals, 
Yet  ftill  my  paffion  grows. 

I  murmur  to  the  hollow  vale, 

I  tell  the  rocks  my  flame, 
And  blefs  the  echo  in  her  ceil 

That  beffc  repeats  her  name. 


My  paffion  breathes  perpetual 
Till  pitying  winds  ihall  hear 
And  gently  bear  them  up  the  ikies, 


hear, 
the 
And  gently  wound  his  ear. 


DESIRING  HIS  DESCENT  TO  EARTH. 

JESUS,  I  love.     Come,  deareft  name, 
Come  and  poffefs  this  heart  of  mine  ; 
I  love,  though  'tis  a  fainter  flame, 
And  infinitely  lefs  than  thine. 

0  !  it  my  Lord  would  leave  the  fkies, 
Dreft  in  the  rays  of  mildelt  grace, 
My  foul  fhould  haflen  to  my  eyes 
To  meet  the  pleasures  of  his  face. 

How  would  I  feaft  on  all  his  charms, 
Then  round  his  lovely  feet  entwine  ! 
WorfiMp  and  love,  in  all  their  forms, 
Should  honour  beauty  fo  divine. 

In  vain  the  tempter's  flattering  tongue, 
The  v/orld  in  vain  fha.ll  bid  me  move, 
In  vain  ;  for  I  fhould  gaze  fo  long 
Till  I  were  all  transform'd  to  love. 

Then  (mighty  God)  I'd  fmg  and  fay, 
"  What  empty  names  are  crowns  and  kings  ! 
*'  AiTiongft  them  give  thefe  worlds  away, 
"  'I  hefe  litt'e  delpjcable  things.1' 

1  would  not  aflc  to  climb  the  fky 
Nor  envy  angels  their  abode, 

1  have  a  heaven  as  bright  and  high 
In  the  bleft  vifinn  of  my  God. 

ASCENDING  TO  HIM  IN  HEAVEN. 

'Tis  pure  delight,  without  alloy, 

Jefus,  to  hear  thy  name, 
My  fpirit  leaps  with  inward  joy, 

I  feel  the  facred  flame. 

My  pamons  hold  a  pleafmg  reign, 

With  love  infpircs  my  breall, 
Love,  the  divineit  of  the  train, 

The  fovereigu  of  the  reft. 

This  is  the  grace  muft  live  and  ling, 

When  faith  and  fear  fhall  ceafe, 
Muft  found  from  every  joyful  firing 

Through  the  fweet  groves  of  blifs, 

Let  life  immortal  feize  my  clay  ; 

Let  love  refine  my  blood  ; 
Her  flames  can  bear  my  foul  away, 

Can  brin^  me  near  my  God. 

Swift  1  afcend  the  heavenly  place, 
And  hailen  to  my  home  ; 


leap  to  meet  thy  kind  embrace ; 
1  come,  O  Lord,  I  come. 

>ink  down,  ye  feparatirg  hills, 

Let  guilt  and  death  remove : 
Tis  love  that  drives  my  chariot-wheels, 

And  death  mud  yield  to  love. 

THE  PRESENCE  OF  GOD  WORTH  DYING 
FOR: 

OR,  THE  DEATH  O?   MOSES. 

LORD,  'tis  an  infinite  delight 

To  fee  thy  holy  face, 
To  dwell  whole  ages  in  thy  fight, 

And  feel  thy  vital  rays. 

This  Gabriel  knows  ;  and  fings  thy  name 

With  rapture  on  his  tongue  ; 
Mofes  the  faint  enjoys  the  lame, 

And  heaven  repeats  the  fong. 

While  the  bright  nation  founds  thy  praife 

From  each  eternal  hill, 
Sweet  odours  of  exhaling  grace 

The  happy  region  fill. 

Thy  love,  a  fea  without  a  fhore, 

Spreads  life  and  joy  abread  : 
O  'tis  a  heaven  worth  dying  for 

To  fee  a  fmiling  God  1 

Show  me  thy  face,  and  I'll  away 

From  all  inferior  things ; 
Speak,  Lord,  and  here  I  quit  my  clay, 

And  ftretch  my  airy  wings. 

Sweet  was  the  journey  to  the  flcy, 

The  wondrous  prophet  try'd  ; 
«  Climb  up  the  mount,"  fays  God,  "  and  die ;" 

The  prophet  climb'd  and  dy'd. 

Softly  his  fainting  head  he  lay 

Upon  his  Maker's  breaft, 
His  Maker  kifs'd  his  foul  a\vay, 

And  laid  his  flefh  to  reft. 

In  God's  own  arms  he  left  the  breath 

That  God's  own  fpirit  gave  ; 
His  v/as  the  uobleft  road  to  death. 

And  his  the  fweeteft  grave. 

LONG  FOR  HIS  RETURN. 

O  'TWAS  a  mournful  parting  day  ! 

Farewell,  my  fpoufe,  he  faid  ; 
(How  tedious,  Lord,  is  thy  delay  ! 

How  long  my  Love  hath  {laid!) 

Farewell !  at  once  he  left  the  ground, 

And  climb'd  his  Father's  fky ; 
Lord,  I  would  tempt  thy  chariot  down, 

Or  leap  to  thee  on  high.  *» 

Round  the  creation  wild  1  rove, 

And  fearch  the  globe  in  vain  ; 
There's  nothing  here  that's  worth  ray  love 

Till  thou  return  again. 

My  paffu-iis  fly  to  feek  their  King, 

And  fend  their  groans  abroad, 
They  beat  the  air  with  heavy  wing^ 

And  mourn  an  abfent  God  : 
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With  imvard  pain  my  heart-firings  found. 

My  foul  diflolvcs  away, 
Dear  Sovereign,  whirl  the  feafons  round, 

And  bring  the  promis'd  day. 

HOPE  IN  DARKNESS. 

YET  gracious  God, 

Yet  will  I  feek  thy  fmiling  fare  ; 
What  though  a  fhort  eclipfe  his  beauties  fhroud, 

And  bar  the  influence  of  his  rays. 
"Tis  but  a  morning  vapour,  or  a  fummer  cloud  : 
He  is  my  fun  though  he  refufe  to  {bine, 

Though  for  a  moment  he  depart 

I  dwell  for  ever  on  his  heart, 
For  ever  he  on  mine. 

Early  before  the  light  arife 

I'll  fpring  a  thought  away  to  God; 

The  paffion  of  my  heart  and  eyes 

Shall  fiioat  a  thoufand  groans  and  fighs. 

A  thoufand  glances  ftrike  the  ikies, 
The  floor  of  his  abode. 

Dear  Sovereign,  hear  thy  fervant  pray, 
Bend  the  blue  heavens,  Eternal  King, 
Downward  thy  cheerful  graces  bring ; 

Or  {hall  1  breathe  in  vain  and  pant  my  hours  away  ? 

Break,  glorious  brightnefs,  through  the  gloomy 
Low  how  the  armies  of  defpair  [veil, 

Aloft  their  footy  banners  rear 
Round  my  poor  captive  foul,  and  dare 
Pronounce  me  prifoner  of  hell. 
But  thou,  my  Sun,  and  thou  my  Shield, 
"Wile  lave  me  in  the  bloody  field  ;  [rav> 

'Break,  glorious  brightnefs,  {hoot  one  glimmering 
One  glance  of  thine  creates  a  day, 
And  drives  the  troops  of  hell  away. 

Happy  the  limes,  but  ah  !  the  times  are  gone 
•When  wondrous  power  and  radiant  grace 
Round  the  tall  arches  of  the  temple  ihone, 
And  mingled  their  victorious  rays  ; 

Sin,  v/ith  all  its  ghaftly  train, 
Fled  to  the  deeps  of  death  again, 
And  Imiling  triumph  fat  on  every  face  : 
Our  fpirits  raptur'd  with  the  fight 
Where  all  devotion,  all  delight, 
And  loud  hofannas founded  the  Redeemer's  praife. 

Here  could  I  fay, 

(And  point  the  place  whereon  I  flood) 
Here  I  enjoy'd  a  vifit  half  the  day 

From  my  descending  God: 
I  was  regal'd  with  heavenly  fare, 
With  fruit  and  manna  f.-cm  above ; 
Divinely  iwcet  the  bleffings  were 
"While  mine  Emanuel  was  there; 
And  o'er  the  head 
The  conqueror  fpread, 
The  banner  of  his  love. 

Then  why  my  heart  funk  down  fo  low  ? 
Why  do  my  eyes  diffolvc  and  flow, 

And  hopelefs  nature  mourn  ? 
Review,  my  foul,  thofe  pleafing  days. 
Read  his  unalterable  grace 
Through  the  difpleafure  of  his  face, 

And  wait  a  kind  return. 
A  father's  love  may  raife  a  fr,own 
To  chide  the  child,  or  prove  the  for), 

But  love  will  n^'er  dcflroy  j 


The  hour  of  darknefs  is  but  fliort, 
lithvbe  thy  life,  and  patience  thy  fupport, 
The  morning  brings  the  joy. 

COME,  LORD  JESUS. 

VHEN  (hall  thy  lovely  face  be  feen  ? 

fhali  our  eyes  behold  our  God  ? 
What  lengths  of  diftance  lie  between, 
Lnd  hills  of  guilt  ?  a  heavy  load ! 

)ur  months  are  ages  of  delay, 
And  flowly  every  minute  wears  : 
ly,  winged  time,  and  roll  away 
Thefe  tedious  rounds  of  fluggifh  years. 

e  heavenly  gates,  loofe  ail  your  chains, 
et  the  eternal  pillars  bow  ;  ' 

Saviour,  cleave  the  flarry  plains, 
<\nd  make  the  cryflal  mountains  iiow. 

rlark,  ho\v  thy  foints  unite  their  cries; 
\nd  pray  ar.cl  wait  the  general  doom  ; 
Come,  thou,  the  foul  of  all  our  joys, 
fhou,  the  deiire  of  nations,  conic. 

Put  thy  bright  robes  of  triumph  on, 
A.nd  blefs  our  eyes,  and  blefs  our  ears, 
Thou  abfcnt  love,  thou  dear  unknown, 
Thou  fairefl  of  ten  thoufand  fairs. 

Our  heart-firings  groan  with  deep  complaint, 
Our  fleih  lies  panting,  Lord,  for  thee, 
And  every  limb,  and  every  joint, 
Stretches  for  immortality. 

Our  fpirits  make  their  wings, 
And  burn  to  meet  thy  flying  throne  ? 
We  rife  away  from  mortal  things 
T'  attend  thy  mining  chariot  down. 

Now  let  our  cheerful  eyes  furvey 
The  blazing  earth  and  melting  hills, 
And  fmile  to  fee  the  lightnings  play, 
And  flafh  along  before  thy  wheels. 

0  for  a  fhout  of  violent  joys 

To  join  the  trumpet's  thundering  found  ! 
The  angel  herald  fhakes  the  fkies, 
Awakes  the  graves,  and  tears  the  ground. 

Ye  {lumbering  faints,  a  heavenly  hoft 
Stands  waiting  at  your  gaping  tombs ; 
Let  every  facred  lleeping  duft 
Leap  into  life,  for  Jefus  comes. 

Jefus,  the  God  of  might  and  love, 
New-moulds  our  limbs  of  cumberous  clay ; 
Quick  as  feraphic-flames  we  move, 
A6tive  and  young,  and  fair  as  they. 

Our  airy  feet  with  unknown  flight, 
Gwift  as  the  motions  of  defire, 
Run  up  the  hills  of  heavenly  light, 
And  leave  the  weltering  world  in  fire. 

BEWAILING  MY  OWN  INCONSTANCY* 

1  LOVE  thwLord  !  but  ah  !  how  far 
My  thoughts  from  the  dear  object  are  ! 
This  wanton  heart  how  wide  it  roves  I 
And  fancy  meets  a  thoufand  loves. 

If  my  foul  burn  to  fee  my  God, 
I  tread  the  courts  of  his  abode, 
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But  troops  of  rivals  throng  the  place, 
And  tempt  me  off  before  his  face. 

Would  I  enjoy  my  Lord  alone, 

I  bid  my  paffions  all  be  gone, 

All  but  my  love  ;  and  charge  my  will 

To  bar  the  door  and  guard  it  ftill. 

But  cares,  or  trifles,  make,  or  find, 
Still  new  avenues  to  the  mind, 
Till  I  with  grief  and  wonder  fee, 
Huge  crowds  bet\v  ixt  the  Lord  and  me. 

Oft  I  am  told  the  mufe  will  prove 
A  friend  to  piety  and  love ; 
Strait  I  beg-in  fome  facred  fong, 
And  take  my  Saviour  en  my  tongue. 

Strangely  I  lofe  his  lovely  face, 
To  hold  the  empty  founds  in  chafe  ; 
At  beft  the  chimes  divid^  my  heart, 
And  the  mufe  fhar^s  the  larger  part. 

Falfe  confident  i   and  falfer  breaft  ! 
Fickle,  and  fond  of  every  gucft  : 
Each  airy  imave  as  it  flies 
Here  finds  admittance  through  my  eyes. 

This  foolifh  heart  can  leave  her  God, 
And  fhanows  tempt  her  thoughts  abroad  : 
How  fhall  I  fix  this  wandering  mind  ? 
Or  throw  my  fetters  on  the  wind  ? 

Look  gently  down  Almighty  Grace, 
Prifbn  me  round  in  thine  embrace  ? 
Pity  the  foul  that  would  be  thine, 
And  let  thy  power  my  love  confine. 

Say  when  fhall  the  bright  moment  be 
That  I  mall  live  alone  for  thee, 
My  heart  no  foreign  Lords  adore, 
And  the  wild  mufe  prove  falle  no  more  ! 

FORSAKEN,  YET  HOPING. 

HAPPY  the  hours,  the  golden  days, 
When  I  could  call  my  Jefus  mine, 
And  fit  and  view  his  imiling  face, 
And  melt  in  pleafures  all-divine. 

Near  to  my  heart,  within  my  arms 
He  lay,  till  fin  defil'd  my  breaft, 
Till  broken  vows,  and  earthly  charms, 
Tir'd  and  provok'd  my  heavenly  gueft. 

And  now  he's  gone,  (O  mighty  woe  !) 
Gone  from  my  foul,  and  hides  his  love  ! 
Curfe  on  you,  fins,  that  griev'd  him  fo, 
Ye  fins,  that  forc'd  him  to  remove. 

Break,  break,  my  heart ;  complain,  my  tongue 
Hither,  my  friends,  your  forrows  bring  i 
Angels,  aflift  my  doleful  fong, 
If  you  have  e'er  a  mourning  firing. 

But,  ah  !,  your  joys  are  ever  high, 
Ever  his  lovely  face  you  fee  ; 
While  my  poor  fpirits  pant  and  die, 
And  groan  for  thee,  my  God,  for  thee. 

Yet  let  my  hope  look  through  my  tears, 
And  fpy  afar  his  rolling  throne  ; 
His  chariot  through  the  cleaving  fpheres 
Shall  bring  the  bright  Beloved  down. 

Swift  as  a  roe  flies  o'er  the  hills, 

My  foul  fprings  out  to  meet  him  high, 


Then  the  fair  Conqueror  turns  his  wheels, 
And  climbs  the  manfions  of  the  Iky. 

There  fmiling  joy  for  ever  reigns, 
No  more  the  turtle  leaves  ,the  dove  ; 
Farewell  to  jealoufies,  and  pains, 
And  all  the  ills  of  abfent  love. 

THE  CONCLUSION. 

GOD   EXALTED  ABOVE  ALL   PRAISE. 

ETERNAL  Power  !  whofe  high  abode 
Becomes  the  grandeur  of  a  God; 
Infinite  length  beyond  the  bounds 
Where  ftars  revolve  their  little  rounds. 

The  loweft  ftep  above  thy  feat 

Rifes  too  high  for  Gabriel's  feet, 

In  vain  the  tall  archangel  tries 

To  reach  thine  height  with  wondering  eyci. 

Thy  dazzling  beauties  whilft  he  fings, 
Ke  hides  his  face  behind  his  wings  ; 
And  ranks  of  fhining  thrones  around 
Fall  worfhipping,  and  fpread  the  ground. 

Lord,  what  fhall  earth  and  afhes  do  ! 
We  would  adore  our  Maker  too  ; 
From  fin  and  duft  to  thee  we  cry, 
The  Great,  the  Holy,  and  the  High  ! 

Earth  from  afar  has  heard  the  fame, 
And  worms  have  learnt  to  lifp  thy  name  ; 
But  O,  the  glories  of  thy  mind 
Leave  all  our  foaring  thoughts  behind. 

God  is  in  heaven,  and  men  below ; 
Be  fhort,  our  tunes ;  our  words  be  few; 
A  facred  reverence  checks  our  fongs, 
And  praife  fits  filent  on  our  tongues. 

"  Tibi  filet  laus,  O  Deus."  Pfal.  Ixv.  r. 


BOOK    II. 

SACRED  TO  HONOUR,  VIRTUE,  AND 
FRIENDSHIP. 


TO  HER  MAJESTY. 

Q.UEEN  of  the  northern  world,  whofe  gentle  fway 
Commands  our  love,  and  charms  our  hearts  t'  obey, 
Forgive  the  nation's  groan  when  William  dy'd  : 
Lo,  at  thy  feet  in  all  the  royal  pride 
Of  blooming  joy,  three  happy  realms  appear, 
And  William's  urn  almofl  without  a  tear    [tongue 
Stands;  nor  complains;  while  from  thy  gracious 
Peace  flows  in  filver  ftreams  amidft  the  throng. 
Amazing  balm,  that  on  thofe  lips  was  found 
To  foothe  the  torment  of  that  mortal  wound, 
And  calm  the  wild  affright !   The  terror  dies     "^ 
The  bleeding  wound  cements,  the  danger  flies,  f 
And  Albion  fhouts  thine  honours  as  her  joysi" 
arife.  Jt 

The  German  eagle  feels  her  guardian  dead, 
Not  her  own  thunder  can  fecure  her  head  ; 
Her  trembling  eagles  haften  from  afar, 
And  Belgia's  lion  dreads  the  Gallic  war  : 
All  hide  behind  thy  fhield.     Remoter  lands 
Whofe  lives  lay  trailed  in  Naflbvian  hands 


Transfer  their  fouls,  and  live;  fecure  they  play 
In  thy  mild  rays,  and  love  the  growing  day. 


Thy  beamy  wing  at  once  defends^and  warms 
Tainting  religion,  whilft  in  various  forms 
Fair  piety  fhines  through  the  Britifh  iiles  : 
Here  at  thy  fide,  and  in  thy  kindeft  fmiles  * 
Blazing  in  ornamental  gold  fhe  ftands,  ~) 

To  blefs  thy  councils  and  affiil  thy  hands, 
And  crowds  wait  round  her  to  receive  commands,  j 
There  at  a  humble  diftance  from  the  throne  f 
Beauteous  fhe  lies  ;  her  luftre  all  her  own, 
Ungarnifh'd  ;  yet  not  blulhing,  nor  afraid, 
Nor  knows  fufpicion,  nor  arfecls  the  fhade  : 
Cheerful  and  pleas'd  fhe  not  prefumes  to  fhare 
In  thy  parental  krifts,  but  owns  thy  guardian  care. 
For  thee,  dear  fovereign,  endlefs  vows  arife, 
And  zeal  with  earthly  wing  falutes  the  flues 
To  gain  thy  fafety  :  Here  a  folemn  form  * ' 
Of  ancient  words  keeps  the  devotion  warm, 
And  guides,  but  bounds  our  wifhes :  There  the 

mind  f 

Feels  its  own  fire,  and  kindles  unconfin'd 
With  bolder  hopes  .  Yet  ftill  beyond  our  vo-vs, 
Thy  lovely  glories  rife, thy  fpreading  terror  grows, 

Princefs,  the  world  already  owns  thy  name  : 
Go,  mount  the  chariot  of  immortal  fame, 
Nor  die  to  be  renown'd  :  Fame's  Icudeft  breath 
Too  dear  is  purchas'd  by  an  angel's  death. 
The  vengeance  of  thy  rod,  with  general  joy, 
Shall  fcourge  rebellion  and  the  rival-boy  J  : 
Thy  founding  arms  his  Gallic  patron  hears, 
And  fpeeds  his  flight ;  nor  overtakes  his  fears, 
Till  hard  defpair  wring  from  the  tyrant's  foul 
The  iron  tears  out:  Let  thy  frown  control 
Our  angry  jars  at  home,  till  wrath  fubmit 
Her  impious  banners  to  thy  facred  feet ; 
Mad   zeal,  and   frenzy  with  their  murderous! 
train,  ( 

Feel  thefe  fweet  realms  in  thine  uufpicious  reign,  f 
Envy  expire  in  rage,  and  treafon  bite  the  chain.  J 

Let  no  black  fcenes  affright  fair  Albion's  ftage  : 
Thy  thread  of  life  prolong  our  golden  age, 
Long  blefs  the  earth,  and  late  afccnd  thy  throne 
Ethereal ;  (not  thy  deeds  are  there  unknown, 
Nor  there  unfung  ;  for  by  thine  awful  hands     -, 
Heaven  rules  the  waves,  and  thunders  o'er  the  / 

lands, 
Creates  inferior  kings§,  and  gives'em  their  com-  \ 

mands.) 

Legions  attend  thee  at  the  radiant  gates ; 
For  thee  thy  fifter-feraph,  bleft  MarU,  waits. 

But  Oh!  the  parting  ftrokei  Tome  heavenly 

power 

Cheer  thy  fad  Britons  in  the  gloomy  hour; 
Some  new  propitious  ftar  appear  on  high 
The  faireft  glory  of  the  weftern  Iky, 
And  Anna  be  its  name ;  with  gentle  fway 
To  check  the  planets  of  malignant  ray, 


*   The  eflablijbed  church  of  England. 
f  The  Protejhint  dijenters. 
\  The  Pretender. 
§  Sle  made  Charles  the  Emperor's  fccondfon  King  oj 
Sj>aint  ivho  u'as  afterwards  Emperor  of  Germany. 
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Soothe  the  rude  north  wind>andtheruggedbear,'Y 
[^alin,  rifing  wars  heal  the  contagious  air,          / 
And  reign  with  peaceful  influence  to  the  ibuth- 1" 
ern  fphere.  j 


Note,  This  poem  was  written  in  the  year  1705,  in 
that  honourable  part  of  the  reign  of  our  late  queen,  when 
<he  had  broke  the  French  power  at  Blenheim,  affertcd 
the  -right  of  Charles  the  prefcnt  emperor  to  the  crown 
of  Spain,  exerted  her  zeal  for  the  ProteJiantfucceJJicn^ 
andpromifcd  inviolably  to  maintain  the  toleration  to  the 
Protejlant  dijfenters.  Thus  Jhe  appeared  the  chief  fup~ 
port  of  the  Reformation,  and  the  patronefs  of  the  liberties 
of  Europe. 

The  latter  part  of  her  reign  wots  of  a  different  colour ', 
and  was  by  no  means  attended  with  the  accomplishment 
of  thofe  glorious  hopes  tvoicb  we  bad  conceived.  Noio 
the  mufe  cannot  fatisfy  herfelf  to  puhl'Jb  this  new  ediiiont 
without  acknowledging  the  tnijlake  of  her  former  pre- 
rages,  and  "while- fbe  does  the  world  this  jujiice,  jke  doss 
herfelf  the  honour  of  a  voluntary  retraction. 


i.  1721. 
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PALINODIA. 


BRITONS,  forgive  the  forward  mufe 
That  dar'd  prophetic  feals  to  loofe, 
(Unflcill'd  in  fates  eternal  book) 
And  the  deep  characters  miftook. 

George  is  the  name,  that  glorious  ftar  ; 
Ye  faw  his  fplendors  beaming  far  ; 
Saw  in  the  eaft  your  joys  arife, 
When  Anna  funk  in  weftern  ikies, 
Streaking  the  heavens  with  crimfon  gloom, 
Emblems  of  tyranny  and  Rome, 
Portending  blood  and  night  to  come. 
'Twas  George  diffus'd  a  vital  ray, 
And  gave  the  dy-tig  nations  day  : 
His  influence  foothes  the  Ruffian  bear, 
Calms  rifing  wa/s,  and  heals  the  air  ; 
Join'd  with  the  fun  his  beams  are  iiurl'd 
To  fcatter  bleffings  round  the  world, 
Fulfil  whate'er  the  mufe  has  fpoke, 
And  crown  the  \voik  that  Anne  foiTook. 

Auguft  i.  1721. 


TO  JOHN  LOCKE, 


RETIRED     FROM     BUSINESS. 

ANGELS  are  made  of  heavenly  things, 
And  light  and  love  our  fouls  compole, 
Their  blifs  within  their  bofom  fprings, 
Within  their  bofom  flows. 

But  narrow  minds  ftill  make  pretence 
To  fearchthe  coafts  of  flefh  and  fenfe, 
And  fetch  diviner  pleafures  thence. 
Men  are  akin  to  ethereal  forme, 
But  thet  belye  their  nobler  birth, 
Debafe  their  honour  down  to  earth, 

And  claim  a  fhare  with  worms. 

He  that  has  treafures  of  his  own 
May  leave  the  cottage  or  the  throne, 
May  quit  the  globe,  and  dwell  alone 

Within  his  fpacious  mind. 
Locke  hath  a  foul  wide  as  the  fea, 
Calm  as  the  night,  bright  as  the  day, 
There  n.ay  his  vafl  ideas  play, 

Nor  feel  a  thought  ^onffo'd. 
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TO  JOHN  SHUTE,  ESQ., 
(AFTERWARDS  LORD  HARRINGTON.) 

On  Mr  Locke's  dangerous  Sicknefs,fometime  after  belad 
retired  to  jludy  tie  Scriptures.     June,  1 704. 

AND  muft  the  man  of  wonderous  mind 

(Now  his  rich  thoughts  are  jufl  refin'd) 
I  orfuke  our  longing  eyes  ? 

Reafon  at  length  fubmits  to  wear 

The  wings  of  faith  ;  and  lo,  they  rear 

Her  chariot  high,  and  nobly  bear 
Her  prophet  to  the  fkies. 

Go,  friend,  and  wait  the  prophet's  flight, 
Watch  if  his  mantle  chance  to  light, 

And  feize  it  for  thy  own  ; 
Shute  is  the  darling  of  his  years, 
Young  Shute  his  better  liksnefs  bears ; 
All  but  his  wrinkles  and  his  hairs 

Arc  copy'd  in  hisfon. 

Thus  when  our  follies,  or  our  faults, 
Call  for  the  pity  of  thy  thoughts, 

Thy  pen  fhu.ll  make  us  wife  : 
The  fa  Hies  of  whofe  youthful  wit 
•Could  pierce  the  Brinfli  logs  with  lighf. 
Piaci  our  true  *  intereft  in  our  fight, 

And  open  half  our  eye?. 

TO  MR.  WILLIAM  NOKES. 

FRIENDSHIP.       I*O2. 

FRIENDSHIP,  thou  charmer  of  the  mind, 

Thou  fweet  deluding  ill, 
The  brighteft  minute  mortals  find, 

And  fharpefi  hour  we  feel. 

Fate  has  divided  all  cur  mares 

Of  pleafure  and  of  pain  ; 
In  love  the  comforts  and  the  cares 

Are  mix'd  and  join'd  again. 

But  whilft  in  floods  our  forrow  rolls, 

And  drops  of  joy  are  few, 
This  dear  delight  of  mingling  fouls 

Serves  but  to  fwell  our  woe. 

Oh  !  why  fhould  blifs  depart,  in  haile, 

And  friendlhip  flay  to  moan  ? 
Why  the  fond  paflion  cling  fo  fait, 

When  every  joy  is  gone  ? 

Yet  never  let  our  hearts  divide, 

Nor  death  diiTolve  the  chain  : 
for  love  and  joy  were  once  ally'd, 

And  muft  be  join'd  again. 

TO  NATHANIEL  GOULD,  ESQ^ 

AFTERWARDS    SIR    NATHANAEL     GOULD.    I/O4 

5Tis  not  by  fplendor,  or  by  ftate, 

Exalted  mien,  or  lofty  j:ate, 
J^y  mufe  ukcs  meafuies  of  a  king: 

If  wealth,  or  height,  or  bulk  will  do, 

She  callr,  each  mountain  of  Peru 
A  more  majeftic  thing. 

Frown  on  me,  friend,  if  t'cr  I  bcaft 

O'er  fellow-minds  enflav'd  in  clay, 

*  Tbt  intertjl  of  England,  written  f>y  Mr.  Sbute. 


Or  fwell  when  I  fhall  have  engrofc 
A  larger  heap  of  fhining  dull, 
And  wear  a  bigger  load  of  earth  than  they. 
Let  the  vain  world  falute  me  loud, 
My  thoughts  look  inward,  and  forget 
The  founding  names  of  high  and  great, 
The  flatteries  of  the  crowd. 

When  Gould  commands  his  ihips  to  rufl 
And  fearch  the  traffic  of  the  lea, 
His  fleet  o'ertakes  the  falling  day, 
And  bears  the  weftern  minds  av/ay, 
)r  richer  fpices  from  the  rifing  fun  : 
While  the  glad  tenants  of  the  more 
Shout,  and  pronounce  him  fcnator  *, 

Yet  fhiil  the  man's  the  fame  : 
For  well  the  happy  merchant  knows 
The  foul  with  treafure  never  grows, 

Nor  fwells  with  airy  fame. 

Buttraft  me,  Gould,  'tis  lawful  pride 
To  rife  above  the  mean  control 
Of  flefh  and  fenfe,  to  which  we're  ty'd ; 
This  is  ambition  that  becomes  a  foul. 

We  fteer  our  courfe  up  through  the  ikies ; 

Farewell  this  barren  land  : 
We  ken  the  heavenly  fhore  with  longing  eyes, 
There  the  dear  wealth  of  fpirit  lies, 
And  beckoning  angels  {land. 

TO  DR.  THOMAS  GIBSON. 

THE    LIFE    OF    SOULS.       1704. 

SWIFT  as  the  fun  revolves  the  day 

We  hailen  to  the  dead, 
Slaves  to  the  wind  we  puff  av/ay, 

And  to  the  ground  we  tread. 
'Tis  air  that  lends  us  life,  when  firft. 

The  vital  bellows  heave : 
Our  flefh  we  borrow  of  the  duft ; 
And  when  a  mother's  care  has  nurft 

The  babe  to  manly  fize,  we  muft 

With  ufury  pay  the  grave. 

Rich  juleps  drawn  from  precious  ore. 

Still  tend  the  dying  flame  : 
And  plants,  and  roots,  of  barbarous  name, 

Torn  from  the  Indian  fhore. 
Thus  we  fupport  our  tottering  flefli, 

Our  cheeks  refume  the  rofe  afrefh. 
When  bark  and  fteel  play  well  their  game 

To  fave  our  finking  breath, 
And  Gibfon,  with  his  awful  power, 
Refcues  the  poor  precarious  hour 

From  the  demands  of  death. 
But  art  and  nature,  powers  and  charms, 
And  drugs,  and  recipes,  and  forms, 
Yields  us,  at  laft  to  greedy  worms 

A  defpicable  prey  ; 
I'd  have  a  life  to  call  my  own, 
That  lhall  depend  on  heaven  alone  ; 
Nor  air,  nor  earth,  nor  fea 
Mix  their  bafe  effenccs  with  mine, 
Nor  claim  dominion  fo  divine 
To  give  me  leave  to  be. 

Sure  there's  a  mind  within  that  reigns 
O'er  the  dull  current  of  ray  veins ; 

*  Member  of  parliament  fir  a  fort  in  S><Jjix» 
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1  feel  the  inward  pulie  beat  high 
With  vigorous  immortality. 
.Let  earth  refume  the  fiefh  it  gave, 
And  breath  diffolve  amongft  the  winds; 
Gibfon,   the  things  that  fear  a  grave, 
That  I  can  lofe,  or  you  can  fave, 

Are  not  akin  to  minds. 
We  claim  acquaintance  with  the  fkies, 
Upwards  our  fpirits  hourly  rife, 

And  there  our  thoughts  employ  : 
When  heaven  fhall  fign  our  grand  releafe, 
We  are  no  ftrangers  to  the  place, 

The  buftnefs,  or  the  joy. 

FALSE  GREATNESS. 

MYT.O,  forbear  to  call  him  bleft 
That  only  boafts  a  large  eftate, 
Should  all  the  treafuresof  the  weft 
Meet,  and  confpire  to  make  him  great. 
I  know  thy  better  thoughts,  I  know 
Thy  reafon  can't  defcend  fo  low. 
Let  a  broad  ftream  with  golden  fands 

Through  ail  his  meadows  roll, 
He's  but  a  wretch,  with  all  his  lands, 

That  wears  a  narrow  foul. 
He  fwells  amidft  his  wealthy  ftore, 
And  proudly  poizing  what  he  weighs, 
In  his  own  fcaie  he  fondly  lays 

Huge  heaps  of  fhining  ore. 
He  fpreads  the  balance  wide;  to  hold 

His  manors  and  his  farms, 
And  cheats  the  beam  with  loads  of  gold 

He  hugs  between  his  arms. 
So  might  the  plough-boy  climb  a  tree, 

When  Crcefus  mounts  his  throne, 
And  both  ftand  up,  and  fmile  to  fee 
How  long  their  fhadow's  grown. 
Alas  !  how  vain  their  fancies  be 

To  think  that  fliape  their  own  ! 
Thus  mingled  ftill  with  wealth  and  ftate, 
Crcefus  himfelf  can  never  know  ; 
His  true  dimenfions  and  his  weight 
Are  far  inferior  to  their  (how. 
Were  I  fo  tall  to  reach  the  pole, 
Or  grafp  the  ocean  with  my  fpan, 
I  muft  be  meafur'd  by  my  foul : 
The  mind's  the  ftandard  of  the  man. 


TO  SARISSA. 

AN     EPISTLE. 

BEAR  up,  Sariffa,  through  the  ruffling  florms 
Of  a  vain  vexing  world :  Tread  down  the  cares 
Thofe  ragged  thorns  that  lie  acrofs  the  road, 
Nor  fpcnd  a  tear  upon  them.  Truft  the  mule, 
She  fmgs  experienc'd  truth  :  This  briny  dew, 
This  rain  of  eyes  will  make  the  briars  grow. 
We  travel  through  a  defer t,  and  our  feet 
Have  meafur'd  a  fair  fpacc,  have  left  behind 
A  thoufand  dangers,  and  a  thoufand  fuares 
Well  fcap'd.     Adieu,  ye  horrors  of  the  dark, 
Ye  finifli'd  labours,  and  ye  tedious  toils 
Of  days  and  hours :    The  twinge  of  real  fmart, 
And  the  falfe  terrors  of  ill-boding  dreams 
Vanif.i  Logether,  be  alike  forgot, 
For  ever  blended  ia  one  common  grave. 


Farewell,  ye  waxing  and  ye  waning  moons, 
That  we  have  watch'd  behind  the  flying  clouds 
On  night's  dark  hill,  or  fetting  or  afcending, 
Or  in  meridian  height :  Then  filence  reign'd 
O'er  half  the  world  ;  then  ye  beheld  our  tears, 
Ye  witnefs'd  our  complaints,  our  kindred  groans, 
(Sad  harmony  !)  while  with  your  beamy  horns 
Or  richer  orb  ye  diver' d  o'er  the  green 
Where  trod  our  feet,  and  lent  a  feeble  light 
To  mourners.     Now  ye  have  fulfill'd  your  round, 
Thofe  hours  are  fled,  farewell.     Months  that  are 
Are  gone  for  ever,  and  have  borne  away       [gone 
Each  his  own  load.     Our  woes  and  farrows  paft, 
Mountainous  woes,  ftill  leffen  as  they  fly 
Far  off.     So  billows  in  a  ftormy  fea, 
Wave  after  wave  (a  long  fucceffion)  roll 
Beyond  the  ken  of  fight :  The  failors  ft.fe 
Look  far  a-ftsm  till  they  have  loft  the  ftorm, 
And  fhout  their  boifterous  joys.     A  gentler  Mufe 
Sings  thy  dear  fafety,  and  commands  thy  cares 
To  dark  oblivion ;  bury'd  deep  in  night 
Lofe  them,  SarifTa,  and  afuft  my  fong. 

Awake  thy  voice,  (Ing  how  the  flender  line 
Of  fate's  immortal  Now  divides  the  paft 
From  all  the  future,  with  eternal  bars 
Forbidding  a  return.     The  paft  temptations 
No  more  fhall  vex  us ;  every  grief  we  feel 
Shortens  the  deftin'd  number  ;  every  pulfe 
Beats  a  fharp  moment  of  the  pain  away, 
And  the  laft  ftroke  will  come.     By  fwift  degree* 
Time  fweeps  us  off,  and  we  ftiall  foon  arrive 
At  life's  fweet  period  :  O  celeftial  point 
That  ends  this  mortal  ftory  ! 

But  if  a  glimpfe  of  light  with  flattering  ray 
Breaks  through  the  clouds  of  life,  or  wandering  fire 
Amidft  the  fhades  invite  your  doubtful  feet, 
Beware  the  dancing  meteor  :  faithlefs  guide, 
That  leads  the  lonefome  pilgrim  wide  aftray 
To  bogs,  and  fens,  and  pits,  and  certain  death  ! 
Should  vicious  pleafure  take  an  angel-form, 
And  at  a  diftance  rife,  by  flow  degrees, 
Treacherous,  to  wind  herfclf  into  your  heart, 
Stand  firm  aloof;  nor  let  the  gaudy  phantom 
Too  long  allure  your  gaze  :  The  juft  delight 
That  heaven  indulges  lawful  muft  obey 
Superior  powers ;  nor  tempt  your  thoughts  too  far 
In  fiavery  to  fenfe,  nor  fwell  your  hope 
To  dangerous  fize  :  If  it  approach  your  feet 
And  court  your  hand,  forbid  th'  intruding  joy- 
To  fit  too  near  your  heart .  Still  may  our  foul* 
Claim  kindred  with  the  flcies,  nor  mix  with  duft 
Our  better-born  affections ;  leave  the  globe 
A  neft  for  worms,  and  haften  to  our  home. 

O  there  are  gardens  of  th'  immortal  kind 
That  crown  the  heavenly  Eden's  rifing  hills 
With  beauty  and  with  fwects ;  no  lurking  mifchief 
Dwells  in  the  fruit,  nor  ferpent  twines  the  boughs; 
Th?  branches  bend  iaden  with  life  and  blifs 
Ripe  for  the  tafte,  hut  'tis  a  fteep  afcent : 
Hold  faft  the  *  golden  chain  let  down  from  heaven, 
'Twill  help  your  feet  and  wings ;  I  feel  its  force 
Draw  upwards ;  failen'd  to  the  pearly  gate, 
It  guides  the  way  unerring  :  happy  clue      [work. 
Thro*  this  dark  wild  !    'Twas  wifuom's   nobleflb 
All  joia'd  by  power  divine,  and  every  link  is  lo\e« 

*  Tbc  Gofhel. 
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TO  MR.  T.  BRADBURY. 


YOUNG  as  I  am  I  quit  the  ftage,— 
Nor  will  I  know  th'  applaufe<;  of  th'  age  ; 
Farewell  to  growing  fame.    I  leave  below 
A  life  not  half  worn  out  with  cares, 

Or  agonies,  or  years ; 
I  leave  my  country  all  in  tears  ; 
But  heaven  demands  me  upward,  and  I  dare  to  go. 
Amongft  ye,  friends,  divide  and  'hare 

The  remnant  of  my  days, 
If  ye  have  patience,  and  can  bear  [race. 

A  long  fatigue  of  life,  and  drudge  through  ail  the 
Hark  my  fair  guardian  chides  my  itay, 

And  waves  his  golden  rod : 
'*  Angel,  I  come ;  lead  on  the  way  :" 

And  now  by  fvvift  degrees 
I  fail  aloft  through  azure  feas, 
Now  tread  the  milky  road : 
Farewell,  ye  planets,  in  your  fplieres; 
And  as  the  ftars  are  loft,  a  brighter  Iky  appears. 

In  hafte  for  paradife 
I  ftrerch  the  pinions  of  a  bolder  thought ; 

Scarce  had  I  will'd,  but  I  was  paft 
Deferts  of  tracklefs  light  and  all  the  ethereal  wafle, 

And  to  the  facred  borders  brought ; 
There  on  the  wing  a  guard  of  cherubs  lies, 

Each  waves  z,  keen  flame  as  he  flies,     [prife. 
And  well  defends  the  walls  from  lieges  and  fur- 

With  pleafing  reverence  I  behold 
The  pearly  portals  wide  unfold  : 
Enter,  my  foul,  and  view  th'  amazing  fcenes ; 
Sit  faft  upon  the  flying  mufe,     . 
And  let  thy  roving  wonder  loofe 

O'er  all  th'  empyreal  plains. 
Noon  ftands  eternal  here  :  here  may  thy  fight 
Drink  in  the  rays  of  primogenial  light ; 

Here  breathe  immortal  air  : 
Joy  muft  beat  high  in  every  vein, 
Fieafare  through  all  the  bofom  reign ; 
The  laws  forbid  the  ftranger,  pain, 

And  banifli  every  care. 
See  how  the  bubbling  fprings  of  love 

Beneath  the  throne  arife ; 
The  ftreams  in  cryftal  channels  move, 
Around  the  golden  ftreets  they  rove, 
And  blefs  the  manfions  of  the  upper  Ikies. 
There  a  fair  grove  of  knowledge  grows, 
Nor  fin  nor  death  infecls  the  fruit  ; 
Young  life  hangs  frefh  on  all  the  boughs, 

And  fprings  from  every  root ; 
Here  may  thy  greedy  fenfes  feaft 
While  ecftafy  and  health  attends  on  every  tafte. 

With  the  fair  profpedl  charm'd  I  flood ; 
Fearlefsl  feed  on  the  delicious  fare, 
And  drink  profufe  falvation  from  the  lilver  flood, 

Nor  can  excefs  be  there. 
In  facred  order  rang'd  alone; 

Saints  new-releas'd  by  death 
Join  the  bold  feraph's  warbling  breath, 

And  aid  th'  immortal  fong. 
Each  has  a  voice  that  tunes  his  ftrings. 
To  mighty  founds,  and  mighty  things, 
Things  of  everlafting  weight, 


Sounds,  like  the  fofter  viol,  fvveef, 

And  like  the  trumpet,  ftrong, 
Divine  attention  held  my  foul, 

I  was  all  ear  ! 

Through  all  my  powers  the  heavenly  accents  rol!> 
I  fong'd  and  wifh'd  my  Bradbury  there  ; 
"  Could  he  but  hear  thefe  notes,  I  faid, 
"  His  tuneful  foul  would  never  bear 
"  The  dull  unwinding  of  life's  tedious  thread, 
"  But  burft  the  vital  chords  to  reach  the  happy 
dead." 

And  now  my  tongue  prepares  to  join 
The  harmony,  and  with  a  noble  aim 

Attempts  th'  unutterable  name, 
But  faints,  confounded  by  the  notes  divine": 
Again  my  foul  th'  unequal  honour  fought, 

Again  her  utmoft  force  (he  brought, 
And  bow'd  beneath  the  burden  of  th'  unwieklly 
thought. 

Thrice  I  effay'd,  and  fainted  thrice; 
Th'  immortal  labour  ftraim'd  my  feeble  frame, 
Broke  the  bright  viiion,  and  difiblv'd  the  dream  J 

I  funk  at  once  and  loft  the  fkies  : 

In  vain  I  fought  the  fcenes  of  light 

Rolling  abroad  my  longing  eyes,      [night, 
For  all  around  them  flood   my  curtains  and  the 

STRICT  RELIGION  VERY  RARE. 

I'M  born  aloft,  and  leave  the  crowd, 
I  fail  upon  a  morning  cloud 

Skirted  with  dawning  gold  : 
Mine  eyes  beneath  the  open  day 
Command  the  globe  with  wide  furvey, 
Where  ants  in  bufy  millions  play, 

And  tug  and  heave  the  mould. 

"  Are  thefe  the  things  (my  paffion  cry'd) 
"  That  we  call  men?  Are  thefe  ally'd 

*'  To  the  fair  worlds  of  light  ? 
"  They  have  ras'd  out  their  Maker's  name, 
"  Graven  on  their  minds  with  pointed  flam'e 

"  In  itrokes  divinely  bright. 

"  Wretches  !  they  hate  their  native  fkies ; 
"  If  an  ethereal 'thought  arife, 

"  Or  fpark  of  virtue  mine, 
"  With  cruel  force  they  damp  its  plumes, 
"  Choke  the  young  fire  with  fenfual  fume?, 

"  With  bufineis,  luft,  or  wine. 

"  Lo  !  how  they  throng  with  panting  breath 

"  The  broad  defcending  road 
"  That  leads  unerring  down  to  death, 

"  Nor  rnifs  the  dark  abode." 
Tims  while  I  drop  a  tear  or  two 
On  the  wild  herd,  a  nobler  few 
Dare  to  ft  ray  upward,  and  purfue 

Th'  unbeaten  way  to  God. 

I  meet  Myrtillo  mounting  high, 
I  know  his  candid  foul  afar ; 
Here  Dorylus  and  Thyrfis  fly 

Each  like  a  riling  flar. 
Charin  I  faw  and  Fidea  there, 
1  faw  them  help  each  other's  flight; 

And  blefs  them  as  they  go ; 
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They  foar  b&yond  nay  labouring  fight, 
And  leave  their  loads  of  mortal  care, 

But  not  their  love  below. 
On  heaven,  their  home,  they  fix  their  eyes, 

The  temple  of  their  God  : 
With  morning  incenfe  up  they  rife 
Sublime,  and  through  the  lower  Ikies 

Spread  the  purfumes  abroad. 

Acrofs  the  road  a  feraph  flew, 

"  Mark  (faid  he)  that  happy  pair, 

"  Marriage  helps  devotion  there  : 

"  When  kindred  minds  their  God  purfue 

"  They  break  with  double  vigour  through 

"  The  dull  incumbent  air." 
Charm'd  with  the  pleafure  and  furprife, 

My  foul  adores  and  lings, 
"  Bleft  be  the  power  that  fprings  their  flight, 
"  That  ftreaks  their  path  with  heavenly  light, 
0  That  turns  their  love  to  facrifice, 

"  And  joins  their  zeal  for  wings." 

TO  MR.  C.  AND  S.  FLEETWOOD. 

FLEET/WOODS,  young  generous  pair, 

Defpife  the  joys  that  fools  purfue  ; 

Bubbles  are  light  and  brittle  too, 

Born  of  the  water  and  the  air. 
Try'd  by  a  ftandard  bold  and  juft 
Honour  and  gold  and  paint  and  duft  ; 

How  vile  the  laft  is,  and  as  vain  the"  fir  ft  I 
Things  that  the  crowd  call  great  and  brave, 
With  me  how  low  their  value's  brought ! 
Titles  and  names,  and  life  and  breath, 
Slaves  to  the  wind  and  born  for  death ; 
The  foul's  the  only  thing  we  have 
Worth  an  important  thought. 

The  foul !  'tis  of  th'  immortal  kind, 

Nor  form'd  of  fire,  or  earth,  or  wind, 
Outlives  the  mouldering  corpfe,  and  leaves  the 
globe  behind. 

In  limbs  of  clay  though  (he  appears, 
Array'd  in  roly  fkin,  and  deck'd  with  ears  and 

The  flefli  is  but  the  foul's  difguife,  [eyes, 

There's  nothing  in  her  frame  'kin  to  the  drefs  (lie 

From  all  the  laws  of  matter  free,  [wears. 

From  all  we  feel,  and  all  we  fee, 
She  ftands  eternally  diftinct,  and  mult  for  ever  be. 

Rife  then,  my  thoughts,  on  high, 
Soar  beyond  all  that's  made  to  die  ; 

Lo  !  on  an  awful  throne 
Sits  the  Creator  and  the  Judge  of  fouls, 

Whirling  the  planets  round  the  poles,  [riods  on. 
Winds  off"  our  threads  of  life,  and  brings  our  pe- 
Swift  the  approach,  and  folemn  is  the  day, 

When  this  immortal  mind 
Stript  of  the  body's  coarfe  array 
To  endlefs  pain,  or  endlefs  joy, 
Muft  be  at  once  confign'd. 

Think  of  the  fands  run  down  to  wafte, 
We  poffefs  none  of  all  the  paft, 
None  but  the  prefent  is  our  own  ; 
Grace  is  not  plac'd  within  our  power, 
'Tis  but  one  fhort,  one  (Inning  hour, 
Bright  and  declining  as  a  fetting  fun. 

See  the  white  minutes  wing'4  with  hafte  ; 


POEM  S: 

The  Now  that  flies  may  be  the  laft ; 
Seize  the  falvation  e'er  'tis  paft, 

Nor  mourn  the  bleffing  gone  :  \ 
A  thought's  delay  is  ruin  here, 
A  doling'  eye,  a  gafping  breath, 
Shuts  up  the  golden  fcene  in  death, 

And  drowns  you  in  defpair. 

TO  WILLIAM  BLACKBOURN, 

CASIMIR.  LIB.  II.  Od.  2.  Imitated. 
"  Quje  tegit  canas  modo  Bruraa  valles,"  &c. 

MARK  how  it  fnows  !  how  faft  the  vallies  fills  I 
And  the  fweet  groves  the  hoary  garment  wear ; 
Yet  the  warm  fun-beams  bounding  from  the  hills 
Shall  melt  the  vail  away,  and  the  young  green  ap 
pear. 

But  when  old  age  has  on  your  temples  fhed 
Her  filver-froft,  there's  no  returning  fun  ; 
Swift  flies  our  autumn,  fwift  our  fummer's  fled, 
When  youth,  and  love,  and  fpring,  and  golden 
joys  are  gone. 

Then  cold,  and  winter,  and  your  aged  fnow, 
Stick  faft  upon  you  ;  not  the  rich  array, 
Not  the  green  garland,  not  the  rofy  bough, 
Shall  cancel  or  conceal  the  melancholy  gray. 

The  chafe  of  pleafures  is  not  worth  the  pains, 
While  the  bright   fands  of  health  run  waftinw 

down  ; 

And  honour  calls  you  from  the  fofter  fcenes, 
To  fell  the  gaudy  hour  for  ages  of  renown. 

'Tis  but  one  youth,  andlhort,  that  mortals  have, 
And  one  old  age  diflblves  our  feeble  frame  ; 
But  there's  a  heavenly  art  t'  elude  the  grave, 
And  with  the  hero-race  immortal  kindred  claim. 

The  man  that  has  his  country's  facred  tears 
Bedewing  his  cold  herfe,  has  liv'd  his  day  : 
Thus  Blackbourn,  we  mould  leave  our  names  our 
heirs ;  [away. 

Old  time  and  waning  moons  fweep  all  the  reft 

TRUE  MONARCHY.     170*. 

THE  rifin^  year  beheld  th*  imperious  Gaul 
Stretch  his  dominion,  while  a  hundred  towns 
Crouch'd  to  the  vidlor  :  but  a  fteedy  foul 
Stands  firm  on  its  own  bafe,  and  reigns  as  wide, 
As  abfolute  ;  and  fways  ten  thoufand  (laves, 
Lufts  and  wild  fancies  with  a  fovereign  hand. 

We  are  a  little  kingdom  ;  but  the  man 
That  chains  his  rebel  will  to  reafon's  throne, 
Forms  it  a  large  one,  while  his  royal  mind 
Makes  heaven  its  council,  from  the  rolls  above 
Draws  its  own  ftatutes,  and  with  joy  obeys. 

'Tis  not  a  troop  of  well-appointed  guards 
Create  a  monarch,  not  a  purple  robe 
Dy'd  in  the  people's  blood,  not  all  the  crowns 
Or  dazzling  tiars  that  bend  about  the  head, 
Though  guilt  with  fun-beams  and  fet  round  with 
A  monarch  he  that  conquers  all  his  fears,    [ftars. 
And  treads  uporf  them  ;  when  he  ftands  alone, 
Makes  his  own  camp  ;  four  guardian  virtues  wait 
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His  nigktly  flumbers,  and  fccure  his  dreams. 
Now  dawns  the  light ;  he  ranges  all  his  thoughts 
In  fquare  battalions,  bold  to  meet  th'  attacks 
Of  time  and  chance,  himfelf  a  numerous  hoft, 
All  eye,  all  ear,  all  wakeful  as  the  day, 
Firm  as  a  rock,  and  movelefs  as  the  centre. 

In  vain  the  harlot,  pleafure,fpreads  her  charms, 
To  lull  his  thoughts  in  luxury's  fair  lap, 
To  fenfual  eafe  (the  bane  of  little  kings, 
Monarchs  whole  waxen  images  of  fouls 
Are  moulded  inte  foftnefs)  ;  ftill  his  mind 
Wears  its  own  fliape,  nor  can  the  heavenly  form 
Stoop  to  be  modeli'd  by  the  wild  decrees 
Of  the  mad-vulgar,  that  unthinking  herd. 

He  lives  above  the  crowd,  nor  hears  the  noife 
Of  wars  and  triumphs,  nor  regards  the  incuts 
Of  popular  applaufe,  that  empty  found ; 
Nor  feels  the  flying  arrows  of  reproach, 
Or  fpite  or  envy.     In  himielf  fecure, 
Wifdom  his  tower,  and  confcience  is  his  fiiield, 
His  peace  all  inward,  and  his  joys  his  own. 

Now  my  ambition  fvrells,  my  wifhes  foar, 
This  be  my  kingdom  ;   fit  above  the  globe 
My  riling  foul,  and  drefs  thyfelf  around 
And  fliine  in  virtue's  armour,  climb  the  height 
Of  wifdom's  lofty  caftle,  there  re  lid  e 
Safe  from  the  fmiling  and  the  frowning  world. 

Yet  once  a  day  drop  down  a  gentle  look 
On  the  great  mole-hill,  and  with  pitying  eye 
Survey  the  bufy  emmets  round  the  heap, 
Crowding  and  buttling  in  a  thoufand  forms 
Offtrife  and  toil,  to  purchafe  wealth  and  fame, 
A  bubble  or  a  duft  :  Then  call  thy  thoughts 
Up  to  thyfelf  to  feed  on  joys  unknown, 
Rich  without  gold,  and  great  without  renown. 

TRUE  COURAGE. 

HONOUR  demands  my  fong.     Forget  the  ground, 
My  generous  mufe,  and  iit  among  the  ilars  ! 
There  fing  the  foul,  that,  confcious  of  her  birth, 
Lives  like  a  native  of  the  vital  world, 
Among  thefe  dying  clods,  and  bears  her  ftate 
Juft  to  herftlf :  how  nobly  flie  maintains 
Her  character,  fuperior  to  the •  flefli, 
She  wields  her  pallium  like  her  liaibs,  and  knows 
The  brutal  powers  were  only  born  t'  obey. 

This  is  the  man  whom  ftorms  could  never  make 
Meanly  complain  ;  nor  can  a  flattering  gale 
Make  him  talk  proudly  :  he  hath  no  defire 
To  read  his  fccret  fate  :  yet  unconcerned 
And  calm  could  meet  his  unborn  deftiny, 
In  all  its  charming,  or  its  frightful  fliapes, 

He  that  unihrinking,  and  without  a  groan, 
Bears  the  firft  wound,  may  finifli  all  the  war 
With  mere  couragedus  filence,  and  come  off 
Conqueror  :  for  the  rr.an  that  well  conceals 
The  heavy  ftrokes  of  fate,  he  bears  them  well. 

He,  though  th'  Atlantic  and  the  Midland  feas 
With  adverie  furges  meet,  and  rife  on  high 
Sufpended  'twixt  the  winds,  then  ruflx  amain 
Mingled  with  flames,  upon  his  tingle  head, 
And  clouds,  and  ftars,  and  thunder,  firm  he  (lands 
Secure  of  his  beft  iife  •  unhurt,  uamgvM  j 


And  drops  his  lower  nature,  born  for 
Then  from  the  lofty  caftle  of  his  mind 
Sublime  looks  down,  exulting,  and  furveys 
The  ruins  of  creation  (fouls  alone 
Are  heirs  of  dying  worlds)  ;   a  piercing  glance 
Shoots  upwards  from  between  his  clofmg  lids, 
To  reach  his  birth-place,  and  without  a  figh 
He  bids  his  batter'd  flefli  lie  gently  down 
Amongft  his  native  rubbifli ;  whilft  the  fpirit 
Breathes  and  flies  upward,  an  undoubted  gueft 
Of  the  third  heaven,  th'unruinable  fky. 

Thither,  when  fate  has  brought  our  willing  fouls, 
No  matter  whether  'twas  a  fliarp  difeafe, 
Or  a  tharp  fword  that  help'd  the  travellers  on, 
And  puuYd  us  to  our  home.     Bear  up,  my  friend, 
Serenely,  and  break  through  the  ftormy  brine 
With  ftcady  prow  ;  know,  we  fliall  once  arrive 
At  the  fair  haven  of  eternal  blifs. 
To  which  we  ever  fteer  ;  whether  as  kings 
Of  wide  command  we've  fpread  the  fpacious  fe* 
With  a  broad  painted  fleet,  or  row'd  along 
In  a  thin  cock-boat  with  a  little  oar. 

There  let  my  native  plank  fbift  me  to  land 
And  I'll  be  huppy  :  Thus  I'll  leap  afhore 
Joyful  and  fearlets  on  th'  immortal  coait, 
Since  all  I  leave  is  mortal,  and  it  mult  be  loft. 

To  the  imicb  honoured  JWr.   Thomas  Ro<we,  the' 
Director  of  my  youthful  Studies. 

FREE  PHILOSOPHY". 

CUSTOM,  that  tyrannefs  of  fools, 

That  leads  the  learned  round  the  fchools, 

In  magic  chains  of  forms  and  rules  1 

My  genius  ftorms  her  throne  : 
No  more,  ye  flaves,  with  awe  profound 
Beat  the  dull  track,  nor  dance  the  round  ; 
Loole  hands,  and  quit  th'  inchanted  ground  - 

Knowledge  invites  us  each  alone. 
I  hate  thefe  ihackles  of  the  mind 

Forg'd  by  the  haughty  wife ; 
Souls  were  not  born  to  be  confin'd, 
And  led,  like  Samfon,  blind  and  bound  ; 
But  when  his  native  ftrength  he  found 

He  well  aveng'd  his  eyes. 
I  love  thy  gentle  influence,  Rowe, 
Thy  gentle  influence,  like  the  fun, 
Only  diflblves  the  frozen  fnow, 
Then  bids  our  thoughts  like  rivers  flow, 
And  choofe  the  channels  where  they  run, 

Thoughts  fliould  be  free  as  fire  or  wind  ; 
The  pinions  of  a  lingle  mind 

Will  through  all  nature  fly : 
But  who  ran  drag  up  to  the  poles 
Long  fetter'd  ranks  of  leaden  fouls  ? 
A  genius  which  no  chain  controls       < 
Roves  with  delight,  or  deep,  or  high  : 
Swift  I  furvey  the  globe  around, 
Dive  to  the  centre  through  the  folid  ground, 

Or  travel  o'er  the  iky. 

TO  THE  REVEREND  MR.  BENONI  ROWE, 

THE  WAY  OE  THE  MULTITUDE. 

Rowz,  if  we  make  the  crowd  our  guide 
Tlirougu  life's  uncertain  read, 


Mran^s  the  chafe;  and  wandering  wide 

We  mils  th'  immortal  good  ; 
Yet  if  my  thoughts  could  be  confin'd 
To  follow  any  leader-mind, 
I'd  mark  thy  fteps,  and  tread  the  fame  : 
Drelt  in  thy  notions  I'd  appear 
Not  like  a  foul  of  mortal  frame, 

Nor  with  a  vulgar  air. 

Men  live  at  random  and  by  chance, 

Bright  reafou  never  leads  the  dance  ; 
While  in  the  broad  and  beaten  way 

O'er  dales  and  hills  from  truth  we  ftvay, 
To  ruin  we  defcend,  to  ruin  we  advance. 

Wifdom  retires  ;  (lie  hates  the  crowd, 

And  with  a  decent  fcorn 
Aloof  fhe  climbs  her  fteepy  ieat, 
"Where  nor  the  grave  nor  giddy  feet 
Of  the  learn'd  vulgar  or  the  rude, 

Have  e'er  a  paflage  worn. 

Mere  hazard  firft  began  the  track, 
Where  cuftom  leads  her  thoufands  blind 

In  willing  chains  and  ftrong  ; 
There's  icarce  one  bold,  one  noble  mind, 
Dares  tread  the  fatal  error  back  ; 
But  hand  in  hand  ourfelvcs  we  bind, 

And  drag  the  age  along. 

Mortals,  a  favag'e  herd,  and  loud 
As  billows  on  a  noify  flood, 

In  rapid  order  roll : 
Example  makes  the  mifchief  good  : 
With  jocund  heel  we  beat  the  road* 

Uriheadful  of  the  goal. 
Me  let  *  Ithuriel's  friendly  wing 
Snatch  from  the  crowd,  and  bear  fublime 

To  wifdom's  lofty  tower, 
Thence  to  furvey  that  wretched  thing, 
Mankind ;  and  in  exalted  rhyme 

Blefs  the  delivering  power. 

TO  THE  REVEREND  MR.  JOHN  HOWE. 

1704. 
GREAT  man,  permit  the  mufe  to  climb, 

And  feat  her  at  thy  feet ; 
Bid  her  attempt  a  thought  fublime, 

And  confecrate  her  wit. 
I  feel,  I  feel  th'  attractive  force 

Of  thy  fuperior  foul : 
My  chariot  flies  her  upward  courfe, 

The  wheels  divinely  roll. 
Now  let  me  chide  the  mean  affairs  -^ 

And  mighty  toil  of  men  : 
How  they  grow  gray  in  trifling  cares. 
Or  wafte  the  motions  of  the  fpheres 

Upon  delights  as  vain  ! 
A  puff  of  honour  fills  the  mind, 
And  yellow  duft  is  folid  good  ; 
Thus,  like  the  afs  of  favage  kind, 
We  inuffthe  breezes  of  the  wind, 

Or  fteal  the  ferpent's  food. 
Obuld  all  the  choirs 
That  charm  the  poles 
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But  ftrike  one  doleful  found, 
'Twould  be  employ \i  to  mourn  our  fouls, 
Souls  that  were  fram'd  of  fprightly  iires 

In  floods  of  tolly  drown'd. 
Souls  made  of  glory  leek  a  brutal  joy  ; 

How  they  difclaim  their  heavenly  birth, 
Melt  their  brightfubftance  down  with  drofly  earth, 
And  hate  to  be  rerm'd  from  that  impure  alloy* 


*  The  name  of  an  angel  in  Milton's  Faradife 
JI. 

Vot.IX. 


Oft  has  thy  genius  rous'd  us  hence 

With  elevated  long, 
Bid  us  renounce  this  world  of  fenfe, 
Bid  us  divide  th'  immortal  prize 

With  the  feraphic  throng  : 
"  Knowledge  and  love  makes  fpirits  bleft, 
"  Knowledge  their  food,  and  love  their  reft  j** 
But  flefh,  th  unmanageable  beaft, 
Reilfts  the  pity  of  thine  eyes, 

And  mufic  of  thy  tongue. 
Then  let  the  worms  of  groveling  mind 
Round  the  fhortjoys  of  earthly  kind 

In  reftlefs  windings  roam  ; 
Howe  hath  an  ample  orb  of  foul, 
Where  fliining  worlds  of  knowledge  rollj 
Where  love,  the  centre  and  the  pole, 

Completes  the  heaven  at  home. 

THE  DISAPPOINTMENT  AND  RELIEF, 

VIRTUE,  permit  my  fancy  to  impofe 

Upon  my  better  powers  : 
She  cafts  fweet  fallacies  on  half  our  woes, 

And  gilds  the  gloomy  hours. 
How  could  we  bear  this  tedious  round 
Of  waning  moons,  and  rolling  years, 
Of  flaming  hopes,  and  chilling  fears, 
If  (where  no  fovereign  cure  appears) 
No  opiates  could  be  found. 


Love,  the  moft  cordial  ftream 

Is  a  deceitful  good  : 
Young  Doris,  who  nor  guilt  nor  danger  know% 

On  the  green  margin  flood, 
Pleas'd  with  the  golden  bubbles  as  they  rofe, 
And  vvith  more  golden  fands  her  fancy  pav'd  thft 
Then  fond  to  be  entirely  blelt,  [flood  3 

And  tempted  by  a  faithlefs  youth, 
As  void  of  goodnefs  as  of  truth, 
She  plunges  in  with  heedlefs  hafte, 

And  rears  the  nether  mud  : 
Darknefs  and  naufcous  dregs  arife 
O'er  thy  fair  current,  love,  with  large  fupplies 
Of  pain  to  teaze  the  heart,  and  forrow  for  the  eyes* 
The  golden  blifs  that  charm'd  her  fight 

Is  dafli'd,  and  drown'd,  and  loft  : 
A  fpark  or  glimmering  ftreak  at  moft, 
Shines  here  and  there,  amidft  the  night, 
Amidft  the  turbid  waves,  and  gives  a  faint  delight* 

Recovr.r'd  from  the  fad  furpfife, 

Doris  awakes  at  laft, 
Grown  by  the  difappointment  wife  } 
And  manages  with  art  th'  unlucky  caft  ; 
When  the  lowering  frown  fhe  fpies 
On  her  haughty  tyrant's  brow, 
With  humble  love  fhe  meets  his  wrathful  eyes, 

And  makes  her  fovereign  beauty  bow  ; 
Cheerful  flic  fmiles  upon  the  grizly  form  j 
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So  fliines  the  fetting  fun  on  adverfe  fkies, 
And  paints  a  rainbow  on  the  ftonn ; 

Anon  ihe  Jets  the  fallen  humour  fpend, 
And  \vith  a  virtuous  book  or  friend, 

Beguiles  th'-uneafy  hours: 
Well-colouring  every  crofs  Ihe  meets, 
With  heart  ferene  fhe  fleeps  and  eats, 
She  fpreads  her  board  with  fancy'd  iweets, 
And  ftrows  her  bed  with  flowers. 

THE  HERO'S  SCHOOL  OF  MORALITY. 

THE n ON,  amongft  his  travels,  found, 
A  broken  ftatue  on  the  ground ; 
And  fearching  onward  as  he  went 
He  trac'd  a  ruin'd  monument. 
Mould,  mofs,  and  fliades,  had  overgrown 
The  fculpture  of  the  crumbling  Hone, 
Yet  e'er  he  paft,  with  much  ado, 
He  guefs'd,  and  ipell'd  out,  SCI-PI-O. 

"  Enough,  he  cry'd  ;  I'll  drudge  no  more 
*'  In  turning  the  dull  Stoics  o'er; 
"  Let  pedants  wafte  their  hours  of  cafe 
"  To  fweat  all  night  ait  Socrates  ; 
"  And  feed  their  boys  with  notes  and  rules, 
*'  Thofe  tedious  recipe's  of  fchools, 
"  To  cure  ambition  :  I  can  learn    " 
"  With  greater  eafe  the  great  concern 
"  Of  mortals ;  how  we  may  defpife 
"  All  the  gay  things  below  the  ikies. 

"  Methinks  a  mouldering  pyramid 
11  Says  all  that  the  old  fages  faid ; 
*'  For  me  thefe  fhatter'd  tombs  contain 
"  More  morals  than  the  Vatican. 
"  The  duft  of  heroes  cafl  abroad, 

And  kick'd,  and  trampled  in  the  road, 
The  relics  of  a  lofty  mind, 
That  lately  wars  and  crowns  defign'd, 
Toft  for  ajeft  from  wind  to  wind, 
Bid  me  be  humble,  and  forbear 
*'  Tall  monuments  of  fame  to  rear, 
"  They  are  but  caftles  in  the  air. 
*'  The  towering  heights,  and  frightful  falls, 
*'  The  ruin'd  heaps,  and  funerals, 
"  »Of  fmoking  kingdoms  and  their  kings, 
*'  Tell  me  a  thouiand  mournful  things 

"  In  melancholy  filence. 

«« , He 

"  That  living  could  not  bear  to  fee 
"  An  equal,  now  lies  torn  and  dead  ; 
•"  Here  his  pale  trunk,  and  there  his  head ; 
•*  Great  Pompey  !  while  I  meditate, 
"  With  folemn  horror,  thy  fad  fate, 
41  Thy  carcafe,  fcatter'd  on  the  more 
'*  Without  a  name,  inftrucfts  me  more 
"  Than  my  whole  library  before. 

"  Lie  dill,  my  Plutarch,  then,  and  deep, 
'•'  And  my  good  Seneca  may  keep 
"  Your  volumes  clo^d  for  ever  too, 
"  I  haTe  no  further  ufe  for  you  : 
**  For  when  I  feel  my  virtue  fail, 
"  And  my  ambitious  thoughts  prevail, 
"  I'll  take  a  turn  among  the  tombs, 
"  And  fee  whereto  all  glory  comes : 
'  There  the  vile  foot  of  every  clown 
"  Tramples  the  fons  of  honour  dowm. 


"  Beggars  with  awful  allies  fpott, 
"  And  tread  the  Ca;fars  in  the  dirt.'' 

FREEDOM. 


TiMPT  me  no  more.     My  foul  can  ne'er  cottipori 

With  the  gay  flaveries  of  a  court  ; 

I've  an  averfion  to  thofe  charms, 
And  hug  dear  liberty  in  both  mine  arms. 

Go,  vaflal  fouls,  go,  cringe  and  wait, 
And  dance  attendance  at  Hwnorio's  gate, 
Then  run  in  troops  before  him  to  compofe  his  ftate  j 
Move  as  he  moves  ;  and  when  he  loiters,  ftand  ; 

You're  but  the  fhadows  of  a  man. 

Bend  when  he  fpeaks  ;  and  kifs  the  ground  : 

Go,  catch  th'  impertinence  of  found  : 

Adore  the  follies  of  the  great  ; 
Wait  till  he  fmiles  :  But  lo,  the  idol  frowu'd, 

And  drove  them  to  their  fate. 

Thus  bafe  born  minds  :  but  as  for  me, 

I  can  and  will  be  free  : 
Like  a  ftrong  mountain,  or  fome  ftately  tree, 

My  Foul  grows  firm  upright, 
And  as  I  ftand,  and  as  I  go, 

It  keeps  my  body  fo  ; 

No,  I  can  never  part  with  my  creation-right. 
Let  flaves  and  affes  ftoop  and  bow, 

I  cannot  make  this  iron  knee  [it  free. 

Bend  to  a  meaner  power  than  that  which  form'd 

Thus  my  bold  harp  profufely  play'd 
Pindarical  ;  then  on  a  branchy  (hade 
I  hung  my  harp  aloft,  myfelf  beneath  it  laid. 

Nature  that  liften'd  to  my  ftrain, 
Refum'd  the  theme,  and  acled  it  again. 

Sudden  rofe  a  whirling  wind 

Swelling  like  Honorio  proud, 

Around  the  ilraws  and  feathers  crowd, 
Ty%pes  of  a  flavifh  mind  ; 

Upwards  the  ftormy  forces  rife, 

The  duft  flies  up  and  climbs  |he  fkies, 
And  as  the  tempeft  fell,  th'  obedient  vapours  funk  : 
Again  it  roars  with  bellowing  found, 

The  meaner  plants  that  grew  around, 
The  willow,  and  the  afp,  trembled  and  kifs'd  the 
ground  : 

Hard  by  there  ftood  the  iron  trunk 
Of  an  old  oak,  and  all  the  rtorm  defy'd  ; 

In  vain  the  winds  their  forces  try'd, 

In  vain  they  roar'd  ;  the  iron  oak 
Bow'd  only  to  the  heavenly  thunder's  ftroke. 

ON  MR.  LOCKE'S  ANNOTATIONS, 

UPON  SEVERAL  PARTS  OF  THE  NEW  TESTAMENT, 
LEFT  BEHIND  HIM  AT  HIS  DEATH. 

THUS  reafon  learns  by  flow  degrees, 

What  faith  reveals  ;  but  ftill  complains 

Of  intellectual  pains, 
And  darknefs  from  the  too  exuberant  light, 

The  blaze  of  thofe  bright  myfteries 

Pour'd  all  at  once  on  nature's  eyes 

Offend  and  cloud  her  feeble  fight. 

Reafon  could  fcare  fuftain  to  fee 

Th'  Almighty  One,  th*  Eternal  Three, 

Or  bear  the  infant  Deity  j 
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Scarce  could  he/  pride  defcend  to  own 
Her  Maker  {looping  from  his  throne, 
And  dreft  in  glories  fo  unknown. 
A  rambm'd  world,  a  bleeding  God, 
And  heaven  appeas'd  with  flowing  blood, 
Were  themes  tso  painful  to  be  underload. 

Faith,  thou  bright  cherub,  fpeak,  and  fay, 

Did  ever  mind  of  mortal  race 

Coft  thee  more  toil,  or  larger  grace, 

To  melt  and  bend  it  to  obey. 
'Twashard  to  make  fo  rich  a  foul  fubmity 
And  lay  her  mining  honours  at  thy  ibvereign  feet. 

Sifter  of  faith,  fair  charity, 

Show  me  the  wondrous  man  on  high, 

Teil  how  he  fees  the  Godhead  Three  in  One  ; 

The  bright  conviction  fills  his  eye, 
His  nobleft  powers  in  deep  proftration  fie 
At  the  myfterious  throne* 

"  Forgive,  he  cries,  ye  faints  below, 

*'  The  wavering  and  the  cold  affent 

"  I  gave  to  themes  divinely  true  ; 

"  Can  you  admit  the  bjefled  to  repent  ? 
"  Eternal  darknefs  veil  the  lines 

"  Of  that'unbappy  book, 
*'  Where  glimmering  reafon  with  falfeluftrefliines, 

**  Where  the  mortal  pen  miftook 
'*  What  the  celeftial  meant  !" 


TRUE  RICHES. 

I  AM  not  concerned  to  know 
What  to-morrow  fate  will  do  ; 
*Tis  enough  that  I  can  fay, 
I've  poifefs'd  myfelf  to-day  : 
Then  if  haply  midnight-death 
Seize  my  fle(h,  and  ftop  my  breath, 
Yet  to-morrow  I  (hall  be 
Heir  to  the  beft  part  of  me. 

Glittering  (tones,  and  golden  things, 
Wealth  and  honours  that  have  wings, 
Ever  fluttering  to  be  gone, 
I  could  never  call  my  own  : 
Riches  that  the  world  beftow?, 
She  can  take,  and  I  can  lofe  ; 
But  the  treafures  that  are  mint 
Lie  afar  beyond  her  line. 
When  I  view  my  fpacious  foul, 
And  furvey  myfelf  awhole, 
And  enjoy  myfelf  alone, 
I'm  a  kingdom  of  my  own. 

I've  a  mighty  part  within 
That  the  world  hath  never  fceri, 
Rich  as  Eden's  happy  ground,       » 
And  with  choicer  plenty  cro\vn'd. 
Here  on  all  the  fliining  boughs 
Knowledge  fair  and  ufelefs  grows ; 
On  the  fame  young  flowery  tree 
All  the  feafons  you  may  fee; 
Notions  Jin  the  bloom  of  light, 
Juft  difclofing  to  the  fight ; 
Here  are  thoughts  of  larger  growth^ 
.Ripening  into  folid  tmth  ; 
Fruits  refin'd,  of  noble  tafte  ; 
Seraphs  feed  on  fuch  repaft. 
Here,  in  a  green  and  fliady  grove, 
Sucawas  of  pleasure  mis  w;tb  love ; 


There  beneath  the  fmillng  (kies 
Hills  of  contemplation  rife; 
Now  upon  fome  fliining  top 
Angels  light,  and  call  me  up ; 
I  rejoic;  to  raife  my  feet, 
Both  rejoice  when  there  we  meet. 

There  are  endlefs  beauties  mor? 
Earth  hath  no  refemblance  for  ; 
Nothing  like  them  round  the  pole, 
Nothing  caa  defcribe  the  foul : 
'Tis  a  region  half  unknown, 
That  has  treafures  of  its  own. 
More  remote  from  public  view 
Than  the  bowels  of  Peru  ; 
Broader  Ttis,  and  "brighter  far, 
Than  the  golden  Indies  are  ; 
Ships  that  trace  the  watery  ftage 
Cannot  coaft  it  in  an  age  ; 
Harts,  or  horfes,  ftrong  and  fleet, 
Had  they  wings  to  help  their  feet, 
Could  not  run  it  half  way  o'er 
In  ten  thoufand  days  and  more. 

Yet  the  filly  wandering  mind, 
Loth  to  be  too  much  confin'd, 
Roves  and  takes  her  daily  tours, 
Coafting  round  the  narrow  ihores, 
Narrow  fliores  of  flelh  and  fe.nfe, 
Picking  (hells  and  pebbles  thence  : 
Or  flie  fits  at  fancy's  door, 
Calling  fliapes  and  (hadows  to  her, 
Foreign  vilits  (till  receiving, 
And  t'  herfelf  a  ftranger  living. 
Never,  never  would  flie  buy 
Indian  duft,  or  Tyrian  dye, 
Never  trade  abroad  for  more, 
If  (he  faw  her  native  ftore  ; 
If  her  inward  worth  were  known> 
She  might  ever  live  alone. 


THE  ADVENTUROUS  MUSE. 

URANIA  takes  her  morning  flight 

With  an  inimitable  wing  : 
Through  nfing  deluges  cf  dawning  light 

She  cleaves  her  wonderous  way, 
She  tunes  immortal  anthems  to  the  growing  day ; 
Nor  *  Rapin  gives  her  rules  to  fly,  nor  {  Purcell 
notes  to  fing. 

She  nor  inquires,  nor  knows,  nor  fears 
Where  lie  the  pointed  rocks,  or  where  th*  ingulf 
ing  fand : 

Climbing  the  liquid  mountains  of  the  (kies, 
She  meets  defcending  angels  as  flie  flies, 

Nor  afks  them  where  their  country  lies, 
Or  where  the  fea-marks  ftand. 

Touch'd  with  an  empyreal  ray 
She  fprings,  unerring,  upward  to  eternal  day, 

Spreads  her  white  fails  aloft,  and  ileers, 
With  bold  andfafe  attempt,  to  the  celeftial 

Whilft  little  fluffs  along  the  mortal  (hores 
With  humble  toil  in  order  creep, 


*  A  French  crit'c. 
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Coafting  in  fight  of  one  another's  oa^ 

Nor  venture  through  the  boundlcis  deep, 
Such  low  pretending  fouls  are  they 

Who  dwell  enclos'd  in  folid  orbs  of  ikull ; 
Plodding  along  their  fober  way, 

The  fnail  o'ertakes  them  in  their  wildeft  play, 

While  the  poor  labourers  fweat  to  be  correctly 
dull. 

Give  me  the  chariot  whofe  diviner  wheels 

Mark  their  own  rout,  and  unconfin'd 

Bound  o'er  the  everlafting  hills, 
And  lofe  the  clouds  below,  and  leave  the  flars 
behind. 

Give  me  the  mufe  whofe  generous  force, 
Impatient  of  the  reins, 

Purfues  an  unat tempted  courfe, 
Breaks  all  the  critics  iron  chains, 
And  bears  to  Paradife  the  raptur'd  mind. 

There  Milton  dwells :  The  mortal  fung 

Themes  not  prefum'd  by  mortal  tongue  ; 

New  terrors,  or  new  glories,  mine 
In  every  page,  and  flying  fcenes  divine 
Surprife  the  wondering  fenfe,  and  draw  our  fouls 
along. 

Behold  his  mufe  fent  out  t'  explore 
The  unapparent  deep  where  waves  of  chaos  roar, 

And  realms  of  night  unknown  before. 

She  trac'd  a  glorious  path  unknown, 
Through  fields  of  heavenly  war,  and  feraphs  over- 

Where  his  adventurous  genius  led :       [thrown, 
Sovereign  fhe  fram'd  a  model  of  her  own, 
-      Nor  thank'd  the  living  nor  the  dead. 
The  noble  hater  of  degenerate  rhyme 
Shook  off  the  chains,  and  built  his  verfe  fublime, 
A  monument  too  high  for  coupled  founds  to  climb. 

He  mourn'd.  the  garden  loft  below ; 

(Earth  is  the  fcene  for  tuneful  woe) 

Now  blifs  beats  high  in  all  his  veins, 

Now  the  loft  Eden  he  regains, 
Keeps  his  own  air,  and  triumphs  in  unrivall'd 
Itrains. 

Immortal  bard  !  Thus  thy  own  Raphael  fings, 

And  knows  no  rule  but  native  fire  : 
All  heaven  fits  filent,  while  to  his  fovereign  firings 

He  talks  unutterable  things ; 
With  graces  infinite  his  untaught  fingers  rove 

Acrofs  the  golden  lyre  : 
From  every  note  devotion  fprings. 
Rapture,  and  harmony,  and  love, 
O'erfpread  the  liftening  choir. 

TO  MR.  NICHOLAS  CLARK. 

THE  COMPLAINT. 

•TWAS  in  a  vale  where  oilers  grow, 
By  murmuring  ftreams  we  told  our  woe, 

And  mingled  all  our  cares : 
Friendmip  fat  pleas'd  in  both  our  eyes, 
In  both  the  weeping  dews  arife, 

And  drop  alternate  tears. 

The  vigorous  monarch  of  the  day, 
Now  mounting  half  his  morning  way, 
Shohe  with  a  fainter  bright  j 


Still  fickening,  and  decaying  fHli, 
Dimly  he  wander'd  up  the  hill, 
With  his  expiring  light. 

In  dark  eclipfe  his  chariot  roll'd, 
The  queen  of  night  obfcur'd  his  gold 

Behind  her  fable  wheels  ; 
Nature  grew  fad  to  lofe  the  day, 
The  flowery  vales  in  mourning  lay, 

In  mourning  flood  the  hills. 

Such  are  our  forrows,  Clark,  I  cry'd, 
Clouds  of  the  brain  grow  black,  and  hide 

Our  darken'd  fouls  behind  ; 
In  the  young  morning  of  our  years 
Diftempering  fogs  have  climb'd  the  fpheres, 

And  choke  the  labouring  mind. 

Lo,  the  g?.y  planet  rears  his  head, 
And  overlooks  the  lofty  made, 

New-brightening  all  the  fkies : 
But  fay,  dear  partner  of  my  moan, 
When  will  our  long  eclipfe  be  gone, 

Or  when  our  funs  arife  ? 

In  vain  are  potent  herbs  apply'd, 
Harmonious  founds  in  vain  have  tryM 

To  make  the  darknefs  fly  : 
But  drugs  would  raife  the  dead  as  foon, 
Or  clattering  brafs  relieve  the  moon, 

When  fainting  in  the  Iky. 

Some  friendly  fpirit  from  above, 
Born  of  the  night,  and  nuril  with  love, 

Aflift  our  feebler  fires  : 
Force  thefe  invading  glooms  away  ; 
Souls  fiiould  be  feen  quite  through  their  clay, 

Bright  as  your  heavenly  choirs. 

But  if  the  fogs  muft  damp  the  flame, 
Gently,  kind  death,  diflblve  our  frame, 

Releafe  the  prifoner-mind : 
Our  fouls  mail  mount,  at  thy  difcharge, 
To  their  bright  fource,  and  Ihine  at  large 

Nor  clouded,  nor  confin'd. 

THE  AFFLICTIONS  OF  A  FRIEND.     170: 

Now  let  my  cares  all  buried  lie, 

My  griefs  for  ever  dumb  : 
Your  forrows  fwell  my  heart  fo  high, 

They  leave  my  own  no  room. 

Sicknefs  and  pains  are  quite  forgot, 

The  fpleen  itfelf  is  gone  ; 
Plung'd  in  your  woes,  I  feel  them  not,. 

Or  fe^l  them  all  in  one. 

Infinite  grief  puts  fenfe  to  flight, 

And  all  the  foul  invades  : 
So  the  broad  gloom  of  fpreading  night 

Devours  the  evening  fliades. 
Thus  am  I  born  to  be  unbleft ! 

This  fympathy  of  woe 
Drives  my  own  tyrants  from  my  breaft 

T'  admit  a  foreign  foe. 
Sorrows  in  long  fucceffion  reign  ; 

Their  iron  rod  I  feel : 
Friendship  has  only  chang'd  the  chain3 

But  I'm  the  prifoner  fliU» 
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-Why  was  this  life  for  mifery  made  ? 

Or  why  drawn  out  fo  long  ? 
Is  there  no  room  amongft  the  dead  ? 

Or  is  a  wretch  too  young  ? 

Move  fafter  on,  great  nature's  wheel, 

Be  kind,  ye  rolling  powers, 
Hurl  my  days  headlong  down  the  hill 

With  undiftinguifh'd  hours. 

Be  dufky,  all  my  rifing  funs, 

Nor  fmile  upon  a  flave  : 
Darknefs,  and  death,  make  hafte  at  once 

To  hide  me  in  the  grave. 

THE  REVERSE: 

OR,  THE  COMFORTS  OF  A  FRIEND. 

THUS  nature  tun'd  her  mournful  tongue, 

Till  grace  lift  up  her  head, 
Revers'd  the  forrow  and  the  fong, 

And,  fmiling,  thus  (he  faid  : 

Were  kindred  fpirits  born  for  cares  ? 

Muft  every  grief  be  mine  ? 
Is  there  a  fympathy  in  tears  ? 

Yet  joys  refufe  to  join  ? 

Foibid  it,  heaven,  and  raife  my  love, 

And  make  our  joys  the  fame  ; 
So  blifs  and  friendlhip  join'd  above 

Mix  an  immortal  flame. 

Sorrows  are  loft  in  vain  delight 

That  brightens  all  the  foul, 
AS  deluges  of  dawning  light 

O'erwhelm  the  duflty  pole. 

Pleafures  in  long  fucceflion  reign, 

And  all  my  powers  employ  : 
Friendship  but  ihifts  the  pleafing  fcene, 

And  frefh  repeats  the  joy. 

Life  has  a  foft  and  filver  thread, 

Nor  is  it  drawn  too  long  ; 
Yet,  when  my  vafter  hopes  perfuade, 

I'm  willing  to  be  gone. 

Faft  as  ye  pleafe  roll  down  the  hill, 

And  hafte  away,  my  years; 
Or  I  can  wait  my  father's  will, 

Aad  dwell  beneath  the  fpheres. 

Rife  glorious,  every  future  fun, 

Gild  all  my  following  days, 
But  make  the  laft  dear  moment  known 

By  welLdiftinguifiVd  rays. 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
JOHN  LORD    CUTTS, 

AT  THE  SIEGE  OF  NAMUR. 

1  HE  HARDY  SOLDIER. 

<c  O  WHY  is  man  fo  thoughtlefs  grown  ? 
"  Why  guilty  fouls  in  hafte  to  die  ? 
"  Venturing  the  leap  to  worlds  unknown, 
"  Heedlefs  to  arms  and  blood  they  fly. 

"  Are  lives  but  worth  a  foldier's  pay  ? 
\&  Why  will  ye  join  fuch  wide  extremes, 


And  ftake  immortal  fouls,  in  play 

At  defperate  chance,  and  bloody  games  ? 

Valour's  a  nobler  turn  of  thought, 
Whofe  pardon'd  guilt  forbids  her  fears : 

«'  Calmly  (he  meets  the  deadly  (hot! 

"  Secure  of  life  above  the  ftars. 

But  phrenzy  dares  eternal  fate, 
*'  And,  fpurr'd  with  honour's  airy  dreams, 
£<  Flies  to  attack  th'  infernal  gate, 

And  force  a  paflage  to  the  flames." 

Thus  hovering  o'er  Namuria's  plains, 
Sung  heavenly  love  in  Gabriel's  form: 
Young  Thrafo  left  the  moving  drains, 
And  vow'd  to  pray  before  the  ftorm. 

Anon  the  thundering  trumpet  calls ; 
Vows  are  but  wind,  the  hero  cries; 
Then  fwears  by  heaven,  and  fcales  the  walls, 
Drops  in  the  ditch,  defpairs,  and  dies. 

BURNING  SEVERAL  POEMS  OF 

OVID,  MARTIAL,  OLDHAM,  DRYDEN,  &c. 

1708. 

I  JUDGE  the  mufe  of  lewd  defire  ; 

Her  fons  to  darknefs,  and  her  works  to  fire. 

In  vain  the  flatteries  of  their  wit 
Now  with  a  melting  ftrain,  now  with  an  heavenly 
flight, 

Would  tempt  my  virtue  to  approve 
Thofe  gaudy  tinders  of  a  lawleis  love. 

So  harlots  drefs  :  They  can  appear 
Sweet,  modeft,  cool,  divinely  fair, 
To  charm  a  Cato's  eye  ;  but  all  within, 
Stench,  impudence,  and  fire,  and  ugly  raging  fia» 

Die,  Flora,  die  in  endlefs  (hame, 

Thou  prcftitute  of  blacked  fame, 

Stript  of  thy  falfe  array. 

Ovid,  and  all  ye  wilder  pens 

Of  modern  luft,  who  gild  our  fcenes, 
Poifon  the  Britifli  ftage,  and  paint  damnation  gay, 

Attend  your  miftrefs  to  the  dead  ; 
When  Flora  dies,  her  imps  (hould  wait  upon  her 
(hade. 

Strephon  *,  of  noble  blood  and  mind> 
(For  ever  (hinc  his  name  !) 

As  death  approach'd,  his  foul  refined, 
And  gave  his  loofer  fonnets  to  the  flame. 

"  Burn,  burn,  he  cry'd  with  facred  rage, 

"  Hell  is  the  due  of  every  page, 
«  Hell  be  the  fate.     (But  O  indulgent  heaven  ! 
"  So  vile  the  mufe,  and  yet  the  man  forgiven  !) 
"  Burn  on  my  fongs :  For  not  the  filver  Thames 

'*  Nor  Tyber  with  his  yellow  ftreams 
"  In  endlefs  currents  rolling  to  the  main, 
"  Can  e'er  dilute  the  poifon,  or  wafli   out  the 
"  ftain." 

So  Mofes  by  divine  command 
Forbid  the  leprous  houfe  to  ftand 
When  deep  the  fatal  (pot  was  grown. 
'*  Break  down  the  timber,  and  dig  up  the  ftpae.  * 

of  RQchcJler, 
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TO  MRS.  B.  BENDISH. 

AGAINST  TEARS,    1699. 

MADAM,  pcrfuade  me  tears  are  good 
To  warn  our  mortal  cares  away  ; 
Thefe  eyes  fhall  weep  a  fudclen  flood, 
And  dream  into  a  briny  fea. 

Or  if  thefe  orbs  are  hard  and  dry, 
(Thefe  orbs  that  never  ufe  to  rain) 
Some  ftar  direct  me  where  to  buy  ' 
One  iovereign  drop  for  all  my  paia. 

Were  both  the  golden  Indies  mine, 
I'd  give  both  Indies  for  a.  tear  : 
.I'd  barter  all  but  what's  divine  : 
Nor  fliall  I  think  the  bargain  dear, 

But  tears,  alas !  are  trifling  things, 
They  rather  feed  than  heal  our  woe  ; 
From  trickling  eyes  new  forrovv  fprings, 
As  weeds  in  rainy  feafons  grow. 

Thus  weeping  urges  weeping  on; 
3n  yain  our  miferies  hope  relief^    ' 
Tor  one  drop  calls  another  cjown. 
Till  we  are  drown'd  in  feas  of  grief. 

Then  let  thefe  ufelefs  dreams  be  (laid, 
Wear  native  courage  on  your  face  : 
£Thefe  vulgar  things  were  never  made 
For  fouls  of  a  fuperior  race. 

If  'tis  a  rugged  path  you  go, 

And  thoufand  foes  your  fteps  furround, 

Tread  the  thorns  down,  charge  through  the  foe  ; 

The  hardeft  fight  is  higheft  crown'd. 

FEW  HAPPY  MATCHES. 
Aug.  1701. 

SAY  mighty  Love,  and  teach  nay 
To  whom  thy  fweeteft  joys  belong, 

And  who  the  happy  pairs 
Whofe  yielding  hearts,  and  joining  hands, 
Find  bleftings  twilled  with  their  bands, 

To  foften  all  their  cares. 
Not  the  wild  herd  of  nymphs  and  fwains 
That  thoughtlefs  fly  into  thy  chains, 

As  cuftom  leads  the  way  : 
If  there  be  blifs  without  d^fign, 
Ivies  and  oaks  may  grow  and  twine, 

And  be  asbieft  as  they. 

Not  fordid  fouls  of  earthly  mould 
Who  drawn  by  kindred  charms  of  gold 

To  dull  embraces  move  : 
So  two  rich  mountains  of  Peru 
May  rum  to  wealthy  marriage  too, 

And  make  a  world  of  love. 

Not  the  mad.  tribe  that  hell  infpires 
With  wanton  flames ;  thofe  raging  fires 

The  purer  blifs,  deftroy  : 
On  ^Etna's  top  let  furies  wed, 
And  fheets  of  lightning  drels  the  bed 

P  improve  the  burning  joy. 
Nqr  the  dull  pairs  whofe  marble  forms 
3Kon«  of  the  melting  pafflons  warms, 

Can  mingle  hearts  arid  bauds : 


Logs  of  green  wood  that  quench  the  coalsv 
Are  marry'd  juft  like  Stoic  fouls, 
With  ofiers  for  their  bands. 

Not  minds  of  melancholy  drain, 
Still  filent,  or  that  dill  complain, 

"Can  the  dear  bondage  blefs  : 
As  well  may  heavenly  concerts  fpring 
From  two  old  lutes  with  ne'er  a  ftring, 
Or  none  belides  the  bafs. 

Nor  can  the  foft  enchantments  hold 
Two  jarring  fouls  of  anrry  mould, 

The  rugged  and  the  kern  : 
Snmfon's  young  foxes  might  as  well 
In  bonds  of  cheerful  wedlock  dwell, 

With  firebrands  ty'd  between. 
Nor  let  the  cruel  fetters  bind 
A  gentle  to  a  favage  mind  ; 

For  Love  abhors  the  fight  : 
Loofe  the  fierce  tiger  from  the  deer, 
For  native  rage  and  native  fear 

Rife  and  forbid  delight, 
Two  kinded  fouls  alone  muft  meet, 
'Tis  friendfliip  makes  the  bondage  fweet, 

And  feeds  their  mutual  loves  : 
Bright  Venus  on  her  rolling  throne. 
Is  drawn  by  gentled  birds  alone, 

And  Cupids  yoke  the  doves. 


TO  DAVID  POLHILL, 

AN  EPISTLE.   DEC.  1702. 

LET  ufelefs  fouls  to  woods  retreat  ; 
Polhill  fhould  leave  a  country  feat 
When  virtue  bids  him  dare  be  great. 

Nor  Kent  *,  nor  Sufiex  *,  mould  have  charms,, 
While  liberty»  with  loud  alarms, 
Calls  you  to  counfels  and  to  arms. 
Lewis,  by  fawning  fla.ves  ador'd, 
Bids  you  receive  a  f  bafe-born  lord  ; 
Awake  your  cares  !  awake  your  fvvord  I 
Factions  amcugft  the  J  Britons  rife, 
And  warring  tongues,  and  wild  furmife, 
And  burning  zeal  without  her  eyes. 

A  vote  decides  the  blind  debate  ; 
Refolv'd,  "  'tis  of  diviner  weight, 
'«  To  fave  the  fteeple,  than  the  date." 
The  bold  §  machine  is  form'd  and  join'd 
To  ftretch  the  confcience,  and  to  bind 
The  native  freedom  of  the  mind. 

Your  grandfire  (hades  with  jealous  eye, 
Frown  down  to  fee  their  offspring  lie 
Carelefs,  and  let  their  country  die. 
If  ||  Trevia  fear  to  let  you  ftand 
Againd  the  Gaul  with  fpear  in  hands 
At  lead  petition  for  ^j"  the  land. 


*  His  country -feat  and  dwelling. 

f  The  Pretender,  proclaimed  King  in  France, 

I   The  parliament. 

The  bill  again/I  occojional  conformity,  1702. 
Mrs.  Polhill  of  the  family  of  Lord  Trevor. 
Mr.  Polhill  ivas  one   of  thofe  Jive  %ealoij.^ 
nsn  wfio  prefentedj.be  famous  Kenti/h'pc* 
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THE  CELEBRATED  VICTORY 

fF  THE  POLES  OVIR  OSMAN  THE  TURKISH  EM 
PEROR  IN  THE  DACIAN  BATTLE. 

Translated  from  Cafimire,  B.  IV.  Od.  4.  with  large 
Additions. 


GADOR  the  old,  the  wealthy,  and  the  ftrong, 
Cheerful  in  years  (nor  of  the  heroic  mufe 
Unknowing,  nor  unknown)  held  fair  poflefiions 
Where  flows  the  fruitful  Danube  :  Seventy  fprings 
Smil'd  on  his  feed,  and  feventy  harveft-moons 
Fill'd  his  wide  granaries  with  autumnal  joy  : 
Still  he  refum'd  the  toil :  and  fame  reports, 
While  he  broke  up  new  ground,  and  tir'd  his 

plough 

In  graffy  furrows,  the  torn  earth  difclos'd 
Helmets,  and  f words  (bright  furniture  of  war 
Sleeping  in  ruft)  and  heaps  of  mighty  bones. 
The  fun  defcending  to  the  weftern  deep 
Bid  him  lie  down  and  reft;   he  loos'd  the  yoke, 
Yet  held  his  wearied  oxen  from  their  food 
With  charming  numbers,  and  uncommon  fong. 

Go,  fellow-labourers,  you  may  rovefecure, 
Or  feed  befide  me ;  tafte  the  greens  and  boughs 
That  you  have  long  forgot ;  crop  the  fweet  herb, 
And  graze  in  fafety,  while  the  victor  Pole 
Leans  on  his  fpear,  and  breathes ;  yet  ftill  his  eye 
Jealous  and  fierce.     How  large,  old  foldier,  fay, 
How  fair  a  harveft  of  the  flaughter'd  Turks 
Strew'd  the  Moldavian  fields?  What  mighty  piles 
Of  vaft  deftruction,  and  of  Thracian  dead, 
Fill  and  amaze  my  eyes?  Broad  bucklers  lie 
(A  vain  defence)  fpread  o'er  the  pathlefs  hills, 
And  coats  of  fcaly  fteel,  and  hard  habergeon, 
Deep-bruis'd  and  empty  of  Mahometan  limbs. 
This  the  fierce  Saracen  wore,  (for  when  a  boy, 
I  was  their  captive,  and  remind  their  drefs :) 
Here  the  Polonians  dreadful  march'd  along 
In  auguft  port,  and  regular  array, 
Led  on  to  conqueft  :  Here  the  Turkiih  chief 
Prefumptuous  trod,  and  in  rude  order  rang'd 
His  long  battalions,  while  his  populous  towns 
Pour'd  out  frefli  troops  perpetual,  dreft  in  arms, 
Horrent  in  mail,  and  gay  in  fpajigled  pride. 

O  the  dire  image  of  the  bloody  fight 
Thefe  eyes  have  feen,  when  the  capacious  plain 
Was  throng'd  with  Dacian  fpears ;  when  polifli'd 

helms 

And  convex  gold  blaz'd  thick  againft  the  fun 
Reftoring  all  his  beams !  but  frowning  war 
All  gloomy,  like  a  gather'd  tempeft,  itcod 
Wavering,  and  doubtful  where  to  bend  its  fall. 

The  ftorm  of  miffive  fleel  delay'd  a  while 
By  wife  command  j'fledg'd  arrovvis  on  the  nerve  ; 
And  fcjmiter  and  fabre  bore  the  flieath 
Reluctant ;  till  the  hollow  brazen  clouds 
Had  bellow'd  from  each  quarter  of  the  field 
Loud  thunder,  and  difgorg'd  their  fulphurous  fire. 
Then  banners  wav'd,  and  arms  were  mix'd  with 

arms ; 
Then  javelins  anfwer'd  javelins  as  they  fled, 

tit  ion  to  the  parliament,  in  the  reign  of  King 
KVliam,  to  hr/ltn  their  fupplics  in  order  to  fup- 
fort  th?  King  in  his  war  with  prance. 


For  both  fled  hifling  death  :  With  adverfe  age 
The  crooked  faulrhions  metr;  and  hideous  noife 
From  clafliing  fliields,  through  the   long  ranks 

of  war, 

Clang'd  horrible.    A  thoufand  iron  florins 
Roar  diverfe :  and  in  harfli  confufkm  drown 
The  trumpet's  filver  found.     O  rude  effort 
Of  harmony  J  not  all  the  frozen  ftores 
Of  the  cold  north,  when  pour'd  in  rattling  hail, 
Lafh  with  fuch  madnefs  the  Norwegian  plains, 
Or  fo  torment  the  ear.     Scarce  founds  fo  far 
The  direful  fragor,  when  fome  fouthern  blaft 
Tears  from  the  Alps  a  ridge  of  knotty  oaks 
Deep  fang'd,  and  ancient  tenants  of  the  rock  : 
The  marly  fragment,  many  a  rood  in  length, 
With  hideous  crafii,  rolls  down  the  rugged  cliff 
Refiftlefs,  plunging  in  the  f abject  lake 
Como,  or  Lugaine  ;  th'  afflicted  waters  roar, 
And  various  thunder  all  the  valley  fills ; 
Such  was  the  noife  of  war :  the  troubled  air 
Complains  aloud,  and  propagates  the  din 
To  neighbouring  regions  ;  rocks  and  lofty  hills 
Beat  the  impetuous  echoes  round  the  iky. 

Uproar,  revenge,  and  rage,  and  hate,  appear 
In  all  their  murderous  forms;  and  flame,  and  blood. 
And  fweat,  and  dull,  array  the  broad  campaign. 
In  horror  :  hafty  feet,  and  fparkling  eyes, 
And  all  the  favage  paflions,  of  the  foul, 
Engage  in  the  warm  bufinefs  of  the  day. 
Here  mingling  hands,  but  with  no  friendly  gripe, 
Join  in  the  fight ;  and  breafts  in  clofe  embrace, 
But  mortal  as  the  iron  arms  of  death. 
Here  words  auftere,  of  perilous  command, 
And  valour  fwift  t'  obey  ;  bold  feats  of  arms 
Dreadful  to  fee,  and  glorious  to  relate, 
Shine    through  the   field   with    more    furpriu'ng 
brightnefs.  [plaufe 

Tha.n  glittering  helms  or  fpears.     What  loud  ap- 
(Beft  meed  of  warlike  toil)  what  manly  fliouts, 
And  yells  unmanly  through  the  battle  ring  ! 
And  i'udden  wrath  dies  into  endlefs  fame. 

Long  did  the  fate  of  war  hang  dubious.     Here 
Stood  the  more  numerous  Turk,  the  valiant  Pole 
Fought  here ;  more   dreadful,  though  with  letter 
wings. 

But  what  the  Bahets  or  the  coward  foul 
Of  a  Cydonian,  what  the  fearful  crowds 
Of  bafe  Cilicians  'leaping  from  the  flaughfer, 
Of  Parthian  beatts,  with  all  their  racing  rider.1?, 
What  could  they  mean  againli  th'  intrepid  breafb 
Of  the  purfuing  foe  ?  Th'  impetuous  Poles 
Rufli  here,  and  here  the  Lithuanian  horfe 
Drive  down  upon  them  like  a  double  bolt 
Of  kindled  thunder  raging  through  the  fky 
On  founding  wheels ;  or  as  fome  mighty  flood 
Rolls  his  two  torrents  down  a  dreadful  iteep 
Precipitant,  and  bears  along  the  ftreani 
Rocks,  woods,  and  trees,  with  all  the  grazing  herd, 
And  tumbles  lofty  forefts  headlong  to  the  plain. 

The  bold  Borufllan  fmoking  from  afar 
Moves  like  a  tempefl  in  a  duiky  cloud, 
And  imitates  th'  artillery  of  heaven, 

he  lightning  and  the  roar.     Amazing  fcene  ! 
What  Ihoweri  of  mortal  hail,  what  Vialcy  fires 
Bur;l  from  the  darkneis !  while  their  cohorts  firm 
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Met  the  like  thunder,  and  an  equal  ftorm, 
From.hoftile  troops,  but  with  a  braver  mind. 
Undaunted  boforas  tempt  the  edge  of  war, 
And  rufn  on  the  (harp  point ;  while  baleful  mif- 

chiefs, 

Deaths,  and  bright  dangers  flew  acrofs  the  field 
Thick  and  continual,  and  a  thoufand  fouls 
Fled  murmuring  through  their  wounds,     I  flood 

aloof, 

For  'twas  unfafe  to  come  within  the  wind 
Of  Ruffian  banners,  when  with  whizzing  found, 
Eager  of  glory,  and  profufe  of  life, 
They  bore  down  fearlefs  on  the  charging  foes, 
And  drove  them  backward.     Then  the  Turkifh 
Wander'd  in  difarray.     A  dark  eclipfe        [moons 
Hung  on  the  iilver  crefcqnt,  boding  night, 
!Long  night,  to  all  her  fous  :  at  length  difrob'd 
The  Itandards  fell :  the  barbarous  enligns  torn 
Fled  with  the  wind,  the  fport  of  angry  heaven  : 
And  a  large  cloud  of  infantry  and  horfe 
Scattering  in  wild  diforder,  fpfead  the  plain. 

Not  noife,  nor  number,  nor  the  brawny  limb, 
Nor  high-built  fize  prevails:  'Tis courage  fights, 
'Tis  courage  conquers.    So  whole  foreils  fall 
(A  fpacious  ruin)  by  one  fingle  axe, 
And  fteel  weli-fharp'ned  :  fo  a  generous  pair 
Of  young-  wingV  eaglets  fright  a  thoufand  doves. 

Vaft  was  the  {laughter,  and  the  flowery  green 
Drank  deep  of  flowing  crimfoij-  Veteran  bands 
Here  made  their  laft  campaign.  Here  haughty 

chiefs 

Stretch'd  on  the  bed  of  purple  honour  lie 
Supine,  nor  dream  of  battle's  hard  event, 
Opprefs'd  with  iron  {lumbers,  and  long  night. 
Their  ghpfts  indignant  to  the  nether  world 
Fled,  but  attended  well :  for  at  their  fide 
Some  faithful  Janizaries  ftrew'd  the  field, 
Fali'n  in  juft  ranks  or  wedges,  lunes  or  fquares, 
Firm  as  they  ftood  ;  to  the  Warfovian  troops, 
A  nobler  toil,  and  triumph  worth  their  fight. 
But  the  broad  fabre  and  keen  poll-axe  flew 
With  fpeedy  terror  through  the  feebler  herd, 
And  made  rude  havock  and  irregular  fpoil 
Amongft  the  vulgar  bands  that  own'd  the  name 
Of  Mahomet.     The  wild  Arabians  fled 
In  fwift  affright  a  thoufand  different  ways 
Through   brakes   and   thorns,    and    climb'd   the 

craggy  mountains, 

Bellowing ;  yet  hafty  fate  p'erto.ok  the  cry, 
And  Polilh  hunters  clave  the  timorous  deer. 

Thus  the  dire  profpecT:  diftant  fill'd  my  foul 
With  awe  ;  till  the  laft  relics  of  the  war, 
The  thin  Edonians,  flying  had  difclos'd 
The  ghaftly  plain  :   I  took  a  nearer  view, 
TJnfeemly  to  the  fight,  nor  to  the  fraell 
Grateful.     What  loads  of  mangled  fiefu  and  liaib 
(A  difmal  carnage  I)  bath'd  in  reeking  gore 
Xay  weltering  on  the  ground  ;  while  flitting  life 
Convtili'd  the  nerves  (till  fuivering,  nor  had  loft 
All  taite  of  pain  !  Here  an  old  Th.ra.cian  lies, 
Deform'd  with  years  and  fears,  and  groans  aloud 
Torn  with  frefli  wounds ;  but  inward  vitals  firm 
Forbid  the  foul?s  remove,  and  chain  it  down 
By  the  hard  laws  of  nature,  to  fuftain 
Long  torment :  his  wild  eye-balls  roll :  his  teeth, 


Gnafhing  with  aaguifli,  chide  his  lingering  fate. 
Emhlazon'd  armour  fpoke  his  high  command 
\mongft    the   neighbouring   dead ;    they   round 

their  lord 

ay  proftrate  ;  fome  in  flight  ignobly  flain, 
Some  to  the  ikies  their  faces  upwards  turn'd 
Still  brave,  and  proud  to  die  fo  near  their  prince. 

I  mov'd  not  far,  and  lo,  at  manly  length 
Two  beauteous  youths  of  richeft  Qtt'man  blood 
Extended  on  the  field  :   in  iriendihip  join'd, 
Nor  fate  divides  them  :  hardy  warriors  both  ; 
Both  faithful ;  drown'd  in  fiiowers  of  darts  they  fell, 
Each  with  his  fhield  fpread  o'er  his  lover's  heart, 
[n  vain  -.  for  on  thofe  orbs  of  friendly  brafs 
Stood  groves  of  javelins ;  fome,  alas,  too  deep 
Were   planted   there,  and  through   their   lovely 
Made  painful  avenues  for  cruel  death.        [bofoms 

0  my  dear  native  land,  forgive  the  tear      [paffion 

1  dropt  on  their  \van  cheeks,  when  ftrong  com-; 
Forc'd  from  my  melting  eyes  the  briny  dew, 
And  paid  a  facrifice  to  hoftile  virtue. 

Dacia,  forgive  the  fight  that  wilh'd  the  fouls 
Of  thofe  fair  infidels-  ibme  humble  place 
Among  the  bleft.  "  Sleep,  lleep,  ye  haplefs  pair^ 
"  Gently,  I  cry'd,  worthy  of  better  fate, 
"  And  better  faith."  Hard  by  the  general  lay, 
Of  Saracen  defcent,  a  grizly  form 
Breathlefs,  yet  pride  fat  pale  upon  his  front 
In  difappointment,  with  a  furly  brow 
Louring  in  death,  and  vest ;  his  rigid  jaws 
Foaming  with  blood  bite  hard  the  Polifh  fpcar  : 
In  that  dead  vifa«e  my  remembrance  reads 
Ram  Caraccas  :  In  vain  the  boafting  flave 
Promis'd  and  looth'd  the  mltan  threatening  fierce 
With  royal  fuppers.  and  triumphant  fare 
Spread  wide  beneath  Warfovia'n  filk  and  gold  ; 
See  on  the  naked  ground  all  cold  he  lies 
Beneath  the  damp  wide  covering  of  the  air, 
Forgetful  of  his  wore?.     How  heaven  confounds. 
Infulting  hopes  !  with  what  an  awful  fmile 
Laughs  at  the  proud,  that  loofen  all  the  reins 
To  their  unbounded  \vilhes,  and  leads  on 
Their  blind  ambition  to  a  lhameful  end  ! 

But  whether  am  1  borne  ?  This  thought  of  arms 
Fires  me  in  vain  to  fing  to  fenfelefs  bulls      [fong  ; 
What  generous  horfe  fhould  hear.    Break  off,  my 
My  barbarous  mufe,  be  flill :  Immortal  deeds 
Muft  not  be  thus  profan'd  in  milic  vtrfc  : 
The  martial  trumpet,  and  the  following  age. 
And  growing  fame,  {hall  loud  rehearfe  the  fight 
In  founds  of  glory.     Lo,  the  evening-ftar 
Shines  o'er  the  weftern  hill ;  my  oxen,  come, 
The  well-known  {lav  invites  the  labourer  home. 

TO  MR.  HENRY  BENDYSH. 

Aug-  24. 1705 

DEAR  SIR, 

THE  following  fong  was  yours  when  firft  com- 
pcfed  ;  The  mufe  then  defcribed  the  general  fate 
of  mankind,  that  is,  to  he  ill  matched  ;  and  now 
fhe  rejoices  that  you  have  efcaped  the  common 
mifchief,  and  that  your  foul  has  found  its  own 
mate.  Let  this  ode  then  congratulate  you  both. 
Grow  mutually  in  more  complete  likenefs  and  love : 
Perfevere,  and  be  happy. 

I  perfuade  myll-lf  you  will  accept  from  the  prefi 
what  the  pen  mere  privately  infcrihed  to  you  long 
ago  j  and  I  am  in!  1*0  pain  left  you  fhould.  take  of- 
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fence  at  the  fabulous  drefs  of  this  poem :  Nor 
\voukl  weaker  minds  be  fcandalized  at  it,  if  they 
would  give  themfelves  leave  to  reflect  how  many 
divine  truths  are  fpoken  by  the  holy  writers  in 
vifions  and  images,  parables  and  dreams  :  Nor 
ivre  my  wifer  friends  afhamed  to  defend  it,  fmce 
the  narrative  is  grave,  and  the  moral  fo  juft  and 
obvious. 

THE  INDIAN  PHILOSOPHER, 

Sept.  3.  1701 

Why  fhould  our  joys  transform  to  pain  ? 
Why  gentle  Hymen's  filken  chain 

A  plague  of  iron  prove  ? 
Bendyfh,  'tis  ftrange  the  charm  that  binds 
Millions  of  hands,  fhould  leave  their  minds 

At  fuch  a  loofe  from  love. 
In  vain  I  fought  the  wondcrous  caufe, 
Rang'd  the  wide  fields  of  nature's  laws, 

And  urg'd  the  fchools  in  vain ; 
Then  deep  in  thought,  within  my  breaft 
My  foul  retir'd,  and  {lumber  drefs'd 

A  bright  inflrudtive  fcene. 

O'er  the  broad  lands,  and  crofs  the.  tide, 
On  fancy's  airy  horfe  I  ride, 

(Sweet  rapture  of  my  mind  !) 
Till  on  the  banks  of  Ganges  flood, 
In  a  tall  ancient  grove  I  ftood, 

For  facred  ufe  defign'd. 
Hard  by,  a  venerable  pvicft, 
Rifen  with  his  God,  the  fun,  from  reft, 

Awoke  his  morning  fong  ; 
Thrice  he  conjur'oVthe  murmuring  dream ; 
The  birth  of  fouls  was  all  his  theme, 

And  half-divine  his  tongue. 

*'  He  fang  th'  eternal  rolling  flame, 
"  The  vital  mafs,  that  ftill  the  fame 

"  Does  all  our  minds  compofe  : 
**  But  fnarp'd  in  twice  ten  thoufand  frames: 
"  Thence  differing  fouls  of  differing  names, 

"  And  jarring  tempers  roie. 

"  The  mighty  power  that  form'd  the  mind 
«'  One  mould  for  every  two  defign'd, 

"  And  blefs'd  the  new-born  pair  : 
*'  This  be  a  match  for  this  (he  faid)  : 
"  Then  down  he  fent  the  fouls  he  made, 

"  To  feek  them  bodies  here  : 

"  But  parting  from  their  warm  abode 
"  They  loft  their  fellows  on  the  road, 

"  And  never  join'd  their  hands: 
"  Ah  cruel  chance,  and  crofting  fates  ! 
"  Our  eaftern  fouls  have  dropt  their  mates 

"  On  Europe's  barbarous  lands. 
"  Happy  the  youth  that  finds  the  bride 
"  Whole  birth  is  to  his  own  ally'd, 
"  The  fweeteft  joy  of  life  : 
"  But  oh  the  crowds  of  wretched  fouls 
"  Fetter'd  to  minds  of  different  moulds, 

"  And  chain'd  t'  eternal  ftrife  !" 
Thus  fang  the  wondrous  Indian  bard  ; 
My  foul  with  vaft  attention  heard, 

While  Ganges  ceas'd  to  flow  : 
«  Sure  then  (I  cry'd)  might  I  but  fee 
<«  That  gentle  nymph  that  twirm'd  wit,h  me, 

**  I  may  be  happy  too. 


Some  courteous  angel,  tell  me  where, 
What  diflant  lands  this  unknown  fair, 
"  Or  diflant  feas  detaim  ? 
Swift  as  the  wheel  of  nature  rolls 
I'd  fly,  to  meet,  and  mingle  fouls, 
"  And  wear  the  joyful  chain." 

THE  HAPPY  MAN. 
SERENE  as  light,  is  Myron's  foul, 
4nd  a&ive  as  the  fun,  yet  fteady  as  the  pole:  / 

In  manly  beauty  fhines  his  face  ; 
Every  mufe,  p.ud  every  grace, 
Makes  his  heart  and  tongue  their  feat, 
Eiis  heart  prof ufely  good,  his  tongue  divinely  fwcet. 
Myron,  the  wonder  of  our  eyes, 
Behold  his  manhood  fcarce  begun  ! 
Behold  the  race  of  virtue  run  ! 
Behold  the  goal  of  glory  won  !  [prize ; 

Nor  fame  denies  the   merit,  nor  with-holds  the 
Her  filver  trumpets  his  renown  proclaim : 
The  lands  where  learning  never  flew, 
Which  neither  Rome  nor  Athens  knew, 
Surly  Japan  and  rich  Peru,  [name. 

In  barbarous  fongs,  pronounce  the  Britilh  hero's 

"  Airy  blefs  (the  hero  cry'd) 
"  May  feed  the  tympany  of  pride ; 
But  healthy  fouls  were  never  found 
"  To  live  on  emptinefs  and  found." 

Lo,  at  his  honourable  feet 
-Fame's  bright  attendant,  wealth,  appears ; 
She  comes  to  pay  obedience  meet, 
Providing  joys  for  future  years ; 
Bleffingo  with  lavifh  hand  fhe  pours 

Gather'd  from  the  Indian  coaft  ; 
Not  Danae's  lap  could  equal  treafures  boaft, 
When  Jove  came  down  in  golden  fhowers. 

He  look'd  and  turn'd  his  eyes  away, 
With  high  difdain  I  heard  him  fay, 
"  Blifs  is  not  made  of  glittering  clay," 
Now  pomp  and  grandeur  court  his  head 
With  fcutcheons,  arms,  and  enfigns  fpread ; 
Gay  magnificence  and  ftate, 
Guards,  and  chariots,  at  his  jrate, 
And  flaves  and  endlefs  order  round  his  table  wait  ; 
They  learn  the  dictates  of  his  eyes, 
And  now  they  fall,  and  now  they  rife, 
Watch  every  motion  of  their  lord, 
Hang  on  his  lips  with  moft  impatient  zeal, 
With  fwift  ambition  feize  th'  unfinifh'd  word, 

And  the  command  fulfil. 
Tir'd  with  the  train  that  grandeur  brings, 
He  dropt  a  tear,  and  pity'd  kings, 
Then,  flying  from  the  noify  throng, 
Seek-j  the-diverfion  of  a  fong. 

Mufic  defcendino;  on  a  filent  cloud, 

Tun'd  all  her  firings  with  endlds  art; 
By  flow  degrees  from  foft  to  loud 
Changing  fhe  rofe  :  The  harp  and  fiate- 

Harmonius  join,  the  hero  to  falute, 
And  make  a  captive  of  his  heart. 

Fruits,  and  rich  wine,  and  fcenes  of  lawlefs  love 
Each  with  utmofl  luxury  ftrove 
To  treat  their  favourite  beil ; 
But  founding  firings,  and  fruits,  and  wine, 
And  lawlefs  love,  in  vain  combine 

To  make  his  virtue  fleep,  »i-  lull  his  foul  to  reft. 


THE  WORKS   OF  WATTS. 


He  faw  the  tedious  round,  and,  with  a  figh, 
Pronounc'd  the  world  but  vanity. 
"  In  crowds  of  pleafuie  ftill  1  find 
"  A  painful  folitude  of  mind. 

**  A  vdcancy  within  which  lenfe  can  ne'er  fupply 
"  Hence,  and  be  gone,  ye  flattering  fnares, 
*'  Ye  vulgar  charms  of  eyes  and  ears, 
"  Ye  unperforming  promifers ! 
'*  Be  all  my  bafer  paffions  dead, 
"  And  bafe  defires,  by  nature  made 

**  For  animals  and  boys  : 
ee  Man  has  a  relifh.  more  refin'd, 
"  Souls  are  for  focial  blifs  defign'd, 

"  Give  me  a  bleffing  fit  to  match  my  mind, 

**  A  kindred-foul  to  double  and  to  fhare  my  joys.' 
Myrrha  appear'd  :  «  Serene  her  foul, 

ft  And  a&ive  as  the  fun,  yet  fteady  as  the  pole  : 
"  In  fofter  beauties  ihone  her  face  ; 
"  Every  mufe,  and  every  grace, 
"  Made  her  heart  and  tongue  their  feat, 

*  Her  heart  profufely  good,  her  tongue  divinely 
*'  Myrrha  the  wonder  of  his  eyes ;"  [fweet : 
His  heart  recoil' d  with  fweet  furprife, 

With  joys  unknown  before  : 
His  foul  diffolv'd  in  pleafing  pain, 
Fiow'd  to  his  eyes,  and  look'd  again, 

And  could  endure  no  more. 
«'  Enough  !  (th'  impatient  hero  cries) 

"  Arid  feiz'd  her  to  his  breaft, 
"  I  feek  no  more  below  the  flues, 
"  1  give  my  Haves  the  reft." 

TO  DAVID  POLHLLL,  ESQ^ 

£n  A;if\i'er  to  an  infamous  fatyr,  failed  "  Ad-vid  to  a 
fainter ;"  tvrittrn  by  a  nmtulrfs  author,  againjl  King 
William  III.  of  glorious  memory,  1698. 

SIR, 

WHEN  you  put  thi'sfatyr  into  my -hand,  you  gave 
sne  the  occafion  of  employing- my  pen  to  anfwer 
fo  deteftable  a  writing ;  which  might  be  'done 
much  more  effectually  by  your  known  zeal  for  the 
intereft  of  his  majefty,  your  counfels  and  your  cou 
rage  employed  in  the  defence  of  your  king  and 
country.  And  fince  you  provoked  me  to  write, 
you  will  accept  of  thofe  efforts  of  my  loyalty  to 
the  beft  of  kings,  addreffed  to  one  of  die  moft  zea 
lous  of  his  fubjedts,  by 

SIR, 
Your  moft  obedient  fcrvant, 

I.  W. 

(  PART    I. 

AND  mud  the  hero,  that  redeem'd  our  land, 
Here  in  thp  front  of  vice  and  fcandal  ftand  ? 
The  man  of  wondrous  foul,  that  fcorn'd  his  cafe, 
Tempting  the  winters,  and  the  faithlefs  fcas, 
And  paid  an  annual  tribute  of  his  life 
To  guard  his  England  from  the  Irifh  knife,  [name, 
And  crufh  the  French  dragoon  ?    Muft  William's 
That  brighteft  ftar  that  gilds  the  wings  of  fame, 
William  the  brave,  the  pious,  and  fci.e-.juft, 
Adorn  "thefe  gloomy  fcenes  or  tyranny  and  luft  ? 

Polhill,  my  blood  boils  high,  my  fpirits  flame  Q 

Can  your  zeal  fieep  !  Or  are  your  jDaffions  tame  ?  f 

|sTor  call  revenge  and  darknefs  on  the  Poet's  f 

«amc  ?  3 

2 


Why  fmoke  the  fkies  not  ?  Why  no  thunders  roll  ? 
Nor  kindling  lightnings  blaft  his  guilty  foul  ? 
Audacious  wretch  !  to  ftab  a  monarch's  fame, 
And  fire  his  fubjects  with  a  rebel-flame  ; 
To  call  the  painter  to  his  black  defigns, 
To  draw  our  guardian's  face  in  hellifh  lines  : 
Painter,  beware  !   the  monarch  can  be  fhown     "1 
Under  no  fhape  but  angels,  or  his  own,  V 

Gabriel,  or  William,  on  the  Britifh  throne.         j 

O  !  could  my  thought  but  grafp  the  vaft  defign*, 
And  words  with  infinite  ideas  join, 
I'd  roufe  Apclles,  from  his  iron  fleep, 
And  bid  him  trace  the  warrior  o'er  the  deep  : 
Trace  him,  Apelles,  o'er  the  Belgian  plain ;       "1 
Fierce,  how  he  climbs  the  mountains  of  the  flain,  f 
Scattering  juft  vengeance  through  the  red  cam- 1* 

paign.  3 

Then  dafh  the  canvas  with  a  flying  flroke,         ""} 
Till  it  be  loft  in  clouds  of  fire  and  fmoke,  £ 

And  fay,  'Twas  thus  the  conqueror  through  the  l" 

fquadrons  broke.  3 

Mark  him  again  emerging  from  the  cloud,  "> 
Far  from  his  troops ;  there  like  a  rock  he  ftood  J. 
His  country's  fingle  barrier  in  a  fea  of  blood,  3 
Calmly  he  leaves  the  pleafures  of  a  throne,  > 
And  his  Maria  weeping ;  whilft  alone  [own  .  C 
He  wards  the  fate  of  nations,  and  provokes  his  j 
But  heaven  fecures  its  champion;  o'er  the  field  ~1 
Paint  hovering  angels ;  though  they  fly  con-  f 
ceal'd,  [fhield.  f 

Each  intercepts  a  death,  and  wears  it  on  hisj 

Now,  noble  pencil,  lead  him  to  our  ifle, 
Mark  how  the  fkies  with  joyful  luft  re  fmile, 
Then  imitate  the  glory ;  on  the  ftrand 
Spread  half  the  nation,  longing  ti[l  he  land. 
Wafh  off  the  blood,  and  take  a  peaceful  teint, 
All  red  the  warrior,  white  the  ruler  paint ; 
Abroad  a  hero,  and  at  home  a  faint. 
Throne  him  on  high  upon  a  mining  feat, 
Luft  and  profancneft  dying  aj:  his  feet,        [meet, 
While  round  his  head  the  laurel  and  the  olive  [ 
The  crowns  of  war  and  peace  ;  and  may  they  blow 
With  flowery  bleffings  ever  on  his  brow. 
At  his  right  hand  pile  up  the  Englilh  laws 
n  facred  volumes ;  thence  the  monarch  draws 
-fis  wife  and  juft  commands— — —  v 

life,  ye  old  fages  of  the  Britifh  ifle, 

the  fair  tablet  caft  a  reverend  fmile, 
And  blefs  the  piece ;  thefo  ftatutes  are  your  o\v«r 
That  fway  the  cottage,  and  direct  the  throne  ; 
*eople  and  prince  are  one  in  William's  name, 
Their  joys,  their  dangers,  and  their  laws  the  fame. 

Let  liberty,  and  right,  with  plumes  difplay'd/l 
Clap  their  glad  wings  around  their  guardian 's/_ 
head,  T 

leligion  o'er  the  reft  her  ftarry  pinions  fpread.  3 
Religion  guards  him  ;  round  th'  imperial  queen 
"•lace  waiting  virtues,  each  of  heavenly  mien  ; 
^carn  their  bright  air,  and  paint  it  from  his  eyes  ; 
'he  juft,  the  bold,  the  temperate,  and  the  wife 
Dwell  in  his  looks ;  majeftic,  but  i'erene  ;  ^ 

wect,  with  no  fondnefs;  cheerful,  but  not  vain  :  > 
Iright,  without  terror  ;  great,  without  difdain.  J 
[is  foul  infpires  us  what  his  lips  command, 
nd  fpreads  his  brave  example  through  the  land :    , 
ot  fo  the  former  reigns ;  ..  .  •    '• 
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Bend  down  his  ear  to  each  affli&ed  cry, 
Let  beams  of  grace  dart  gently  from  his  eye  ; 
But  the  bright  treafnres  of  his  facred  breaft 
Are  too  divine,  too  vaft  to  be  expreft  : 
Colour*  muft  fail  where  words  and  numbers  faint, 
And  leave  the  hero's  heart  for  thought  alone  to  paint. 

PART    II. 

Now,  Mufe,  purfue  the  fatyrift  again, 
Wipe  off  the  blots  of  his  invenom  d  pen ; 
Hark,  how  he  bids  the  fervile  painter  draw, 
In  monftrous  fhapes,  the  patroqs  of  our  law  ; 
At  one  flight  dafh  he  cancels  every  name 
Froti  the  white  rolls  of  honefty  and  fame ; 
This  fcribbling  wretch  marksallhemeets  for  knave, 
Shoots  fudden  bolts  promifcuous  at  the  bafe  and 
And  with  unpardonable  malice  fheds  [brave, 

Poifon  and  fpite  on  undiftinguifh'd  heads. 
Painter,  forbear ;  or  if  thy  bolder  hand  • 
Dares  to  attempt  the  villains,  of  the  land, 
Draw  firft  this  poet,  like  fome  baleful  {tar, 
With  filent  influence  fhedding  civil  war ; 
Or  factious  trumpeter,  whofe  magic  found 
Calls  off  the  fubje&s  to  the  hoftile  ground, 
And  fcatters  hellifh  feuds  the  nation  round. 
Thefe  are  the  imps  of  hell,  that  curfed  tribe 
That  firft  create  the  plague,  and  then  the  pain  de- 
fcribe. 

Draw  next  above,  the  great  ones  of  our  ifle, 
Still  from  the  good  diftinguifhing  the  vile  ; 
Seat  them  in  pomp,  in  grandeur,  and  command, 
Peeling  the  fubje&s  with  a  greedy  hand  :     ' 
Paint  forth  the  knaves  that  have  the  nation  fold, 
And  tinge  their  greedy  looks  with  fordid  gold. 
Mark  what  a  felfifh  faction  undermines 
The  pious  monarch's  generous  defigns, 
Spoil  their  own  native  land  as  vipers  do, 
Vipers  that  tear  their  mother's  bowels  through. 
Let  great  Naflau,  beneath  a  careful  cro\vn,        ~) 
Mournful  in  majefty,  lo^k  gently  down, 
Mingling  foft  pity  with  an  awful  frown :  j 

He  grieves  to  fee  how  long  in  vain  he  flrove  "1 
To  make  us  bleft,  how  vain  his  labours  prove  > 
To  fave  theflubborn  lasid  he  condefcends  to  love,  j 

TO  THE  DISCONTENTED  AND  UNQUIET, 
Imitated  partly  from  Cafimirey  B.  IV.  Qd.  IJ. 

VARIA,  there's  nothing  here  that's  free 

From  wearifome  anxiety : 

And  the  whole  round  of  mortal  joys 

With  fhort  pofleflion  tires  and  cloys  : 

'Tis  a  dull  circle  that  we  tread, 

Juft  from  the  window  to  the  bed, 

We  rife  to  fee  and  to  be  feen,  1 

Gaze  on  the  world  awhile,  and  then 

We  yawn,  and  ftretch  to  fleep  again,  J 

But  Fancy,  that  uneafy  guejfl, 

Still  holds  a  longing  in  our  breaft  : 

She  finds  or  frames  vexations  ftill. 

Herfelf  the  greateft  plague  we  feel, 

We  take  ftrange  pleafure  in  our  pain, 

And  make  a  mountain  of  a  grain, 

AfTume  the  load,  and  pant  and  fweat 

Beneath  th'  imaginary  weight. 

With  our  dear  felves  we  live  at  ftrife, 

While  the  moft  conftant  fcer.es  of  life 


From  peevifh  humours  are  not  frc*; 
Still  we  affect  variety  : 
Rather  than  pafs  an  eafy  day, 
We  fret  and  chide  the  hours  away, 
G.TOW  weary  of  this  circling  fun, 
And  vex  that  he  fhould  ever  run 
The  fame  old  track  ;  and  ftill,  and  ftil! 
Rife  red  behind  yon  eaftern  hill, 
And  chide  the  moon  that  darts  her  light 
Through  the  fame  cafement  every  night. 

We  fiiift  o.ur  chambers,  and  our  homes, 
To  dwell  where  trouble  never  comes; 
Sylvia  has  left  the  city  crowd, 
Againft  the  court  exclaims  aloud, 
Flies  to  the  woods  ;  a  hermit  faint  ! 
She  loaths  her  patches,  pins,  and  paint, 
Dear  diamonds  from  her  neck  are  torn  : 
But  humour,  that  eternal  thorn, 
Sticks  in  her  heart  :  She  is  hurry'd  ftill, 
Twist  her  wild  pafiions  and  her  will  : 
Haunted  and  hagg'd  where-e'er  fhe  roveg, 
By  purling  ftreams,  and  filent  groves, 
Or  with  her  furies,  or  her  loves. 

Then  our  own  native  land  we  hate, 
Too  cold,  too  windy,  or  too  wet  ; 
Change  the  thick  climate,  and  repair 
To  France  or  Italy  for  air  ; 
In  vain  we  change,  in  vain  we  fly  ; 
Go,  Sylvia,  mount  the  whirling  fky, 
Or  ride  upon  the  feather'd  wind 
In  vain  ;  if  this  difeafed  mind 
Clings  faft,  and  ftill  fits  clofe  behind. 
.Faithful  difeafe,  that  never  fails 
Attendance  at  her  lady's  fide, 
Over  the  defart  or  the  tide, 
On  rolling  wheels,  or  flying  fails. 

Happy  the  foul  that  virtue  fhow* 
Too  fix  the  place  of  her  repofe, 
Needlefs  to  move  ;  for  fhe  can  dwell 
In  her  old  grs.ndfire's  hall  as  well. 
Virtue  that  never  loves  to  roam, 
But  fweetly  hides  herfelf  at  home. 
And  eafy  on  a  native  throne 
Of  humble  turf  fits  gently  down. 

Yet  fhould  tumultuous  ftorms  arifc, 
And  mingle  earth,  and  feas,  and  ikies, 
Should  the  waves  fwell,  and  make  her  roll 
Acrofs  the  line,  or  near  the  pole, 
Still  (he's  at  peace  ;  for  well  ihe  knows     . 
To  launch  the  ftream  that  duty  fhows, 
And  makes  her  home  where-e'er  fhe  goes. 
Bear  her,  yc  feas,  upon  your  breaft, 
Or  waft  her,  winds,  from  eaft  to  weft 
On  the  foft  air  ;  fhe  cannot  find 
A  couch  fo  eafy  as  her  mind, 
Nor  breathe  a  climate  half  fo  kind. 


I 
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TO  JOHN  HARTOPP, 

AFTERWARDS  SIR  JOHN   HARTOPP,  BART, 

Cafimirt,  Book  I.   Ode  4.  imitated. 
"  Vive  jucundas  metuens  juventae,"  &C.N 

July,  1700. 

LIVE,  my  dear  Hartopp,  live  ta-day, 
Nor  let  the  fun  look  down  and  fay, 
"  Jnglorious  here  he  lies  j" 
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Shake  off  your  cafe,  and  fend  your  name 
To  immortality  and  fame, 
By  every  hour  that  flies. 

Youth's  a  fcft  fcene,  but  truft  her  not : 
Her  airy  minutes,  fwift  as  thought, 

Slide  off  the  flippery  fphere  ; 
Moons  with  their  months  make  hafty  rounds, 
The  fun  has  pafs'd  his  vernal  bounds, 

And  whirls  about  the  year. 

X,et  folly  drefs  in  green  and  red, 
'And  gird  her  wafte  with  flowing  gold, 
Knit  blufhing  rofes  round  her  head, 
Alas  !  the  gaudy  colours  fade, 

The  garment  waxes  old. 
Hartopp,  mark  the  withering  rofe, 
And  the  pale  gold  how  dim  it  flnows  \ 

Bright  and  lifting  blifs  below 

Is  all  romance  and  dream  ; 
Only  the  joys  celeflial  flow 

In  an  eternal  ftream, 
The  pleafures  that  the  fmiling  day 

With  large  right  hand  beftows, 
Falfely  her  left  conveys  away, 

And  (hufiles  in  our  woe*. 
So  have  I  feen  a  mother  play, 

And  cheat  her  filly  child, 
She  gave  and  took  a  toy  away, 

The  infant  cry'd  and  fmil'd. 

Airy  chance,  and  iron  fate, 
Hurry  and  vex  our  mortal  flate, 
And  all  the  race  of  ills  create  ; 
Now  fiery  joy,  now  fullen  grief, 
Commands  the  reins  of  human  life, 

The  wheels  impetuous  roll ; 
The  harneft  hours  and  minutes  flrive, 
And  days  with  ftretching  pinions  driven 

-down  fiercely  on  the  goal. 

Not  half  fo  faft  the  galley  flies 

O'er  the  Venetian  lea, 
When  fails,  and  oars,  and  labouring  {kies, 

Contend  to  make  her  way. 
Swift  wings  for  all  the  flying  hours 

The  God  of  time  prepares, 
The  reft  lie  ftill  yet  in  their  neft 

And  grow  for  future  years. 

TO  THOMAS  GUNSTON,  ESQ. 

HAPPY   SOLITUDE. 

Caftmlrf,  Book  IV.   Ode  12.  imitated. 

"  Quid  me  latentem,"  &c.  1700. 

THE  noify  world  complains  of  me 
That  I  ihould  fhun  their  fight  and  flee 
Vifits,  and  crowds,  afcd  company. 
Gunfton,  the  lark  dwells  in  her  nefl 

Till  (he  afcend  the  ikies ; 
And  in  my  clofet  I  could  reft 

Till  to  the  heavens  1  rife. 
Yet  they  will  urge,  "  This  private  life 
"  Can  never  make  you  blefl, 
"  And  twepty  doors  are  ftill  at  ftrifd 

"  T'  engage  you  for  a  gueft." 
Friend,  fhould  the  towers  of  Winclfor  or  Whitehall 


Spread  open  their  inviting  gates 
To  make  my  entertainment  gay  ; 
I  would  obey  the  royal  call, 

But  (hort  fhould  be  my  ftay, 
Since  a  diviner  fervice  waits 
T*  employ  my  hours  at  home,  and  better  fill  the  day« 

When  I  within  myfelf  retreat, 
I  (hut  my  doors  againft  the  great ; 
My  bufy  eye  -balls  inward  roll, 
And  there  with  large  furvey  I  fee 
All  the  wide  theatre  of  me, 
And  view  the  various  fcenes  of  my  retiring  foul  5 
There  I  walk  o'er  the  mazes  I  have  trod, 
While  hope  and  fear  are  in  a  doubtful  ftrife, 

Whether  this  opera  of  life 
Be  acted  well  to  gain  the  plaudit  of  my  God. 

There's  a  day  haftening,  ''tis  an  awful  day  !) 
When  the  great  fovercign  fhall  at  large  review 

All  that  we  fpeak,  and  all  we  do, 
The  feveral  parts  we  act  on  this  wide  ftage  of  clay: 

Thefe  he  approves,  and  thofe  he  blames, 
And  crowns  perhaps  a  porter,  and  a  prince  he  damns. 
O  if  the  judge  from  his  tremendous  feat 

Shall  not  condemn  what  I  have  done, 

I  (hall  be  happy  though  unknown, 
Nor  heed  the  gazing  rabble,  nor  the  fnouting  ftreet, 

I  hate  the  glory,  friend,  that  fprings 
From  vulgar  breath,  and  empty  found  ; 
Fame  mounts  her  upward  with  a  flattering  gale 

Upon  her  airy  wings, 
Till  envy  (hoots,  and  fame  receives  the  wound  : 

Then  her  flagging  pinions  fail, 
Down  glory  falls,  and  ftrikes  the  ground, 

And  breaks  her  batter'd  limbs. 
Rather  let  me  be  quite  conceal'd  from  fame ; 
How  happy  I  fhould  lie 
In  fweet  obfcurity, 

Nor  the  loud  world  pronounce  my  little  name  \ 
Here  I  could  live  and  die  alone  j 
Or  if  fociety  be  due 
To  keep  our  tafte  of  pleafure  new, 
Gunfton,  I'd  live  and  die  with  you, 
For  both  our  fouls  are  one. 

Here  we  could  fit  and  pafs  the  hour, 

And  pity  kingdoms,  and  their  kings, 
And  fmile  at  all  their  fhining  things, 
Their  toys  of  ftate,  and  images  of  power  ; 
Virtue  ftiould  dwell  within  our  feat, 
Virtue  alone  could  make  it  fweet, 
Nor  is  herfelf  fecure,  but  in  a  clofe  retreat. 
While  fhe  withdraws  from  public  praife, 

Envy  perhaps  would  ceafe  to  rail, 
Envy  itfelf  would  innocently  gaze 

At  beauty  in  a  vail : 
But  if  fne  once  advance  to  light, 
Her  charms  are  loft  in  envy's  fight, 
And  virtue  ftands  the  mark  of  univerfal  fpight, 


TO  JOHN  HARTOPP, 

AFTERWARDS   SIR  JOHN   HARTOPP,    BART 
THE  DISDAIN.     I7OO. 

HARTOPP,  I  love  the  foul  that  dares, 
Tread  the  temptations  of  his  years 
Beneath  his  -youthful  feet : 
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Fleetwood  and  all  thy  heavenly  Ijne 
Look  through  the  ftars,  and  iiuilc  divine 

Upon  ah  heir  fo  great. 
Youn^  Hartopp  knows  this  noble  theme, 
That  the  wild  fcenes  of  bufy  life, 
The  noife,  th'  amufements,  and  the  ftrife, 
Are  but  the  vifions  of  the  night, 
Gay  phantoms  of  delufive  light, 

Or  a  vexatious  dream. 

Flefh  is  the  vileft  and  the  lead 

Ingredient  of  our  frame  : 
We're  born  to  live  above  the  beaft, 

Or  quit  the  manly  name. 
Pleafures  of  fenfe  we  leave  for  boys ; 
Be  Ihining  duft  the  mifer's  food  ; 
Let  fancy  feed  on  fame  and  noife, 
Souls  muft  purfue  diviner  joys, 

And  feize  th'  immortal  good. 

TO  MITIO,  MY  FRIEND. 

AN  EPISTLE. 

FORGIVE  me,  Mitio,  that  there  Ihould  be  any 
mortifying  lines  in  the  following  poems  infcribed 
to  you,  fo  foon  after  your  entrance  into  that  flate 
which  was  defigried  for  the  completeft  happinefs 
on  earth  :  But  you  will  quickly  difcover,  that  the 
mufu  in  the  firfl  poem  only  reprefents  the  fhades 
and  dark  colours  that  melancholy  throws  upon 
love,  and  the  focial  life.  In  the  fecond,  perhaps  fhe 
indulges  her  own  bright  ideas  a  little.  Yet  if  the 
accounts  are  but  well  balanced  at.  lafl,  and  things 
fet  in  a  due  light,  I  hope  there  is  no  ground  for 
cenfure.  Here  you  will  find  an  attempt  made  to 
talk  of  one  of  the  raoft  important  concerns  of  hu 
man  nature  in  verfe,  and  that  with  a  folemnity 
becoming  the  argument.  1  have  banifhed  grimace 
and  ridicule,  that  pe/fons  of  the  mofl  ferious  cha 
racter  may  read  without  offence.  What  was  writ 
ten  feveral  years  ago  to  yourfelf,  is  now  permitted 
to  entertain  the  world ;  but  you  may  alfume  it  to 
yourfelf  as  a  private  entertainment  ftill,  while  you 
lie  concealed  behind  a  feigned  name. 

THE  MOURNING-PIECE. 

LIFE'S  a  long  tragedy  :  This  globe  the  flage, 
Well  fix'd  and  well  adorn'd  with  ftrong  machines, 
Gay  fields,  and  Ikies,  and  feas :  The  actors  many; 
The  plot  immenfe  :  A  flight  of  demons  fit 
On  every  failing  cloud  with  fatal  purpoiie  ; 
And  moots  acrois  the  fcenes  ten  thoufand  arrows 
Perpetual  and  unfeen,  headed  with  pain, 
With  forrow,  infamy,  difeafe,  and  death. 
The  pointed  plagues  fly  filent  through  the  air, 
Nor  twangs  the  bow,  yet  fure  and  deep  the  wound. 

Dianthe  acts  her  little  part  alone, 
Nor  wifhes  an  affociate.     Lo  me  glides 
Single  through  all  the  florm,  and  more  fecure ; 
Lei's  are  her  dangers,  and  her  breafl  receives 
The  feweft  darts.     "  But,  O  my  lov'd  Marilla, 
*'  My  fifter,  once  my  friend,  (Dianthe  cries) 
"  How  much  art  thou  expofed  !  Thy  growing  foul 
14  Doubled  in  wedlock,  multiply'd  in  children, 
"  Stands  but  the  broader  mark  for  all  the  mifchiefs 
"  Th#t  rove  promifcuous  o'er  the  mortal  flage  ; 


"  Children,  thofc  dear  young  limbs,  thofe  tendered 

pieces 

"  Of  your  own  flefh,  thofe  little  other  felves, 
"  How  they  dilate  the  heart  to  wide  dimensions, 
"  And  foften  every  fibre  to  improve 
"  The  motheVs  fad  capacity  of  pain  ! 
"  I  mourn  Fidelio  too  ;  though  heaven  has  chofc 
"  A  favourite  mate  for  him,  of  all  her  fex 
"  The  pride  and  flower :  How  blefl  the  lovely  pair, 
"  Beyond  expreflion,  if  well  mingled  loves 
"  And  woes  well  mingled  could  improve  our  blifs ! 
"  Amidft  the  rugged  cares  of  life  behold 
"  The  father  and  the  hufband  ;  flattering  names, 
"  That  fpread  his  title,  and  enlarge  his  mare 
"  Of  common  wretchednefs.     He  fondly  hopes 
'*  To  multiply  his  joys,  but  every  hour 
'  Renews  the  difappointment  and  the  fmart. 
'  There  not  a  wound  afflicts  the  meaneft  joint 
'  Of  his  fair  partner,  or  her  infant  train, 
*  (Sweet  babes !)  but  pierces  to  his  inrnoft  foul. 
(  Strange  is  thy  power,  O  Love !  what  numer- 

"  ous  veins, 

"  And  arteries,  and  arms,  and  hands,  and  eyes, 
"  Are  link'd  and  faften'd  to  a  lover's  heart, 
"  By  flrong  but  fecret  firings !  With  vain  attempt 
*«  We  put  the  Stoic  on,  in  vain  we  try 
"  To  break  the  ties  of  nature  and  of  blood ; 
"  Thofe  hidden  threads  maintain  the  dear  com- 

"  munion 

"  Inviolably  firm  ;  their  thrilling  motions 
"  Reciprocal  give  endlefs  fympathy 
"  In  all  the  bitters  and  the  fweets  of  life* 
"  Thrice  happy  man,  if  pleafure  only  knew 
"  Thefe  avenues  of  love  to  reach  our  fouls, 
"  And  pain  had  never  found  them  !" 

Thus  fang  the  tuneful  maid,  fearful  to  try 
The  bold  experiment.     Oft  Daphnia  came, 
And  oft  Narcifius,  rivals  of  her  heart, 
Luring  her  eyes  with  trifles  dipt  in  gold, 
And  the  gay  filken  bondage.     Firm  fhe  flood, 
And  bold  repuls'd  the  bright  temptation  ftill, 
Nor  put  the  chains  on  ;  dangerous  to  try, 
And  hard  to  be  diflblv'd.     Yet  rifing  tears 
Sate  on  her  eye-lids,  while  her  numbers  flow'd 
Harmonious  forrow ;  and  the  pitying  drops 
Stole  down  her  cheeks,  to  mourn  the  haplefs  flatc 
Of  mortal  lore.    Love,  thou  befl  bleffing  fent 
To  foften  life,  and  make  our  iron  cares 
Eafy  :  But  thy  own  cares  of  fofter  kind      [heart, 
Give  fharper  wounds :  They  lodge  too  near  the 
Beat,  like  the  pulfe,  perpetual,  and  create 
A  ilrange  uneafy  fenfe,  a  tempting  pain. 

Say,  my  companion  Mitio,  fpeak  fincere, 
(For  thou  art  learned  now)  what  anxious  thoughts., 
What  kind  perplexities  tumultuous  rife, 
If  but  the  ab fence  of  a  day  divide 
Thee  from  thy  fair  beloved  !  Vainly  fmiles 
The  cheerful  fun,  and  night  with  radiant  eye* 
Twinkles  in  vain  :  The  region  of  thy  foul 
Is  darknefs,  till  thy  better  ftar  appear. 
Tell  me,  what  toil,  what  torment  to  fuflaiij 
The  rolling  burden  of  the  tedious  hours  ? 
The  tedious  hours  are  ages.     Fancy  roves 
Reftlefs  in  fond  inquiry,  nor  believes 
Charifla  fafe :  Charifla,  in  whofe  life 
Thy  life  confifls,  and  in  her  comfort  thine. 
Fear  and  furmife  put  on  a  thouiand  forms 
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Of  dear  disquietude,  and  round  thine  ears 
Whifper  tin  thoufand  dangers,  endlefs  woes, 
Till  thy  frame  fhui'ders  at  her  fancy'd  death  ; 
Then  dies  my  Mitio,  and  his  blood  creeps  cold 
Through  every  vein.     Speak,  does  the  ftranger^ 

mufe 

Caft  happy  gucffes  at  the  unknown  paffion, 
Or  has  fhe  fabled  all  ?  Inform  me,  friend, 
Are  half  thy  joys  fincere  ?  Thy  hopes  fulfiil'd 
Or  fruftrate"?  Here  commit  thy  fecret  griefs 
To  faithful  ears,  and  be  they  bury'd  here 
In  friendfhip  and  oblivion ;  left  they  fpoil 
Thy  new-born  pleafures  with  diftafteful  gall. 
Nor  let  thine  eye  too  greedily  drink  in 
The  frightful  profpect,  when  untimely  death 
Shall  make  wild  inroads  on  a  parent's  heart, 
And  his  dear  offspring  to  the  cruel  grave 
Are  dragg'd  in  fad  fucceflion,  while  his  foul 
Is  torn  away  piece-meal :  Thus  dies  the  wretch 
A  various  death,  and  frequent,  ere  he  quit 
The  theatre,  and  make  his  exit  final. 

But  if  his  deareft  half,  his  faithful  mate 
Survive,  and  in  the  fweeteft  faddeft  airs 
Qf  love  and  grief,  approach  with  trembling  hand 
To  clofe  his  fwimmirig  eyes,  what  double  pangs, 
What  racks,  what  twinges  rend  his  heart-itringsoff 
From  the  fair  bofoni  of  that  fellow-dove 
He  leaves  behind  to  mourn  ?  What  jealous  cares 
Hang  on  his  parting  foul,  to  think  his  love 
Expos'd  to  wild  oppreffion,  and  the  herd 
Of  favage  men  ?  So  parts  the  dying  turtle 
With  fobbing  accents,  with  fuch  fad  regret 
Leaves  his  kind  feather'd  mate  :  The  widow  bird 
Wanders  in  lonefome  {hades,  forgets  her  food, 
Forgets  her  life  ;  or  fulls  a  fpeedier  prey 
To  talon'd  faulcons,  and  the  crooked  beak 
Of  hawks  athirft  for  blood    .        . 

THE  SECOND  PART : 

OH,  THE  BRIGHT  VISION. 

THUS  far  the  mufe,  in  unaccuftom'd  moodj 

And  {trains  unpleafing  to  a  lover's  ear, 

Indulg'd  a  gloom  of  thought ;  and  thus  fhe  fang 

Partial ;  for  melancholy's  hateful  form 

f?tood  by  in  fable  robe  :  The  penfive  mufe 

Survey'd  the  darkfome  fcenes  of  life,  and  fought 

Some  bright  relieving  glimpfe,  fome  cordial  ray 

In  the  fair  world  of  love  :  But  while  fhe  gaz'd 

Delightful  on  the  ftate  of  twin-born  fouls 

United,  blefs'd,  the  cruel  fhade  apply'd 

A  di.rk  long  tube,  and  a  falfe  tinclur'd  glafs 

Deceitful ;  blending  love  and  life^at  once 

In  darknefs,  chaos,  and  the  common  mafs 

Of  mifery ;  Now  Urania  feels  the  cheat, 

And  breaks  the  hated  optic  in  difdain. 

Swift  vanifhes  the  fullen  form,  and  lo 

The  fcene  fliines  bright  with  biifs:  Behold  the 

place 

\Where  mifchiefs  never  fly,  cares  never  come 
With  wrinkled  brow,  nor  anguifh,  nor  difeafe, 
Nor  malice  forky-tongued.     On  this  dear  fpot, 
Mitio,  my  love  would  fix  and  plant  thy  ftation 
To  a6t  thy  part  of  life,  ferene  and  bleft 
With  the  fair  confort  fitted  to  thy  heart. 

Sure  'tis  a  vifion  of  that  happy  grove 
Where  the  firft  authors  of  our  mournful  race 


Liv'd  in  fvveet  partnerfhip  !  one  hour  th<*y  liv'd^ 
But  cL.ang'd  the  taftcd  blifs  (imprudent  pair !) 
For  fin,  and  fhame,  and  this  wafte  wildernefs 
Of  briars,  and  nine  hundred  years  of  pain. 
The  wifliing  mufe  new-dreffes  the  fair  garden 
Amid  this  defert  world,  with  budding  blifs, 
And  ever-greens,  and  balms,  and  flowery  beauties 
Without  one  dangerous  tree :  There  heavenly  dews 
Nightly  defccnding  Ihall  impearl  the  grafs 
And  verdant  herbage  ;  drops  of  fragrancy 
Sit  trembling  on  the  fpires  :  The  fpicy  vapours 
Rife  with  the  dawn,  and  through  the  air  diffus'd 
Salute  your  waking  fenfes  with  perfume  : 
While  vital  fruits  with  their  ambrofial  juice 
Renew  life's  purple  flood  and  fountain,  pure 
From  vicious  taint ;  and  with  your  innocence 
Immortalize  the  flru6ture  of  your  clay. 
On  this  new  paradife  the  cloudlefs  Ikies 
Shall  fmile  perpetual,  while  the  lamp  of  day 
With  flames  unfully'd  (as  the  fabled  torch 
Of  Hymen)  meafures  out  your  golden  houri 
Along  his  azure  road.     The  nuptial  moon 
In  milder  rays  ferene,  fliould  nightly  rife 
Full  orb'd  (if  heaven  and  nature  will  indulge 
So  fair  an  emblem)  big  with  filver  jo"ys, 
And  {till  forget  her  wane.     The  feather'd  choir, 
Warbling  their  Maker's  praife  on  early  wing, 
Or  perch'd  on  evening-bough,  {hall  join  youir 

worfhip, 
join  your  fweet  vefpers,  and  the  morning  fong. 

O  facred  fymphony  !  Hark,  through  the  grove 
I  hear  the  found  divine  !  I'm  all  attention, 
All  ear,  all  ecftafy ;  unknown  delight ! 
And  the  fair  mufe  proclaims  the  heaven  below. 

Not  the  feraphic  minds  of  high  degree 
Difdain  converfe  with  men  :  Again  returning 
I  fee  th'  ethereal  hoft  on  downward  wing. 
Lo,  at  the  eaftern  gate  young  cherubs  {land 
Guardians,  commimon'd  to  convey  their  joys 
To  earthly  lovers.     Go,  ye  happy  pair, 
Go  tafte  their  banquet,  learn  the  nobler  pleafures 
Supernal,  and  from  brutal  dregs  refin'd. 
Raphael  fliall  teach  thee,  friend,  exalted  thoughts 
And  intellectual  blifs.     'Twas  Raphael  taught 
The  patriarch  of  our  progeny  th'  affairs 
Of  heaven  :   (So  Milton  fings,  enlightened  bard  ! 
Nor  mifs'd  his  eyes,  when  in  fublimeft  {train 
The  angel's  great  narration  he  repeats 
To  Albion's  fons  high  favour'd.)  Thou  fhalt  leatri 
Celeftial  leffons  from  his  awful  tongue; 
And  with  foft  grace  and  interwoven  loves 
(Grateful  digreffion)  all  his  words  rehearfe 
To  thy  Chariffa's  ear,  and  charm  her  foal. 
Thus  with  divine  difcourfe,  in  fhady  bowers 
Of  Eden,  our  fk"ft  father  entertain'd 
Eve  his  fole  auditrefs ;  and  deep  difpute 
With  conjugal  careffes  on  her  lip 
Solv'd  eafy,  and  abftrufeft  thoughts  reveal'd. 

Now  the  day  wears  apace,  now  Mitio  comes 

From  his  bright  tutor,  and  finds  out  his  mate. 

Behold  the  dear  aflbciates  feated  low 

On  humble  turf,  with  rofe  and  myrtle  ftrow'd ; 

But  high  their  conference  :  how  felf-fuffic'd 

Lives  their  eternal  Maker,  girt  around 

With  glories:  arm'd  with  thunders  ;  and  his  throne 

Mortal  accefs  forbids,  proje&ing  far 

Splendour*  unfufferoblc  arid  radiant  death* 
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"With  reverence  and  abafement  deep  they  fall 

Before  his  Sovereign  Majefty,  to  pay 

Due  worfhip  :  Then  his  mercy  on  their  fouls 

Smiles  with  a  gentler  ray,  butfovereign  flill ; 

And  leads  their  meditation  and  difcourfe 

JLong  ages  backward,  and  acrofs  the  feas 

To  Bethlehem  of  Judah :  There  the  Son, 

The  filial  Godhead,  character  exprefs 

Of  brightnefs  inexpreffible,  laid  by 

His  beamy  robes,  and  made  defcent  to  earth : 

Sprung  from  the  fons  of  Adam  he  became 

A  fecond  father,  ftudious  to  regain 

Loft  paradife  for  men,  and  purchafe  heaven. 

The  lovers  with  endearment  mutual  thus 
Promifcuous  talk'd,  and  queflions  intricate 
His  manly  judgment  ftill  refolv'd,  and  ftill 
Held  her  attention  fix'd  :  fhe  mufmg  fat 
On  the  fweet  mention  of  incarnate  love, 
Till  rapture  wak'd  her  voice  to  fofteft  flrains. 
"  She  fang  the  Infant  God  ;  (myfterious  theme  !) 
"  How  vile  his  birth-place,  and  his  cradle  vile  I 
•'  The  ox  and  afs  his  mean  companions;  there 
"  In  habit  vile  the  fhepherds  flock  around^ 
*  Saluting  the  great  mother,  and  adore 
u  Ifrael's  anointed  King,  the  appointed  heir 
-"  Of  the  creation.     How  debas'd  he  lies 
"  Beneath  his  regal  ftate  ;  for  thee,  my  Mitio, 
"  Debas'd  in  fervile  form ;  but  angels  flood 
"  Minulering  round   their  charge  with  folded 
"  wings  [hours 

'"  Obfequious,  though  unfeen  ;   while  lightibme 
"  Fulfilled  the  day,  and  the  gray  evening  rofe. 
*'  Then  the  fair  guardians  hovering  o'er  his  head 
"  Wakeful  all  night,  drive  the  foul  fpirits  far, 
"  And  with  their  fanning  pinions  purge  the  air 
*'  From  bufy  phantoms,  from  infectious  damps, 
*'  And  impure  taint ;  while  their  ambrofial  plumes 
'*  A  dewy  dumber  on  his  fenfes  fhed. 
"  Alternate  hymns  the  heavenly  watchers  fung 
"  Melodious,  foothing  the  furrounding  .fhades, 
"  And  kept  the  darknefs  chafte  and  holy.     Then 
"  Midnight  was  charm'd,  and  all  her  gazing  eyes 
"  Wonder'd  to  fee  their  mighty  Maker  fleep. 
"  Behold  the  glooms  difperfe,  the  rofy  morn 
"  Smiles  in  the  eaft  with  eye-lids  opening  fair, 
"  But  not  fo  fair  as  thine ;  6  I  could  fold  thee, 
"  My  young  Almighty,  my  Creator-Babe, 
"  For  ever  in  thefe  arms !  For  ever  dwell 
"  TJpon  thy  lovely  form  with  gazing  joy$ 
"  And  every  pulfe  fhould  beat  feraphic  love  ! 
"  Around  my  feat  fhould  crowding  cherubs  come 
t"  With  fwift  ambition,  zealous  to  attend 
"  Their  prince,  and  form  a  heaven  below  the  fky. 

"  Forbear,  Chariffa,  O  forbear  the  thought 
"  Of  female  fondnefs,  and  forgive  the  man 
"  That  interrupts  fuch  melting  harmony  i" 
Thus  Mitio  ;  and  awakes  her  nobler  powers 
To  pay  juft  worfhip  to  the  facred  King, 
Jefus  the  God  ;  nor  with  devotion  pure 
Mix  the  careffes  of  her  fofter  fex ;  [afide 

(Vain  blandifliment !)    "  Come,  turn  thine  eyes 
"  From  Bethlehem,  and  climb  up  the  doleful  fteep 
*;  Of  bloody  Calvary,  where  naked  fkulls 
"  Pave  the  fad  road,  and  fright  the  traveller. 
"  Can  my  beloved  bear  to  trace  the  ftct 
"  Of  her  Redeemer  panting  up  the  hill 
«  Hard  burdfeft'd  >  Qan  thy  heart  atteiid  his  qrofs? 


Nail'd  to  the  cruel  wood,  he  groans,  he  dies,  ' 
For  thee  he  dies.     Beneath  thy  fins  and  mine 
"  (Horrible  load  !)  the  finlefs  Saviour  groans, 
"  And  in  fierce  anguifh  of  his  foul  expires. 
"  Adoring  nngels  pry  with  bending  head 
"  Searching  the  deep  contrivance,  and  admire 

*  This  infinite  defign.     Here  peace  is  made 

«  'Twixt  God  the  Sovereign,  and  the  rebel  mau  •< 
«  Here  Satan  overthrown  with  all  his  hofts 
'  In  fecond  ruin  rages,  aad  defpairs ; 

*  Mah'ce  itfelf  defpaira.     The  captive  prey 

*  Long  held  in  fiavery  hopes  a  fweet  releafe, 
'  And  Adam's  ruin'd  offspring  {hall  revive 

'  Thus  ranfom'd  from  the  greedy  jaws  of  death.*' 

The  fair  difciple  heard ;  her  paffions  move 
Harmonious  to  the  great  difccurfe,  and  breathe 
Refin'd  devotion  :  while  new  fmiles  of  love 
Repay  her  teacher.     Both  with  bended  knee* 
Read  o'er  the  covenant  of  eternal  life 
Brought  down  to  men ;  feal'd  by  the  facred  Three 
In  heaven  ;  and  feal'd  on  earth  with  God's  ow* 

blood. 

Here  they  unite  their  names  again,  and  fign 
Thofe  peaceful  articles.     (Hail,  bleft  co-heirs 
Celeftial !  Ye  fhall  grow  to  manly  age, 
And,  fpite  of  earth  and  hell,  in  feafon  due 
Poflefs  the  fair  inheritance  above.) 
With  joyous  admiration  they  furvey 
The  gofpel  treafures  infinite,  unfeen 
By  mortal  eye,  by  mortal  ear  unheard, 
And  unconceiv'd  by  thought :  Riches  divine 
And  honours  which  the  Almighty  Father  God 
Pour'd  with  immenfe  profufion  on  his  Son, 
High  treafurer  of  heaven.     The  Son  beftows 
The  life,  the  love,  the  bleffing,  and  the  joy 
On  bankrupt  mortals  who  believe  and  love 
His  name.     "  Then,  my  Chariffa,  all  is  thine. 
"  And  thine,  my  Mitio,  the  fair  faint  replies. 
"  Life,death,the  world  below,  and  worlds  on  high, 
"  And  place,  and  time,  are  ours  j  and  things  t» 

come, 

"  And  paft,  and  prefent  j  for  our  intereft  ftandw 
"  Firm  in  our  myftic  head,  the  title  fure. 
"  'Tis  for  our  health  and  fweet  refrefhment,  (while 
«  We  ibjourn  ftrangers  here)  the  fruitful  earth 
"  Bears  plenteous ;  and  revolving  feafons  ftill 
"  Drefs  her  vaft  globe  in  various  ornament. 
«  For  us  this  cheerful  fun  and  cheerful  light 
"  Diurnal  mine.     This  blue  expanfe  of  fky 
"  Hangs  d  rich  canopy  above  our  heads, 
"  Covering  our  flumbers,  all  with  ftary  gold 
"  Inwrought,  when  night  alternates  her  return. 
"  For  us  time  wears  his  wings  out :  Nature  keeps 
"  Her  wheels  in  motion  :  and  her  fabric  ftands. 
"  Glories  beyond  our  ken  of  mortal  fight 
"  Are  now  preparing,  and  a  manfion  fair 
"  Awaits  us,  where  the  faints  unbody'd  live. 
«  Spirits  releas'd  from  clay,  and  purg'd  from  fin  j 
"  Thither  our  hearts  with  moft  incffeant  wifh 
"  Panting  afpire  ;  when  fhall  that  deareft  hour 
"  Shine  and  releafe  us  hence,  and  bear  us  high, 
"  Bear  us  at  once  unfever'd  to  our  better  home  £v* 

O  bleft  connubial  ftate  !  O  happy  pair, 
Envy'd  by  yet  unfociated  fouls 
Who  feek  their  faithful  twins !  Your  pleafures  ri& 
Sweet  as  the  morn,  advancing  as  the  day, 
as  the  glorious  noon,  fejrenely 
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A»  fummer-evenings.    The  vile  fons  of  earth 
Grovelling  in  duft  with  all  their  noify  jars 
Reftlefs,  fhall  interrupt  your  joys  no  mom 
Than  harking  animals  affright  the  moon 
Sublime,  and  riding  in  her  midnight  way. 
Friendfhip  and  love  fhall  undiflinguifh'd  reign 
O'er  all  your  paflions  with  unrivall'd  fway 
Mutual  and  everlafting  :  Friendfhip  knows 
No  property  in  good,  but  all  things  common 
That  each  poffeffes,  as  the  light  or  air 
In  which  .we  breathe  and   live  :  There's  not  one 

thought 

Can  lurk  in  clofe  referve,  no  barriers  fix'd, 
But  every  paffage  open  as  the  day 
To  one  another's  breafl,  and  inmoft  mind. 
Thus  by  communion  your  delight  fhall  grow,    ^ 
Thus  ftreams  of  mingled  blifs  fwell  higher  as/ 

they  flow, 
Thus  angels  mix  their  flames,  and  more  divinely  V 

glow.  -* 

THE  THIRD  PART: 

OR    THE    ACCOUNT    BALANCED.       . 

SHOULD  fovereign  love  before  me  ftand, 
With  all  his  train  of  pomp  and  ftate, 
And  bid  the  daring  mufe  relate 

His  comforts  and  his  cares  ; 
Mitio,  I  would  not  afk  the  fand 
For  metaphors  t'  exprefs  their  weight, 
Nor  borrow  numbers  from  the  flars. 
Thy  cares  and  comfort,  fovereign  love, 
Vaftly  out-weigh  the  fand  below, 
And  to  a  larger  audit  grow 
Than  all  the  flars  above. 
Thy  mighty  lofles  and  thy  gains 

Are  their  own  mutual  meafures ; 
Orrly  the  man  that  knows  thy  pain* 

Can  reckon  up  thy  pleasures. 

Say  Damon,  fay,  how  bright  the  fcene, 

Damon  is  half-divinely  bleft, 
Leaning  his  head  on  his  Florella's  breaft, 
.Without  a  jealous  thought,  or  bufy  care  between  ; 

Then  the  fweet  paffions  mix  and  mare ; 

Florella  tells  thee  all  her  heart, 
Nor  can  thy  foul's  remoteft  part 
Conceal  a  thought  or  wifh  from  the  beloved  fair. 

Say,  what  a  pitch  thy  pleafures  fly, 
When  friendfhip  all-fincere  grows  up  to  ecflacy, 
Nor  felf  contracts  the  blefs,  nor  vice  pollutes  the 

While  thy  dear  offspring  round  thee  fit,      [joy. 
Or  fporting  innocently  at  thy  feet 
Thy  kindeft  thoughts  engage  : 

Thofe  little  images  of  thee, 
>  What  pretty  toys  of  youth  they  be, 
And  growing  props  of  age  ! 

But  fhort  is  earthly  blifs !  The  changing  wind 

Blows  from  the  fickly  fouth,  and  brings 
.Malignant  ferers  on  its  fultry  wings, 

Relentlefs  death  fits  clofe  Behind  : 
Now  gafping  infants,  and  a  wife  in  teart, 

With  piercing  groans  falutes  his  ears, 
Through  every  vein  the  thrilling  torments  roll ; 

While  fweet  and  bitter  are  at  ftrife 

In  thofe  dear  miferies  of  life, 
Thofe  tendered  pieces  of  his  bleeding  foul. 


The  pleafing  fenfe  of  love  awhile 
Vlixt  with  the  heart-ach  may  the'  pain  beguile, 

And  make  a  feeble  fight : 
Till  forrows  like  a  gloomy  deluge  rife, 

Then  every  milling  pallion  dies, 

And  hope  alone  with  wakeful  eyes 
Darkling  and  folitary  waits  the  flow-returning  light. 

Here  then  let  my  ambition  reft, 
May  I  be  moderately  bleft 
When  I  the  laws  of  love  obey  ; 
Let  but  my  pleafure  and  my  pain 
In  equal  balance  ever  reign, 
Or  mount  by  turns  and  fink  again, 
And  fhare  juft  meafures  of  alternate  fway. 
So  Damon  lives,   and  ne'er  complains ; 
Scarce  can  we  hope  diviner  fcenes 

On  this  dull  ftage  of  clay : 
The  tribes  beneath  the  northern  Bear 
Submit  to  darknefs  half  the  year, 

Since  half  the  year  is  day. 

ON    THE 

DEATH  OF  THE  DUKE  OF  GLOUCESTER, 

Ju/i  after  Mr.  Dry  Jen.     1JOO 
AN    EPIGRAM. 

DRYDEN  is  dead,  Dryden  alone  could  fing 
The  full  grown  glories  of  a  future  king. 
Now  Gloiler  dies  :  Thus  leffer  heroes  live 
By  that  immortal  breath  that  poets  give  ; 
And  fcarce  revive  the  mufe  :  But  William  ftandsj 
Nor  afks  his  honours  from  the  poets  hands, 
William  fhall  fhine  without  a  Dryden's  praife, 
His  laurels  arc  not  grafted  on  the  bays, 

VIM*  ur. 

AN  EPIGRAM  OF  MARTIAL  TO  CIRINUS. 

"  Sic  tua,  Cirini,  promas  Epigrammata  vulgo 
"  Ut  mecum  poflis,"  &c. 

INSCRIBED  TO  MR.  JOSIAH  HORTE. 
Lord  B'tjbop  of  Kilmore  *  in  Ireland.     1694. 

So  fmooth  your  numbers,  friend,  your  verfe  f» 

fweet, 

So  fharp  the  jeft,  and  yet  the  turn  fo  neat, 
That  with  her  martial  Rome  would  place  Cirine, 
Rome  would  prefer  yourfenfe  and  thought  to  mine. 
Yet  modefl  you  decline  the  public  ftage, 
To  fix  your  friend  alone  amidft  th'  applauding  age, 
So  Maro  did ;  the  mighty  Maro  fings 
In  vafl  heroic  notes  of  vafl  heroic  things, 
And  leaves  the  ode  to  dance  upon  his  Flaccus'  i 

firings. 

He  fcorn'd  to  daunt  the  dear  Horatian  lyre, 
Though  his  brave  genius  flafh'd  Pindaric  fire, 
And  at  his  will  could  filence  all  the  lyric  quire 
So  to  his  Varius  he  refign'd  the  praife 
Of  the  proud  bufkin  and  the  tragic  bays, 
When  he  could  thunder  with  a  loftier  vein, 
And  fing  of  gods  and  heroes  in  a  bolder  flrain. 

A  handfome  treat,  a  piece  of  gold,  or  fo, 
And  compliments  will  every  friend  bellow  j 

*  Afterwards 
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karely  a  Virgil,  a  Cirine  we  me«t, 
Who  lays  his  laurels  at  inferior,  feet, 
And  yields  the  tendereft  point  of  honou 

EPISTOLA 

FRATRI  SUO  DILECTO  R.  W.  I.  W.  S.  P.  D. 

RURSUM    tuas,    amande,   frater-,    accept    litcras, 
eodem  fortafse  momento,  quo  meas  ad  te  perve- 
nerunC  ;  idemque  qui    te   fcribentem  vidit  dies, 
meum  ad  epiftolare  munus  excitavit  calamum ;  non 
inane  eft  inter  nos  Fraternum  Nomen,  unicus  enim 
JTpiritus  nos  intus  animat,  agitque,  et  Concordes  in 
ambobus  efficit  moti',3 :  O  utinam  crefcat  indies, 
ct  vigefcat  mutua  charitas ;  faxit  Dens,  ut  amor 
fui  noftra  inceridat  et  defcecet  pe&ora,  tune  etenim 
et  alternis  puras  amicitiaj  flammis  ere;a  nos  invi- 
cem  divinum  in  modum  ardebimus ;  Contemple- 
mur  Jefum  noftrum,  ccelefte  illud  et  adorandum 
exemplar  charitatis.     Ille  eft, 
Qui  quondam  seterno  delapfus  ab  aethere  vultus 
Induit  humanos,  ut  poflet  corpore  noftras 
(Heu  miferas)  fufferre  vices;  fpouforis obivit 
Munia,  et  in  fefe  Tabulae  maledicta  Mir.acis 
Tranflulit,  et  fceleris  pcenas  hominifque;  reatum, 

Ecce  jacet  defertus  humi,  diffufus  in  herbam 
Integer,  innocuas  verfus  fua  fidera  palmas 
Et  placidum  attollens  vultum,  nee  ad  ofcula,  Patris 
Amplexus  folitofve  :  Artus  nudatus  amidlu 
Sidereos,  et  fporite  fmum  patefactus  ad  iras 
Numinis  armati.     Pater,  hie  infige  *  fagittas, 
"  Haec,  ait,  iratum  forbebunt  peclora  fsrruni, 
**  Abluat  aethereus  mortalia  crimina  fanguis." 
Dixit,  et  horrendum  fremuere  tonitrua  coe4i 
Infenfufque  Deus,  (quern  jam  pofuifie  paternum 
Mufa  queri  vellet  nomen,  fed  ct  ipfa  fragores 
Ad  tantos  pevefa<5ta  filet).    Jam  diffilit  aether, 
Pandunturque  fores;  ubi  duro  carcere  regnat, 
Ira,  et  pcenarum  thefauros  mille  coercet, 
Inde  ruunt  gravidi  vefano  fulphure  nimbi, 
Centuplicifque  volant  contorta  volumlna  flammze 
In  caput  immeritum  ;  diro  hie  fub  pondere  prcifus 
Reftat,  compreffoi  dumque  ardens  explicat  artus 
•[•  Purpureo  veftes  tincla;  fudore  madefcunt. 
|sfec  tamen  infando  V index  Regiria  labori 
Segnius  incumbit,  fed  lafios  increpat  ignes 
Acriter,  et  fumno  languentem  fufcitat  ^  enfem : 
Surge,  age,  divinum  pete  pedlus,  et  imbue  facro 
Flumine  fnucroneni ;  Vos  hinc,  mea  fpicula,  late 
Ferrea  per  totum  difpergite  tormina  Chriftum, 
Immenfum  tolerare  valet ;  ad  pondere  poenas 
Suftentanda  hominem  fuffulcict  incola  Numen. 
Et  tu  facra  Dccas"  Legum,  violata  tabella, 
"  Ebibe  vindi&am ;  vafta  fatiabere  c^ede, 
"  Mortalis  culpae  penfabit  dedecus  ingens 
u  Permiftus  Deitate  Cruor."— — — 

Sic  fata,  immiti  contorquet  yulnera  dextra 
t)ilaniatque  fmus  ;  fancli  penetralia  cordis 
t*anduntur,  fxvis  avidas  dolor  involat  alis, 
Atque  audax  mentem  fcrutator,  et  ilia  mordet ; 
Interea  fervator  §  ovat,  vi&orque  doloris 
Eminet,  illuflri  ||  perfufus  membra  cruore, 
Exultatque  mifer  fieri ;  nam  fortiiia  ilium 
Urget  Patris  Honos,  et  non  vincenda  voluptas 
Servaudi  miferos  fontes ;  O  nobilis  ardor 


*  Jol  iv.  6. 
:  Zfch.  xiii.  7. 


f  Luke  xxii.  4. 


Poenarum  !  O  quid  non  mortalia  pe&ora  cogis 
Durus  amor  ?  Quid  non  cctleftia  ? 

At  fubfidat  phantafia,  vanefcant  imagines  ;  nefcio 
quo  me  proripuit  amans  Mufa  :  Volui  quatuor  li- 
nias  pedibus  aftringere,  et  ecce  !  numeri  crcfcunt 
in  immenfum ;  dumque  concitato  genio  laxavi  frae- 
na,  vereor  ne  juvenilis  impetus  theologium  lajferit, 
et  audax  nimis  imaginatio.  Heri  adlata  eft.ad  me 
epiftola  indicans  matrem  meliufcule  fe  habere,  li 
cet  ignis  febrilis  non  prorfus  dffuerit  mortale  ejus 
domicilium.  Plura  volui,  fed  tnrgidi  &  crefcentcs 
verfus  noluere  plura,  et  coarctarunt  fcriptionis  li- 
mites.  Vale  amice  frater,  et  in  iludio  pietatis  et 
artis  medicae  ftrenuus  decurre. 

Datum  a  Mufeo-meo  Londini  xvto  Kalend.  Feb, 
Anno  Salutis  CIOIDCXCIII. 

Fratris  E.  W.  olim  navigaturo.  Sept.  3©,  1691, 

IFELIX,  pede  profpero 
I  frater,  trabe  pinea 
Suices  asquora  ceerula 
Pandas  carbafa  flatibus 
Qu32  tuto  reditnra  fint. 
Non  te  monllra  natantia 
Ponti  carnivorje  incolx 
Praedentur  rate  naufraga. 

Navis,  tu  tibi  creoiCum 
Fratrem  di.r«idiuni  mei 
Salvum  fer  per  inhofpita 
Ponti  regna,  per  avios 
Traclusj  et  liquidum  chaos. 
Nee  te  forbeat  horrida 
Syrtis,  nee  fcopulus  mlnax 
Rurnpat  roboreum  lastus. 
Captent  mitia  fbruina 
Antenna;  ;  et  z-^hyrl  leves 
Dent  portum  v\i  >..lum  tibi. 

Tu,  qui  flumi.u.,  qui  vagoa 
Flucl:us  oceani  regis, 
Et  fevum  boream  domas. 
Da  fratri  faciles  vias, 
Et  fratrem  reducem  fuis. 

Ad  RevereriJum  Virum 
DM  JOHANNEM  PINHORNE, 

Fiditm  AJohfceritia  mete  Precceftorent, 
PINDARCI  CARM1NIS   SPECIMEN.    1694,      ' 

ET  tc,  Pinhorni,  Mufa  Trifantica 

Salutat,  ardens  difcipulam  tuam 
Grate  fateri :  nunc  Athenas, 

Nunc  Latias  per  amoenitates 
Tuto  pererrans  te  recolic  ducem, 
Te  quondam  teneros  et  Ebraia  per  afpera  grafiu9 
Non  dura  duxifle  manu 
Tuo  patefcunt  lumine  Thefpii 
Campi  atqui  ad  arcem  Pieridwfl  iter  : 
En  altus  aflurgens  Homerus 
Arma  deofque  virofque  mifc'ena 
Occupat  asthereum  Parnaffi  culmen  :  Hometi 
Immenfos  ftupeo  manes 
Te,  Maro,  dulce  canens  fylvas,  te 
Ardua,  da  veniam  tenui  veuerare  cameeDa  ; 
Tuaeque  accipias,  Thebane  vates, 
Debits  1'b.ura  Lyrx. 
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Vobls,  magna  trias!  clariffima  nomina  Temper 
Scrinia  noftra  patent,  &c  pectora  noftra  patebunt, 
Quum  mihi  cunque  levem  concefierit  otia&horam 
Divina  Mofis  pagina. 

Flaccus  ad  hanc  triadem  ponatur,  at  ipfa  puden- 

das 

Deponat  veneres :  venias  fed  *  "  purus  &  infons 
"  Ut  te  collaudem,  dum  fordes  8>t  mala  luftta" 
Ablutus,  Venufine,  canis  ridelve.     Recifse 
Hac  lege  accedent  fatyrae  Juvenalisj  amafi 
Terrores  vitiomm.     At  longe  csecus  abeffet 
Perfius,  obfcuros  vates,  nifi  luraina  circum- 
-fufa  forettt,fphirigifqu6  aenigmata,Bonde,fcidifres. 
Crande  fonans  Senecae  tulaien,grandifque  cothurni 
Pompa  Sophoclei  celfo  portantur  eodem 
Ordine,  et  ambabus  fimul  bos  anlpleclar  in  ulnis. 
tTuto,  Poetaj,  tuto  habitabitis 
Pi&os  abacos :  improba  tinea 
Obiit,  nee  and  at  faevacaftas 

Attingere  blatta  camcenas. 
At  tu  renidens  foeda  epigrammatuth 
Farrago  inertum,  ftercoris  impii 
Sentino  foetens,  Martialis, 
In  barathrum  relegandus  imum 
Aufuge,  &-  hinc  tecum  rapias  Catullum 
Infulse  mollem,  naribus,  auribus 
Ingrata  caftis  carmiha,  et  improbi 
Spurcos  Nafonis  amores. 

iNobilis  extrema  gradieris  Caledonis  ab  ara1 
3En  Buchananus  adeft.     Divini  pfaltis  imago 
jeffiadae  falveto  ;  potens  feu  numinis  iras 
Tulminibus  mifcere,  facro  vel  lumine  mentis 
Fugare  no&es,  vel  cithar*  fono 

Sedare  fludlus  pedloris. 
Tu  mihi  hssrebis  comes  ambulanti, 
"Tu  domi  aftabis  focius  perennis, 
Seu  levi  menfse  fimul  aflidere 

Dignabere,  feu  ledticae. 
Mox  recumbentis  vigilans  ad  aurem 
Aureos  fuadebis  inire  fomnos 
Sacra  fopitis  fuperinferens  ob- 

livia  curls, 

Stet  juxta  t  Gafittiirus,  huic  nee  parcius  ignem 
Datura  indulfit  nee  Mufa  armavit  alumnum 

f  Sarbivium  rudiore  lyri. 
Quanta  Poldnum  levat  aura  cygnum  I 
4  Humana  linquens  (en  fibi  devii 
JVIontes  recedunt)  luxuriantibus 

Spatiatur  in  acre  pennis. 
Seu  tu  forte  virum  tollis  ad  aethera, 
Cognatofve  tTironosfitpartium  pelura 

Vifurus  confurgis  ovans, 
Vifum  fatigas,  aciemque  fallis, 
JL)um  tuum  a  longe  ftupeo  volatum 
O  nort  imitabilis  ales. 

Sarbivii  ad  nomen  gelid  a  incalet 
Mufa,  fimul  totus  fervefcerc 
Santio,  ftellatas  levis  induor, 
Alas  &  tollor  in  altum. 
Jam  juga  Zionis  radenspede 

*  Horat .  Lib.  I.  Sat.  6. 

M.  Cafimiruf,  Serbicwjki  Port*  injignis  Po- 


Hnis. 


Lit.  II.  Qd(  r. 


Elato  inter  fidera  radens  vertice 

Longe  defpecTro  mortalia. 

uam  juvat  altifonis  volitare  per  sethera  penhif, 
Et  ridere  procul  fallacia  gaudia  i€cli 
Terrellce  grandia  inania, 

Quae  mortale  genus  (heu  male)  deperit. 

O  curas  hominum  miferas  !  Cano, 

JEt  miferas  nugas  diademata  ! 

Ventofse  fortis  ludibrium. 
En  mihi  fubfidunt  terrenae  a  pe<5tore  faeces, 
Geftit  fit  effr^nis  divinum  effundere  carmeA 
Mens  afHata  Deo — 


-at  vos  heroes  8c  arm  a 


Et  procul  efte  Dii,  ludicra  numina. 
C>uid  mihi  cum  veftrje  pondere  lanceae, 
Pallas!  aut  Yeftris,Dyonyfe,  Thyrfis? 
Et  Clava,  &c  Anguis,  8c  Leo,  &  Herculet, 
Et  brutum  tonitri1!  fidlitii  Patris> 
Abftate  a  carmine  noftro. 

Te,  Deus  Omnipotens  !  te  noftra  fonabit  Jefit 
Mufa,  nee  affueto  cceleftes  barbiton  aufu 
Tentabit  numeros.     Vafti  fine  linaite  numen  fie. 
Immenfum  fine  lege  deum  humeri  fine  lege  fona- 
bunt. 

Sed  mufam  magna  pollicentem  deftituit  vigor  ; 
Divino  jubare  perftringitur  oculorum  acies.  En 
labafeit  pennis,  tremit  artubus,  ruit  deorfum  per 
inane  aetheris,  jacet  vi&a,  obftupefcit,  filet. 

Ignofcas,  reverende  vir,  vano  conamini ;  frag- 
men  hoc  rude  licet  et  impolitum  sequi  boni  con- 
fulas,  &  gratitudinis  jam  diu  debitae  in  pattern 
reponas. 

Votumjeu  Vita  in  terris  beata. 

AD  VIRWM  DIGNISSIUM 

JOHNANNEM  HARTOPPIUM,  BARTUW. 

HARTOPPI  eximio  fternmate  nobilis 
Venaque  ingenii  divite,  fi  rogeS 

Quern  mea  Mufa  beat, 
Ille  mihi  felix  ter  &c  amplius, 
Et  fimiles  fuperis  annos  agit 
«'  Qui  fibi  fufficiens  femper  adeft  fibi." 

Hunc  longe  a  curis  mortalibus 

Inter  agros,  fylvafque  filentes 
Se  mufifque  fuis  tranquilla  in  pac^e  frufinteid 

Sol  oriens  yidet  &  recumbens. 

Non  fuss  vulgi  favor  infolentis 
(Plaufus  irifahi  tumidus  popelli) 
Mentis  ad  facram  penetrabit  arcem, 

Feriat  licet  aethera  clamor. 
Nee  gaza  flammans  divitis  India, 
Nee,  Tage,  veftra  fulgor  arenulae 

Ducent  ab  obfcura  quiete 
Ad  laquear  radiantis  aUlae* 

O  fi  daretur  ftamina  pfoprii 
Tra<flare  fufii  pollice  proprio, 

Atque  meum  mihi  fingere  fatura; 
Candidus  vitse  color  innocentis 
Fila  native  decoraret  albo 

Non  Tyria  vitiata  conchS. 

JSTon  aurum,  non  gemma  nitens,  nee  purpura  telj 
Intcrtexta  forent  invidjof*  j»e??< 
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J.nnge  a  triumphij,  8c  fonitu  tubae 
J.onge  remotos  tranfigerem  dies  : 
Abftate  fafces  (fplendida  vanitas) 
Et  vos  abttate,  corona;. 

Pro  meo  te<5lo  cafa  fit,  falubres 
Captet  Auroras,  procul  urbis  atro 
Diftet  a  fumo,  fugiatque  longe 

Dura  phthifis  mala,  dura  tuffis. 
Difplicet  Byrfa  &  fremitu  molefto 
Turba  mercantum  ;  gratius  alvear 
Demulcet  aures  murmure,  gratius 

Fons  falientis  aqu^. 

Litigiofa  fori  me  terrent  jurgia,  lenes 
Ad  fylvas  properans  rixoi'as  execror  artes 
Eminus  in  tuto  a  linguis 

Blandimenta  artis  fimul  aequus  odi, 
Valete,  cive's,  &.  am«eua  fraudis 

Verba ;  proh  mores  1  &c  inane  facri 
Nomen  amici  I 

Tuque  quse  noftris  inimica  mufis 

t   Felie  facratum  vitias  aniurem, 

Ablis  jeternum,  diva  libidinis 
Et  pharetrate  puer  !  - 
Hinc,  hinc,  Cupido,  longius  avola  ?. 
Nil  mihi  cum  fdsdis,  puer-,  ignibus  j 
uEtherea  fervent  face  p'edlora, 
Sacra  mihi  Venus  eft  Urania, 
Et  juvenis  Seflasus  arrlor  mihi. 

Ccelede  carmen  (nee  taceat  lyri 
Jeflaea)  laitis  auribus  infohet> 
Nee  Watlianis  e  medullis 

Ulladies  rapiet  vel.hora. 
^acri  libelli,  deliciae  mese, 
Et  vos,  fodales,  femper  atnabiles, 

Nunc  fimul  adlitis,  mine  viciflim, 
Et  fallite  taedia  vitse. 


TO  MRS.  SINGER  AFTERWARDS  MRS. 
ROWE. 

On  theftgbt  of  fome  of  for  divine  Poems,  never 
printed.     July  ip.  1706. 

O?J  the  fair  banks  of  gentle  Thames 
1  ttzn'd  my  harp  ;  nor  did  celeftial  themes 
Refufe  to  dance  upon  my  firings : 

i  There  beneath  the  evening  fky 

fung  my  cares  afleep,  and  rais'd  my  \viflies  high 

To  everiafting  things. 
Sudden  from  Albion's  wefterh  coaft 
Harmohious  notes  come  gliding  by, 
The  neighbouring  fhepherdsknew  the  filver found  ; 
'Tis  Philomela's  voice,"  the  neighbouring  lliep- 

herds  cry ; 

At  once  my  firings  all  filent  lie, 
At  once  my  fainting  mufe  was  loft, 
In  the  fuperior  fweetnefs  drown'd. 
In  vain  I  bid  my  tuneful  powers  unite  ; 
,   My  foul  retir'd,  and  left  my  tongue, 
I  was  all  ear,  and  Philomela's  fong 
Was  all  divine  delight. 

Now  be  my  harp  for  erer  dumb, 
My  mufe  attempt  no  more,    'Twas  long  ago 


I  bid  adieu  to  mortal  things,     . 

To  Grecian  tales,  and  wars  of  Rome, 
'Twas  long  ago  I  broke  all  but  th'  immortal  firings ; 
Now  thofe  imiiiortal  itrings  have  no  employ, 

Since  a  fair  angel  dwells  below, 
To  tune  the  notes  of  heaven,  and  propagate  the  joy. 

Let  all  my  powers,  with  awe  profound, 
While  Philomela  fings, 

Attend  the  rapture  of  the  found, 
And  iny  devotion  rife  on  her  ieraphic  wings. 

STANZAS  TO  LADY  SUNDERLAND, 

AT  TUNBRIDGE  WELLS.      I  7  I  i. 

FAIR  nymph,  afcencl  to  beauty's  throne, 
And  rule  that  radiant  world   alone  : 
Let  favourites  take  thy  lower  fphere, 
Not  monarchs  are  thy  rival  here. 

The  court  of  beauty,  built  fublime, 
Defies  all  powers  but  thine  and  time  : 
Envy,  that  clouds  the  hero's  flcy, 
Aims  but  in  vain  her  flight  fo  high. 

Not  Blenheim's  field,  nor  Tfter's  flood, 
Nor  ftandards  dy'd  in  Gallic  blood, 
Torn  from  the  foe,  add  nobler  grace 
To  Churchill's  houfe,  than  Spencer's  face. 

The  warlike  thunder  of  his  amis 
Is  more  commanding  than  her  charms  j 
His  lightning  ftrikes  with  lefs  furprife 
Than  fudden  glances  from  her  eyes. 

His  captives  feel  their  limbs  confin'd 
In  iron  ;  flie  enflaves  the  mind  : 
We  follow  with  a  pleafing  pain, 
And  blefs  the  conqueror  and  the  chain. 

The  mufe,  that  dares  in  numbers  do 
What  paint  and  pencil  never  knew, 
Faints  at  her  pretence  in  xlefpair, 
And  owns  th'  inimitable  fair. 


BOOK    III. 

SACRED  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  DEAD. 

An  Epitaph  on  King  William  III.  of  glorious  me* 
mory. 

Who  died  March  8th  1701. 

-"ENEATH  thefe  honours  of  a  tomb, 
Greatnefs  in  humble  ruin  lies : 
(How  earth  confines  in  narrow  room 
What  heroes  leave  beneath  the  Ikies !) 

Preferve,  O  venerable  pile, 
Inviolate  thy  facred  truft  ; 
To  thy  cold  arms  the  Britifh  ifle, 
Weeping,  commits  her  richeft  duft. 

Ye  gentlcft  minifters  of  fate, 
Attend  the  monarch  as  he  lies, 
And  bid  the  fofteft  flumbers  wait 
WAih  fiiken  cerds  to  bind  his  eye?. 
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Reft  his  clear  fword  beneath  his  head  ; 
Round  him  his  faithful  arms  fhi'.Ll  ftand  : 
Fix  his  !)ri;rht  eniiyns  on  kis  bed, 
The  guards  and  Honours  of  our  land. 

Ye  lifter  arts  of  paint  and'  verfe, 
Place  Albion  fainting  by  his  fide, 
Her  groans  arifing  o'er  the  herfe, 
And  Belgia  finking  when  he  dy'd. 

Hi?h  o'er  the  grave  religion  fct 
Inflbiemn  gold  ;  pronounce  the  ground 
Sacred   to  bar  unhallow'd  feet, 
And  plant  her  guardian  virtues  round* 

Fair  liberty  in  fables  clreft, 
Write  his-lov'd  name  upon  his  urn, 
"  William-,  the  fcourge  of  tyrants  paft, 
61  And  awe  of  princes  yet  unborn.*' 

Sweet  peace  his  facred  relics  keep, 
With  olives  blooming  round  her  head, 
And  ftretch  her  wings  acrofs  the  deep 
To  blefs  the  nations  with  the  (hade. 


the  pile,  immortal  fame, 
J3road  lUrs  adorn  thy  brighteft  robe, 
Thy  thoufand  voices  found  his  name 
In  filver  accents  round  the  globe. 

Flattery  (hall  faint  beneath  the  found, 
While  hoary  truth  infpires  the  fong; 
Envy  grow  pale  and  bite  the  ground, 
And  ilander  gnaw  her  forky  tongue, 

Night  and  the  grave  remove  your  gloom  ; 
Barknefs  becomes  the  vuljar  dead  j 
.But  glory  bids  the  royal  tomb 
Difdain  the  horrors  of  a  fhade. 

<31ory  with  all  her  lamps  mail  burn, 
And  watch  the  warrior's  fleeping  clay, 
Till  the  laft  trumpet  roufe  his  urn 
To  aid  the  triumphs  of  the  day. 

©N  THE  SUDDEN  DEATH  OF  MRS.  MARY 
PEACOCK. 

An  Elegiac  fong  fent  in  a  letter  of  Condolancc  to 
Mr.  N.  P.  Merchant,  at  Atnjterdam. 

HARK  !  She  bids  all  her  friends  adieu  ; 
Some  angel  calls  her  to  the  fpheres  j 
Our  eyes  the  radiant  faint  purfue 
Through  liquid  telefeopes  of  tears. 

Farewell,  bright  foul,  a  (hort  farewell, 
Till  we  mail  meet  again  above, 
In  the  fweet  groves  where  pleafureS  dwell, 
And  trees  of  life  bear  frtuts  of  love  : 

There  glory  fits  on  every  face, 
There  friendfliip  fmiles  in  every  eye, 
There  fiiall  our  tongues  relate  the  grace 
That  led  us  homeward  to  the  fky. 

O'er  all  the  names  of  Chrift  our  king 
Shall  -our  harmonious  voices  rove, 
Our  harps  fliall  found  from  every  ftring: 
The  wonders  of  his  bleeding  love. 


Com?,  Sovereign  Lord, dear  Saviour:  coffl^j. 
K  ?,nove.  thefe  fepa rating  days, 
Sen. a  ihy  bright  wheels  to  fetch  us  home* 
That  golden  hour,  how  long  it  itays  '. 

How  long  mulV  we  lie  lingering  here, 
While  faints  around- us  take  their  flight  ! 
Smiling,  they  quit,  this  dufky  fphere, 
And  mount  the  hills  of  heavenly  light. 

Sweet  foul,  we  leave  thee  to  thy  reft, 
Enjoy  thy  Jefus  and  thy  Cod, 
Till  we,  from  bands  of  clay  releas'd, 
Spring  out,  and  climb  the  fiiinin*  road* 

While  the  dear  duft  ihe  leaves  behind 
Sleeps  in  thy  bolbm,  facred  tomb  \ 
Soft  be  her  bed,  her  flumbers  kind, 
And  all  her  dreams  of  joy  to  come. 

EPITAPHIUM  Viri  Venerabiils 
Dom.  N.  MATHER, 

Carmine  Lapidario  confcriptum<, 
M.S. 

Reverendi  admodum  Viri 
NATHANAELIS    MATHER-T, 

QJJOD  mori  potuit  hie  fnbtus  depofitum  eft  ^ 
Si  quaeris,  hofpes,  quantus  et  qualis  fuit, 
Fidas  enarrabit  lapis. 

Nomen  a  familia  duxit 
Sandlioribus  ftudiis  &c  evangelio  devot$y 

Et  per  utramque  Arrgliam  celebri, 
Americanum  fc.  atque  Europatam. 
Et  hinc  quoque  in  fancli  minifterii  fpem  edudhiS 

Non  fallacent : 
Et  hunc  utraque  novit  Anglia 

Doitum  &  docentem. 

Corpora  fuit  procero,  forma  placide  verendl; 
At  fupra  corpus  &formam  fublime  eminuerunb 

Indoles,  ingenium,  atque  eruditio  : 
Supra  h«ec  pietas,  &.  (fi  fas  dicere)t 

Supra  pietatem  modeftia, 
Casteras  enim  dotes  obumbravit. 
Q^uoties  in  rebus  divinis  peragendis-' 
Divimtas  afHatae  mentis  fpecimina 

Praeftantiora  edipit, 
Toties  hominem  fedulus  occuluit 
tTt  folus  confpiceretur  Deus •: 
Voluit  totus  latere,.nec  potuit ; 
Heu  quantum  tamen  iui  nos  latet  I 
Et  majorem  laudis  partem  fepulchrale  marmc? 

Invita  obruit  filentio. 
Gratiam  Jem  Chrifti  falutiferam 
Quam  abunde  haufit  ipfe,  aliis  propinavity 

Pur  am  ab  hum  ana  feece. 
Veritatis  evangelicae  decus  ingens,: 

Et  ingens  propugnaculum. 
Gdncionatur  gravis  afnectuj  geilu,  voce ; 
Cui  nee  aderat  pompa  oratoria, 

Nee  deerat ; 

Flofculos  rhetorices  fupervacaneos  fecit 
Reruna  dicendarum  Majeftas,  &  Deus  prjefeng^ 
Hinc  arma  militise  fuae  non  irifelicia, 
Hinc  toties  fugatus  Satanas, 
Et  hinc  vidtorise 
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AD  inferorum  portis  toties  reportatas. 
•Holers  ille  ferreis  impiorum  animis  infigere 

Altum  it  falatare  vulnis  : 
Vulneratus  idem  tract  are  leniter  folers, 

Et  medelam  adhibere  magis  falutarem. 

Ex  defaecato  cordis  fonte 
Divinis  eloquiis  affatim  fcatebant  labia, 
Etiam  in  familiari  contubernio  : 
Spirabat  ipfe  undique  coeleftes  fuavitates, 
Quavi  oleo  iaetitise  Temper  recens  delibutus, 

Et  femper  fupra  focios  ; 
Gratumque  dilectiffiini  du  Jefu  odorem 
Q\iaquaveilus  &c  late  diffudit. 
Dolores  tolerans  fupra  fidem, 
./Erumnasque  heu  quam  affiduse  ! 
Invicto  anirno,  victrice  patientia" 
Varias  curarum  moles  per tu lit 
Et  in  ftadio  <&  in  meta  vitas  : 

Quam  ubi  propinquam  vidit 
^lerophoria  fidei  quafi  curru  alato  vectus 

Prcpere  8c  exultim  attigit. 

Natus  eft  in  agro  Lancaftrienfi  20"  Martii,  1630. 
Inter  Nov-Anglos  theologiae  tyrocinia  fecit. 
Paltorali  munere  diu  Dubliniiin  Hibernia  functus, 
Tandem  (ut  femper) providentium  fecutus  ducem, 
Ccetui  tidehum  apud  Londinenfes  praepufitus  eft, 
Qiios  doctrina  precibus,  Sc.  vita  beavit : 

Ah  brevi ! 

Corpore  folutus  26°  Julii,  16*97.     -^tat.  67. 
Ecclefiis  moerorem,  theologis  exemplar  reliqurt. 

Probis  piifque  emnibus 
Infandum  fui  defuienum : 
JDum  pulvis  Chrifto  charus  hie  duke  dorrait 
Expedtans  itellam  matutinam. 


f  0  THE  REVEREND  MR.  JOHN  SHOWER, 
9n  the  death  of  his  Daughter  Mrs.  An?ie  Warner- 
Reverend  and  dear  Sir, 

How  great  foever  was  my  fenfe  of  your  lofs,  yet  I 
•did  not  think  myfelf  fit  to  offer  any  lines  of  com 
fort  :  your  own  meditations  can  furnifh  you  with 
many  a  delightful  truth  in  the  midft  of  ib  heavy 
a  forrow  ;  for  the  covenant  of  grace  has  bright- 
nefs  enough  in  it  to  gild  the  moft  gloomy  provi 
dence  ;  and  to  that  fweet  covenant  your  foul  is  no 
Jiranger.  My  own  thoughts  were  much  impreft 
with  the  tidings  of  your  daughter's  death ;  and 
though  I  made  many  a  reflection  on  the  vanity  of 
mankind  in  its  beft  eftate,  yet  I  rnuft  acknow 
ledge  that  my  temper  leads  me  moft  to  the  plea- 
fant  fcenes  of  heaven,  and  that  future  world  of 
bleffednefs.  When  I  recellecl  the  memory  of  my 
friends  that  are  dead,  I  frequently  rove  into  -the 
world  of  fpirits,  andfearch  them  out  there  :  Thus 
I  endeavoured  to  trace  Mrs.  Warner;  and  thefe 
thoughts  crowding  fafi:  upon  me,  I  fet  them  down 
for  my  own  entertainment.  The  verfe  breaks  off 
abruptly,  becaufe  I  had  no  defign  to  write  a  finish 
ed  elegy ;  and  befides,  when  I  was  fallen  upon 
the  dark  fide  of  death,  I  had  no  mind  to  tarry 
there.  If  the  lines  I  ha>ve  written  be  fo  happy  as 
lp  entertain  you  a  little,  and  divert  your  grief, 
the  -4y»e  fpeu;  ia  c»molm  them  fljai  not  be 


reckoned  among  my  loft  hour?,  and  the  review 
wiU  be  more  pleafing  to 
SIR., 

Your  affectionate  h  amble  fervant 

I.  W, 
December  23.  1707. 

AN  ELEGIAC  THOUGHT 

On  Mrs.  Ann  Warner,  'who  died  of  the  Small-Po£, 
December  18.  17*7,  at  One  of  the  Clock  in  the 
Morning  ;  a  few  Days  after  the  Birth  unit 
Death  of  her  firjl  Child. 

AWAKE,  my  mufe,  range  the  wide  world  of  fouls* 
And  feck  Vernera  fled  ;  With  upward  aim 
Direct  thy  wing;  for  ihe  was  born  from  heaven, 
Fulfiil'd  her  viiit,  and  return'd  on  high. 

The  midnight  watch  of  angels,  that  patrole 
The  Britifli  fky,  have  notic'd  her  afcent 
Near  the  meridian  ftar ;  purfue  the  track 
To  the  bright  confines  of  immortal  day 
And  paradife,  her  home.     Say,  my  Urania, 
(For  nothing  fcapes  thy  fearch,  nor  canft  thou  mifs 
So  fair  a  fpirit)  fay, beneath  what  (hade 
Of  amaranth,  or  cheerful  even-green, 
She  fits,  recounting  to  her  kindred-minds 
Angelic  or  humane,  her  mortal  toil 
And  travels  through  this  howling  wildernefs ; 
By  what  divine  protections  ihe  efcap'd 
Thofe  deadly  fnares  when  youth  and  Satan  leaguM 
In  combination  to  affail  her  virtue 
(Snares  let  to  murder  fouls)  ;  but  heaven  fecur'd 
The  favourite  nymph,  and  taught  her  victory. 

Or  does  Ihefeek,  or  has  fhe  found  her  babe 
Among'.!  the  infant- nation  of  the  bleft, 
And  clafp'd  it  to  her  foul,  to  fatiate  there 
The  young  maternal  pafllon,  and  abfolve 
The  unfulfiU'd  embrace  ?  Thrice  happy  child  I 
That  faw  the  light,  and  turn'd  its  eyes  afide 
From  our  dim  regions  to  th'  Eternal  Sun, 
And  led  the  parent's  way  to  glory  I   There 
Thou  art  forever  hers,  with  powers  enlarg'd 
For  love  reciprocal  and  fweet  converfc. 

Behold  her  ancefturs  (a  pious  race) 
Rang'd  in  fair  order,  at  her  fight  rejoice 
And  ling  her  welcome.     She  along  their  feats 
Gliding  falutes  them  all  with  honours  due 
Such  as  are  paid  in  heaven:  And  laft  (lie  finds 
A  manfion  fafhion'd  of  diftinguifh'd  light, 
But  vacant :  "  This"  (with  fure  prefage  Ihe  cries) 
"  Awaits  my  father ;  when  will  he  arrive  ? 
"  How  long,  alas,  how  long  '•"  (Then  calls  her 

mate) 

"  Die,  thou  dear  partner  of  my  mortal  cares, 
"  Die,  and  partake  my  blifs;  we  are  for  ever' 


Ah  me  !  where  roves  my  fancy !  What 

dreams 

Crowd  with  fweet  violence  on  my  waking  mind! 
Perhaps  illufions  all '  Inform  me,  mufe, 
Choofesfhe  rather  to  retire  apart 
To  recollect  her  difiipated  powers, 
And  call  her  thoughts  her  own  :  fo  lately  freed 
From  earth's  vain  fcenes,  rsy  vifits,  gratulations, 
From  Hymen's  hurrying  aud  tumultuous  joys, 
And  fears  and  pangs,  fierce  pangs  tiiat  wrought 

her  death. 
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Tell  me  on  what  fublimer  theme  fhe  dwells 
In  contemplation,  with  unerring  due 
Infinite  truth  purfuing.     (When,  my  foul, 
O  when  fliali  thy  releafe  from  cumberousrlefh 
Pafs  the  great  feal  ot  heaven  ?  What  hippy  hour 
Shaji  give  thy  thoughts  a  loofe  to  four  and  trace 
The  intellectual  world ?  Divine  delight? 
Vernera's  lov'd  employ  !)  Perhaps  ihe  lings 
To  fome  new  golden  harp  th'  Almighty  deeds, 
The  names,  the  honours  of  her  Saviour-God, 
His  crofs,  his  grave,  his  victory,  and  his  crown  : 

0  could  I  imitate  th'  exalted  notes, 
And  mortal  ears  could  bear  them  ! 

Or  lies  flie  now  before  th'  eternal  throne 
Proftrate  in  humble  form,  with  deep  devotion 
O'erwhelm'd,  and  felf-abafement'at  the  fight 
Of  the  uncoyer'd  Godhead  face  to  face  ? 
Seraphic  crowns'pay  homage  "at  his  feet, 
And  hei;s  amongit  them,  not  of  dimmer  ore, 
Nor  let  with  meaner  gems :  But  vain  ambition, 
And  emulation  vain,  and  fond  conceit, 
And  pride  for  ever  banifh'd  flies  the  place, 
Curft  pride,  the  drefs  of  hell.     Tell  me,  Urania, 
ttovr  her  joys  heighten,  and  her  golden  hours 
Circle  in  love.     Ofta'mp  upon  my  foul 
Some  blifsful  image  of  the  fair  deceas'd 
To  call  my  paffions  and  rily  eyes  afide    ' 
From  the  dear  breathlefs  clay.  Diftrefllng  fight  1 

1  look,  and  mourn,  and  gaze  with  greedy  view 
Of  melancholy  fbndnefs  :  Tears  bedewing 
That  form'fo  late  defir'd,  fo  late  belov'd, 
Now  loathfome  and  unlovely.     Bale  dileafe, 
That  leagu'd  with  nature's  fharpeft  paias,  and 

fpoil'd 

So  fweet  a  ftruAure  !  The  impoifoning  taint 
O'erfpreads  the  building  wrought  with  (kill  divine, 
And  ruins  the  rich  temple  to 'the  duft  ! 

Was  this  the  countenance,  where  the  world  ad- 
Features  of  wit  and  virtue  ?  This  the  face  [mir'd 
Where  love  triumphed?  'and  beauty  on  thefe 

cheeks, 

As  on  a  throne,  beneath  her  radiant  eyes 
Was  featdd  to  advantage  ;  'mild,  ferene, 
Reflecting  rofy  light  ?  'So  fits  the  fun 
(Fair  eye  of  heaven!)  upon  a  crimfon  cloud 
Near  the  horizon,  and  with  gentle  ray 
Smiles  ihvely  round  the  fky.till  rifing  fogs, 
Portending  night,  with  foul  and  heavy  wing 
Involve'the  golden  ftar,  and  fink  him  down  ; 
Opprefl  \vith  darknefs. :    ' 

ONT  THE  DEATH  Of  AN  AGED  AND  HO 
KOURED  RELATIVE,  MRS.  M.W.  • 

JULY  1 3, 16^3.' 

1  KNOW  the  kindred -mind.     'Tis  fhe,  'tis  flie  ; 
Among  the  heavenly  forms  I  fee   " 

The  kind j-rd- mind  from  flefliy  bondage  free  ; 

O  how  nnflike  a  thing'was  lately  Teen  *     '  '  * 
Cronning  and  panting  on  the  bed", 
With  ghaftly  air,  and  JanguifhM  head, 
Life  on  this  fide,  there  the  dead, 

\Vbilc-the  delaying  flefli  lay  fhive'ring  between, 

Long  did  the  earthly  houfe  retrain 
In  toiiiome  fiavery  that  ethereal  .gueft  j 


Prifon'd  her  round  in  walls  of  pa  in,. 
And  twifted  cramps  aiid  aches  with  her  chain  ; 
fill  by  the  weight  of  numerous  days  opprelt 

The  earthy  houfe  began  to  reel, 
The  pillars  trembled,  and  the  building  fell ; 
The  captive  foul  became  her  own  again: 
Tir'd  with  the  forrows  and  the  cares, 
A  tedious  train  of  fourfcore  years 
The  prifoner  fmil'd  to  be  releasM, 
She  felt  her  fetters  loofe,  and  mounted  to  her  reft* 

aze  on,  my  foul,  ai;d  let  a  perfect  view 
Paint  her  idea  all  anew  ; 
El  ale  out  thole  melancholy  fliapes  of  woe 
That  hang  around  the  memory,  and  becloud  it  fo» 
Come  fancy,  come,  with  efiences  refin'd, 

With  youthful  green,  and  fpotlefs  white  ; 
Deep  be  the  tincture,  and  the  colours  bright 
T'  expreis  the  beauties  of  a  naked  mind. 

Provide  no  glooms  to  form  a  fhade  ; 
All  things  above  of  vary'd  light  are  made, 
Nor  can  the  heavenly  piece  require  a  mortal  aid. 
But  if  the  features  too  divine 
Beyond  the  power  of  fa,ncy  fliine,  [(hrine. 

Conceal  th'  inimitable  ftrokes  behind  a  graceful 

Detcribe  the  faint  from  head  to  feet, 
Make  all  the  lines  in  juft  proportion  meet ; 

But  let  her  pofture  be 
Filling  a  chair  of  hign  degree ; 
Obferve  how  near  it  Hands  to  th'  Almighty  feato 

Paint  the  new  graces  of  her  eyes; 
Frelh  in  her  looks  let  fprightly  youth  arife, 
And  joys  unknown  below  the  Ikies. 
Virtue,  that  lives  conceal'd  below, 

And  to  the  breaft  corifin'd, 
Sits  here  triumphant  on  the  brow, 
Arid  breaks  with  radiant  glories  threugh* 

The  features  of  the  mind 
Expre'fs  her  pafilon  ftill  the  fame, 

But  more  divinely  fweet ; 
Love  has  an  everlasting1  flame, 

And  makes  the  work  complete. 
The  painter  mufe  with  glancing  eye 
Obfery'd  a  manly  fpirit  nigh  *, 

That  death  had  long  disjoined  : 
"  In  the  fair  tablet  they  fliall  ftand 
**  United  by  a  happier  band  :"  [mind., 

She  faid,  and  fix'd  her  fight,  and  drew  the  manly 
Recount  the  years,  my  fong,  (a  mournful  round  ') 
Sin("e  he  was  feen  on  earth  no  more  : 
He  fought  in  lower  feas  and  drown'd ; 
But  victory  and  peace  he  found 

On  the  fupef ior  flidre, 

There  now  his  tuneful  breath  in  facred  fongs 
Employs  the  European  and  the  Eaftern  tongues. 
Let  th'  awful  truncheon  and  the  flute, 
The  pencil  and  the  weil-known  lute, 
Powerful  numbers,  charming  wit, 
And  every  art  and  fc'ience  meet,        [at  his  feet. 
And  bring  their  laurels  to  his  hand,  or  lay  them 

*  My  grandfather  Mr.  Thomas  Watts,  kadfucb 
acquaintance' with'  the  mathcmaiicks,  painting, 
iiivfic,  and'poefy,  bV.  as  gave  him  corijlderabie 
efte.cm  among  his  cohttmporaries.  He  ivascom- 
nuifnlcr' of  ajhip  of  war  i  656,  and  fry  blowing  up 
of  thrjhtp  in  the  Dutch  ivar  be  was  drowned  i>; 
his  youtf\ 


LYRIC     POEMS. 


35* 


*Tis  done  !  What  beams  of  glory  fall 

(Rich  varnifli  of  immortal  art) 

To  gild  the  bright  original ! 
'Tis  done.  The  mufe  has  now  perform'd  her  part. 
Bring  down  the  piece,  Urania,,  from  above, 

And  let  my  honour  and  my  love,,  [heart. 

Drefs  it  with  chains  of  gold  to   hang  upon  my 

A  FUNERAL  POEM  ON  THE  DEATH  OF 
THOMAS  GUNSTON,  ESQ., 

Prefented  to  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lady  Ab- 
ney,  Lady  Mayorefs  of  London.     July  1701. 

MABAM, 

HAD  I  been  a  common  mourner  at  the  funeral  of 
the  dear  gentleman  deceafed,  I  mould  have  la 
boured  after  more  of  art  in  the  following  compofi- 
tion,  to  fupply  the  defect  of  nature,  and  to  feign  a 
forrow ;  but  the  uncommon  condefcenfion  of  his 
friendfhip  to  me,  the  inward  efteem  I  pay  his  me 
mory,  and  the  vaft  and  tender  fenfe  I  have  of  the 
lofs,  make  all  the  methods  of  art  needlefs,  whiift 
natural  grief  fupplies  more  than  all. 

I  had  refolved  to  lament  in  fighs  and  filence, 
and  frequently  checked  the  too  forward  mufe  :  but 
the  importunity  was  not  to  be  refilled  ;  long  lines 
of  forrow  flowed  in  upon  me  ere  I  was  aware, 
whiift  I  took  many  a  folitary  walk  in  the  garden 
adjoining  to  his  feat  at  Newington  ;  nor  could  I 
free  myfelf  from  the  crowd  of  melancholy  ideas. 
Your  ladyfliip  will  find  throughout  the  poem,  that 
the  fair  and  unfinifhed  building  which  he  had  juft 
raifed  for  himfelf,  gave  almoft  all  the  turns  of 
mourning  to  my  thoughts  ;  for  I  purfue  no  other 
topics  of  elegy  than  what  my  paffion  and  my 
fenfes  led  me  to. 

The  poem  roves  as  my  eyes  and  grief  did,  from 
one  part  of  the  fabric  to  the  other  :  It  rifes  from 
the  foundation,  falutes  the  walls,  the  doors,  and 
the  windows,  drops  a  tear  upon  the  roof,  and 
climbs  the  turret,  that  pleafant  retreat,  where  I 
promifed  myfelf  many  fweet  hours  of  his  conver- 
fation  ;  there  my  fong  wanders  amongft  the  de 
lightful  fubjecls  divine  and  moral,  which  ufed  to 
entertain  our  happy  leifure  ;  and  thence  defcends 
to  the  fields  and  the  fliady  walks,  where  I  fo  often 
enjoyed  his  pleafing  difcourfe  ;  my  forrows  diffufe 
themfelves  there  without  a  limit :  I  had  quite 
forgotten  all  fcheme  and  method  of  writing,  till 
I  correct  myfelf,  and  rife  to  the  turret  again  to 
lament  that  defolate  feat.  Now  if  the  critics 
laugh  at  the  folly  of  the  mufe  for  taking  too  much 
notice  of  the  golden  ball,  let;  them  confider  that 
the  meaneft  thing  that  belonged  to  fo  valuable  a 
perfon  ftill  gave  fome  frefli  and  doleful  reflections 
And  I  transcribe  nature  without  rule,  and  repre- 
fent  fiiendfhip  in  a  mourning  drefs,  abandoned  to 
deepeft  forrow,  and.  with  a  negligence  becoming 
woe  unfeigned. 

Had  I  defigned  a  complete  elegy.  Madam,  on 
your  deareft  brother,  and  intended  it  for  publi 
view,  I  fhould  have  followed  the  ufual  forms  o 
poetry,  fo  far  at  leaft,  as  to  fpend  fome  pages  in 
the  character  and  praifes  of  the  deceafed,  an<" 
thence  have  taken  occafion  to  call  mankind  t 
complain  alou4  of  the  univeifal  and 


ofs  :  But  I  wrote  merely  for  myfeif  as  a  friend  of 
he  dead,  and  to  eafe  my  full  foul  by  breathing- 
tut  my  own  complaints  ;  I  knew  his  character  and 
virtues  fo  well,  that  there  was  no  need  to  mention 
hem  while  I  talked  only  with  myfelf;  for  the 
mage  of  them  was  ever  prefent  with  me,  which 
tept  the  pain  at  the  heart  intenfe  and  lively,  and 
my  tears  flowing  with  my  verfe. 

Perhaps  your  ladyfliip  will  expect  fome  divine 
:houghts  and  facred  meditations,  mingled  with  a 
ubject  fo  folemn  as  this  is  :  Had  I  formed  a  de 
ign  of  offering  it  to  your  hands,  I  had  compofed  a 
more  Chriftian  poem  ;  but  it  was  grief  purely  na- 
ural  for  a  death  fo  iurpriiing  that  drew  all  the 
ftrokes  of  it,  and  therefore  my  reflections  are 
chiefly  of  a  moral  ftrain.  Such  as  it  is,  your  lady-. 
hip  requires  a  copy  of  it  ;  but  let  it  not  touch 
four  foul  too  tenderly,  nor  renew  your  own  mourn-, 
ngs.  Receive  it,  Madam,  as  an  offering  of  love 
and  tears  at  the  tomb  of  a  departed  friend,  and 
et  it  abide  with  you  as  a  wituefs  of  that  affec 
tionate  refpedl  and  honour  that  I  bore  him  ;  all 
which,  as  your  L,adyfhip's  moft  rightful  due,  both 
ay  merit  and  by  fuccefiion,  is  no.w  humbly  offer 
ed,  by, 

MADAJVI, 

Your  Ladyfhip's  moft  hearty 

and  obedient  fervant, 

I.  WATTS, 

TO  THE  DEAR  MEMORY  OF  MY  MUCH  HONOURED 
FRIEND, 

THOMAS  GUNSTON, 


Who  died  November  n.  1700,  when,  he  hadjujl 
is  Seat  at  Neivingto?i. 


OF  blafted  hopes,  and  of  fliort  withering  joys, 
Sing,  heavenly  Mufe.     Try  thine  ethereal  voice 
In  funeral  numbers  and  a  doleful  fong  ; 
Gunftonthe  juft,  the  generous,  and  the  young, 
Gunfton  the  friend  is  dead.     6  empty  name 
Of  earthly  blifs  !  'tis  all  an  airy  dream, 
All  a  vain  thought  1  Our  foaring  fancies  rife 
On  treacherous  wings  !  and  hopes  that  touch  the- 

ikies 

Drag  but  a  longer  ruin  thro'  the  downward  air, 
And  plunge  the  falling  joy  ftill  deeper  in  defpair.. 

How  did  our  fouls  fiand  flatter  d  and  prepar'd 
To  ftiout  him  welcome  to  the  feat  he  rear'd  ! 
There  the  dear  man  fhould  fee  his  hopes  complete* 
Smiling,  and  tafting  every  lawful  fweet         [years 
That  peace  and  plenty  brings,  while  numerous 
Circling  delightful  play'd  around  the  fpheres  : 
Revolving  funs  fliould  ftill  renew  his  ilrength, 
And  draw  the  uncommon  thread  to  an  unufual 

length  : 

But  hafty  fate  thrufts  her  dread  fheers  between, 
Cuts  the  young  life  off,  and  fliuts  up  the  fcene. 
Thus  airy  pleafure  dances  in  our  eyes, 
And  fpreads  falfe  images  in  fair  difguife, 
T'  allure  our  fouls,  till  juft  within  our  arms 
The  vifiori  dies,  and  all  the  painted  charms 
Flee  quick  away  from  the  purfuing  fight,  [night. 
Till  they  are  loft  in  fliades,  and  mingle  with  the 

Mufe,  ftretch  thy  wings,  and  thy  fad  journey. 
To  the  fair  fabric  that  thy  dying  friend         [bend. 


THE;  WOKKS  OF  WATT?. 


Built  namelefs  :  'twill  fuggeft  a  thonfand  things 
Mournful  and  foft  as  my  Urania  lings. 

How  did  he  lay  the  deep  foundations  ftrong, 
Marking  the  bounds,  and  rear  the  walls  along 
Solid  and  lafting  ;  there  a  numerous  train 
Of  happy  Gunftons  might  in  pleafure  reign, 
While  nations  perifli,  and  long  ages  run, 
Nations  unborn,  and  ages  unbegun: 
Not  time  itfelf  (hould  wafte  the  bleft  eftate, 
Nor  the  tenth  race  rebuild  the  ancient  feat. 
How  fond  our  fancies  are  !  The  founder  dies      ~"i 
Childlefs  ;  his  fibers  weep  and  clofe  his  eyes,       (_ 
And    wait  upon  his  herfe  with  never-ceafmg  f 
cries.  J 

Lofty  and  flow  it  moves  to  meet,  the  tomb, 
While  weighty  forrows  nod  on  every  plume  ; 
A  thoufand  groans  his  dear  remains  convey,       ~) 
To  his  cold  lodging  in  a  bed  of  clay,  f 

His  country's  facred  tears  well-watering  all  the  f 
way.  J 

See  the  dull  wheels  roll  on  the  fable  road  ; 
liut  no  dear  fon  to  tread  the  mournful  load, 
And  fondly  kind  drop  his  young  forrov/s  there, 
The  father's  urn  bedewing  with  a  filial  tear.    - 
O  had  he  left  us  one  behind,  to  play 
Wanton  about  the  painted  hall,  and  fay, 
"  This  was  my  "father's,"  with  impatient  joy 
In  my  fond  arms  I'd  clafp  the  fmiling  boy, 
And  call  him  my  young  friend  :  but  awful  fate 
£>efign'd  the  mighty  ftroke  as  lading  as 'twas  great. 

And  muft  this  building  then,  this  coftly  frame, 
Stand  here  for  ftrangers !  Muft  fome   unknown 

name 

Poffefs  thefe  rooms,  the  labours  of  my  friend  ? 
Why  were  thefe  walls  rais'd  for  this  haplefs  end  ? 
Why  thefe  apartments  all  adorn'd  fo  gay  ? 
Why  his  rich  fancy  lavifh'd  thus  away  ? 
Mufe,  view  the  paintings,  how  the  hovering  light 
Plays  o'er  the  colours  in  a  wanton  flight, 
And  mingled  lhades  wrought  in  by  foft  degrees, 
Give  a  fweet  foil  to  all  the  charming  piece ; 
But  night,  eternal  night,  hangs  black  around 
The  difmal  chambers  of  the  hollow  ground, 
And  folid  (hades  unmingled  round  his  bed 
Stand  hideous :  Earthy  frigs  embrace  his  head. 
And  noifome  vapours  glide  along  his  face 
Rifing  perpetual.     Mufe,  forfake  the  place, 
Flee  the  raw-damps  of  the  unwholefome  clay,  9 
Look  to  his  airy  fpacious  hall,  and  fay, 
"  How  has  he  chang'd  it  for  a  lontfome  cave, 
<*  Confin'd  and  crowded  in  a  narrow  grave  ! 

TV  unhappy  houfe  looks  defolate  and  mourns, 
And  every  door  groans  doleful  as  it  turns ;     " 
The  pillars  languifh  ;  and  each  lofty  wall 
Stately  in  grief,  laments  the  matter's  fall, 
In  drops  of  briny  ,dew ;  the  fabric  bears 
His  faint  refemblance,  and  renews  my  tears. 
Solid  and  (qua re  it  rifes  from  below  : 
A  noble  air  without  a  gaudy  (how 
Reigns  through  the  model,  and- adorns  the  whole, 
Manly  and  plain.     Such  was  the  builder's  foul. 

O  how  I  love  to  view  the  flats ly  frame, 
Th,at  dear  memorial  of  the  beft  dov'd  name  ! 
Then  could  I  wHh  for  fome  prbdigious  cave 
Vaft  as  his  feat,  and  filent  as  his  grave, 

•     . 


Where  the  tall  (hades  ftretch  to  the  hideous  rc.ptj 
Forbid  the  day,  and  guard  the  fun-beams  off; 
Thither,  my  willing  feet,  mould  ye  be  drawn 
At  the  gray  twilight,  and  the  early  dawn. 
There  fweetly  fad  mould  my  foft  minutes  roll, 
Numbering  the  forrows  of  my  drooping  foul. 
But  thefe  are  airy  thoughts !  fubftantial  grief 
Grows  by  thofe  objects  that  mould  yield  relief; 
Fond  of  my  woes,  I  heave  my  eyes  around, 
My  grief  from  every  profpecfr  courts  a  wound  ; 
Views  the  green  gardens,  views  the  fmiling  (kies, 
Still  my  heart  finks,  and  ftill  my  cares  arife  ; 
My  wandering  feet  round  the  fair  manfion  rove, 
A.nd  there  to  foothe  my  forrows  I  indulge  my  love. 

Oft  have  1  laid  the  awful  Calvin  by, 
And  the  fweet  Cowley,  with  impatient  eye 
To  fee  thofe  walls,  pay  the  fad  vifit  there, 
A.nd  drop  the  tribute  of  an  hourly  tear  : 
Still  I  behold  fome  melancholy  fcene, 
With  many  a  penlive  thought,  and  many  a  fig&. 

between. 

Two  days  ago  we  took  the  evening  air, 
I.  and  my  grief,  and  my  Urania,  there ; 
Say,  my  Urania,  how  the  weftern  fun 
Broke  from  black  clouds,  and  in  full  glory  (hone, 
Gilding  the  roof,  then  dropt  into  the  lea,     [day  ; 
\nd  fudden  night  devour'd  the  fweet  remains  of 
Thus  the  bright  youth  juft  rear'd  his  fhining  head 
From  obfcure  fliades  of  life,  and  funk  among  the 

dead. 

The  riling  fun  adorn'd  with  all  his  light 
Smiles  on  thefe  walls  again  :  but  endlefs  night 
Reigns  uncontroll'd  where  the  dear  Gunlton  liesj 
He's  fet  for  ever,  and  muft  never  rife. 
Then  why  thefe  beams,  unfeafonable  (tar, 
Thefe  lightfome  fmiles  defcending  from  afar, 
To  greet  a  mourning  houfe  ?  In  vain  the  day 
Breaks  through  the  windows  with  a  joyful  ray» 
And  marks  a  fhining  path  along  the  floors 
Bounding  the  evening  and  the  morning  hours; 
In  vain  it  bounds  them  :  while  vaft  emptinefs     "1 
And  hollow  (ilence  reigns  through  all  the  place,  v 
Nor  heeds  the  cheerful  change  of  nature's  face.  3 
Yet  nature's  wheels  will  on  without  control, 
The  fun  will  rife,  the  tuneful  fpheres  will 
And  the  two  mighty  Bears  walk  round 
.     watch  the  pole. 

See  while  I  fpeak,  high  oh  her  fable  wheel 
Old  night  advancing  climbs  the  eaftem  hili : 
Troops  of  dark  clouds. prepare  her  way  ;  behold, 
How  their  brown  pinions  edg'd  with  evening  gold 
Spread  (had owing  o'er  the  houfe,  and  glide  away, 
Slowly  purfuing  the  declining  day  ; 
O'er  the  broad  roof  they  fly  their  circuit  ftill, 
Thus  days  before  they  did,  and  days  to  come  they 

Will;       , 

But  th<rblack  cloud  that  fhadows  o'er  his  eyes, 
Hangs  there  unrhoveablc.  and  never  files  : 
Fain  would  I  bid  the  envious  gloom  be  gone  ;  ~J 
Ah  fruitlefe  wifh  !  how  are  Lis  curtains  drawn    > 
For  a  long  evening  that  defpairs  the  dawn  !      J 

Mufe,  view  the  turret:  juft  beneath  the  flues 
Lonefome  it  ftamls,  and  fixes  my  fad  eyes, 
As  it  would  afk  a  tear.     O  facred  feat 
Sacred  to  friendflip  '   0  divine  retreat  1 


's  face.  J 
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Here  did  I  hope  my  happy  hours  t'  employ, 
And  fed  before-hand  on  the  promis'd  joy, 
When  weary  of  the  noify  town,  my  friend 
From  mortal  cares  retiring,  fliould  afcend 
And  lead  me  thither.     We  alone  would  fit 
Free  and  fecure  of  all  intruding  feet : 
Our  thoughts  would  ftretch  their  longeft  wings, 

and  rife, 

Nor  bound  their  foarings  by  the  lower  fkies : 
Our  tongues  fliould  aim  at  everlafting  themes, 
And  fpeak  what  mortals  dare,  of  all  the  names 
Of  boundlefs  joys  and  glories,  thrones  and  feats 
Built  high  in  heaven  for  fouls :  We'd  trace  the 

ftreets 

Of  golden  pavement,  walk  each  blifsful  field, 
And  climb  and  tafte  the  fruits  the  fpicy  moun 
tains  yield  ; 

Then  would  we  fwear  to  keep  the  facred  road, 
And  walk  right  upwards  to  that  bleft  abode  : 
We'd  charge  our  parting  fpirits  there  to  meet,     "1 
There  hand  in  hand  approach  th'  Almighty  f 
feat,  [feet.  C 

And  bend  our  heads  adoring  at  our  Maker  sj 
Thus  fliould  we  mount  on  bold  adventurous  wings 
In  high  difcourfe,  and  dwell  on  heavenly  things, 
While  the  pleas'd  hours  in  fweet  fucceflion"" 

move, 

And  minutes  meafur'd,  as  they  are  above. 
By  ever-circling  joys,  and  ever-fhining  love, 

Anon  our  thoughts  fhould    lower   their  lofty 

flight, 

Sink  by  degrees,  and  take  a  pleafing  fight,  _ 
A  large  round  profpe<ft  of  the  fpreading  plain,  "1 
The  wealthy  river,  and  his  winding  train,  > 

The  fmoky  city,  and  the  bufy  men.  J 

How  we  fliould  fmile  to  fee  degenerate  worms 
Lavifh  their  lives,  and  fight  for  airy  forms 
Of  painted  honours,  dreams  of  empty  found 
Till  envy  rife,  and  (hoot  a  fecqnd  wound 
At  fwelling  glory,  ftrait  the  bubble  breaks, 
And  the  fcenes  vanifli,  as  the  man  awakes ; 
Then  the  tall  titles  infolent  and  proud 
Sink  to  the  duft,  and  mingle  with  the  crowd. 

Man  is  a  reftlefs  thing :  Still  vain  and  wild 
Lives  beyond  fixty,  nor  outgrows  the  child  : 
His  hurrying  lufts  ftill  break  the  facred  bound 
To  feek  new  pleafures  on  forbidden  ground, 
And  buy  them  all  too  dear.     Unthinking  fool, 
For  a  ihort  dying  joy  to  fell  a  deathlefs  foul  1 
'Tis  but  a  grain  of  fweetnefs  they  can  fow, 
And  reap  the  long  fad  harveft  of  immortal  woe. 

Another  tribe  toil  in  a  different  firife, 
And  bauilh  all  the  lawful  fweets  of  life, 
To  fweat  and  dig  for  gold,  to  hoard  the  ore, 
Hide  the  dear  duft  yet  darker  than  before, 
And  never  dare  to  ufe  a  grain  of  all  the  (tore. 

Happy  the  man  that  knows  the  value  juft 

Of  earthly  things,  nor  is  enflav'd  to  duft. 

'Tis  a  rich  gift  the  fkies  but  rarely  Send 

To  favourite  fouls.  Then  happy  thou,  my  friend, 

For  thou  hadft  learnt  to  manage  and  command 

Ifhe  wealth  that  heaven  bcftuw'd   with   liberal 


j~~- 
this"* 

t,    J 


Hence  this  fair  ftruclure  rofe  ;  and  hence  this" 

feat 

Made  to  invite  my  not  unwilling  feet : 
In  vain  'twas  made  !  for  we  ihail  never  meet, 
And  fmile,  and  love,  and  blefs  each  other  here; 
The  envious  tomb  forbids  thy  face  t'  appear, 
Detains  thee,  Gunfton,  from  my  longing  eyes, 
And  all  my  hopes  lie  bury'd,  where  my  Gunfto* 

lies. 

Come  hither,  all  ye  tendered  fouls,  that  kno^r 
The  heights  of  fondnefs,  and  the  depths  of  woe, 
Young  mothers,    who   your  darling  babes   have' 

found 

Untimely  murder'd  with  a  ghaftly  wound  ; 
Ye  frighted  nymphs,  who  on  the  bridal  bed 
Clafp'd  in  your  arms  your  lovers  cold  and  dead, 
Come  ;  in  the  pomp  of  all  your  wild  defpair, 
With  flowing  eye-lids,  and  diforder'd  hair, 
Death  in  your  looks ;  come,  mingle  grief  with  mer 
And  drown  your  little  ftreams  in  my  unbound 
ed  fea. 

You  facred  mourners  of  a  nobler  mould, 
Born  for  a  friend,  whofe  dear  embraces  hold 
Beyond  all  nature's  ties  ;  you  that  have  kaowti 
Two  happy  fouls  made  intimately  one, 
And  felt  a  parting  ftroke :  'Tis  you  muft  tell 
The  fmart,  the  twinges,  and  the  racks  I  feel  : 
This  foul  of  mine  that  dreadful  wound  hasborne, } 
Off  from  its  fide  its  dearelt  half  is  torn, 
The  reft  lies  bleeding,  and  but  lives  to  mourn.  3, 
Oh  infinite  diftrefs  !  fuch  raging  grief 
Should  command  pity,  and  defpair  relief. 
Paflion,  mcthinks,  fhould  rife  from  all  my  groatlS? 
Give  fenie  to  rocks,  and  fympathy  to  (tones. 

Ye  dufky  woods  and  echoing  hills  around, 
Repeat  my  cries  with  a  perpetual  found  : 
Be  all  ye  flowery  vales  with  thorns  o'ergrown, 
Affift  my  forrows  and  declare  your  own  ; 
Alas  !  your  lord  is  dead.    The  humble  plain 
Muft  ne'er  receive  his  courteous  feet  again  : 
Mourn,  ye  gay  fmiling  meadows,  and  be  fe eii 
In  wintery  robes,  inftead  of  youthful  green  ; 
And  bid  the  brook  that  ftill  runs  warbling  by, 
Move  filent  on,    and  weep  his   ufclefs  channel 

dry. 

Hither  methinks  the  lowing  herd  fliould  come, 
And  moaning  turtles  murmur  o'er  his  tomb : 
The  oak  mall  wither,  and  the  curling  vine        "1 
Weep  his  young  life  out,  while  his  arms  untwine  f 
Their  amorous  folds,  and  mix  his  bleeding  foul  C 

with  mine.  _J 

Ye  (lately  elms,  in  your  long  order  mourn  * ; 
Strip  off  your  pride  to  drefs  your  mafter's  urn  i 
Here  gently  drop  your  leaves  inftead  of  tears  s- 
Ye  elms,  the  reverend  growth  of  ancient  years* 
Stand  tall  and  naked  to  the  bluftering  rage 
Of  the  mad  winds  ;  thus  it  becomes  your  age 
To  fhow  your  forrows.     Often  ye  have  feen 
Our  heads  reclin'd  upon  the  rifing  green  ; 
Beneath  your  facred  fliade  diffus'd  we  lay, 
Here  friendfhip  reign'd  with  an  unbounded  fway: 

*  There  was  a   long  roiv  r>f  tall  elms  then 
Jlanding  where  feme  years  after  the  fower  gard$t$ 

-'      "  ' 
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Hither  our  fouls  their  conftant  offerings  brought, 
The  burthens  of  the  bread,  and  labours  of  the 

thought ; 

Our  opening  bofoms  on  the  confcious  ground 
Spread  all  the  forrows  and  the  joys  we  found, 
And  mingled  every  care  ;  nor  was  it  known 
Which  of  the  pains  and  pleafures  were  our  own ; 
Then  with  an  equal  hand  and  honeft  foul  "1 

We  (hare  the  heap,  yet  both  poflefs  the  whole,  ^ 
And  all  the  palfions  there  through  both  our  bo-  ( 

foms  roll.  J 

By  turns  we  comfort,  and  by  turns  complain, 
And  bear  and  eafe  by  turns  the  fympathy  of  pain. 

Friendfliip  !    myfterious    thing,    what    magic 

powers 

Support  thy  fway,  and  charm  thefe  minds  of  ours  ? 
Bound  to  thy  foot  we  boaft  our  birth-right  ft  ill. 
And  dream  of  freedom,  when  we've  loft  our  will, 
And  chang'd  away  our  fouls  :  At  thy  command, 
We  fnatch  new  miferies  from  a  foreign  hand, 
To  call  them  ours  ;  and,  thoughtlefs  of  our  eafe, 
Plague  the  dear  felf  that  we  were  born  to  'pleafe. 
Thou  tyrannefs  of  minds,  whofe  cruel  throne 
Heap  on  p»or  mortals  forrows  not  their  own  ; 
As  though  our  mother  nature  could  no  more 
Find  woes  fufficient  for  each  fon  (he  bore, 
Friendfljip  divides  the  (hares,    arid   lengthens 

out  the  (tore. 

Yet  we  are  fond  of  thine  imperious  reign, 
Proud  of  thy  (lavery,  wanton  in  our  pain, 
And  chide  the  courteous  hand  when  death  dif 
iblves  the  chain. 


Virtue,  forgive  the  thought !  the  raving  mufe 
Wild  and  defpairing  knows  not  what  (he  does, 
Crows  mad  in  grief,  and  in  her  favage  hours 
Affronts  the  name  (he  loves  and  (lie  adores. 
She  is  thy  votarefs  too  ;  and  at  thy  (hrine, 
O  facred  friendfliip,  offer'd  fongs  divine,  | 

While  Gunfton  liv'd,  and  both  our  fouls  were  i 

thine. 

Here  to  thefe  (hades  at  folemn  hours  we  came, 
To  pay  devotion  with  a  mutual  flame, 
Partners  in  blefs.     Sweet  luxury  of  the  mind  ! 
And  fweet  the  aids  of  fenfe !  Each  ruder  wind 
Slept  in  its  caverns,  while  an  evening  breeze 
Fann'd  the  leaves  gently,    fporting  through  th 

trees  : 

The  linnet  and  the  lark  their  vefpers  fung, 
And  clouds  of  crimfon  o'er  th'  horizon  hung ; 
The  flow-declining  fun  with  (loping  wheels 
Sunk  down  the  golden  day  behind  the  weftern  hill 

Mourn,  ye  gardens,  ye  unrmifla'd  gates, 
Ye  green  enclofures,  and  ye  growing  fweets, 
Lament ;  for  ye  our  midnight  hours  have  known 
And  watch'd  us  walking  by  the  filent  moon 
In  conference  divine,  while  heavenly  fire 
Kindling  our  breafts  did  all  our  thoughts  infpire 
With  joys  almoft  immortal ;  then  our  zeal 
Blaz'd  and  burnt  high  to  reach  th'  ethereal  hill, 
And  love  refin'd,  like  that  above  the  poles, 
Threw  both  our  arms  round  one  another's  fouls 
In  rapture,  and  embraces.     Oh  forbear, 
Forbear  my  fong  !  this  is  too  much  to  hear, 
Too.  dreadful  to  repeat ;  fuch  joys  as  ;hefe 
Fled  from  the  earth  for  ever ! • 


Oh  for  a  general  grief !  let  all  thihg§  mare 
Our  woes,  that  knew  cur  loves:  The  neigbour« 

ing  air 

it  be  laden  with  immortal  fighs, 
And  tell  the  gales,  that  every  breath  that  flies 
Over  thefe  fields  mould  murmur  and  complain, 
And  kits  the  fading  grafs,  and  propagate  the  pain. 
Weep  all  ye  buildings,  and  the  groves  around 
•'or  ever  weep  :  this  is  an  endlefs  wound, 
Vaft  and  incurable.     Ye  buildings  knew 
His  filver  tongue,  ye  groves  have  heard  it  too  : 
At  that  dear  found  no  more  (hall  ye  rejoice, 
And  I  no  more  muft  hear  the  charming  voice  : 
Woe  to  my  drooping  foul !  that  heavenly  breath, 
That  could  fpeak  life,  lies  now  congeal'd  in  death; 
While  on  his  folded  lips  all  cold  and  pale 
Eternal  chains  and  heavy  (ilence  dwell. 

Yet  my  fond  hope  would  hear  him  fpeak  again, 
Once  more  at  lead,  once  more,  and  then 
Gunfton  aloud  I  call :  In  vain  I  cry 
Gunfton  aloud  ;  for  he  rauft  ne'er  reply. 
[n  vain  I  mourn,  and  drop  thefe  funeral  tears, 
Death  and  the  grave  have  neither  eyes  nor  ears: 
Wandering  I  tune  my  forrows  to  the  groves, 
And  vent  my  fwelling  griefs,  and  tell  the  winds 
our  loves ;  [not : 

While  the  dear  youth  fleeps  faft,  and  heajs  them 
He  hath  forgot  me  :  In  the  Jonefome  vault 
Mindlefs  of  Watts  and  friendfliip,  cold  he  lies 
Deaf  and  unthinking  clay. 

But  whither  am  I  led  ?  This  artlefs  grief 
Hurries  the  mufe  on,  obftinate  and  deaf 
To  all  the  nicer  rules,  and  bears  her  down 
From  the  tall  fabric  to  the  neighbouring  ground  • 
The  pleafing  hours,  the  happy  moments  pad 
In  thefe  fweet  fields  reviving  on  my  tafte 
Snatch  me  away  refiftlefs  with  impetous  hafte 
Spread  thy  ftrong  pinions  once  again,  my 
And  reach  the  turret  thou  haft  left  fo  long  : 
O'er  the  wide  roof  its  lofty  head  it  rears, 
Long  waiting  our  converfe  ;  but  only  hears 
The  noify  tumults  of  the  realms  on  high ; 
The  winds  falute  it  whiftling  as  they  fly, 
Or  jarring  round  the  windows  ;  rattling  (howers 
Lafli  the  fair  fides  ;  above,  loud  thunder  roars ; 
But  dill  the  mader  fleeps ;  nor  hears  the  voice 
Of  facred  friendftiip,  nor  the  tempeft's  noife  : 
An  iron  (lumber  fits  on  every  fenfe, 
In  vain  the  heavenly  thunders  drive  to  roufe  it 
thence. 

One  labour  more,  jny  mufe,  the  golden  fphere 
Seems  to  demand  :  See  through  the  dufky  air 
Downward  it  (hines  upon  the  rifing  moon  ; 
And,  as  (lie  labours  up  to  reach  her  noon, 
Purfues  her  orb  with  repercuflive  light, 
And  dreaming  gold  repays  the  paler  beams  of 

night : 

But  not  one  cay  can  reach  the  darkfome  grave, 
Or,  pierce  the  folid  gloom  that  fills  the  cave 
Where  Gundon  dwells  in  death.  Behold  it  flames 
Like  fome  new  meteor  with  difuiiive  beams 
Through  the  mid-heaven,   and  overcomes  the"^ 
ftars ;  r 

"  So  (Lines  thy  Gunfton's  foul  above  thefpher-es,"  f 
Raphael  replies,  and  wipes  away  my  tears.        J^ 
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**  We  faw  the  flefli  fink  down  with  clofing  eyes,     | 
"  We  heard  thy  grief  fhriek  out,  He  dies,  He  dies, 
**  Miftaken  grief !  to  call  the  flefli  the  friend  ! 
"  On  our  fair  wings  did  the  bright  youth  afcend, 
"  All  heaven  embrac'd  him  with  immortal  love, 
*;  And  fung  his  welcome  to  the  courts  above. 
"  Gentle  Ithuriel  led  him  round  the  Ikies, 
"  The  buildings  ftruck  him  with  immenfe  furprife  ; 
"  The  fpires  all  radiant,  and  the  manfions  bright, 
"  The  roof  high -vaulted  with  ethereal  light : 
"  Beauty  and  ftrength  on  the  tall  bulwarks  fate 
"  In  heavenly  diamond  ;  and  for  every  gate 
"  On  golden  hinges  a  broad  ruby  turns, 
**  Guards  off  the  foe,  and  as  it  moves  it  burns ; 
"  Millions  of  glories  reign  through  every  part ; 
"  Infinite  power,  and  uncreated  art, 
V  Stand  here  difplay'd,  and  to  the  ftranger  fhow 
"  How  it  out-fliines  the  nobleft  feats  below. 
"  The  ftranger  fed  his  gazing  powers  awhile 
«*  Tranfported  :  Then,  with  a  regardlefs  fmile, 
"  Glanc'd  his  eye  downward  through  the  cryftal 

"  floor, 
"  And  took  eternal  leave  of  what  he  built  before." 

Now,  fair  Urania,  leave  the  doleful  ftrain  ; 
Raphael  commands :  Affume  thy  joys  again. 
In  everlafting  numbers  fing,  and  fay,  "^ 

*'  Gunfton  has  mov'd  his  dwelling  to  the  realms  / 
"  of  day;  [groans  away."  C 

*'  Gunfton  the  friend  lives  ftill :  And  give  thy  J 

AN  ELEGY  ON  MR.  THOMAS  GOUGE. 

TO  MR.  ARTHUR  SHALLET,  MERCHANT. 

Worthy  Sir, 

THE  fubjedl  of  the  following  elegy  was  high  in 
your  efteem,  and  enjoyed  a  large  fhare  of  your 
affections.  Scarce  doth  his  memory  need  the  af- 
fiitance  of  the  mufe  to  make  it  perpetual ;  but 
when  flie  can  at  once  pay  her  honours  to  the  ve 
nerable  dead,  and  by  this  addrefs  acknowledge 
the  favours  (he  has  received  from  the  living,  it  is 
a  double  pleafure  to, 

Sir, 

Your  obliged  humble  fervant, 
I.  WATTS. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF 

THE  REVEREND  MR.  THOMAS  GOUGE, 
Who  died  Jan.  Sth.  1699-1700. 

YE  virgin  fouls,  whofe  fweet  complaint 
Could  teach  Euphrates  *  not  to  flow, 

Could  Sion's  ruin  fo  divinely  paint, 
Array'd  in  beauty  and  in  woe  : 
Awake,  ye  virgin  fouls,  to  mourj>, 

And  with  your  tuneful  forrows  dreis  a  prophet': 
urn. 

O  could  my  lips  or  flowing  eyes 
But  imitate  liich  charming  grief, 
I'd  teach  the  feas,  and  teach  the  fkies, 
Wailings,  and  fobs,  and  fympathies, 
Nor  ihould  the  Hones  or  rocks  be  deaf  j 
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Rocks  (hall  have  eyes,  and  ftones  have  ears, 
While  Gouge's  death  is  mourn'd  in  melody  and 
tears. 

Heaven  was  impatient  of  our  crimes, 

And  fent  his  minifter  of  death 
To  fcourge  the  bold  rebellion  of  the  times, 
And  to  demand  our  prophet's  breath  ; 

He  came  commiffion'd  for  the  fates 

Of  awful  Mead,  and  charming  Bates ; 

There  he  effay'd  the  vengeance  firft, 
Then  took  a  dilmal  aim,  and  brought  great  Gouge 

to  duft. 

Great  Gouge  to  duft  !  how  doleful  is  the  found  ! 
How  vaft  the  ftroke  is  1  and  how  wide  the  wound  I 

Oh  painful  ftroke  !  diftreffing  death  '. 
A  wound  unmeafurably  wide 
No  vulgar  mortal  dy'd 
When  he  refign'd  his  breath. 

The  mufe  that  mourns  a  nation's  fall, 

Should  wait  at  Gouge's  funeral, 

Should  mingle  majeity  and  groans, 

Such  as  flie  lings  to  finking  thrones, 

And  in  deep  founding  numbers  tell, 
How  Sion  trembled,  when  this  pillar  fell. 

Sion  grows  weak,  and  England  poor, 

Nature  herfelf,  with  all  her  ftore, 
Can  furnifli  fuch  a  pomp  for  death  no  more. 

The  reverend  man  let  all  things  mourn ; 

Sure  he  was  fome  ethereal  mind, 

Fated  in  flefli  to  be  confm'd, 
And  order'd  to  be  born. 
His  foul  was  of  th'  angelic  frame, 
The  fame  ingredients,  and  the  mould  the  fame^ 
When  the  Creator  makes  a  minifter  of  flame, 

He  was  all  form'd  of  heavenly  things, 
Mortals,  believe  what  my  Urania  fings, 
For  fhe  has  feen  him  rife  upon  his  flamy  wings* 

How  would  he  mount,  how  would  he  fly 
Up  through  the  ocean  of  the  fky, 

Tow'rd  the  celeftial  coaft  ! 
With  what  amazing  fwiftnefs  foar 
Till  earth's  dark  ball  was  feen  no  more, 

And  all  its  mountains  loft  1 
Scarce  could  the  mufe  purfue  him  with  her  fight  : 

But,  angels,  you  can  tell, 
For  oft  you  meet  his  wonderous  flight, 

And  knew  the  ftranger  well ; 
Say,  how  he  paft  the  radiant  ipheres. 
And  vifited  your  happy  feats, 
And  trac'd  the  well-known  turnings  of  the  goWen 

And  walk'd  among  the  ftars.  [ilreets 

Tell  how  he  climb'd  the  everlafting  hills 

Surveying  all  the  realms  above, 
Borne  on  a  Itrong-wing'd  faith,  and  on  the  fiery 
Of  an  immortal  love.  [wheels 

'Twas  there  he  took  a  glorious  fight 
Of  the  inheritance  of  faints  in  light, 
And  read  their  title  in  their  Saviour's  right. 
How  oft  the  humble  fcholar  came, 
And  to  your  fongs  he  niis'd  his  ears 
To  learn  th'  unutterable  name, 
To  view  th'  eternal  bafe  that  bears, 

The  new  creation's  frame. 
The  countenance  of  God  he  faw, 
Full  of  mercy :  full  of  awe, 
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The  glories  of  his  powef,  and  glories  of  his  grace : 
There  he  beheld  the  wondrous  fprings 

Of  thofe  celeftial  facred  things, 
The  peaceful  gofpel,  and  the  fiery  law 

In  that  majeftic  face. 

That  face  did  ail  his  gazing  powers  employ. 
With  moft  profound  abafement  and  exalted  joy, 

The  rolls  of  fate  were  half  unfeaiM, 
He  ftood  adoring  by ; 

The  volume  open'd  to  his  eye, 

And  fweet  intelligence  he  held 
With  all  his  fhining  kindred  of  the  fky. 

Ye  feraphs  that  furround  the  throne, 
Tell  how  his  name  was  through  the  palace  known, 
How  warm  his  zeal  was,  and  how  like  your  own  : 
Speak  it  aloud,  let  half  the  nation  hear, 

And  bold  blafphemers  flirink  and  fear  f  : 
Impudent  tongues  I  to  blaft  a  prophet's  name  ! 
The  poifon  fure  was  fetch'd  from  hell, 

Where  the  old  blafphemers  dwell, 
To  taiat  the  pureft  duft,  and  blot  the  whiteft 
fame  1  [through, 

impudent     tongues !     You     fhould    be     darted 
NaiPd  to  your  own  black  mouths,  and  lie 
Ufelefs  and  dead  till  flander  die, 
Till  flander  die  with  you, 

'*  We  faw  him,  faid  th'  ethereal  throng, 
"  V/e  faw  his  warm  devotions  rife, 
"  We  heard  the  fervour  of  his  cries, 
"  And  «nix'd  his  praifes  with  our  fong  : 

*  We  knew  the  fecret  flights  of  his  retiring  hours, 
*'  Nightly  he  wak'd  his  inward  powers, 

':  Young  Ifrael  rofe  to  wreftle  with  his  God, 

**  And  with  uticonquer'd  force  fcaPd  the  celeftial 
**  towers, 

•"**'  To  reach  the  bleffing  down  for  thofe  that  fought 

"  his  blood. 

"  Oft  we  beheld  the  thunderer's  hand 
"  Rais'd  high  to  crulh  the  factious  foe ; 

"*'  As  oft  we  law  the  rolling  vengeance  ftand 
"  Doubtful  t'  obey  the  dread  command, 

.*'  While  his  afcending  prayer  upheld  the  falling 

"  blow." 
Draw  the  paft  fcenes  of  thy  delight, 

My  mufe,  and  bring  the  wondrous  man  to  fight. 
Place  him  furrounded  as  he  itood 
With  pious  crowds,  while  from  his  tongue 

A  ftream  of  harmony  ran  foft  along, 

And  every  ear  drank  in  the  flowing  good : 
Softly  it  ran  its  filver  way, 

Till  warm  devotion  rais'd  the  current  ftrong : 

Then  fervid  zeal  on  the  fweet  deluge  rode, 
Life,  love  and  glory,  grace  and  joy, 

"Divinely  roll'd  promiscuous  on  the  torrent-flood, 

And  bore  our  raptar'd  fenfe  away,  and  thoughts 

and  fouls  to  God. 
O  might  we  dwell  for  ever  there  ! 

No  more  return  to  breathe  this  gruffer  air, 

This  atmofphere  of  fin,  calamity,  and  care. 

But  heavenly  fcenes  foon  leave  the  fight 
While  we  belong  to  clay, 

Pallions  of  terror  and  delight, 

1   Demand  alternate  fway.  „ 

|  Though  he  <wasfo  great  and  good  a  man,  he 
fad  not  efcape  cenfurc. 


Behold  the  man,  whofe  awful  voice 

Could  well  proclaim  the  fiery  law, 

Kindle  the  flames  that  Mofes  faw, 

And  fwell  the  trumpet's  warlike  noife. 
He  ftands  the  herald  of  the  threatening  fkies, 
Lo,  on  his  reverend  brow  the  frowns  divinely  rife^ 
A.11  Sinai's  thunder  on  his  tongue,  and  lightninj 
in  his  eyes. 

Round  the  high  roof  the  curfes  flew 

Diftinguifhing  each  guilty  head, 
Far  from  th'  unequal  wa-r  the  atheift  fled, 

His  kindled  arrows  ftill  purfue, 

His  arrows  ftrike  the  atheift  through, 
And  o'er  his  inmoft  powers  a  fhuddering  horror' 

fpread. 
The  marble  heart  groans  with  an  inward  wound; 

Blafpheming  fouls  of  harden'd  fteel 
Shriek  out  amaz'd  at  the  new  pangs  they  feel, 

And  dread  the  echoes  of  the  found. 

The  lofty  wretch  arm'd  and  array 'd 
In  gaudy  pride  finks  down  his  impious  head, 
Plunges  in  dark  defpair,  and  mingles  with  the  deadt 

Now,  mufe,  aflume  a  fofter  ftrain, 

Now  foothe  the  finner's  raging  fmart, 

Borrow  of  Gouge  the  wondrous  art 
To  calm  the  furging  confcience,  and  afiwage  the 

He  from  a  bleeding  God  derives  [pain  ; 

Life  for  the  fouls  that  guilt  had  ilain, 

And  ftrait  the  dying  rebel  lives, 
The  dead  arife  again; 

The  opening  fides  almoft  obey 

His  powerful  long  ;  a  heavenly  ray  fday. 

Awakes  defpair  to  light,   and  fheds  a  cheerful 

His  wondrous  voice  rolls  back  the  fpheres, 

Recalls  the  fcenes  of  ancient  years, 
To  make  the  Saviour  known  ; 

Sweetly  the  flying  charmer  roves 

Through  all  his  labours  and  his  loves, 
The  anguifh  of  his  crols,   and   triumphs  of  hi*' 
throne. 

Come,  he  invites  our  feet  to  try 
The  fteep  afcent  of  Calvary, 
And  fets  the  fatal  tree  before  our  eye : 
See  here  celeftial  forrow  reigns ; 
Rude  nails  and  ragged  thorns  lay  by, 
Ting'd  with  the  crimfon  of  redeeming  veins* 
In  wondrous  words  he  fung  the  vital  flood 

Where  all  our  fins  were  drown'd, 
Words  fit  to  heal  and  fit  to  wound, 
Sharp  as  the  fpear,  and  balmy  as  the  blood. 

In  his  difcourfe  divine 
Afrefli  the  purple  fountain  flow'd  ; 
Our  falling  tears  kept  fynipathetic  time, 

And  trickled  to  the  ground, 
While  every  accent  gave  a  doleful  found, 
Sad  as  the  breaking  heart-ftrings  of  th'  expiriag 

God. 

Down  to  the  manfions  of  the  dead, 
With  trembling  joy  our  fouls  are  led, 

The  captives  of  his  tongue  ; 
There  the  dear  prince  of  light  reclines  his 

Darknefs  and  fhades  among. 
Wirh  pleafing  horror  we  furvey 

The  caverns  of  the  tomb, 
Where  the  belov'd  Redeemer  Iay? 
,And  flied  a  fweet  perfume. 
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tark,  the  old  earthquake  roars  again 
Gouge's  voice,  and  breaks  the  chain 

Of  heavy  death,  and  rends  the  tombs  : 

The  riling  God  !  he  comes,  he  comes,  [train. 
With  throngs  of  waking  faints,  a  long  triumphing 

Stee  the  bright  fquadrons  of  the  fky, 
Downward  on  wings  of  joy  and  hatte  they  fly, 
Meet  their  returning  fovereign,  and  attend  him 

A  fliining  car  the  conqueror  fills,  [high. 

Form'd  of  a?  golden  cloud  ; 
Slowly  the  pomp  moves  up  the  azure  hills, 

Old  Satan  foams  and  yells  aloud,  [the  wheels. 
And  gnaws  th'  eternal  brafs  that  binds  him  to 
The  opening  gates  of  blifs  receive  their  king, 

The  Father- God  fmiles  on  his  Son, 
Fays  him  the  honours  he  has  won-, 
The  lofty-  thrones  adore,  and  little  cherubs  fing. 

Behold  him  on  his  native  throne, 

Glory  fits  faft  upon  his  head  ; 

DrelVd  in  new  light,  and  beamy  robes, 
fiis  hand  rolls  on  the  feafons,  and   the  fhining 
globes,  [dead. 

And  fwajs  the  living  worlds,  and  regions  of  the 
Gouge  was  hir  envoy  to  the  realms- below, 
Vaft  was  his  truft,  and  great  his  Ikill, 

Bright  the  credentials  he  could  mow, 
And  thoufands  own'd  the  feal, 

His  hallow'd  lips  could  well  impart 

The  grace,  the  promife,  and-  command  : 
lie  knew  the  pity  of  ImmanuePs  heart, 
And  terrors  of  Jehovah's  hand. 

How  did  our  fouls  ftart  out,  to  heat 

The  embaflies  of  love  he  bare, 


While  every  ear  in  rapture  hung 
Upon  the  charming  wonders  of  his  tongud  t 
Life's  bufy  carrs  a  lacred  filence  bound, 

Attention  flood  with  all  her  powers,. 

With  fixed  eyes  and  awe  profound, 

Chain'd  to  the  pleafure  of  the  found, 
Nor  knew  the  flying  hour?. 

But  O  my  everlafting  grief! 
Heaven  has  recall'd  his  envoy  from  our  eyejft; 

Hence  deluges  of  forrow  rife^ 

Nor  hope  th'  impoJIJble  relief. 

Ye  remnants  of  the  facred  tribe 

Who  feel  the  lofs,  come  mare  the  fmart, 
And  mix  your  groans  with  mine: 

Where  is  the  tongue  that  can  deferibe 

Infinite  things  with  equal  an, 
Or  language  fo  divine  ? 

Our  paflions  want  the  heavenly  flame, 
Almighty  Love  breathes  faintly  in  our  fongs, 
And  awful  threatenings  languifh  on  our  tongues  £ 

Howe  is  a- great  but  fingle  name  ". 
Amidii  the  crowd  he  ftands  alone  : 
Stands  yet,  but  with  his-.ftarry  pinions  on, 
Dreft  for  the  flight,  and  ready  to  be  gone, 

Eternal  God,  command  his  ftay,. 

Stretch  the  dear  months  of  his  delay ; 
O  we  could  wiih  his  age  were  one  immortal  dzflf 

But  when  the  flaming  chariot's  come, 
And  fliining  guards,  t'  attend  thy  prophet  home-, 

Amidit  a  thoufand  weeping  eyes, 
Send  an  Elifha  down,  a  foul  of  equal  fize, 
Or  burn  this  wortbiefs  globe,,  and  take  us  to  t&£; 
fkies- 


DIVINE  SONGS  FOR  CHILDREN, 

P-  R    E    F    A    C    E. 

TO  AH.  f  AAT  ARE  CONCERNED  IN  THE  EDUCATION"  OF  CHILDREN^ 


MY  FRIENDS, 

IT  is  an  awful  and  important  charge  that  is  com 
mitted  to  you.  The  wifdo- •  <~.ml  welfare  of  the 
jfucceeding  generation  are  mtrufted  with  you  be 
forehand,  and  depend  much  on  your  conduct. 
The  feeds  of  mifery  or  happinefs  in  this  world,  and 
that  to  come,  are  oftentimes  fown  very  early  ?  and 
therefore,  whatever  may  conduce  to  give  the 
minds  of  children  a  relifh  for  virtue  and  religion, 
•ught,  in  the  firft  place,  to  be  propofed  to  you. 

Verfe  was  at  firft  defigned  for  the  fei vice  of  God, 
though  it  hath  been  wretchedly  abufed  lince.  The 
ancients,  among  the  Jews  and  the  Heathens,  taught 
their  children  and  difciples  the  precepts  of  morality 
£nd  worfhip  in  verfe.  The  children  of  Ifrael  were 
to  learn  the  words- of  the  fong  of  Mo- 


fes,  Deut.  xxxi.  19,  30,  and  we  are  cfirccled  its' 
the  New  Testament,  not  only  to  fing  "  with  grace 
"  in  the  heart,  but  to  teach  and  admonim  one  ao- 
'*  other  by  hymns  and  longs,"  Ephef.  v.  19.  And 
there  are  theie  four  ad/antages  in  it. 

I  There  is  a  great  delight  in  the  very  learning; 
of  truths  and  duties'- this  way.  'I  here  is  fome- 
thing  fo  amiiiing  and  entertaining  in  rhymes  and 
metre,  that  will  incline  children  to  make  this 
part  of  their  bufinefs  a  diverfion.  And  you  may 
turn  their  very  diuy  into  a  reward,  by  gi.nr.jr  them 
the  privilege  of  learning  one  of  thcfe  fongs  every 
week,  if  they  fulfil  the  bufinefs  of  the  week  well, 
and  promifing  them  the  book  itfelf,  when  they* 
have  learnt  ten  or  twenty  fongs  out  of  it. 
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II.  What  Is  learnt  in  verfe,  is  longer  retained 
in  memory,   and   fooner   recollected.    The  like 
founds,  and  the  like  number  of  fyllables,  exceed 
ingly  aflift  the  remembrance.     And  it  may  often 
happen,  that  the  end  of  a  fong  running  in  the 
mind,  may  be  an  effectual  means  to  keep  off  fome 
temptations,  or  to  incline  to  fome  duty,  when  a 
word  of  fcripture  is  not  upon  their  thoughts. 

III.  This  will  be  a  conftant  furniture  for  the 
minds  of  children,  that  they  may  have  fomething 
to  think  upon  when  alone,  and  ling  over  to  them- 
felves.     This  may  fometimes  give  their  thoughts 
a  divine  turn,  and  raife  a  young  meditation.  Thus 
they  will  not  be  forced  to  feek  relief  for  an  emp- 
tinefs  of  mind,  out  of  the  loofe  and  dangerous  fon- 
nets  of  the  age. 

IV.  Thefe  Divine  Songs  may  be  a  pleafant  and 
proper  matter  for  their  daily  or  weekly  worfliip, 
to  fing  one  in  the  family,  at  fuch  time  as  the  pa 
rents  or  governors  fliall  appoint ;  and  therefore  I 
Jiave  confined  the  Verfe  to  the  moft  ufual  pfalm 
tunes. 

The  greateft  part  of  this  little  book  was  com- 
pofed  feveral  years  ago,  at  the  recpeft  of  a  friend, 


who  has  been  long  engaged  in  the  work  of  cate~ 
chifing  a  very  great  number  of  children  of  all 
kinds,  and  with  abundant  fkill  and  fuccefs.  Sd 
that  you  will  find  here  nothing  that  favours  of  a 
party  :  The  children  of  high  and  low  degree,  of 
the  church  of  England  or  DuTenters,  baptiied  in 
infancy,  or  not,  may  all  join  together  in  thefe 
fongs.  And  as  I  have  endeavoured  to  fink  the 
language  to  the  level  of  a  child's  underftanding, 
and  yet  to  keep  it,  if  poffible,  above  contempt ; 
fo  I  have  defigned  to  profit  all,  if  poffible,  and  of 
fend  none.  I  hope  the  more  general  the  fenfe  is, 
thefe  compofures  may  be  of  the  more  univerfal  ufe 
and  fervice. 

I  have  added  at  the  end,  fome  attempts  of  fon- 
nets  on  moral  fubjedls,  for  children,  with  an  air 
of  pleafantry,  to  provoke  fome  fitter  pen  to  write 
a  little  book  of  them. 

May  the  Almighty  God  make  you  faithful  in. 
this  important  work  of  education ;  may  he  fuc- 
ceed  your  cares  with  his  abundant  grace,  that  the, 
riling  generation  of  Great  Britain  may  be  a  glory 
among  the  nations,  a  pattern  to  the  Chriftiai* 
world,  and  a  bleffing  to  the  earth. 


SONG     I. 

A  GENERAL  SONG  OF  PRAISE  TO  GOD. 

HOW  glorious  is  our  heavenly  King; 

Who  reigns  above  the  fky  ! 
How  (hall  a  child  prefume  to  fing 

His  dreadful  majefty  ? 

How  great  his  power  is,  none  can  tell, 
Nor  think  how  large  his  grace  ; 

Hot  men  below,  nor  faints  that  dwell 
On  high  before  his  face. 

Not  angels  that  Hand  round  the  Lord, 

Can  fearch  his  fecret  will ; 
IBut  they  perform  his  heavenly  word, 

And  fing  his  praifes  (till. 

Then  let  me  join  this  holy  train, 

And  my  firft  offerings  bring ; 
Th'  eternal  God  will  not  difdain 

To  hear  an  infant  fing. 

My  heart  refolves,  my  tongue  obeys, 

And  angels  (hall  rejoice, 
To  hear  their  mighty  Maker's  praife 

Sound  from  a  feeble  voice. 


S  O  N  &    II. 

TRAISl  FOR  CREATION  AND  PROVIDENCE. 

I  SING  th'  almighty  power  of  God, 
That  made  the  mountains  rife, 


That  fpreadthe  flowing  feas  abroad, 
And  built  the  lofty  (kies. 

I  fing  the  wifdom  thatprdain'd 

The  fun  to  rule  the  day  ; 
The  mooi  mines  full  at  his  command* 

And  all  the  ftars  obey. 

I  fing  the  goodnefs  of  the  Lord, 
That  filrd  the  earth  with  food  : 

lie  form'd  the  creatures  with  his  word; 
And  then  pronounc'd  them  good. 

Lord,  how  thy  wonders  are  difplay'd^ 

Where'er  I  turn  mine  eye  ! 
If  I  furvey  the  ground  I  tread, 

Or  gaze  upon  the  flty  ! 

There's  not  a  plant  or  flower  below, 
But  makes  thy  glory  known  ; 

And  clouds  arife,  and  tempefts  blow,1 
By  order  from  thy  throne. 

Creatures  (as  numerous  as  they  be) 

Are  fubjecl  to  thy  care  ; 
There's  not  a  place  where  we  can  flee 

But  God  is  prefent  there. 

In  heaven  he  mines  with  beams  of  love, 
With  wrath  in  hell  beneath  ! 

'Tis  on  his  earth  I  (land  or  move, 
And  'tis  his  air  I  breathe. 

His  hand  is  my  perpetual  guard ; 

He  keeps  me  with  his  eye  ; 
Why  (hould  I  then  forget  the  Lord, 

Who  is  for  ever  nigh? 
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SONG    III. 

TO  GOD  FOR  OUR  REDEMPTION. 


the  wifdom  and  the  power, 
The  juftice  and  the  grace, 
That  join'd  in  counfel  to  reftore, 
And  fave  our  ruin'd  race. 

Our  father  ate  forbidden  fruit, 

And  from  his  glory  fell; 
And  we  his  children  thus  were  brought 

To  death,  and  near  to  hell. 

Bleft  be  the  Lord  that  fent  his  Son 

To  take  our  flefli  and  blood  ; 
tie  for  our  lives  gave  up  his  own, 

To  make  our  peace  with  God. 

He  honour'd  all  his  Father's  laws, 

Which  we  have  difobey'd  ; 
Me  bore  our  fins  upon  the  crofs, 

And  our  full  ranfom  paid. 

Behold  him  riling  from  the  grave  $ 

Behold  him  rais'd  on  high  : 
He  pleads  his  merit,  there  to  fave 

Tranfgreflbrs  doom'd  to  die. 

There  on  a  glorious  throne  he  reigns, 

And  by  his  power  divine 
Redeems  us  from  the  flavifli  chains 

Of  Satan  and  of  Sin, 

Thence  fliall  the  Lord  to  judgment  come, 

And  with  a  fovereign  voice 
Shall  call,  and  break  up  every  tomb, 

While  waking  faints  rejoice. 

0  may  I  then  with  joy  appear 
Before  the  Judge's  face, 

And  with  the  blefs'd  afiembly  there 
Sing  his  redeeming  grace  1 

SONG    IV. 

IRAISE    FOR    MERCIES    SPIRITUAL    AND     TIM 
PORAL. 

WHENE'ER  1  take  my  walks  abroad^ 

How  many  poor  I  fee  ! 
What  (hall  I  render  to  my  God 

For  all  his  gifts  to  me  ? 

Not  more  than  others  I  deferve, 

Yet  God  has  given  me  more  ; 
For  I  have  food,  while  others  ftarve, 

Or  beg  from  door  to  door. 

How  many  children  in  the  ftfeet 

Half  naked!  behold! 
While  I  am  cloth'd  from  head  to  feet, 

And  cover'd  from  the  cold. 

While  fome  poor  wretches  fcarce  can  tell 
Where  they  may  lay  their  head; 

1  have  a  home  wherein  to  dwell, 

And  reft  upon  my  bed. 

While  others  early  learn  to  fwear, 

And  curfe,  and  lie,  and  fteal  ; 
Lord,  I  am  taught  thy  name  to  fear, 

A&<1  do  thy  holy  will, 


Are  thefe  thy  favours  day  by  .day 

To  me  above  the  reft  ? 
Then  let  me  love  thee  more  than  they, 

And  try  to  ierve  thee  beft. 

SONG    V. 

PRAISE  FOR  BIRTH  AND  EDUCATION  IN  A 
CHRISTIAN  LAND. 


God,  to  thee  my  voice  Iraife, 
To  thee  my  youngeft  hours  belong  ; 
would  begin  my  life  with  praife, 
Till  growing  years  improve  the  fong. 

Tis  to  thy  fovereign  grace  I  owe 
That  I  was  born  on  Britifh  ground  ; 
Where  ftreams  of  heavenly  mercy  flow, 
And  words  of  fweet  falvation  found. 

t  would  not  change  my  native  land 
For  rich  Peru  with  all  her  gold  : 
A  nobler  prize  lies  in  my  hand, 
Than  Eaft  or  Weftern  Indies  hold". 

How  do  I  pity  thofe  that  dwell 
Where  ignorance  and  darknefs  reigns  ! 
They  know  no  heaven,  they  fear  no  hell, 
Thofe  endlefs  joys,  thofe  endlefs  pains. 

Thy  glorious  promifes,  O  Lord, 
Kindle  my  hopes  and  my  defire  ; 
While  all  the  preachers  of  thy  word 
Warn  me  to  'fcape  eternal  fire. 

Thy  praife  (hall  ftill  employ  my  breath, 
Since  thou  haft  mark'd  my  way  to  heaven  ; 
Nor  will  I  run  the  road  to  death, 
And  wafte  the  bleffings  thou  haft  given. 

SONG    VI. 

PRAISE  FOi.  THE  GOSPEL. 

LORD,  I  afcribe  it  to  thy  grace, 
And  not  to  chance  as  others  do, 
That  I  was  born  of  Chriftian  race, 
Arid  not  a  Heathen  or  a  Jew. 

What  would  the  ancient  Jewifli  kings, 
And  Jewifli  prophets  once  have  given, 
Could  they  have  heard  thofe  glorious  things, 
Which  Chrift  reveal'd  and  brought  from  heaven! 

How  glad  the  heathens  would  have  been, 
That  worfhip'd  idols,  wood  and  ftone, 
If  they  the  book  of  God  had  feen, 
Or  jeius  and  his  gofpel  known  ! 

Then  if  this  gofpel  I  refufe, 
How  fliall  I  e'er  lift  up  mine  eyes  ? 
For  all  the  Gentiles  and  the  Jews 
Againft  me  will  in  judgment  rife. 

SONG    VIII. 

THE  EXCELLENCY  OF  THE  BIBLE, 

GREAT  God,  with  wonder  and  with  praife 

On  all  thy  works  I  look  ; 
But  ftill  thy  wifdom,  power  and 

Shine  brightcit  in  thy  book, 


THE    WORKS    OF  WATTS; 


The  ftars,  that  in  their  courfes  roll, 
Have  much  inftru(flion  given  ; 

But  thy  good  word  informs  my  foul 
How  I  may  climb  to  heaven. 

The  fields  provide  me  food,  and  mow 

The  goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ; 
3Sut  fruits  of  life  and  glory  grow^ 

In  thy  moft  holy  word. 

Here  are  my  choiceft  treafures  hid, 

Here  my  bed  comfort  lies  ; 
Here  my  defires  are  fatisfy'd, 

And  hence  my  hopes  arife. 

loid,  make  me  underftand  thy  law; 

Show  what  my  thoughts  have  been  : 
ijft.nd  from  thy  gofpel  let  me  draw 

Pardon  for  all  my  fin. 

$ere  would  I  learn  how  Chrift  had  dy'd 

To  fave  my  foul  from  hell  : 
^Jot  all  the  books  on  earth  befide 

Such  heavenly  wonders  tell, 


let  me  love  my  Bible  more, 
And  take  a  frefh  delight 
Jy  day  to  read  thefe  wonders  o'er, 
And  meditate  by  night. 

SONG    VIII. 

PRAISE  TO  GOD  FOR  LEARNING  TO  READ. 

Q*HE  pTaifes  of  my  tongue 

I  offer  to  the  Lord, 
ft  hat  I  was  taught,  and  learnt  fo  young 

To  read  his  holy  word. 

That  I  am  brought  to  know 

The  danger  I  was  in, 
By  nature  and  by  practice  too, 

A  wretched  (lave  to  fin. 

That  I  am  led  to  fee 

I  can  do  nothing  well  ; 
And  whither  (hall  a  finner  flee 

Te  fave  himfelf  from  hell  ? 

Dear  Lord,  this  book  of  thine 

Informs  me  where  to  go, 
Ibr  grace  to  pardon  all  my  fin, 

And  make  me  holy  too. 

tlere  I  can  read,  and  learn 

How  Chrift,  the  Son  of  God, 
Has  undertook  our  great  concern; 

Our  ranfom  coft  his  blood. 

And  now  he  reigns  above, 

He  fends  his  Spirit  down 
To  (how  the  wonders  of  his  love, 

And  make  his  gofpel  known. 

O  may  that  Spirit  teach, 

And  make  my  heart  receive 
Thofe  truths  which  all  thy  fervants  preach, 

And  all  thy  faints  believe. 

Then  mail  I  praHe  the  Lord 

In  a  more  cheerful  drain, 
That  I  was  taught  to  read  his  word,' 

And  have  not  leasrnt  ia  vain. 


SONG  ir. 

THE  ALL-SEEING  GOD. 

ALMIGHTY  God,  thy  piercing  eye 
Strikes  through  the  (hades  of  night) 

And  our  moft  fecret  actions  lie 
All  open  to  thy  fight. 

There's  not  a  fin  that  we  commit, 

Nor  wicked  word  we  fay, 
But  in  thy  dreadful  book  'tis  writ, 

Againft  the  judgement-day. 

And  muft  the  crimes  that  I  have  done 

Be  read  and  publifh'd  there  ? 
Be  all  expos'd  before  the  fua, 

While  men  and  angels  hear  ? 

Lord,  at  thy  foot  afliam'd  I  lie ; 

Upward  I  dare  not  look ; 
Pardon  my  fins  before  I  die, 

And  blot  them  from  thy  book. 

Remember  all  the  dying  pains 

That  my  Redeemer  felt, 
And  let  his  blood  warn  out 

And  anfwer  for  my  guilt. 

0  may  I  now  for  ever  fear 

T'  indulge  a  finful  thought, 
Since  the  great  God  can  fee  and  hear 
And  writes  down  every  fault. 

SONG    X. 

SOLEMN  THOUGHTS  OF  GOD  AND  DEATF* 
THERE  is  a  God  that  reigns  above, 
Lord  of  the  heavens,  and  earth,  andfeas : 

1  fear  his  wrath,  t  afk  his  love, 
And  with  my  lips  I  ling  his  praife. 

There  is  a  law  which  he  has  writ, 
To  teach  us  all  that  we  muil  do  ; 
My  fpnl,  to  his  commands  fubmit, 
For  they  are  holy,  juft,  and  true. 

There  is  a  gofpel  of  rich  grace, 
Whence  tinners  all  their  comforts  draw  ; 
Lord,  I  repent,  and  feek  thy  face  ; 
For  I  have  often  broke  thy  law. 

There  is  an  hour  when  I  muft  die, 
Nor  do  I  know  how  foon  'twill  come  ? 
A  thoufand  children  young  as  I, 
Are  call'd  by  death  to  hear  their  doom> 

Let  me  improve  the  hours  I  have, 
Before  the  day  of  grace  is  fled ; 
There's  no  repentance  in  the  grave> 
Nor  pardons  offer'd  to  the  dead. 

Juft  as  a  tree  cut  down,  that  fell 
To  north  or  fouthward,  there  it  lies";' 
So  man  departs  to  heaven  or  hell, 
Fix'din  the  (late  wherein  he  die;. 

SONG    XI. 

HEAVEN  AND  HELI, 

THERE  is  beyond  the  (ky 
A  heaven  of  joy  and  love ; 
.It 
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And  holy  children  when  they  die 
Go  to  that  world  above. 

There  is  a  dreadful  hell, 

And  everlafting  pains ; 
There  tinners  muft  with  devils  dwell 

In  darknefs,  five,  and  chains. 

Can  fuch  a  wretch  as  I 

Efcape  this  curfed  end  ? 
And  may  I  hope  whene'er  I  die 

I  (hall  to  heaven  afcend  ? 

Then  will  I  read  and  pray, 
While  I  have  life  and  breath  ; 

Left  I  fhould  be  cut  off  to-day, 
And  fent  t'  eternal  death. 


SONG    XII. 

THE  ADVANTAGES  OF  EARLY  RELIGION. 

HAPPY'S  the  child  whofe  youngeft  years 

Receive  inftrudlions  well : 
Who  hates  the  finner's  path,  and  fears 

The  road  that  leads  to  hell. 

When  we  devote  our  youth  to  God, 

'Tis  pleafing  in  his  eyes  ; 
A  flower,  when  offer'd  in  the  bud, 

Is  no  vain  facrifice. 

'Tis  eafier  work  if  we  begin 

To  fear  the  Lord  betimes ; 
While  finners  that  grow  old  in  fin 

Are  harden'd  in  their  crimes. 

'Twill  fave  us  from  a  thoufand  fnares, 

To  mind  religion  young; 
Grace  will  preferve  our  following  years, 

And  make  our  virtue  ftrong. 

To  thee,  Almighty  God,  to  thee, 

Our  childhood  we  refign  ; 
'Twill  pleafe  us  to  look  back  and  fee 

That  eur  whole  lives  were  thine. 

Let  the  fweet  work  of  prayer  and  praife 

Employ  my  youngeft  breath  ; 
Thus  I'm  prepar'd  for  longer  days, 

Or  fit  for  early  death. 


SONG    XIII. 

THE   DANGER  OF  DELAY. 

WHY  fhould  I  fay,  tf  'Tis  yet  too  foon 
"  To  feek  for  heaven  or  think  of  death  ?'* 
A  flower  may  fade  before  'tis  noon, 
And  I  this  day  may  loofe  my  breath. 

If  this  rebellious  heart  of  mine 
Defpife  the  gracious  calls  of  heaven, 
I  may  be  harden'd  in  my  fin, 
And  never  have  repentance  given. 

What  if  the  Lord  grow  wroth  and  fwear, 
While  I  refufe  to  read  and  pray, 
That  he'll  refufe  to  lend  an  ear 
To  all  my  groans  another  day  2 
VOL.  IX, 


What  if  his  dreadful  anger  burn, 
While  I  refufe  his  oflfer'd  grace, 
And  all  his  love  to  fury  turn, 
And  ftrike  me  dead  upon  the  place  ? 

'Tis  dangerous  to  provoke  a  God  ! 

His  power  and  vengeance  none  can  tell ; 

One  ftroke  of  his  Almighty  rod 

Shall  fend  young  finners  quick  to  hell. 

Then  'twill  for  ever  be  in  vain 
To  cry  for  pardon  and  for  grace  : 
To  wifh  I  had  my  time  again, 
Or  hope  to  fee  my  Maker's  face. 

SONG    XIV. 

EXAMPLES  OF  EARLY  PIETY. 

WHAT  blefs'd  examples  do  I  find 

Writ  in  the  word  of  truth, 
Of  children  that  began  to  mind 

Religion  in  their  youth  ! 

Jefus,  who  reigns  above  the  fky, 

And  keeps  the  world  in  awe, 
Was  once  a  child  as  young  as  I, 

And  kept  his  Father's  law. 

At  twelve  years  old  he  talk'd  with  men, 

(The  Jews  all  wondering  ftand) 
Yet  he  obey'd  his  mother  then, 

And  came  at  her  command. 

Children  a  fweet  hofanna  fung, 

And  bleft  their  Saviour's  name  ; 
They  gave  him  honour  with  their  tongue, 

While  fcribes  and  priefts  blafpheme. 

Samuel  the  child  was  wean'd,  and  brought 

To  wait  upon  the  Lord ; 
Young  Timothy  by  times  was  taught 

To  know  his  holy  word. 

Then  why  mould  I  fo  long  delay 

What  others  learnt  fo  foon  ? 
1  would  not  pafs  another  day 

Without  this  work  begun. 

SONG    XV. 

AGAINST     LYING.  > 

O  'TIS  a  lovely  thing  for  youth 
To  walk  betimes  in  wifdom's  way  ; 
To  fear  a  lie,  to  ipeak  the  truth, 
That  we  may  truft  to  all  they  fay. 

But  liars  we  can  never  truft, 

Though  they  fliould  fpeak  the  thing  that's  true  ; 

And  he  that  does  one  fault  at  firft, 

And  lies  to  hide  it,  makes  it  two. 

Have  we  not  known,  nor  heard,  nor  read, 
How  God  abhors  deceit  and  wrong  ? 
How  Ananias  was  ftruck  dead, 
Catch'd  with  a  lie  upon  his  tongue  ? 

So  did  his  wife  Saphira  die, 
When  fhecame  in,  and  grew  fo  bold 
As  to  confirm  that  wicked  lie 
That  juft  before  herhulb^nd  told. 
An 
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The  Lord  delights  in  them  that  fpeak 
The  words  of  truth  ;  but  every  liar 
Muft  have  his  portion  in  the  lake 
That  burns  with  brimftone  and  with  fire. 


Then  let  me  always  watch  my  lips, 
Left  I  be  ftruck  to  death  and  hell, 
Since  God  a  book  of  reckoning  keeps 
For  every  lie  that  children  tell. 

SONG    XV!. 

AGAINST  QUARRELLING  AND  FIGHTING. 

LET  clogs  delight  to  bark  and  bite, 

For  God  hath  made  them  fo  ; 
Let  bears  and  lions  growl  and  fight, 

For  'tis  their  nature  too. 

But,  children,  yoVi  mould  never  let 

Such  angry  paffions  rife  ; 
Your  little  hands  were  never  made 

To  tear  each  other's  eyes. 

Let  love  through  all  our  actions  run, 

And  all  your  words  be  mild  ; 
Live  like  the  blefled  virgin's  fon, 

That  fweet  and  lovely  child. 

His  foul  was  gentle  as  a  lamb  ; 

And  as  his  ftature  grew, 
He  grew  in  favour  both  with  marr,- 

And  God  his  Father  too. 

Now  Lord  of  all  he  reigns  above, 

And  from  his  heavenly  throne 
He  fees  what  children  dwell  in  lovej 

And  marks  them  for  his  own. 

SONG    XVII. 

LOVE  BETWEEN  BROTHERS  AND  SISTERS. 

WATEVER  brawls  difturb  the  ftreet, 
There  mould  bs  peace  at  home  ; 

Where  fifters  dwell  and  brothers  meet,- 
Quarrels  fhould  never  come. 

Birds  in  their  little  nefts  agree  ; 

And  'tis  a  fliameful  fight, 
When  children  of  one  family 

Fall  out  and  chide  and  fight. 

Hard  names  at  firft,  and  threatening  words, 

That  are  but  noify  breath, 
May  grow  fo  clubs  and  naked  fwords, 

To  murder  and  to  death. 

The  devil  tempts  one  mother's  fon 

To  rage  againft  another  ; 
So  wicked  Cain  was  hurry'd  on 

Till  ho  had  kill'd  his  brother. 

The  wife  will  make  their  anger  cool, 

At  leaft  before  'tis  night ; 
But  in  the  bofom  of  a  fool 

It  burns  tijl  morning-light. 

Pardon,  O  Lord,  our  childifh  rage, 
Our  little  brawls  remove ; 


That,  as  we  grow  to  riper  age, 
Our  hearts  may  all  be  love. 


SONG    XVIII. 

AGAINST  SCOFFING  AND  CALLING  NAMES. 

OUR  tongues  were  made  to  blefs  the  Lord, 

And  not  fpeak  ill  of  men  ; 
When  others  give  a  railing  word, 

We  muft  not  rail  again. 

Crofs  words  and  angry  names  require 

To  be  chaflis'd  at  fchool ; 
And  he's  in  danger  of  hell  fire, 

That  calls  his  brother  fool. 

But  lips  that  dare  be  fo  profane, 

To  mock  and  jeer  and  feoff 
At  holy  things  or  holy  men, 

The 'Lord  mail  cut  them  off. 

When  children  in  their  wanton  play 

Serv'd  old  Elifha  fo  ; 
And  bid  the  prophet  go  his  way, 

"  Go  up,  thou  bald-head,  go.'* 

God  quickly  ftopp'd  their  wicked  breath, 

And  fent  two  raging  bears, 
That  tore  them  limb  from  limb  to  death. 

With  biood  and  groans  and  tears. 

Great  God,  how  terrible  art  thou 

To  finners  e'er  fo  young  ! 
Grant  me  thy  grace,  and  teach  me  how 

To  tanae  and  rule  my  tongue. 

SONG     XIX. 

AGAINST  SWEARING  AND  CURSING,  AND  TAKIN 
GOD'S  NAME  IN  VAIN. 

ANGELS,  that  high  in  glory  dwell, 
Adore  thy  name,  Almighty  God  ! 

And  devils  tremble  down  in  hell, 
Beneath  the  terrors  of  thy  rod. 

And  yet  how  wicked  children  dare 
Abufe  thy  dreadful  glorious  name  ! 

And  when  they're  angry,  how  they  fwear. 
And  curfe  their  fellows  and  blafpheme  ! 

How  wil|  they  ftand  before  thy  face, 
Who  treated  thee  with  fuch  difdain, 

While  thou  malt  doom  them  to  the  place 
Of  everlafting  fire  and  pain  ? 

Then  never  fliall  one  cooling  drop 

To  que.nch  their  burning  tongues  be  given  j 

But  I  will  praife  thee  here,  and  hope 
Thus  to  employ  my  tongue  in  heaven. 

My  heart  fliall  be  in  pain  to  hear 

Wretches  affront  the  Lord  above  ; 
'Tis  that  great  God  whofe  power  I  fear ; 

That  heavenly  Father  whom  I  love. 

ane, 

when  I  hear 

Young  finners  take  thy  name  in  vain, 
And  learn  to  curfe,  and  learn  to  fwcar* 


If  my  companions  grow  profa 
I'll  leave  their  friendfliip,  i 
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SONG    XX. 

AGAINST  IDLENESS  AND  MISCHIEF. 

How  doth  the  little  bufy  bee 

Improve  each  fhining  hour, 
And  gather  honey  all  the  day 

From  every  opening  flower? 

How  fkilmliy  flic  builds  her  cell ! 

How  neat  fhe  fpreads  the  wax  ! 
And  labours  hard  to  ftore  it  well 

With  the  fweet  food  flie  makes. 

In  works  of  labour  or  of  fkiil, 

I  would  be  bufy  too  ; 
For  Satan  finds  fome  mifchief  Hill 

For  idle  hands  to  do. 

In  books,  or  work,  or  healthful  play, 

Let  my  firft  years  be  paft, 
That  I  may  give  for  every  day 

Some  good  account  at  laft. 

SONG     XXI. 

AGAINST  EVIL  COMPANY. 

WHY  fliould  I  join  with  thofe  in  play, 

In  whom  I've  no  delight ; 
Who  cv.i-fe  and  fwear  but  never  pray  ; 

Who  call  ill  names  and  fight  ? 

I  hate  to  hear  a  wanton  fong  : 
Their  words  offend  mine  ears; 

I  fliould  not  dare  defile  my  tongue 
With  language  fuch  as  theirs. 

Away  from  fools  I'll  turn  mine  eyes; 

Nor  with  the  fcoffers  go  ; 
I  would  be  walking  with  the  wife, 

That  wifer  I  may  grow. 

From  one  rude  boy  that  us'd  to  mock, 

They  learn  the.  wicked  jeft : 
One  fickly  flieep  infects  the  flock, 

And  poifons  all  the  reft. 

My  God,  I  hate  to  walk,  or  dwell 

With  finful  children  here  ; 
Then  let  me  not  be  fent  to  hell, 

Where  none  but  finners  are. 

S  O  ft  G    XXII. 

AGAINST  PRIDE  IN  CLOTHES. 

WHY  fliould  our  garments,  made  to  hide 
Our  parents  fhame,  provoke  our  pride  ? 
Tfie  art  of  drefs  did  ne'er  begin, 
Till  Eve  our  mother  learnt  to  fin. 

When  firft  fhe  put  her  covering  on, 
Her  robe  of  innocence  was  gone  ; 
And  yet  her  children  vainly  boaft 
In  the  fad  marks  of  glory  loft. 

How  proud  we  are  !  how  fond  to  fliow 
Our  clothes,  and  call  them  rich  and  new  ! 
When  the  poor  flieep  and  filk-worrn  wore 
That  very  clothing  long  before. 


The  tulip  and  the  butterfly 

Appear  in  gayer  coats  than  I; 

Let  me  be  dreft  fine  as  I  will, 

Flies,  worms,  and  flowers,  exceed  me  ftill. 

Then  will  I  fet  my  heart  to  find 
Inward  adornings  of  the  mind  ; 
Knowledge  and  virtue,  truth  and  grace 
Thefe  are  the  robes  of  richeft  drefs. 

No  more  (hall  worms  with  me  compare; 
This  is  the  raiment  angels  wear  ; 
The  Son  of  God,  when  here  below, 
Put  on  this  bleft  apparel  too. 

It  never  fades,  it  ne'er  grows  old, 

Nor  fears  the  rain,  nor  moth,  nor  moulck 

It  takes  no  fpofc,  fcut  ftill  refines ; 

The  more  'tis  worn,  the  more  it  fnines. 

In  this  on  earth  fliould  I  appear ; 
Then  go  to  heaven  and  wear  it  there  ; 
God  will  approve  it  in  his  fight ; 
'Tis  his7  own  work,  and  his  delight. 


SONG     XXIIf. 

OBEDIENCE  TO  PARENTS. 

LET  children  that  would  fear  the  Lord 

Hear  what  their  teachers  fay ; 
With  reverefice  meet  their  parents  word. 

And  with  delight  obey. 

Have  you  not  heard  what  dreadful  plagues 

Are  threaten'd  by  the  Lord, 
To  him  that  breaks  his  father's  law, 

Or  mocks  his  mother's  word ; 

What  heavy  guilt  upon  him  lies  ! 

How  curled  is  his  name  ! 
The  ravenS  fhall  pick  out  his  eyes, 

And  eagles  eat  the  fame. 

But  thofe  who  worfliip  God,  and  give 

Their  parents  honcr.r  due, 
Here  on  this  earth  {hey  long  fhall  livfij 

And  live  hereafter  too. 


SONG     XXIV. 

THE  CHILD'S  COMPLAINT. 

WHY  fhould  I  love  my  fport  fo  well, 

So  conftant  at  my  play, 
And  lofe  the  thoughts  of  heaven  and  hell 

And  then  forget  to  pray  ? 

What  do  I  read  my  Bible  for, 
But,  Lord,  to  learn  thy  will ; 

And  (hall  1  daily  know  thee  more', 
And  lefs  obey  thee  ftill  ? 

How  fenfelefs  is  my  heart  and  wild ! 

How  vain  are  all  my  thoughts ! 
Pity  the  weakness  of  a  child, 

And  pardon  all  my  faults ! 

Make  me  thy  heavenly  voice  to  hear3 

And  let  me  love  to  pray ; 
Since  God  will  lend  a  gracious  eaf 

To  what  a  child  can  fay. 
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SONG     XXV. 

A  MORNING  SONG. 

My  God,  who  makes  the  fun  to  know 

His  proper  hour  to  rife, 
And  to  give  light  to  all  below, 

Doth  fend  him  round  the  ikies. 

When  from  the  chambers  of  the  eaft 

His  morning  race  begins, 
He  never  tires,  nor  flops  to  reft ; 

But  round  the  world  he  Ihines. 

So,  like  the  fun,  would  I  fulfil 

The  bufmefs  of  the  day  ; 
Begin  my  work  betimes,  and  flill 

March  on  my  heavenly  way. 

Give  me,  O  Lord,  thy  early  grace, 

Nor  let  my  foul  complain 
That  the  young  morning  of  my  day* 

Has  all  been  fpent  in  vain. 


SONG    xxvi. 

AN  EVENING  SONG. 

AND  now  another  day  is  gone, 

I'll  fing  my  Maker's  praife  ; 
My  comforts  every  hour  make  known 

His  providence  and  grace. 

But  how  my  childhood  runs  to  wafte ! 

My  fins,  how  great  their  fum  ! 
Lord,  give  me  pardon  for  the  paft, 

And  flrength  for  days  to  come. 

I  lay  my  body  down  to  fleep  ; 

Let  angels  guard  my  head, 
And  through  the  hours  of  darknefs  keep 

Their  watch  around  my  bed. 

With  cheerful  heart  I  clofe  my  eyes, 

Since  thou  wilt  not  remove  ; 
And  in  the  morning  let  me  rife 

Rejoicing  in  thy  love. 

SONG    XXVII. 

FOR  THE  LORD'S  DAT   MORNING, 

THIS  is  the  day  when  Chrift  arofe 

So  early  from  the  dead ; 
Why  fhould  I  keep  my  eyelids  clos'd, 

And  wafle  my  hours  in  bed  ? 

This  is  the  day  when  Jefus  broke 
The  power  of  death  and  hell ; 

And  (hall  I  flill  wear  Satan's  yoke, 
And  love  my  fins  fo  well  ? 

To-day  with  pleafure  Chrifllans  meet", 

To  pray  and  hear  the  word : 
And  I  would  go  with  cheerful  feet 

To  learn  thy  will,  O  Lord. 

I'll  leave  my  fport  to  read  and  pray, 

And  fo  prepare  for  heaven  : 
O  may  1  love  this  bleffed  clay 

The  beft  of  all  the  feven ! 


SONG    XXVIIL 
FOR  THE  LORD'S-DAY  EVENING* 

LORD,  how  delightful  'tis  to  fee 

A  whole  affembly  worfhip  theel 

At  once  they  fmg,  at  once  they  pray ; 

They  hear  of  heaven,  and  learn  the  way. 

I  have  been  there,  and  flill  would  go  : 
'Tis  like  a  little  heaven  below  : 
Not  all  my  pleafure  and  my  play 
Shall  tempt  me  to  forget  this  day. 

0  write  upon  my  memory,  Lord, 
The  texts  and  doctrines  of  thy  word ; 
That  I  may  break  thy  laws  no  more, 
But  love  thee  better  than  before. 

With  thoughts  of  Chrift  and  things  divine 
Fill  up  this  foolifh  heart  of  mine ; 
That,  hoping  pardon  through  his  blood, 

1  may  lie  down  and  wake  with  God. 

THE  TEN  COMMANDMENTS,  OUT  OF 
THE  OLD  TESTAMENT, 

PUT  INTO   SHORT  RHYME  FOR  CHILDREN. 

Exodus,  Chap.  xx. 

1.  THOU  fhalt  have  no  more  Gods  but  me. 

2.  Before  no  idol  bow  thy  knee. 

3-  Take  not  the  name  of  God  in  vain. 

4.  Nor  dare  the  Sabbath-day  profane. 

5.  Give  both  thy  parents  honour  due. 

6.  Take  heed  that  thou  no  murder  do. 

7.  Abftain  from  words  and  deeds  unclean. 

8.  Nor  fteal  though  thou  art  poor  and  mean. 

9.  Nor  make  a  wilful  lie,  nor  love  it. 

lo.  What  is  thy  neighbour's  dare  not  covet; 

THE  SUM  OF  THE  COMMANDMENTS, 
OUT  OF  THE  NEW  TESTAMENT. 

Matthew  xxii.  37. 

WITH  all  thy  foul  love  God  above, 
And  as  thyfelf  thy  neighbour  love. 


OUR  SAVIOUR'S  GOLDEN  RULE, 

Matthew  vii.  I  %. 

BF  you  to  others  kind  and  true, 
As  you'd  have  others  be  to  you  ; 
And  neither  do  nor  fay  to  men, 
Whate'er  you  would  not  take  again. 

DUTY  TO  GOD  AND  OUR  NEIGHBOUR, 

LOVE  God  with  all  your  foul  and  ftrength, 

With  all  your  heart  and  mind  : 
And  love  your  neighbour  as  yourfelf, 

Be  faithful,  juft,  and  kind. 

Deal  with  another  as  you'd  have 

Another  deal  with  you  ; 
What  you're  unwilling  to  receive^ 

Be  fure  you  never  do. 
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ui  of  my  E«ol  ef  HYMN 8  /  lave  here  added  the 
Hofanna,  and  Glory  to  the  Father,  &c.  to  be  fang 
at  the  End  of  any  of  thefe  Songs,  according  to  the 
Direction  ef  Parents  or  Governors. 

THE  HOSANNA ;  OR  SALVATION 
ASCRIBED  TO  CHRIST. 

LONG  METRE. 

HOSANNA  to  king  David's  Son, 
Who  reigns  on  a  fuperior  throne  : 
We  blefs  the  Prince  of  heavenly  birth, 
Who  brings  falvation  down  on  earth. 

Let  every  nation,  every  age, 
In  this  delightful  work  engage  ; 
Old  men  and  babes  in  Sion  fing 
The  growing  glories  of  her  king. 

COMMON  METRE. 

HOSANNA  to  the  Prince  of  Grace; 

Sion,  behold  thy  king  ! 
Proclaim  the  Son  of  David's  race, 

And  teach  the  babes  to  fing. 

Hofanna  to  th'  eternal  V.roid, 

Who  from  the  Father  came; 
Afcribe  falvation  to  the  Lord, 

With  bleflings  on  his  name. 

SHORT   METRE. 

HOSANNA  to  the  Son 

Of  David  and  of  God, 
Who  brought  the  news  of  pardon  down, 

And  bought  it  with  his  blood. 

To  Chrift,  th'  anointed  King, 

Be  endlefs  bleflings  given  ; 
Let  the  whole  earth  his  glory  fing, 

Who  made  our  peace  with  heaven. 

GLORY  TO  THE  FATHER  AND  THE 
SON,  &c, 

LONG  METRE. 

To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One ; 
Be  honour,  praife  and  glory  given, 
By  all  on  earth,  and  all  in  heaven. 

COMMON   METRE. 

Now  let  the  Father  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit,  be  ador'd, 
Where  there  are  works  to  make  him  known, 

Or  faints  to  love  the  Lord. 

SHORT   METRE. 

GIVE  to  the  Father  praife, 

Give  glory  to  the  Son  ; 
And  to  the  Spirit  of  his  grace  ; 

Be  equal  honour  done. 


A  SLIGHT  SPECIMEN  OF  MORAL  SONGS, 

Such  as  I  •wt/h  fame  happy  and  condefcendlng  genius 
•would  undertake  for  the  uje  of  children,  and  perform 
much  better. 

THE  fenfe  and  fubjects  might  be  borrowed  plenti 
fully  from  the  Proverbs  ot  Solomon,  from  all  the 


common  appearances  of  nature,  from  all  the  oc 
currences  of  civil  life,  both  "n  city  and  country 
(which  would  alfo  afford  matter  for  other  divine 
fongs).  Here  the  language  and  meafures  fhould 
be  eafy,  and  flowing  with  cheerfulnefs,  with  or 
without  the  folemnities  of  religion,  or  the  facred 
names  of  God  and  holy  things  ;  that  children 
might  find  delight  and  profit  together. 

This  would  be  one  effectual  way  to  deliver 
them  from  thofe  idle,  wanton,  or  profane  fongs, 
which  give  fo  early  an  ill  taint  to  the  fancy  and 
memory  ;  and  become  the  feeds  of  future  vices, 

1.  THE  SLUGGARD. 

'Tis  the  voice  of  the  fluggard;  I  heard  him  com* 
plain,  [again." 

"  You  have  wak'd  me  too  foon,  I  muft  fiumber 
As  the  door  on  its  hinges,  fo  he  on  his  bed,  [head. 
Turns  his  fides  and  his  fhoulders  and  his  heavy 

"  A  little  more  fleep  and  a  little  more  flumber  ;" 
Thus  he  waftes  half  his  days,  and  his  hours  with 

out,  number  ; 

And  when  he  gets  up,  he  fits  folding  his  hands, 
Or  walks  about  fauntering,  or  trilling  he  ftands. 

I  pafs'd  by  his  garden,  and  faw  the  wild  brier, 
The  thorn  and  the  thiftle  grow  broader  and  higher 
The  clothes  that  hang  on  him  are  turning  to  rags  \ 
And  his  money  flill  waftes  till  he  ftarves  or  he  begs. 

I  made  him  a  vifit,  ftill  hoping  to  find 

He  had  took  better  care  for  improving  his  mind  : 

He  told  me  his  dreams,  talk'd  of  eating  and  drink 


g  ; 
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But  he  fcarce  reads  his  Bible  and  never  loves  think- 

Said  I  then  to  my  heart,  "  Here's  a  leffon  for  me  :" 
That  man's  but  a  picture  of  what  I  might  be  ; 
But  thanks  to  my  friends  for  their  care  in  my 
breeding,  [*ng« 

Who  taught  me  betimes  to  love  working  and  read- 

II.  INNOCENT  PLAY. 

ABROAD  in  the  meadows  to  fee  the  young  lambs 
Run  fporting  about  by  the  fide  of  their  dams, 
With  fleeces  fo  clean  and  fo  white  ; 
Or  a  neft  of  young  doves  in  a  large  open  cage, 
When  they  play  all  in  love,  without  anger  or  rage, 
How  much  may  we  learn  from  the  fight  ! 

If  we  had  been  ducks,  we  mi^ht  dabble  in,  mud  ; 
Or  dogs,  we  might  play  till  it  ended  in  blood  ; 

So  foul  and  fo  fierce  are  their  natures  : 
But  Thomas  and  William,  and  fuch  pretty  names, 
Should  be  cleanly  and  harmlefs  as  doves  or  as  lambs, 

Thofe  lovely  fvveet  innocent  creatures. 

Not  a  thing;  that  we  do,  nor  a  word  that  we  fay, 
Should  hinder  another  in  jefting  or  play  ; 

For  he's  ftiil  in  earneft  that's  hurt  ; 
How  rude  are  the  boys  that  throw  pebbles  and  mire  ! 
There's  none  but  a  madman  will  fling-  about  ure, 

And  tell  you,  "  'Tis  all  but  in  fport." 

III.  THE  ROSE. 

How  fair  is  the  rofe  !  what  a  beautiful  flower 
The  glory  of  April  and  May  ! 
A  a  iij 
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Biu  the  leaves  ar?  beginning  to  fade  in  an  hour, 
And  they  wither  and  die  in  a  day. 

Yet  the  rofe  has  one  powerful  virtue  to  boaft, 

Above  all  the  flowers  of  the  field  : 
When  its  leaves  are  all  dead,  and  fine  colours  are 

Still  'how  iweet  a  perfume  it  will  yield  !       [iofl 

So  frail  is  th-  youth  and  the  beauty  of  men, 
Though  they  bloom  and  look  gay  like  the  rofe 

But  all  01 .  -  to  preierve  them  is  vain  ; 

Time  kills  them  as  fafl  as  he  goes. 

Then  I'll  not  be  proud  of  my  youth  or  my  beauty 
Since  both  of  them  wither  and  fade  : 

But  gain  a  good  name  by  well-doing  my  duty ; 
This  will  fcent,  likq  a  rofe,  when  I'm  de^d. 

IV.  THE  THIEF. 

WHY  mould  I  deprive  my  neighbour 

Of  his  goods  againft  his  will  ? 
Hands  were  made  for  honcft  labour, 

Not  to  plunder  or  to  fteal. 

'Tis  a  foolifh  fclf-deceiving 

By  fuch  tricks  to  hope  Tor  gain  : 
All  that's  ever  got  by  thieving 

Turns  to  fox-row,  fhame,  and  pain. 

Have  not  Eve  and  Adam  taught  us 

Their  fad  profit  to  compute  ? 
To  what  difma!  ftate  they  brought  us 

When  they  ftole  forbidden  fruit  ?    : 

Oft  we  fee  a  young  beginner 

Pra&ife  little  pilfering  ways, 
Till  grown  up  a  harden'd  fihner ; 

Then  the  gallows  ends  his  days. 

Theft  will  not  be  always  hidden, 

Though  we  fancy  none  can  fpy : 
"When  we  take  a  thing  forbidden, 

God  beholds  it  with  his  eye. 

Guard  my  heart,  O  God  of  heaven^ 

Left  I  covet  what's  not  mine  : 
£,eft  I  fteal  what  is  not  given, 

Guard  my  heart  and  hands  from  fia. 

V.  THE  ANT,  OR  EMMET. 

THESE  Emmets  how  little  they  are  in  our  eyes  ? 
We  tread  them  to  duft,  and  a  troop  of  them  dies 

Without  our  regard  or  concern  : 
Yet,  as  wife  as  we  are,  if  w,e  went  to  their  fchool, 
There's  many  a  fluggard  and  many  a  fool, 
1     Some  leffons  of  wildom  might  learn. 

They  don't  wear  their  time  out  in  fleeping  or  play, 
But  gather  up  corn  in  a  fun-fhiny  day, 

And  for  winter  they  lay  up  their  ftores : 
They  manage  their  work  in  fuch  regular  forms, 
One  would  think  they  forefaw  all  the  frofts  and 
the  ftorms, 

And  fo  brought  their  food  within  doors. 

But  r  have  lefs  fenfe  than  a  poor  creeping  ant, 
if  I  take  not  due  care  for  the  things  I  fhall  want, 

Nor  provide  againft  dangers  in  time. 
Whefl  death  or  old  age  fhall  :lare  in  my  face, 
What  a  wretch  fhain  be  in  the  end  of  my  days, 

If  I  trifle  away  all  their  prime  ! 


Now,  now,  while  my  ftrength  and  my  youth  ar 

in  bloom, 
Let  me  think  what  willferveme  when  ficknefs  fha] 

And  pray  that  ray  fins  be  forgiven .  [come 
Let  me  read  in  good  books,  and  belie.ve,  and  obey 
That  When  death  turns  me  out  of  this  cottage  o 

I  may  dwell  in  a  palace  in  heaven.      [clay 

VI.     GOOD  RESOLUTIONS, 

THOUGH  I  am  now  in  younger  clays, 
Nor  can  I  tell  what  fhall  befal  me. 

I'll  prepare  for  every  place 

Where  my  growing  age  fhall  call  rnc. 

Should  I  be  rich  or  great, 

Others  fhall  partake  my  goodnefs ; 
I'll  fupply  the  poor  with  meat, 

Never  fhowing  fcorn  or  rudenefs. 

Where  I  fee  the  blind  or  lame, 
Deaf  or  dumb,  I'll'kindly  treat  them  j 

I  defer ve  to  feel  the  fame 
If  I  mock,  or  h'frrt,  or  cheat  them. 

If  I  meet  with  railing  tongues, 

Why  fhould  I  return  them  railing, 

Since  I  beft  revenge  my  wrongs, 
By  my  patience  never  failing  ? 

When  1  hear  them  telling  lies, 

Talking  fooliih,  curfirig,  fwearing; 

Firft  I'll  try  to  make  them  wife, 
Or  I'll  ibon  go  out  of  hearing. 

What  though  I  be  low  and  mean, 

I'll  engage  the  rich  to  love  me, 
While  I'm  modeft,  neat  and  clean, 

And  fubmit  when  t^'iey  reprove  me. 

If  I  fhould  be  poor  and  fick, 

I  fhall  meet,  I  hope,  with  pity, 
Since  I  love  to  help  the  weak, 

Though  they're  neither  fair  nor  witty. 
I'll  not  willingly  offend, 

Nor  be  eafily  offended  ; 
What's  amifs  I'll  ftrive  to  mend, 

And  endure  what  can't  be  mended. 
May  I  be  fo  watchful  ftill 

O'er  my  humours  and  my  paffion, 
As  to  fpeak  and  do  no  ill, 

Though  it  fhould  be  all  the  fafhion  ; 
Wicked  fafhions  lead  to  hell ; 

Ne'er  may  I  be  found  complying  ; 
But  in  life  behave  fo  well, 

Not  to  be  afraid  of  dying. 

A  SUMMER  EVENING. 
HLowfine  has  the  day  been,  how  bright  was  the  fun, 
rlow  lovely  and  joyfv^  the  courfe  that  he  rnn, 
Though  he  rofe  in  a  mift  when  his  race  he  begun, 

And  there  follow'd  fome  droppings  of  rain  ! 
3ut  now  the  fair  traveller's  come  to  the  weft, 
^is  rays  are  all  gold,  and  his  beauties  are  beft  ; 
ie  paints  the  fky  gay  as  he  finks  to  his  reft, 

And  foretells  a  bright  rifing  again. 

uft  fuch  is  the  Chriftian  :  His  courfe  he  begins, 
-,ike  the  fun  in  a  mift,  while  he  mourns  for  his  fins,, 
And  melts  into  tears :   Then  he  breaks  out  and' 
And  travels  his  heavenly  way  :  [fhiues; 
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( (But  when  he  comes  nearer  to  finifh  his  race, 
iLike  a  fine  fetting  fun  he  looks  richer  in  grace, 
"  And  gives  a  fure  hope  at  the  end  of  his  days 
'  I  'Of  rifmg  in  brighter  array. 

'•  Some  Copies  of  the  following  Hymn  having  cr«t  abroa. 
already  into  fever al  bands  ^  the  Author  has  been  per" 
"vaded  to  permit  it  to  appear  in  public ,  at  the  end  of 
tbefe  Songs  for  Children. 

A  CRADLE  HYMN, 
my  dear,  lie  ftill  and  {lumber, 
Holy  angels  guard  thy  bed  ! 
Heavenly  bleffings  without  number 

Gently  falling  on  thy  head, 
leep,  my  babe  ;  thy  food  and  raiment, 
Houfe  and  home  thy  friends  provide ; 
All  without  thy  care  or  payment. 

All  thy  wants  are  well  fupply'd. 
How  much  better  thou'rt  attended 

Than  the  Son  of  God  could  be, 
fallen  from  heaven  he  defcended, 
And  became  a  child  like  thee  ? 

Soft  and  eafy  is  thy  cradle  : 

Coarfe  and  hard  thy  Saviour  lay  : 
When  his  birth-place  was  a  ftable, 

And  his  fofteft  bed  was  hay. 

Bleffcd  babe  !  what  glorious  features, 

Spotlefs  fair,  divinely  bright ! 
Muft  he  dwell  with  brutal  creatures  ! 

How  could  angels  bear  the  fight  ? 
Was  there  nothing  but  a  manger 

Curfed  finners  could  afford, 
To  receive  the  heavenly  ft  ranger  ! 

Did  they  thus  affront  their  Lord  ? 
Jpft,  my  child ;  I  did  not  chide  thee, 

Though  my  fong  might  found  too  hard; 


{*  Mother  T 
}»  fits  befide  thee, 
Nurfe  that  J 
And  her  arms  fhall  be  thy  guard. 

Yet  to  read  the  mameful  ftory, 

How  the  Jews  abus'd  their  King, 
How  they  ferv'd  the  Lord  of  glory, 

Makes  me  angry  while  I  fing. 

Sec  the  kinder  fhepherds  round  him, 

Telling  wonders  from  the  fky ! 
Where  they  fought  him,  there  they  found  him, 

With  his  virgin  mother  by. 

See  the  lovely  babe  a-drefling ; 

Lovely  infant,  how  he  fmil'd ! 
When  he  wept,  the  mother's  bleffing 

Sooth' d  and  hufh'd  the  holy  child. 

Lo,  he  {lumbers  in  his  mangerj 

Where  the  horned  oxen  fed  ; 
Peace,  my  darling,  here's  no  danger, 

Here's  no  ox  a-near  thy  bed. 

'Twas  to  fave  thee,  child,  from  dyinjk 

Save  my  dear  from  burning  flame, 
Bitter  groans  and  endlefs  crying, 

That  thy  bleft  Redeemer  came. 

May'ft  thou  live  to  know  and  fear  him4 

Truft  and  love  him  all  thy  days  ; 
Then  go  dwell  for  ever  near  him, 

See  his  face,  and  fing  his  praife  ! 

I  could  give  thee  thoufand  kiffes, 

Hoping  what  I  moft  defire ; 
Not  a  mother's  fondeft  wifhes 

Can  to  greater  joys  afpire. 

Here  you  may  ufe  the  -words ,  lrot%>er,Jfjtert  neigh* 
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PASTORALS,1  ||  SONGS, 

ODES,  EPIGRAMS, 

EPISTLE?,  Ij  TRANSLATIONS, 

ISV.  \fc.  esV. 


To  which  is  prefixed 

THE  LIFE  OF  THE  AUTHOR. 


To  rural  lays,  e'er  yet  in  manhood  ripe, 
A  fliepherd  didft  thou  tune  thine  oaten  pipe : 
The  groves  and  ftreams,  and  daify-painted  plains, 
The  joys  and  griefs  of  unambitious  fwains 
Employ'd  thy  verfe  ;  thy  verfe,  whofe  magic  force 
The  Severn  charm'd,  and  ftopp'd  hi&.filver  courfe ; 
Thus  play'd  thy  youth  :  but  weightier  cares  engage 
Thy  more  experienc'd  life,  and  learned  age  ; 
Thy  country's  love  thy  tragic  ftrains  infufe, 
And  the  free  Britons  blefs  thy  patriot  mufe. 

WELSTED'S  EPISTLE  TO  PHILIPS. 


EDINBURGH: 

BY  mNQfLL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOS& 
Apnt  1794, 


THE  LIFE  OF  A.  PHILIPS. 


PHILIPS,  dcfcended  of  an  ancient  family  in  Leicefterfhire,  was  bonj  in  l6/j,  Of  thq 
place  of  his  birth,  or  the  early  part  of  his  life,  there  are  no  memorials. 

He  received  his  academical  education  at  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge,  of  which  he  became  a 
Fellow. 

He  was  probably  intended  for  the  church,  and  feems  to  have  taken  the  firft  orders ;  for  Pope 
mentions  him  in  "  the  Bathos,"  as  a  zealous  proteftant  deacon. 

He  firft  tried  his  poetical  powers,  in  contributing  fome  Englifh  verfes  to  the  "  Cambridge  collec 
tion,"  on  the  death  of  Queen  Mary. 

He  afterwards  undertook  to  epitomize  Hacket's  "  Life  of  Archbifhop  Williams,"  which  he  pu- 
blifhed  in  1700,  with  an  Appendix,  giving  an  account  of  his  benefactions  to  St.  John's  College. 

In  this  work,  he  had  an  opportunity,  which  he  wanted,  to  promote  the  principles  of  the  Whig 
party,  of  which  he  was  a  zealous  adherent,  as  the  Archbifhop  was  the  perpetual  antagonifh  to  Laud, 
*nd  a  ftrenuous  cppofcr  of  the  high  church  meafures. 

About  this  time,  it  is  probable,  he  left  the  Univerfity,  and  repaired  to  London,  where  he  eafily 
found  accefs  to  Addifon  and  Steele,  by  whom  he  was  received  with  kindnefs ;  and,  according  to  Ja- 
•cob,  he  affociated  with  the  wits  who  frequented  Button's  Coffee-houfe. 

Not  long  afterwards,  he  probably  publifhed  his  Six  Pajlorals ;  at  leaft  he  muft  have  publifhed 
them  before  1704,  becaufe  they  are  evidently  prior  to  thofe  of  Pope,  his  powerful  rival  in  that 
fpecies  of  compofition. 

This  work,  which  he  infcribed  to  the  univerfal  patron,  the  Earl  of  Dorfet,  firft  procured  him 
the  notice  of  the  public,  and  completely  eftabliftied  his  poetical  reputation. 

He  afterwards  went  abroad ;  but  how  he  was  employed,  or  in  what  fituation,  is  not  yet  difco- 
vered. 

It  is  certain  that  he  was  at  Copenhagen  in  1709,  from  whence  he  addreffed  A  Poetical  Efi/lle  to 
the  Earl  of  Dorfet,  which  is  juftly  efteemed  one  of  his  beft  performances. 

k  was  publifhed  in  "  The  Tatlqr,"  under  the  title  of  A  Winter  Piece  ^  and  mentioned  by  Steele 
in  the  following  terms  of  approbation. 

"  This  is  as  fine  a  piece  as  we  ever  had  from  any  of  the  fchools  of  the  moil  learned  painters : 
fuch  images  as  thefe  give  us  a  new  pleafure  in  our  fight ;  and  fix  upon  our  minds  traces  of  reflection 
which  accompany  us  whenever  the  like  objects  occur." 

Pope,  when  he  affected  to  defpife  his  other  writings,  always  excepted  this  out  of  the  number ;  and 
in  one  of  his  firft  letters,  mentions  it  with  high  praife,  as  the  production  of  a  man  "  who  could 
write  nobly." 

On  his  return  to  London,  his  friends  were  no  longer  in  power ;  and  having  obtained  no  fuitable 
provifion,  he  was  reduced  to  tranflate  The  Perfian  Tales  for  Tonfon  ;  for  which,  though  liberally 
rewarded,  he  was  afterwards  reproached  by  Pope,  with  this  addition  of  contempt,  that  he  worked 
jfcr  half-a-crown. 

The  bard,  whom  pilfer'd  paflorals  renown, 
Who  turns  a  Perfian  tale  for  half-a-cnwn. 


&>  THE  LTtfE   OF  A.  PHILIPS. 

In  the  latter  part  of  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne,  he  was  fecretary  to  the  Hanover  Club ;  v/h« 
tried  to  drink  regular  toafts  to  the  health  of  thofe  ladies  who  were  moft  zealoufly  attached  to  the 
Hanoverian  fucceffion  ;  upon  whom  he  wrote  the  fellowing  Epigram,  not  collected  in  his  poento 

The  reigning  fair,  on  polifh'd  cryftal  fliine, 
Enrich  our  glafies,  and  improve  our  wine  ; 
The  favourite  names  we  to  our  lips  apply, 
Indulge  our  thoughts,  and  drink  with  ecftacy. 
While  thefe,  the  chofen  beauties  of  our  ifle, 
Propitious  on  the  caufe  of  freedom  fmile  ; 
The  rafh  Pretender's  hopes  we  may  defpife, 
And  truft  Britannia's  fafcty  to  their  eyes. 

In  1712,  he  brought  upon  the  ftage  at  Drury-Lane,  The  Dijlrejl  Mother,  a  tragedy,  which  is  aU 
moft  a  tranflation  from  the  «  Andromaque"  of  Racine.  It  is,  however,  very  well  tranflated,  the 
poetry  pieafing,  and  the  incidents  fo  affeding,  that  it  never  fails  bringing  tears  into  the  eyes  of  a 
fccfible  audience. 

Oft'  as  Andromache  renews  her  woe, 

The  mothers  fadden,  and  their  eyes  o'erflow ; 

Hsrmione,  with  love  and  rage  oppreft, 

Now  foothes,  now  animates  each  maiden  breaft. 

From  firft  to  laft,  alternate  paffions  reign, 

And  we  refill  the  poet's  art  in  vain. 

The  friends  of  Philips  exerted  every  art  to  promote  his  intereft  with  the  totvn.  Before  the  ap 
pearance  of  the  play,  a  whole  Spectator  was  devoted  to  its  praife  ;  and  while  it  yet  continued  to  be 
acted,  another  Spe&ator  was  written  to  tell  what  impreflion  it  made  upon  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley  ; 
and  on  the  firft  night,  a  felect  audience,  fays  Pope,  was  called  together  to  applaud  it. 

It  was  concluded  with  the  moft  fuccefsful  epilogue  that  ever  was  yet  fpoken  on  the  Englilh 
theatre.  The  three  firft  nights  it  was  recited  twice,  and  not  only  continued  to  be  demanded  through 
the  run  of  the  play,  but  whenever  it  is  recalled  to  the  ftage,  the  epilogue  is  ftill  expected,  and  is  ftill 
fpoken. 

Of  this  diftinguiflied  epilogue,  the  reputed  author  was  Budgell ;  but  it  was  known  in  Tonfon's 
family,  and  told  to  Garrick,  that  Addifon  was  the  author  of  it ;  and  that  when  it  had  been  at  firft 
printed  with  his  name,  he  came  early  in  the  morning,  before  the  copies  were  diftributed,  and  or 
dered  it  to  be  given  to  Budgell,  that  it  might  add  weight  to  the  felicitation  which  he  was  then 
making  for  a  place. 

Philips  was  now  high  in  the  ranks  of  literature.  His  play  was  applauded ;  his  translations  from 
Sappho  had  been  publifhed  in  "  The  Spectator;"  he  was  an  important  and  a  diftinguiflied  afiociate 
of  clubs,  witty  and  poetical ;  and  nothing  was  wanting  to  his  happinefs,  but  that  he  fhould  be  fure 
of  its  continuance. 

It  was  his  misfortune  to  become  ridiculous,  without  his  own  fault,  by  the  inj  udicious  kindnefs 
and  extravagant  admiration  of  his  friends,  who  were  very  willing  to  advance  his  reputation,  but 
•unhappily  commended  him  too  much. 

Tickell,  in  "  The  Guardian,"  gave  an  account  of  paftoral,  partly  critical,  and  partly  hiftorical; 
in  which,  when  the  merit  of  the  modern  is  compared,  Taffo  and  Guarini  are  cenfured  for  remote 
thoughts  and  unnatural  refinements ;  and  the  pipe  of  the  paftoral  mufe  is  tranfmitted  by  lawful  in 
heritance,  from  Theocritus  to  Virgil,  from  Virgil  to  Spenfer,  and  from  Spenfer  to  Philips. 

This  inauguration  of  Philips  offended  Pope,  and  was  the  occafion  of  his  writing  the  4Oth  num-« 
ber  of  "  The  Guardian,"  in  which  he  drew  a  comparifon  of  Philips's  'performance  with  his  own  ; 
and  though  he  has  himfelf  always  the  advantage,  he  gives  the  preference  to  Philips. 

The  defign  of  aggrandizing  himfelf,  he  difgtsifed  with  fuch  dexterity,  that,  though  Addifon  dif- 
covered  it,  Steele  was  deceived,  and  was  afraid  of  difpleafmg  Pope  by  publilhing  his  paper. 

The  enemies  of  Pope  exulted  to  fee  him  placed  below  Philips  in  a  fpecies  of  poetry  upon  which 
he  was  fuppofed  to  value  himfelf,  but  were  much  mortified  to  find  that  Pope  himfelf  was  the  real 
author  of  that  paper,  and  that  the  whole  criticifm  was  an  artifice  of  irony. 

From  that  time  Pope  a»d  Philips  lived  in  a  perpetual  reciprocation  of  malevolence. 


THE    LIFE  OF  A.   PHILIPS.  s?i 

In  poetical  powers,  of  either  praife  or  fatire,  there  was  no  proportion  between  the  two  comba 
tants  ;  but  Philips,  though  he  could  not  prevail  by  wit,  hoped  to  hurt  Pope  with  another  weapon, 
and  charged  him  as  difaffected  to  the  go  .-ernment. 

Pope  appears  to  have  been  extremely  exafperated ;  for,  in  the  firft  edition  of  his  "  Letters,"  he 
calls  Philips  "  rafcal ;"  and  in  the  laft,  ftill  charges  him  with  detainihg  in  his  hands  the  fubfcriptioiM 
for  "  Homer,"  delivered  to  him  by  the  Hanover  club ;  that  he  might  delay  the  gratification  of 
him  by  whofe  profperity  he  was  pained ;  but  he  no  where  complains  that  Philips  threatened  to 
chaflife  him  at  Button's  Coffee-houfe,  as  is  commonly  reported. 

Upon  th«  fucceflion  of  the  Houfe  of  Hanover,  Philips  feems  to  have  obtained  too  little  notice : 
he  was  only  made  a  Juftice  of  the  Peace  for  Weftminfter,  which  did  not  much  elevate  his  character  | 
and  in  1717,  a  Commiffioner  of  the  Lottery. 

In  1718,  he  projected  a  periodical  paper,  called,  The  Free-Tinnier,  in  which  he  was  aflifted  by  Dr. 
Hugh  Boulter,  afterwards  Archbifhop  of  Armagh,  the  Right  Honourable  Richard  Weft,  Lord 
Chancellor  of  Ireland,  the  Reverend  Gilbert  Burnet,  the  Reverend  Henry  Stevens,  and  Welfted. 
whofe  contributions  were  chiefly  poetical.  It  has  been  re-printed  in  3  vols.  8vo. ;  but  it  is  now 
little  read,  though  much  of  it  is  worthy  of  revival. 

In  i  ;zz,  he  brought  on  the  ftage  at  Drury-Lane,  Tie  Briton^  a  tragedy,  which  was  acted  with 
confiderable  fuccefs ;  but  is  now  neglected,  though  it  deferves  to  be  more  known.  One  of  the 
fcenes  between  Vanncc^  the  Britifh  Prince,  and  Falens,  the  Roman  general,  is  confeffed  to  be  written 
with  great  dramatic  ikill,  animated  by  fpirit  truly  poetical. 

The  fame  year  he  exhibited  another  tragedy  at  Drury-Lane,  on  the  flory  of  Humphry  Duke  of 
Glovcejler ;  which  met  with  great  fuccefs ;  but  at  prefent  it  is  only  remembered  by  its  title. 

Welfted  wrote  a  copy  of  verfes  in  praife  of  this  tragedy,  which  is  printed  among  his  "  Poems,** 
the  general  merit  of  which,  particularly  his  a  Genius,  an  Ode,"  entitles  him  to  more  attention  thaa 
he  has  hitherto  received  from  the  readers  of  poetry. 

In  1724,  when  Dr.  Boulter  was  advanced  to  the  Archbifhopric  of  Armagh,  he  did  not  forget 
his  friend  Philips  ;  but  took  him  to  Ireland,  as  partaker  of  his  fortune,  made  him  his  fecretary,  and 
added  fuch  preferments  as  enabled  him  to  reprefent  the  county  of  Armagh  in  the  Irifli  parliameni. 

In  December  1726,  he  was  made  Secretary  to  the  Lord  Chancellor;  and  in  Attguft  1733,  became 
Judge  of  the  Prerogative  Court. 

After  the  death  of  Dr.  Boulter,  in  1742,  he  continued  fome  years  in  Ireland;  but  at  laft,  having 
purchafed  an  annuity  of  400!.  he  returned  to  England  in  1748,  having  furvivedmofl;  of  his  friends 
and  enemies,  and  among  them  his  implacable  antagonift  Pope, 

The  fame  year,  he  collected  and  publiftied  his  Poems,  in  one  volume,  with  a  dedication  to  the 
Duke  of  N^wcaftle,  omitting  the  fmall  epigram  upon  tie  Toafts  of  the  Hanover  Club ;  which  is  le& 
to  be  wondered  at,  than  that  he  fhould  have  adopted  this  fhort  epigram  on  good  Mufic  and  bad  Dancers* 
written  by  Mr.  Jeffreys. 

How  ill  the  motion  with  the  mufic  fuits ; 
So  fiddled  Orpheus,  and  fo  danc'd  the  brutes. 

He  now  certainly  hoped  to  pafs  fome  years  of  life  in  plenty  and  tranquillity ;  but  he  did  not 
long  enjoy  his  fortune ;  he  was  ftruck  with  a  palfy,  and  died  at  his  lodgings  near  Vauxhall,  June  18. 
1749,  in  the  78th  year  of  his  age. 

There  is  little  tranfmitted  of  the  perfonal  character  of  Philips ;  only  it  is  known,  that  he  was 
diftinguifhed  for  bravery  and  {kill  in  the  fword.  To  extreme  fufceptibility  of  cenfure,  he  added 
folemnity  in  converfation.  Dr.  Johnfon  relates,  that  Mr.  Ing,  a  gentleman  of  great  eminence  la 
Staffordfhire,  happened  to  be  once  at  table  with  him,  and  took  occafion  to  alk  him,  "  How  came 
thy  King  of  Epirus  to  drive  oxen,  and  to  fay,  «  I  am  goaded  on  by  love  ?"  After  which  queftion, 
he  never  fpoke  again. 

He  appears,  however,  to  have  been  a  man  of  integrity ;  for  P.  Whitehead  relates,  that  when  Ad- 
difon  was  Secretary  of  State,  Philips  applied  to  him  for  fome  preferment,  but  was  coolly  anfwered, 
that  it  was  thought  he  was  already  provided  for  by  being  made  a  Juflice  of  Weftminfter.  To 
this  obfervation,  Philips,  with  fome  indignation,  replied,  "  Though  poetry  was  a  trade  he  could 
pot  live  by ;  yet  he  fcorned  to  owe  fubftftenc?  to  another  which  he  ought  not  to  live  by." 
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As  a  poet,  Philips  appears  not  to  deferve  the  contempt  with  which  he  has  been  treated  by 
nor  the  high  praife  he  has  »eceived  from  Cooke,  in  "  The  Battle  of  the  Poets."  In  his  Pajtorals,  he 
takes  Spenfer  for  his  pattern,  and  endeavours  to  be  natural.  By  endeavouring  to  imitate  too  fer- 
•jrilely,  the  manners  and  fentiments  of  vulgar  nifties,  he  is  fometimes  fiat  and  infipid.  Pope's  "  Pafto- 
rals"  are  written  in  a  very  different  form.  He  takes  Virgil  for  his  pattern,  and  labours  to  be  ele* 
gant ;  but  his  topics  are  beaten,  and  his  chief  merit  is  the  fmoothnefs  of  his  verfification,  which 
is  mufical  to  a  degree  of  which  rhyme  could  hardly  be  thought  capable. 

In  the  paffages  which  Pope  has  imitated  from  Virgil,  he  has  merited  but  little  applaufe.  The  imita 
tions  of  Philips  have  all  the  paftoral  fimplicity  of  Spenfer,  a  true  Doric  dialect,  and  vfery  lively  de- 
fcription.  Pope,  therefore,  may  be  allowed  to  be  the  befl  verfifier,  and  Philips  the  better  Arcadian. 
As  a  general  poet,  he  appears  to  difadvantage  on  a  comparifou  with  Pope ;  but  though  he  is  not 
a  very  animated  or  firfl-rate  writer,  his^/y?  and  fftl  Pajlorah,  his  Epiflle  from  Copenhagen,  his  Ode 
en  tie  Death  of  Earl  Coivfer,  his  tranflations  of  the  two  Odes  of  Sappho ,  and  the  two  firft  Olympic  Odet 
ef  Pindar,  and  above  all,  his  pleafing  tragedy  of  Tie  Difirejl  Motlery  are  a  confiderable  acquifition. 
to  Englifh  poetry,  . 

His  character,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  is  more  favourable  than  might  be  expected  from  the 
wellrknown  prejudices  of  that  excellent  biographer ;  yet  he  has  omitted  to  notice  his  incomparable 
tranflation  qf  the  two  fragments  viSapplo ,-  and  might  have  mentioned  that  the  name  of  Namby 
Pamliy  was  firft  beftowed  on  him,  by  the  facetious  Henry  Gary,  in  ridicule  of  his  poems  of  fliort 
lines,  which  have  been  fince  burlefqued  by  the  ingenious  Ifaac  Hawkins  Browne,  Efq.  in  his  excellent 
frurlefque  piece,,  on  Swift,  Pope,  Thomfon,  Young,  Philips  and  Gibber,  called,  "  The  Pipe  of  To 
bacco,"  by  fuch  a  clofe  imitation,  that  it  has  not  the  appearance  of  a  copy  but  an  original. 

"  Of  Tie  Dijlrcjl  Mother,  not  much  is  pretended  to  be  his  or/n,  and  therefore  it  is  no  fubject  of 
criticifm  :  his  other  two  tragedies,  I  believe,  are  not  below  mediocrity,  nor  above  it.  Among  the 
poems  comprifed  in  the  prefent  collection,  the  Letter  from  Denmark  may  be  juftly  praifed :  the 
Pajtorals,  which,  by  the  writer  of  the  "  Guardian,"  were  ranked  as  one  of  the  four  genuine  pro 
ductions  of  the  ruftic  mufe,  cannot  furely  be  defpicable.  That  they  exhibit  a  mode  of  life  which 
did  not  exift,  nor  ever  exifted,  is  not  to  be  objected  ;  the  fuppofition  of  fuch  a  ftate  is  allowed  to 
paftoral.  In  his  other  poems,  he  cannot  be  denied  the  praife  of  lines  fometimes  elegant ;  but  he 
has  feldom  much  force,  or  much  comprehenfion.  The  pieces  that  pkafe  beft,  are  thofe  which 
from  Pope,  and  Pope's  adherents,  procured  him  the  name  of  Namly  Pamby :  the  poems  of  fhort 
lines,  by  which  he  paid  his  court  to  all  ages  and  characters,  from  Walp'ole  the  "  fteerer  of  the 
realm"  to  Mifs  Pulteney  in  the  nurfery.  The  numbers  are  fmooth  and  fpritely ;  and  the  diction 
is  feldom  faulty.  They  are  not  loaded  with  much  thought ;  yet  if  they  had  been  written  by  Acf- 
difon,  they  would  have  had  admirers :  little  things  are  not  valued,  but  when  they  are  done  by  thofe 
who  can  do  greater. 

«  In  his  tranflations  from  Pindar,  he  found  the  art  of  reaching  all  the  obfcurity  of  the  Theban 
bard,  however  he  may  fall  below  his  fublimity ;  he  will  be  allowed,  if  he  has  lefs  fire,  to  have 
Hiore  fmoke. 

"  He  has  added  nothing  to  Englifh  poetry,  yet  at  leaft  half  his  book  deferves  to  be  read  j  per 
haps  he  valued  moil  himfelf  that  part  which  the  critic  would  reject." 


THE  WORKS,  OF  A.  PHILIPS. 


TO  HIS  GRACE  THOMAS,  DUKE  OF  NEWCASTLE. 


MY  LORD, 

THE  honours  of  your  ancient  and  illuftriqus  fa 
mily,  which  that  noble  writer,  Algernon  Sidney, 
places  among  the  firft  in  thefe  kingdoms  for  pre 
rogative' of  birth,  the  titles  which  you  have  long 
worn  with  diftinguiflied  luftre,  and  the  high  fta- 
tion  which  you  have  many  years  rilled,  and  now 
fill,  in  the  government,  give  your  Grace  a  juft 
pre-eminence  in  the  community ;  but  they  are 
excellencies  of  a  more  exalted  kind  to  which  this 
tribute  of  my  refpecl  is  paid.  Your  early  zeal  in 
the  caufe  of  liberty,  which  manifested  itfelf  at  the 
clofe  of  a  late  reign,  when  the  worft  of  fchemes 
were  promoted  againft  this  nation  by  the  worft 
of  men,  tire  aflbciation  (of  which  I  had  the  honour 
to  be  an  humble  member)  into  which  you  then 
entered,  with  fome  others,  eminent  for  their  birth, 
fortune,  and  knowledge,  for  fecurihg  the  fuccef- 
fion  of  the  houfe  of  Hanover  to  the  throne  of  thefe 
kingdoms,  your  tafte  of  ufeful  and  polite  litera 
ture,  and  the  encouragement  which  you  have  al 
ways  been  ready  to  give  to  it,  your  friendly  re 
gard  to  it,  and  connection  with,  that  unniverfity 
which  has  been  the  nurfe  of  the  greateft  ftatef- 


men,  heroes,  philpfophers,  and  poets,  of  Englifh 
growth,  and  the  open  liberality  of  your  heart  on 
all  laudable  occafions,  muft  give  you  a  place  in 
the  affections  of  all  Englilhmen  who  know  the  in- 
tereft  of  their  native  country  :  and  to  thofe  vir 
tues,  more  than  to  the  private  friendfliip  with 
which  your  Grace  has  long  honoured  me,  I  make 
this  offering  of  the  few  Poetical  Pieces,  which 
were  the  produce  of  my  leifure,  but  fome  of  my 
moft  pleafant  hours :  your  Grace  will  be  able  to 
diftinguifh  thofe  which  have  been  printed  before, 
from  thofe  which  now  make  their  firft  appearance : 
and  I  number  among  the  felicities  of  my  days, 
this  opportunity  of  approaching  you  with  fome- 
thin*  perhaps  not  unworthy  your  acceptance  j 
and  I  have  the  honnour  to  be, 

My  Lord, 
Your  Grace's 

mofl -devoted,  obliged, 
and  moft  humble  fervant, 

AMBROSE  PHILIPS. 
April,  1748. 


PREFACE  TO  THE  PASTORAL  POEMS. 


Noftra,  nee  erubuit  fylvas  habitare,  Thalia."     VIRG,  Eel.  vi.  2. 


IT  is  fomewhat  ftrange  to  conceive,  in  an  age  fo 
addicted  to  the  mufes,  how  Paftoral  Poetry  comes 
to  be  never  fo  much  as  thought  upon ;  confider- 
ing  efpccially,  that  it  is  of  the  greateft  antiquity, 
and  hath  ever  been  accounted  the  foremoft,  among 
the  fmaller  poems,  in  dignity,  Virgil  and  Spen- 
fer  made  ufe  of  it  as  a  prelude  to  Epic  Poetry: 
but,  I  fear,  the  innocency  of  the  fubject  makes  it 
fo  little  inviting. 

There  is  no  kind  of  Poem,  if  happily  executed, 
but  gives  delight  ;  and  herein  may  the  Paftoral 
boaft  after  a  peculiar  manner  :  for,  as  in  painting, 
fo  in  poetry,  the  country  affords  not  only  the  moft 
delightful  fcenes  and  profpects,  but  likewife  the 
moft  pleafing  images  of  life. 

Gaffendus  (I  remember)  obferves,  that  Peiref- 
kius  was  a  great  lover  of  mufic,  especially  the 
melody  of  birds  :  becaufe  their  fimple  ftrains  have 
lefs  of  paflion  and  violence,  but  more  of  a  fedate 


and  quiet  harmony ;  and,  therefore,  do  they  ra 
ther  befriend  contemplation.  In  like  manner,  the 
Paftoral  Song  gives  a  fweet  and  gentle  compofure 
to  the  mind  ;  whereas  the  Epic  and  Tragic  Poems, 
by  the  vehemency  of  their  emotions,  raile  the  fpi- 
rits  into  a  ferment. 

To  view  a  fair  ftately  palace,  ftrikes  us  indeed 
with  admiration,  and  fwells  the  foul  with  notions 
of  grandeur  :  but  when  I  fee  a  little  coantryj 
dwelling,  advantageoufly  fituated  amidft  a  beau 
tiful  variety  of  hills,  meadows,  fields,  woods,  and 
rivulets,  I  feel  an  unfpeakable  fort  of  fatisfaclion, 
and  cannot  forbear  wilhing  my  kinder  'fortune 
would  place  me  in  fuch  a  fweet  retirement. 

Theocritus,  Virgil,  and  Spenfer,  are  the  only 
poets  who  feem  to  have  hit  upon  the  true  nature 
of  Paftoral  compofitions  :  fo  that  it  will  be  fuf- 
ficient  praiie  for  me,  if  I  have  not  altogether  fail 
ed  in  my  attempt. 


PASTORAL    POEMS. 


THE  FIRST  PASTORAL. 

Lobbin. 

IP  we,  O  Dorfet,  quit  the  city-throng, 

To  meditate  in  (hades  the  rural  fong, 

By  your  command,  be  prefent ;  and,  O  bring 

The  mufe  along  1  The  mufe  to  you  fliall  fing  : 

Her  influence,  Buckhurft,  let  me  there  obtain, 

And  I  forgive  the  fam'd  Sicilian  Swain. 

Begin. — In  unluxurious  times  of  yore, 
When  flocks  and  herds  were  no  inglorious  ftore, 
Lobbin,  a  fhepherd-boy,  one  evening  fair, 
As  weftern  xvinds  had  cool'd  the  fultry  air, 
His  number'd  flieep  within  the  fold  now  pent, 
Thus  plain'd  him  of  his  dreary  difcontent ; 
Beneath  a  hoary  poplar's  whifpering  boughs, 
He,  folitary,  fat  to  breathe  his  vows, 
Venting  the  tender  anguifli  of  his  heart, 
Aspaflion  taught,  in  accents  free  of  art : 
And  little  did  he  hope,  while,  night  by  night, 
His  fighs  were  lavifh'd  thus  on  Lucy  bright. 

"  Ah,  well-a-day  1  how  long  muft  I  endure 
"  This  pining  pain  ?  Or  who  fliall  fpeed  my  cure! 
'*  Fond  love  no  cure  will  have,  feekno  repofe, 
*'  Delights  in  grief,  nor  any  meafure  knows  : 
'*  And  now  the  moon  begins  in  clouds  to  rife ; 
""  The  brightening  ftars  increafe  within  the  flues ; 
"  The  winds  are  hufli ;  the  dews  diftil ;  and  fleep 
"  Hath  clos'd  the  eye-lids  of  my  weary  flieep : 
44  I  only,  with  the  prowling  wolf,  conftrain'd 
*'  All  night  to  wake  :  with  hunger  he  is  pain'd, 
*'  Andl    with  love.     Kis  hunger  he  may  tame ; 
"  But  who  can  quench,  O  cruel  love,  thy  flame  ? 
««  Whilom  did  I,  all  as  this  poplar  fair, 
*'  Up-raife  my  heedlefs  head,  then  void  of  care, 
'  'Mong  ruftic  routs  the  chief  for  wanton  game  ; 
"  Nor  could  they  merry  make,  till  Lobbin,  came. 
"  Who  better  feen  than  I  in  fliepherds'  arts, 
'*  To  pleafe  the  lads,  and  win  the  lafl'es'  hearts  ! 
"  How  deftly,  to  mine  oaten-reed  fo  fweet, 
"  Wont  they,  upon  the  green  to  fhift  their  feet  ? 
*'  And,   weary 'd  in  the  dance,  how  would  they 

"  yearn 

"  Some  well-devifed  tale  from  me  to  learn  ? 
"  For  many  fongs  and  tales  of  mirth  had  I, 
"  To  chafe  the  loitering  fun  adown  the  flcy : 
"  But,   ah  !  fince  Lucy  coy,  deep-wrought  her 
"  Within  my  heart,  unmindful,of  delight  [*'  fpight 
"  The  jolly  grooms  I  fly,  and,  all  alone, 
**  To  rocks  and  woods  pour  forth  my  fraitlefs 

"  moan. 

*'  Oh  !  quit  thy  wonted  fcorn,  relentlefs  fair  ! 
14  Ere,  lingering  long,  1  p.eriili  through  defpair. 


Had  Rofalind  been  miftrefs  of  my  mind, 
Though  not  fo  fair,  flie  would  have  prov'd  more 

"  kind. 

O  think,  unwitting  maid,  while  yet  is  time, 
How  flying  years  impair  thy  youthful  prime  ! 
Thy  virgin-bloom  will  not  for  ever  ftay, 
And  flowers,  though  left  ungather'd,  will  decay: 
The  flowers,  anew,  returning  feafons  bring  ! 
But  beauty  faded  has  no  fecond  fpring. 
My  words  are  wind  !  She,  deaf  to  all  my  criet, 
Takes  pleafure  in  the  mifchief  of  her  eyes. 
Like  frifking  heifer,  loofe  in  flowery  meads, 
She  gads  where'er  her  roving  fancy  leads ; 
Yet  itill  from  me.     Ah  me,  the  tirefome  chafe  ! 
Shy  as  the  fawn,  flie  flies  my  fond  embrace. 
She  flies,  indeed,  but  ever  leaves  behind, 
Fly  where  flie  will,  her  likenefs  in  my  mind. 
No  cruel  purpofe,  in  my  fpeed,  I  bear  ; 
'Tis  only  love ;  and  love  why  fhould'ft  thou  fear? 
What  idle  fears  a  maiden-bread  alarm  I 
Stay,  flmple  girl :  a  lover  cannot  harm. 
Two  fportive  kidlings,  both  fair-fleck'd,  I  rear ; 
Whofe  /hooting  horns  like  tender  buds  appear  : 
A  lambkin  too,  of  fpotlefs  fleece,  I  breed, 
And  teach  the  fondling  from  my  hand  to  feed  : 
Nor  will  I  ceafe  betimes  to  cull  the  fields 
Of  every  dewy  fweet  the  morning  yields : 
From  early  fpring  to  autumn  late  flialt  thou 
Receive  gay  girlonds,  blooming  o'er  thy  brow : 
And  when,— But,  why  thefe  unavailing  pains  ? 
The  gifts,  alike,  and  giver,  flie  difdains : 
And  now,  left  heirefs  of  the  glen,  ihe'll  deem 
Me,  landlefs  lad,  unworthy  her  efteem  : 
Yet,  was  flie  born,  like  me,  of  fhepherd-fire ; 
And  I  may  fields  and  lowing  herds  acquire. 
O  !  would  my  gifts  but  win  her  wanton  heart, 
Or  could  I  half  the  warmth  I  feel  impart, 
How  wduld  I  wander,  every  day,  to  find 
The  choice  of  wildings,  blufliing  through  the 

"  rind  ! 

For  glofly  plumbs  how  lightfome  climb  the  tree, 
Kow  rifk  the  vengeance  of  the  thrifty  bee  ! 
Or  !  if  thou  deign  to  live  a  fliepherdefs, 
Thou  Lobbin's  flock,  and  Lobbin,  fhalt  poflefs : 
And,  fair  my  flock,  nor  yet  uncomely  I, 
If  liquid  fountains  flatter  not;   and  why 
Should  liquid  fountains  flatter  us,  yet  Ihow 
The  bordering  flowers  lefs  beauteous  than  they 

"  grow?  "  mean, 

O  !  come,  my  love  ;  nor  think  th'  employment 
The  dams  to  milk,  and  little  lambkins  wean, 
To  drive  a-field,  by  morn,  the  fattening  ewes^ 
Jire  the  warm  fun  driak  up  the  cooly  dews. 


PASTORALS. 


"  While,  with  my  pipe,  and  with  my  voice,  I 
"  cheer  ["  ear. 

"  Each  hour,  and  through  the  day  detain  thine 
"  How  would  the  crook  befcem  thy  lily-hand  !  * 
"  How  would  my  younglings  round  thee  gazing 

"  ftand  1 

"  Ah,  witlefs  younglings  !  gaze  not  on  her  eye  : 
*'  Thence  all  my  forrow  ;  thence  the  death  I  die. 
"  O,  killing  beauty  !  and  O,  fore  defire  ! 
*'  Muft  then  my  fufferings,  but  with  life,  expire  ? 
"  Though  blofloms  every  year  the  trees  adorn, 
"  Spring  after  fpring  I  wither,  nipt  with  icorn  : 
"  Nor  trow  I  when  this  bitter  blaft  will  end, 
«'  Or  if  yon  ftars  will  e'er  my  vows  befriend. 
"  Sleep,  fleep,  my  flock;  for  happy  ye  may  take 
"  Sweet  nightly  reft,   though  {till   your  mafter 

"  wake." 

Now  to  the  waning  moon,  the  nightingale, 
'  In  {lender  warblings,  tun'd  her  piteous  tale, 
The  love-fick  ihepherd,  liftening,  felt  relief, 
Pleas'd  with  fo  fwcet  a  partner  in  his  grief, 
Till,  by  degrees,  her  notes  and  filent  night 
To  flumbers  foft  his  heavy  heart  invite. 


THE  SECOND  PASTORAL. 

THENOT>    COLINET. 

Thenot. 

Is  it  not  Colinet  I  lonefome  fee, 
Leaning  with  folded  arms  againft  the  tree  ? 
Or  is  it  age  of  late  bedims  my  fight  ? 
'Tis  Colinet,  indeed,  in  woeful  plight. 
Thy  cloudy  look,  why  melting  into  tears, 
Unfeemly,  now  the  fky  fo  bright  appears ! 
Why  in  this  mournful  manner  art  thou  found, 
Unthankful  lad,  when  all  things  fmile  around  ? 
r   Or  heareft  not  lark  and  linnet  iointly  fing, 

Their  notes  blithe-warbling  to  falute  the  fpring  ? 

Colinet. 
Though  blithe  their  notes,  not  fo  my  wayward 

fate  ; 

Nor  lark  would  fing,  nor  linnet,  in  my  ftate. 
Each  creature,  Thenot,  to  his  tafk  is  born, 
As  they  to  mirth  and  rnuilc,  I  to  rnourn. 
Waking,  at  midnight,  I  my  woes  renew, 
My  tears  oft'  mingling  with  the  falling  dew. 

Thenot. 

*.  Small  caufe,  I  ween,  has  lufty  youth  to  plain : 
Or  who  may,  then,  the  weight  of  eld  i'uftain, 
When  every  flackening  nerve  begins  to  fail, 
And  the  load  preffeth  as  our  days  prevail  ? 
Yet,  though  with  years  my  body  downward  tend, 
As  trees  beneath  their  fruit,  in  autumn,  bend  ; 
•i  Spite  of  my  fnowy  head,  and  icy  veins, 
My  mind  a  cheerful  temper  ftill  retains : 
And  why  fliould  man,  mifnap  what  will,  repine, 
Sour  every  fweet,  and  mix  with  tears  his  wine  ? 
But  tell  me,  then :  it  may  relieve  thy  woe, 
To  let  a  friend  thine  inward  ailment  know. 

Colinet. 

Idly  'twill  wafte  thee,  Thenot,  the  whole  day, 
Shouldft  thou  give  ear  to  all  my  grief  can  fay. 
Thine  ewes  will  wander  ;  and  the  heedlefs  lambs, 
In  loud  complaints,  require  their  abfent  dams. 
VOL.  IX, 


Thenot. 

See  Lightfoot  he  fhall  tend  them  clofe  :  and  I, 
Tvveen  whiles,  acrofs  the  plain  will  glance  mine 
eye. 

Cc/inet. 

Where  to  begin  I  know  not,  where  to  end. 
Doth  there  one  fmiling  hour  my  youth  attend  ? 
Though  few  my  days,  as  well  my  follies  {how, 
Yet  are  thole  days  all  clouded  o'er  with  woe  : 
No  happy  gleam  of  iunfliine  doth  appear, 
My  lowering  fky,  and  wintery  months,  to  cheer. 
My  piteous  plight  in  yonder  raked  tree, 
Which  bears  the  thunder-fear,  too  plain  I  fee  : 
Quite  deftitute  it  frauds  of  flicker  kind, 
The  mark  of  ftorms,  and  fport  of  every  wind  : 
The  riven  trunk  feels  not  th'  approach  of  fpring  ; 
Nor  birds  among  the  leaflefs  branches  fing  : 
No   more,   beneath   thy   {hacle,   {hall    fuepherds 

throng, 

With  jocund  tale,  or  pipe,  or  pleafing  fong. 
Ill-fated  tree  !  and  more  ill-fated  I  i 
From  thee,  from  me,  alike  the  ihepherds  fly. 

Tbenot. 

Sure  thou  in  haplefs  hour  of  time  waft  born, 
When  blighting  mildews  fpoils  the  rifing  corn, 
Or  blafting  winds  o'er  bloiYom'ci  hedge-rows  pafs, 
To  kill  the  promis'd  fruits,  and  /torch  tuc  pjrab, 
Or   when  the  moon,  by  wizard  chaim'd,  fore- 

fhows, 

Blood-ftain'd  in  foul  eclipfe,  impending  woes. 
Untimely  born,  ill-luck  betides  thee  lull. 

Colinet, 
And  can  there,  Thenot,  be  a  greater  ill  ? 

Thenot, 

Nor  fox,  nor  wolf,  nor  rot  among  our  fheep, 
From  this  good  fhepherd's  care  his  flocK  ;u>y  keep  : 
Againft  ill-luck,  alas  !   all  forecaft  fails  ; 
Nor  toil  by  day,  nor  watch  by  night,  avails. 

Colinet. 

Ah  me,  the  while  I  ah  me,  the  lucklefs  day  I 
Ah,  lucklefs  lad  !  befits  me  more  to  fay. 
Unhappy  hour  !  when,  frefh  in  youthful  bud, 
I  left,  Sabrina  fair,  thy  filvery  flood. 
Ah,  fiily  II  more  {illy  than  my  flaeep, 
Which  on  thy  flowery  banks  I  wont  to  keep. 
Sweet  are  thy  banks  I    Oh,  when  {hail  I,  once. 

more, 

With  ravifli'd  eyes  review  thine  amell'd  fliore  2 
When,  in  the  cryftal  of  thy  water,  fcari 
Each  feature  faded,  and  my  colour  wan  ? 
When  fliall  I  fee  my  hut,  the  fmall  abode 
Myfelf  did  raife,  and  cover  o'er  with  fod? 
Small  though  it  be,  a  mean  an  humble  cell, 
Yet  is  there  room  for  peace  and  me  to  dwell. 

Tbenot. 

And  what  enticement  charm'd  thee,  far  aw.:y 
From  thy  lov'd  home,  and  led  thy  heart  aftray  ? 

Colinet. 

A  lewd  defire,  ftrange  lads  and  fwains  to  know : 
Ah,  God  !  that  ever  I  fliould  covet  woe  ! 
With  wandering  feet  unbleir,  and  fond  of  fame, 
J  fought  I  know  not  what  befides  a  name. 

Thenot. 

Or,  footh  to  fay,  diclft  thou  not  hither  roam 
In  fearch  of  gains  more  plenty  than  at  home  ? 
A  rolling-ftone  is,  ever,  bare  of  mofs  ; 
And,  to  their  coil,  green  years  old  proverbs  crofa, 
B  b 
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Colinet. 

need  there  was,  in  random  fearch  of  gain, 
To  drive  my  pining  flock  athwart  the  plain, 
To  diftant  Cam.     Fine  gain  at  length,  I  trow, 
To  hoard  up  to  rnyfelf  fuch  desl  of  woe  ! 
My  ilieep  quite  fpent,  through  travel  and  ill-fare, 
And,  like  their  keeper,  ragged  grown  and  bare, 
The  damp,  cold  greenfward,  for  my  nightly  bed, 
And  fome  flant  willow's  trunk  to  reft  my  head. 
Hard  is  to  bear  of  pinching  cold  the  pain  ; 
And  hard  is  want  to  the  unpradlis'd  fwain  : 
But  neither  want,  nor  pinching  cold,  is  hard, 
To  Mailing  Forms  of  calumny  compar'd  : 
Unkind  as  hail  it  falls ;  the  pelting  fhower 
Deftroys  the  tender  herb,  and  budding  flower. 

Thenot. 

Slander  we  ihepherds  count  the  vileft  wrong  : 
And  what  wounds  forer  than  an  evil  tongue  ? 

Cclinet. 

Untoward  lads,  the  wanton  imps  of  fpite, 
Make  mock  of  all  the  ditties  I  indite. 
In  vain,  O  Colinet,  thy  pipe,  fo  fhrill, 
Charms  every  vale,  and  gladdens  every  hill : 
Jn  vain  thou  feeks  the  coverings  of  the  grove, 
In  the  cool  made  to  fing  the  pains  of  love  : 
Sing  what  thou  wilt,  ill-nature  will  prevail ; 
And  every  elf  hath  fkill  enough  to  rail: 
But  yet,  though  poor  and  artlefs  be  my  vein, 
Menalcas  feems  to  like  my  fimple  ftrain  : 
And,  while  that  he  delighteth  in  my  fong, 
Which  to  the  good  Menalcas  doth  belong, 
Nor  night,  nor  day,  fhall  my  rude  mulic  ceafe  ; 
J  a(k  no  more,  fo  I  Menalcas  pleafe. 

Thenot. 

Menalcas,  lord  of  thefe  fair  fertile  plains, 
Preierves  the  flieep,  and  o'er  the  Ihepherds  reigns  : 
For  him  our  yearly  wakes,  and  feafts,  we  hold, 
And  choofe  the  faired  firftling  from  the  fold  : 
He,  good  to  all,  who  good  delerve,  mail  give 
Thy  flock  to  feed,  and  thee  at  eafe  to  live, 
Shall  curb  the  malice  of  unbridled  tongues, 
And  bounteoufly  reward  thy  rural  fongs. 

Colinet. 

Firft,  then,  fhall  lightfome  birds  forget  to  fly, 
The  briny  ocean  turn  to  paftures  dry, 
And  every  rapid  river  ceafe  to  flow, 
Ere  I  unmindful  of  Menalcas  grow. 

Thenot. 

This  night  thy  eare  with  me  forget ;  and  fold 
Thy  flock  with  mine,  to  ward  th'  injurious  cold- 
New  milk,  and  clouted  cream,  mild  cheefe  and 

curd, 

With  fome  remaining  fruit  of  lafl  year's  hoard, 
Shall  be  our  evening  fare,  and,  for  the  night, 
Sweet  herbs  and  mofs,  which  gentle  fleep  invite  : 
And  now  behold  the  fun's  departing  ray, 
O'er  yonder  hill,  the  iign  of  ebbing  day  : 
With  fongs  the  jovial  hinds  return  from  plough ; 
And  unyok'd  heifers,  loitering  homeward,  low. 

THE  THIRD  PASTORAL. 

Albino, 

WHEN  Virgil  thought  no  fliame  the  Doric  reed 
TO  tune,  and  flocks  on  Mantuan  plains  to  feed, 
"With  young  Auguftus'  name  he  grac'd  his  fong : 
A&H  Speruer,  when  acrid  the  rural  throng 


He  caroird  fweet,  and  graz'd  along  the  flood 

Of  gentle  Thames,  made  every  founding  wood 

With  good  Eliza's  name  to  ring  around  ; 

Eliza's  name  on  every  tree  was  found  : 

Since  then,  through  Anna's  cares  at  eafe  we  live, 

And  fee  our  cattle  unniolefred  thrive, 

While  from  our  Albion  her  victorious  arms 

Drive  wafteful  warfare,  loud  in  dire  alarms, 

Like  them  will  I  my  (lender  mufic  raile, 

And  teach  the  vocal  valleys  Anna's  praife. 

Meantime,  on  oaten  pipe  a  lowly  lay, 

As  my  kids  browfe,  obfcure  in  (hades  I  play  : 

Yet,  not  obfcure,  while  Dorfet  thinks  no  fcorn 

To  vifit  woods,  and  fwains  ignobly  born.     , 

Two  valley  fwains,  both  muiical,  both  young> 
In  friendmip  mutual,  and  united  long, 
Retire  within  a  molly  cave,  to  (him 
The  crowd  of  ihepherds,  and  the  noon-day  fun» 
A  gloom  of  fadnefs  overcafts  their  mind  : 
Revolving  now,  the  iblemn  day  they  find, 
When  young  Albino  died.     His  image  dear 
Bedews   their    cheeks    with    many    a    trickling 

tear  : 

To  tears  they  add  the  tribute  of  their  verfe; 
Thefe  Angelot,  ihofe  Palin,  did  rehearfe. 
Angeiot. 

Thus,  yearly  eliding,  by-paft  times  return; 
And  yearly,  thus,  Albino's  death  we  mourn. 
Sent  into  life,  alas !  how  fliort  thy  flay  : 
How  f\veet  the  rofe  !  how  fpeedy  to  decay  \ 
Can  we  forget,  Albino  dear,  thy  knell, 
Sad-founding  wide  from  every  village  bell  ? 
Can  we  forget  how  forely  Albion  moan'd, 
That  hills,  and  dales,  and  rocks,  in  echo  groan'd, 
Prefaging  future  woe,  when,  for  our  crimes, 
We  loft  Albino,  pledge  of  peaceful  times, 
Fair  boaft  of  this  fair  ifland,  darling  joy 
Of  nobles  high,  and  every  fliepherd  boy  ? 
No  joyous  pipe  was  heard,  no  flocks  were  feen, 
Nor  (hepherd  found  upon  the  graffy  green, 
No  cattle  graz'd  the  field,  nor  drank  the  flood, 
No  birds  were  heard  to  warble  through  the  wood, 
In  yonder  gloomy  grove  outftretch'd  he  lay 
His  lovely  limbs  upon  the  dampy  clay; 
On  his  cold  cheek  the  rofy  hue  decay'd, 
And,  o'er  his  lips,  the  deadly  blue  difplay'd  : 
Bleating  around  him  lie  his  plaintive  (heep, 
And  mourning   (hepherds   come,    in  crowds,   to 

weep. 

Young  Euckhurft  comes:  and,  is  there  no  redrefs  ? 
As  if  the  grave  regarded  our  diftrefs  ! 
The  tender  virgins  come,  to  tears  yet  new, 
And  give,  aloud,  the  lamentations  due. 
The  pious  mother  comes,  with  grief  oppreft  : 
Ye  trees,  and  confcious  fountains,  can  atteft 
With  what  fad  accents,  and  what  piercing  cries. 
She  fill'd  the  grove,  and  importuned,  the  Ikies, 
Anc}  every  ftar  upbraided  with  his  death, 
When,  in  her  widow'd  arms,  devoid  of  breath, 
She  clafp'd  her  ton;  nor  did  the  nymph,  for  this, 
Place  in  her  darling's  welfare  all  her  blifs, 
Him  teaching,  young,  the  harmlefs  crook  to  wield, 
And  rule  the  peaceful  empire  of  the  field, 
As  milk-white  f \vans  on  ftreams  of  filver  mow, 
And  iilvery  ftreams  to  grace  the  meadows  flow,. 
As  corn  the  vales,  and  "trees  the  hills  adorn, 
So  thou,  to  tliine,  an  ojnatBeBt  Wfts  fcuro, 
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Since  thou,  delicious  youth,  didft  quit  the  plains 
Th'    ungrateful   ground   we    till    with    iruitlefs 

pains, 

In  labour'd  furrows  ibxv  the  choice  of  wheat,      - 
And,  over  empty  (heaves,  in  harveft  fweat, 
A  thin  increale  our  fleecy  cattle  yield  ; 
And  thorns,  and  thiftles,  overfpread  the  field. 
How  all  our  hope  is  fled  like  morning-dew  ! 
And  fcarce  did  we  thy  dawn  of  manhood  view. 
Who  now  (hall  teach  the  pointed  fpear  to  throw,  * 
To  whirl  the  fling,  and  bend  the  ftubborn  bow, 
To  tofs  the  quoit  with  fteady  aim,  and  far, 
With  fmewy  force,  to  pitch  the  many  bar  ? 
Nor  doft  thou  live  to  bleis  thy  mother's  days, 
To  fhare  her  triumphs,  and  to  feel  her  praife, 
In  foreign  realms  to  purchaie  early  fame, 
And  add  new  glories  to  the  Britilh  name  : 
Q,  peaceful  may  thy  gentle  fpirit  reft  ! 
The  flowery  turf  lie  light  upon  thy  bread ; 
Nor  fiirieking  owl,  nor  bat,  thy  tomb  fly  round, 
Nor  midnight  goblins  revel  o'er  the  ground. 

Palin. 

No  more,  miftaken  Angelot,  complain : 
Albino  lives  ;  and  all  our  tears  are  vain : 
Albino  lives,  and  will  for  ever  live, 
With  myriads  mixt.  who  never  know  to  grieve, 
Who  welcome  every  ftranger-guelt,  nor  fear 
Ever  to  mourn  his  abfeace  with  a  tear, 
Where  cold,  nor  heat,  nor  irkfome  toil  annoy, 
Nor  age,  nor  ficknefs,  comes  to  damp  their  joy : 
And  now  the  royal  nymph,  who  bore  him,  deigns 
The  land  to  rule,  and  ftiield  the  fimple  fwains,     . 
While,  from  above,  propitious  he  looks  down  : 
For  this,  the  welkin  does  no  longer  frown. 
Each  planet  flu'nes,  indulgent,  from  his  fphere, 
And  we  renew  our  paftimes  with  the  year. 
Hills,  dales,  and  woods,  with  flirilling  pipes  re- 
found  : 

The  boys  and  virgins  dance,  with  chaplets  crown'd, 
And  hail  Albino  bleft  :  the  valleys  ring 
Albino  bleft  1  O  now,  if  ever,  bring 
The  laurel  green,  the  fmelling  eglantine, 
And  tender  branches  from  the  mantling  vine,     ' 
The  dewy  cowflip,  which  in  meadow  grows, 
The  fountain-violet,  and  the  garden-rofe, 
Marih-lilies  fweet,  and  tufts  of  daffodil, 
With  what  ye  cull  from  wood,  or  verdant  hill, 
Whether  in  open  fun,  or  made  they  blow, 
More  early  fome,  and  fome  unfolding  flow, 
Bring,  in  heap'd  canifters,  of  every  kind, 
As  if  the  fummer  had  with  fpring  combin'd, 
And  nature,  forward  to  affift  your  care, 
Did  not  profufion  for  Albino  fpare. 
Your  hamlets  ftrew,  and  every  public  way ; 
And  confecrate  to  mirth  Albino's  day  : 
Myielf  will  lavifh  ail  my  little  ftore, 
And  deal  about  the  goblet  flowing  o'er  : 
Old  Moulin  there  (hall  harp,  young  Myco  Ting, 
And  Cuddy  dance  the  round  amid  the  ring, 
And  Hobbinol  his  antic  gambols  play  : 
To  thee  thete  honours,  yearly,  will  we  pay : 
Nor  fail  to  mention  thee  in  all  our  £heer, 
And  teach  our  children  the  remembrance  dear, 
When  we  our  fhearing-feaft,  or  harveH-  keep, 
To  fpeed  the  plough,  and  blefsour  thriving  fheep 
While  willow  kids,  and  herbage  lambs  purfue, 
While  bees  love  thyme,  and  Ivcuftfip  tUe  dew, 


vVhile  birds  delight  in  woods  their  notes  to  ftrain, 
Thy  name  and  fweet  memorial  ftiali  remain. 

THE  FOURTH  PASTORAL. 

MYCO,    ARGOL. 

Myco. 

Tun  place  may  feem  for  fhepherd's  leifure  made, 
So  cloie  thefe  elms  inweave  their  lofty  fhade  ; 
The  twining  woodbine,  how  it  climbs;  to  breathe 
Reirefhing  fweet  s  around  on  all  beneath  ; 
The  ground  with  grafs  of  cheerful  green  befpread, 
Through  which  the  fpringing  flower  up-rears  the 

head: 

juvt  here  the  kingcup  of  a  golden  hue, 
Medly'd  with  dailies  white  and  endive  blue, 
And  honeyluckles  of  a  purple  dye, 
Confufion  gay  !  bright  waving  to  the  eye. 
Hark,  how  they  warble  in  that  brambly  bufh. 
The  gaudy  goldfinch,  and  the  fpeckly  thrufh, 
The  linnet  green,  with  others  fram'd  for  (kill, 
And  blackbird  fluting  through  his  yellow  b;ll: 
[n  fprightly  concert  how  they  all  combine, 
Js  prompting  in  the  various  fongs  to  join : 
Up,  Argol,  then,  and  to  thy  lip  apply 
Thy  mellow  pipe,  or  voice  more  founding  try  : 
And  fince  our  ewes  have  graz'd,  what  harms  it 

they 
Lie  round  and  liften  while  the  lambkins  play  2 

Argol. 

Well,  Myco,  can  thy  dainty  wit  exprefs 
Fair  nature's  bounties  in  the  fairett  drefs  : 
'Tis  rapture  all !  the  place,  the  birds,  the  fky ; 
And  rapture  works  the  finger's  fancy  high. 
Sweet  breathe  the  fields,  and  now  a  gentle  breeze 
Moves  every  leaf,  and  trembles  through  the  trees  j 
111  fuch  incitements  fuit  my  rugged  lay, 
Befitting  more  the  mufic  thou  canil  play. 

Myco, 

No  {kill  of  mufic  kon  I,  limple  fwain. 
No  fine  device  thine  ear  to  entertain  : 
Albeit  fome  deal  I  pipe,  rude  though  it  be, 
Sufficient  to  divert  my  fheep  and  me  ; 
Yet  Colinet  (and  Colinet  hath  fkill) 
Oft  guides  my  fingers  on  the  tuneful  quill, 
And  fain  would  teach  me  on  what  founds  to  dwell* 
And  where  to  fink  a  note,  and  where  to  fwell. 

Argot. 

Ah,  Myco  !  half  my  flock  would  I  beftow, 
Should  Colinet  to  me  his  cunning  fliow  : 
So  trim  his  fonnets  are,  I  pi'ythee,  fwain, 
Now  give  us,  once,  a  fample  of  his  ftrain  : 
For  wonders  of  that  lad  the  fhepherds  fay, 
How  fweet  his  pipe,  how  ravifliing  his  lay  ! 
The  fweetnefs  of  his  pipe  and  lay  rehearfe ;  ^ 
And  aik  what  boon  thou  willeft  for  thy  verfe. 

Myco. 

Since  then  thou  lift,  a  mournful  fong  I  choofe  : 
A  mournful  long  relieves  a  mournful  mufe, 
Fait  by  the  river  on  a  bank  he  fate, 
To  weep  the  lovely  maid's  untimely  fate, 
Fair  Stella  hight :  a  lovely  maid  was  five, 
Whofe  fate  he  wept,  a  faithful  fliepherd  he. 

Awake ,  my  pipe  ;  in  every  note  exprefs 
fair  Stfttft  *f*tl>,  ant  CQlinet's  dijirefs.. 
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"  O  woeful  cKy  !  O,  day  of  woe  to  me  ! 
"  That  ever  I  fhould  live  fuch  day  to  fee  ! 
*'  That  ever  me  could  die  !  O,  nioft  uu'kind, 
*'  To  go  snd  leave" thy  Colinet  behind  ! 
'*  From  blamelefs  love,   and  plighted  trjth  to  go 
"  And  leave  to  Coiirset  a  Jute  of  woe !"    v 


Awake,  my  pipe  ;  in  every  note  expre/s 
Fair  Stella"s  death,  and  Cclinet's  di/lrefs. 

"  And  yet,  why  blame  I  her  !  Full  fain  would 

"  fiie 

"   With  dying  arms  have  clafp'd  hcrfelf  to  me  : 
*'  I  clafp'd  her  too,  but  death  prcv'd  over-ftrong  ; 
"  Nor  vows  nor  tears  could  fleeting  life  prolong  : 
*'  Yet  how  mall  I  from  vows  and  .tears  refrain  ? 
"  Aiid  why  fhould  vows,  alas  1  and  tears  be  vain  !" 

.  Awaks,  my  pipe  ;  in  every  nc*e  exprefs 
'fair  Stellas  death,  and  Colinet'  s  difircfsi 

"  Aid  me  to  grieve,  with  bleating  moan,  my 

fhecp, 

"  Aid  me,  thou  ever-flowing  ftream,  to  weep  ; 
"   Aid  me,  ye  faint,  ye  hollow  winds-,  to  figh, 
'•'  And  thou,  my  woe,  affift  me  thou  to  die.   • 
t(  Me  fiock  nor  ftream,  nor  winds  nor  woes,  re- 

'*  lieve  ;  {grieve." 

"  She  lov'd  through  life,  and  I  through1  lite  will 

Awake,  my  pipe  ";  in  every  nois  cvprefs 
Fair  'Stella's,  detith,  and  Colinet'  s  dijlrcfs. 

"  Ye  gentler  maids,  companions  of  my  fajr, 
"  With  .downcaft  lock,  and  with  diiheveTfd  hair, 
"  All  boat  the  breatt,  and  wring  your  hands  and 

"  moan  : 

**  Her  hour,  untimely,  might  have  prov'd  your  own: 
"  Her  hour,  untimely,  help  me  to  lament  ; 
5t  And  let  your  hearts  at  Stella's  name  relent." 

Awake,  my  pipe  ;  in  every  fiote  exprefs 
Fair  Stella's  death,  and  Colinet'  s  dijirejs. 

"  In  vain  th'  endearing  luflre  of  your  eyes 
*•*  We  doat  upon,  and  you  as  vainly  prize. 
*'  What  'though  your  beauty  bleis.  the  faithful 

"  Iwain, 

"  And  in  th'enamour'd  heart  like  queens  ye  reign 
'•  Yet  in  their  prime  does  death  the  faireit  kill,' 
f<  As  ruthlefs  wiuds  the  tender  blofToms  fpill."  i 


Awake,  my  pipe  ;  in  every  note  exprefs 
'  s  dijirejs, 


Fair  Stella's  death,  and  Colinet' 


"  Such  Stella  was:  yet  Stella  might  not  live  ! 
£-   And  what  could  Colinet  in  raufom  give  ? 
*'  Oh  !  if  or  mufiVs  voice,  or  beauty's  charm, 
*'  Gould  miiden  'death,  and  •  ftay  his  lifted  arm, 
"  My  pipe  her  face,  her  face-my  pipe  might  lave, 
"•  Redeeming  each  the  other  from  the  grave,"  > 

Awa&e,  my  pipe  ;  in  every  ?;Ue  exprefs 
fair  Stella"  s  death,  and  Colinet'  s  dijirejs. 

"  Ah,  fruitlefs  wifh  !  fell  death's  uplifted  arm 
"  Nor  beauty  can  arreit,  norrrufic  charm.": 
"  Echoid  !  oh,  baleful  -right  !  fee  where  fhe  lies  ! 
"  The  budding  flower,  unkindly  blafted,  dies: 
'   Nor,  though  I  live  the  longeit  day  to  mourn, 
"   VViil  flie  again  to  Jlife  and  me  return.'1        :  .  , 


Aiuake,  my  pipe  ;  in  every  note  etpreft 
air  Stella's  death,  and  Colinet' s  di/lrefs. 


"  Unhappy  Colinet !  what  boots  thee  now, 
To  weave  frem  girlonds  for  thy  Stella's  brow  ? 
No  girlond  ever  more  may  Stella  wear, 
'  Nor  fre  the  flowery  feafon  of  the  year, 
'  Nor  dance,  nor  ling,  nor  ever  fweetly  fmile, 
'  And  every  toil  of  Colinet  beguile." 

Awake,  my  pipe  ;  in  every  note  exprefs 
Fair  Stella's  death,  and  Colinet' s  dijirejs. 

'  Throw  by  the  lily,  daffodil,  and  rofe  ; 
'  Wreaths  of  black  yew,  and  willow  pale,  com. 
"  pofc,  [drefs'd, 

'  With    baneful   hemlock,    deadly    night-fliade, 
'  Such  chaplets  as  may  witnefs  thiue  unreft, 
;'  If  aught  can  witnefs  :  O,  ye  fliepherds,  tell, 
*  When  I  am  dead,  no  fhepherd  lov'd  ib  well  1" 

Awake,  my  pipe  ;   in  every  note  exprefs 
Fair  Stella's  death,  and  Colincfs  dijtrefs. 

11  Alack,   my  fiieep  1    and  thou,  dear  fpotlefs 

"  lamb, 

By  Stella  nurs'd,  whowean'd  thee  from  the  dam, 
What  heed  give  I  to  aught  but  to  my  grief, 
My  whole  employment,  and  my  whole  relief! 
Stray  where  ye  lift,  fome  happier  matter  try : 
Yet  once,  my  Hock,  was  none  ib  blefs'd  as  I.'* 

Awake,  my  pipe  ;  in  every  note  exprefs 
Fair  Stella's  death,  and  Colinefs  dijirejs. 

k''  My  pipe,  whofe  foothing  found  could  paffion 

-  '•'  move, 

'*  And  firft  taught  Stella's  virgin  heart  to  love, 
"  ShaR  filent  hang  upon  this  blafted  oak, 
"  Whence  owls  their  dirges  ling,  and  ravens  croak: 
"  Nor  lark',  nor  linnet,  lhall  my  day  delight, 
"  Nor  nightingale  fufpend  my  moan  by  night : 
"  The  night  aiid  day  fhall  uudidinguiili'd  be, 
"  Alike  to  Stella,  and  alike  to  me." 


No  more,  my  pipe  ;  here  ceafe  we  to  exprefs 
dr  Stella1  s  deal}),  and  Colinet 's  dijirejs. 


"Fair 


Thus,  forrowing,  did  the  gentle  fhepherd  fing, 
And  urge  the  valley  with  his  wail  to  ring. 
And  now  that  iheep-hook  for  my  long  \  crave. 
Argot. 

Not  this,  but  one  more  coftly,  lhalt  thou  have. 
Of  feafon'd  elm,  where  ii.uds  of  brafs  appear, 
To  fpeak  the  giver's  name,  the  month,  and  year  ; 
The  hook  of  polifh'd  fteel,  the  handle  torh'd, 
And  richly  by  the  carver's  ikiil  adorn'd. 
O,  Colinet !  how  fweet  thy  griti  to  hear  ! 
How  does  thy  verfe  fubdue  theliftening  ear  ! 
Soft  falling  as  the  (till,  refrefhing  dew, 
To  flake  the  drought,  and  herbage  to  renew  : 
Not  half  fo  fweet  the  midnight  winds,  which  rnova 
In  drowfy  murmurs  o'er  the  waving  grove, 
Nor  valley  brook,  that,  hid  by  alders,  ipeeds 
O'er  pebbles  warbling,  and  through  wLhpering 

reeds, 

Nor  dropping  waters,  which  from  rocks  diftil, 
And  welly  grots  with  tinkling  echoes  fill. 
Thrice  happy  Colinet,  who  can  relieve 
Keart-angvuih  fore,  and  make  it  iwect  to  grieve  I 
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And  next  to  thee  [hall  Myco  bear  the  bell, 
Who  can  repeat  thy  peerlefs  fong  fo  well : 
But  fee  !  the  hills  increafing  fliadows  call  ; 
The  fun,  I  ween,  is  leaving  us  in  hafte  : 
His  weakly  rays  faint  glimmer  through  the  wood,' 
And  bluey  mifts  arife  from  yonder  flood. 

Myco. 

Bid  then  our  dogs  to  gather  in  the  fheep. 
Good  fhepherds,  with  their  flock,  betimes  fhould 

fleep. 

Who  late  lies  down,  thou  know'ft,  as  late  will  rife , 
And,  fluggard-like,  to  noon-day  fno fin <?  lies, 
While  in  the  fold  his  injur'd  ewes  complain, 
And  after  dewy  pastures  bleat  in  vain. 

THE  FIFTH  PASTORAL. 

Cuddy. 

IN  rural  ftrains  we  firft  our  mufic  try, 
lAnd  bafhful  into  woods  and  thickets  fly, 
Miftrufting  then  our  fkill  ;  yet  if  through  time 
Our  voice,  improving,  gain  a  pitch  fublime, 
Thy  growing  virtues,  Sackville,  ihall  engage 
My  riper  verfe,  and  more  afpiring  age. 

The  fun,  now  mounted  to  the  noon  of  day, 
.Began  to  fhoot  dived  his  burning  ray  ; 
When,  wiih  the1  flocks,  their  feeders  fought  the 

(bade          , 

A  venerable  oak  xvide-fpreading  made  : 
What  fhould  they  do  to -pals  the  loitering  time  ? 
As  fancy  led,  each  fortn'cl  his  tale  in  rhyme  : 
And  fome  the  joys,  aad  fome  the  pains  of  love, 
And  forne  to  fet  out  ftrange  adventures,  ftrove ; 
The  trade  of  wizards  fome,  and  Merlin's  fkill, 
And  whence,  to  charms,  fuch  empire  o'er  the  will. 
Then  Cuddy  lad  (who  Cuddy  can  excel 
In  neat  device  ?)  his  tale  began  to  tell. 
.    "  When  ihepherds  flourifli'd  in  Eliza's  reign, 
:<  There  liv'd  in  high  repute  a  jolly  fwain, 
"  Young  Colin  Clout ;  who  well  could  pipe  and 

"   fing, 

'  And  by  his  notes  invite  the  lagging  fprihg. 
'  He,  as  his  cuftom  was,  at  leifure  laid 
'  In  woodland  bower,  without  a  rival  play'd, 
*  Soliciting  his  pipe  to  v/arble  clear, 
'  Enchantment  fweet  as  ever  wont  to  hear 
'  Belated  wayfarers,  from  wake  or  fair 
'  Detain'd  by  mufic,  hovering  On  in  air  : 
4  Drawn  by  the  magic  of  th*  enticing  found, 
'  What  troops  of  mute  admirers  flock'd  around  ! 
"  The  fteerlings  left  their  food;   and  creatures, 

"  wild 

"  By  nature  form'd,  infenfiUy  grew  mild. 
f '  He  makes  the  gathering  birds  about  him  throng-, 
"  And  loads  the  neighbouring  branches  with  his 

"  fong  : 

f  There,  with  the  crowd,  a  nightingale  of  fame, 
"  Jealous,  and  fond  of  praife,  to  litten  came  : 
"  She  turn'd  her  ear,  and  pauie  by  paufe,  with 
'?  Like  echo  to  the  fhepherd's  pipe  reply 'd.  [pride. 
"  The  Ihepherd  heard  with  wonder,  and  again, 
1S  To  try  her  more,  renew'd  his  various  flrain  : 
To  all  the  various  ftrain  fhe  plies  her  throat, 
*'  And  adds  peculiar  grace  to  every  note. 
'  If  Colin,  in  complaining  accent  grieve, 
*'  Or  brifker  motion  to  his  meafure  give, 


'  If  gentle  founds  he  modulate,  or  ftrong1, 

'  She,  not  a  little  vain,  repeats  the  fong  : 

'  But  fo  repeats,  th?.t  Colin  half-defpisM 

'  His  pipe  and  fkill,  around  the  country  priz'd: 

'  And  fwceteft,  fan?fter  of  the  winded  kind, 

f  What  thanks,  laid  he,  what  praifes,  flialil  find 

'  To  equal  thy  melodious  voice  ?  In  thee 

'  The  rudenefs  of  rny  rural  fife  I  fee  ; 

'"  From  thee  I  learn  no  more  to  vaunt  ray  fkill : 

'•'  Aloft  in  air  fhe  fate,  provoking  full 

'  Thi  vanquifli'd   fwain,     Provok'd,  at  laft,   he 

ts  ftrove 

"  To  uiow  the  little  rninftrel  of  the  grove 
''  His  utmoft  powers,  determin'd  once  to  try 
"  How  art,  exerting,  might  with  nature  vie  ; 
"  For  vie  could  none  with  either  in  their  part, 
"  With  her  in  nature,  nor  with  him  in  art. 
"  He  draws-in  breath,  his  riling  breath  to  fill : 
"  Throughout  the  wood  his  pipe  is  heard  to  fhrill. 
;<  From  note  to  note,  in  hafte,  his  fingers  fly  ; 
"  Still  more  and  more  the  numbers  multiply  : 
;'  And  now  they  trill,  and  now  they  fall  and  rife, 
"  And  fwift  and  flow  they  change  with  fweet 

"  furprife. 

"  Attentive  fhe  doth  fcarce  the  founds  retain  ; 
'c  But  to  herfelf  firft  cons  the  puzzling  ftrain, 
"   And  tracing,  heedful,  note  by  note  repays 
"  The  fllepherd  in  his  own  harmonious  lays, 
<'  Through    every    changing    cadence     runs    at 

"  length, 

"  And  adds  in  fweetnefs  what  he  wants  in  ftrengh. 
"  Then  Colin  threw  his  fife  difgrac'd  afide, 
"  While  fiie  loud  triumph  lings,  proclaiming  wide 
"  Her  mighty  conqueft,  and  within  her  throat 
"  Twirls  many  a  wild  unimitable  note, 
"  To  foil  her  rival.     What  could  Colin  more  ? 
"  A  little  hsrp  of  maple  ware  he  bore : 
'f  The  little  harp  was  old,  but  newly  fining, 
(t  Which,  ufual,  he.acrofs  his  ihoulders  hung. 
«*  Now  take,  delightful  bird,  my  laft  farewell, 
fc  He  faid,  and  learn  from  hence  ihou  doft  excel 
"  No  trivial  artjft  :  and  anon  he  wound 
"  The    murmuring   ftrings,    and    drder'd   every 

"  found : 

"  Then  earneft  to  his  inftrumcnt  he  bends, 
"  And  both  hands  pliant  on  the  ftrings  extends  i 
"  His  touch  the  ftrings  obey,  and  various  move, 
<{  The  lower  anfwering  ftill  to  thofe  above  : 
"  His  fingers,  reftkfs,  traverfe  to  and  fro, 
"  As  in  purfuit  of  harmony  they  go  : 
"  Now,  lightly  fkimming,  o'er  the  ftrings  they  paf3, 
'«  Like  winds  which  gently  brufli  the  plying  grais, 
"  While  melting-  airs  arife  at  their  cominand: 
ft  And  now,  laborious,  with  P.  weighty  hand 
<*  He  finks  into  the.  cords  with  folemn  pace, 
'*  To  give  th»  fweliing  tones  a  bolder  grace  ; 
'*  And  now  the  left,  and  now  by  turns  the  right, 
*'  Each  other  chafe,  harmonious  both  in  flight : 
"  Then  his  whole  ringers  biend  a  fwarm  of  found*, 
"  Till  the  fweet  tumult  through  the  harp  re- 

"  bounds, 

"  Ceafe,  Colin,  ceafe,  thy  rival  ceafe  to  vex  ; 
"  The  mingling  notes,  alas  !  her  ear  perplex: 
•*  She  -.varbles,  diffident,  in  Lope  and  fear, 
"  And  hits  injperfedt  accents  here  and  there, 
<s  Ard  lain  would  utter  forth  forne  double  tone, 
"  \Viiea  ibofliLe  faiisvs,  a:;d  c'^-«  utter  none; 
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"  Again  (he  tries,  and  yet  again  me  fails ; 
*'  For  ftill  the  harp's  united  power  prevail?; 
"  Then  Colin  play'd  again,  and  playing  fung  : 
<f  She,  with  the  fatal  love  of  glory  ftang, 
"  Hears  all  in  pain  :  her  heart  begins  to  fwell : 
"  In  piteous  notes  fhe  fighs,  in  notes  which  tell 
«'  Her  bitter  angnifli :  he  ftill  iinging  plies 
"  His  limber  joints :  her  forrows  higher  rife. 
c«  How  fhall  fhe  bear  a  conqueror,  who,  before, 
"  No  equal  through  the  grove  in  mufic  bore  ? 
**  She  droops,  fhe  hangs  her  flagging  wings,  fhe 

*'  moans, 

'*  And  fetcheth  from  her  breaft  melodious  groans. 
•'  Opprefs'd -with  grief  at  laft  too  great  to  quell, 
<*  Dov/n,  breathlefs,  on  the  guilty  harp  flie  fell. 
«'  Then  Colin  loud  lamented  o'er  the  dead, 
"  And  unavailing  tears  profufely  fhed, 
'*  And  broke  his  wicked  firings,  and  cttrs'd  his 

"  fkill; 

*'  And  beft  to  make  atonement  for  the  ill, 
*'  If,  for  fuch  ill,  atonement  might  be  made, 
*'  He  builds  her  tomb  beneath  a  laurel  fhade, 
*'  Then  adds  a  verfe,  aud  fets  with  flowers  the 

*'  ground, 

*'  And  makes  a  fence  of  winding  oilers  round. 
"  A  verfe  and  tomb  is  all  I  now  can  give ; 
*'  And  here  thy  name  at  leaft,  he  faid,  fhall  live." 

Thus  ended  Cuddy  with  the  fetting  fun, 
And,  by  his  tale,  unenvy'd  praifes  won. 

THE  SIXTH  PASTORAL. 

GERON,   HOBBINOl,    LANC^UET. 

Geron. 

How  ftill  the  fea  behold  !  how  calm  the  fky  ! 
And  how,  in  fportive  chafe,  the  fw allows  fly  ! 
My  goats,  fecure  from  harm,  fmall  tendance  need, 
"While  high,  on  yonder  hanging  rock,  they  feed  : 
And  here  below,  the  banky  fhore  along, 
Your  heifers  graze.     Now,  then,  to  ftrive  in  fong 
Prepare.     As  eldeft,  Hobbinol  begin  ; 
And  Lanquet's  rival  verfe,  by  turns,  come  in. 
Hobbinol. 

Let  others  flake  what  chofen  pledge  they  will, 
Or  kid,  or  lamb,  or  mazer  wrought  with  fkill  : 
Tor  praife  we  fing,  nor  wager  ought  befide  ; 
And,  whofe  the  praife,  let  Geron's  lips  decide. 
Laiiquet. 

To  Geron  I  my  voice,  and  fkill,  commend, 
A  candid  umpire,  ahd  to  both  a  friend. 
Geron, 

Begin  then,  boys ;  and  vary  well  your  fong  : 
35egin  ;  nor  fear,  from  Geron's  ientence,  wrong. 
A  boxen  hautboy,  loud,  and  fweet  of  found, 
All  varnifh'd,  and  with  brazen  ringlets  bound, 
I  to  the  victor  give  :  no  mean  reward, 
If  to  the  ruder  village-pipes  compar'd. 
Hobbinol. 

The  fnows  are  melted  ;  and  the  kindly  rain 
JDefcends  on  every  herb,  and  every  grain  : 
Soft  balmy  breezes  breathe  along  the  fky  ; 
The  bloomy  feafon  of  the  year  is  nigh. 
Lanquet. 

The  cuckoo  calls  aloud  his  wandering  love  ; 
The  turtle's  moan  is  heard  in  every  grove  ; 
•The  paftures  change  ;  the  warbling  linnets  fing : 
Prepare  to  welcome  in  the  gaudy  fpring. 


Hobbinol, 

When  locufts,  in  the  ferny  buflies,  cry. 
When  ravens  pant,  and  fnakes  in  caverns  iiej 
Graze  then  in  woods,  and  quit  the  fhadelefs  plain,- 
Elfe  fliall  yc  prefs  the  fpungy  teat  in  vain. 

Lanquet. 

When  greens  to  yellow  vary,  and  ye  fee 
The  ground  beftrew'd  with  fruits  of  every  tree, 
And  ftormy  winds  are  heard,  think  winter  near, 
Nor  truft  too  far  to  the  declining  year. 

Hobbinol. 

Woe  then,  alack  !  befall  the  fpendthrift  fwain, 
When  froft,  and  mow,  and  hail,  and  fleet,  and  rain, 
By  turns  chaftife  him,  while,  through  little  care, 
His  fheep,  unfhelter'd,  pine  in  nipping  air. 

Lanquet. 

The  lad  of  forecaft  then  untroubled  fees 
The  white-bleak  plains,  and  filvery  frofted  trees ; 
He  fends  his  flock,  and,  clad  in  homely  frize, 
In  his  warm  cott  the  wintery  blaft,  defies. 

Hobbinol. 

Full  fain,  O  blefs'd  Eliza  \  would  I  praife 
Thy  maiden-rule,  and  Albion's  golden  days  : 
Then  gentle  Sidney  hVd,  the  fhepherd*s  friend  I 
Eternal  blefiings  on  his  fliade  attend  ! 

Lanquet. 

Thrice  happy  fliepherds  now  !  for  Dorfet  loves 
The  country-mufe,  and  our  refounding  groves, 
While  Anna  reigns :  O,  ever  may  fhe  reign  1 
And  bring,  on  earth,  the  golden  age  again. 

Hobbinol. 

I  love,  in  fecret  all,  a  beauteous  maid, 
And  have  my  love,  in  fecret  all,  repaid  ; 
This  coming  night  fhe  plights  her  troth  to  me  : 
Divine  her  name,  a/id  tbou  the  victor  be. 

Lanquet. 

Mild  as  the  lamb,  unharmful  as  the  dove, 
True  as  the  turtle,  is  the  maid  I  love  : 
How  we  in  fecret  love,  I  fball  not  fay  : 
Divine  her  name,  and  I  give  up  the  day. 

Hobbinol. 

Soft  on  a  cowflip-bank  my  love  and  I 
Together  lay;  a  brook  ran  murmuring  by  : 
A  thoufand  tender  things  to  me  fhe  faid ; 
And  I  a  thoufand  tender  things  repaid. 

Lanquet. 

In  fummer-fhade,  behind  the  cocking  hay, 
What  kind  endearing  words  did  fhe  not  fay  \ 
Her  lap,  with  apron  deck'd,  fhe  fondly  fpread, 
And   ftrok'cl   my  cheek,   and   luU'd  my  leaning 
head. 

Hobbinol- 

Breathe  foft,  ye  winds;  ye  waters,  gently  flovr; 
Shield,  her,  ye  trees ;  ye  flowers,  around  her  grow  : 
Ye  fwains,  I  beg  you,  pafs  in  filence  by  ; 
My  love,  in  yonder  vale,  afleep  does  lie. 

Lanquet. 

Once  Delia  flept  en  eafy  mofs  reclin'd, 
Her  lovely  limbs  half  bare,  and  rude  the  wind  a 
I  fmooth'd  her  coats,  and  ftole  a  filent  kifs: 
Condemn  me,  fliepherds,  if  I  did  ainils. 

Hobbincl. 

As  Marian  bath'd,  by  chance  I  pafled  by  ; 
She  bluih'd,  and  at  me  glanc'd  a  Cdelong  eye  : 
Then,  cowering  in  the  treacherous  ftream,  fh« 

try'd 
Her  tempting  form,  yet  ftill  in  vain,  to  hide, 
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Lariquel* 

A1!  I,  to  cool  me,  bath'd  one  fultry  clay, 
fond  Lydia,  lurking,  in  the  fedges  lay  : 
The  wanton  laugh 'd,  and  feenVd  in  hade  to  fly, 
Vet  oft  fhe  ftopt,  and  oft  fhe  turn'd  her  eye. 

H^hbiitol. 

When  fir  ft  I  Caw  (would  I  had  never  feen  !) 
Young  Lyfet  lead  the  dance  on  yonder  green, 
Intent  upon  her  beauties,  as  Hie  mov'd, 
Poor  heedlefs  wretch  '.  at  Unawares  I  lov'd. 

Lanquet. 
When  Lucy  decks  with  flowers  her  fwelling 

bread, 

And  on  her  elbow  leans,  diffembling  refi% 
Unable  to  refrain  my  madding  mind, 
Nor  herds,  nor  pafture,  worth  my  care  I  find. 

Hobbinoi. 

Come,  Rofaiind,  O  come  !  for,  wanting  thee, 
Our  peopled  vale  a  defert  is  to  me. 
Come,  Rofalind,  O  come  !  My  brinded  kine, 
My  fnowy  flieep,  my  farm,  and  all,  are  thine. 

Lanquet. 

Come,  Rofalind, -O  come  1  Here  fhady  bowers, 
Here   are    cool    fountains,    and    here    fpringing 

flowers : 

Come,  Rofalind  :  Here  ever  let  us  ftay» 
And  fweetly  wafte  the  live- long  time  away. 

Hobbinoi. 

In  vain  the  feafons  of  the  moon  I  know, 
The  force  of  healing  herbs,  and  where  they  grow  : 
No  herb  there  is,  no  feafon,  to  remove 
From  my  fond  heart  the  racking  pains  of  love. 

Lanquet. 

What  profits  me,  that  I  in  charms  have  (kill, 
And  gholts,  and  goblins,  order  as  I  will, 
Yet  have,  with  all  my  charms,  no  power  to  lay 
The  fprite  that  breaks  my  quiet  night  and  day  ? 

Hobbinoi. 

O,  that,  like  Colin,  I  had  ikill  in  rhymes, 
To  purchafe  credit  with  fucceeding  times  ! 
Sweet  Colin  Clout !  who  never,  yet,  had  peer  ; 
Who  lung  through  ail  the  feafons  of  the  year. 

La?:quct. 

Let  me,  like  Merlin,  ling  :  his  voice  had  power 
To  free  th'  'clipfing  moon  at  midnight  hour  : 
And,  as  he  fung,  the  fairies  with  their  queen, 
In  mantles  blue,  came  tripping  o'er  the  green. 

Hobbinoi. 

Laft  eve  of  May  did  I  not  hear  them  fing, 
And  fee  their  dance  ?  And  I  can  (how  the  ring, 
Where,  hand  in  hand,  they  fhift  their  feet  to  light : 
The  grafs  fprings  greener  from  their  tread   by 
night. 

Lanquet. 

But  haft  thou  feen  their  king,  in  rich  array, 
Fam'd  Qberon,  with  damatk'd  robe  fo  gay, 
And  gemmy  crown,  by  moonfhine  fparkling  far, 
And  azure  fceptre,  pointed  with  a  ftar  ? 

Geron, 

Here  end  your  pleafing  ft  rife.  Both  victors  are  ; 
And  both  with  Colin  may,  in  rhyme,  compare. 
A  boxen  hautboy,  loud,  and  tweet  of  found, 
All  varnifh'd,  and  with  brazen  ringlets  bound, 
To  each  I  give.     A  mizzling  mift  defcencls 
Adown  that  fteepy  rock  :  and  this  way  tends 
Yon  diftant  rain.     Shoreward  the  vefleis  itrive  ; 
And,  fee,  the  boys  their  flocks  to  ftieiter  drive. 


THE  STRA.Y  NYMPH. 

CEASE  your  mufie,  gentle  fwains : 

aw  ye  Delia  crofs  the  plains? 
Every  thicket,  every  grove, 
Have  I  rang'd,  to  find  my  love : 
A.  kici,  a  Iambi  my  flock,  I  give, 
Tell  me  only,  doth  lue  live  ? 

White  her  fkiri  as  mountain-fnow ; 
n  her  cheek  the  roies  blow  ; 
And  her  eye  is  brighter  far 
Than  the  beamy  morning  ftar* 
When  her  ruddy  lip  ye  view, 
Tis  a  berry  moid  with  dew  : 
And  her  breath,  oh,  'tis  a  gale 
Pairing  o'er  a  fragrant  vale, 
r'affing,  when  a  friendly  fhower 
iTrefhens  every  herb  and  flower. 
Wide  her  bofom  opens,  gay 
As  the  primrofe-dell  in  May, 
Sweet  as  violet-borders  growing 
Jver  fountains  ever -flowing. 
Like  the  tendrils  of  the  Vine, 
Do  her  auburn  treites  twine, 

loffy  ringlets  all  behind 
Streaming  buxom  to  the  wind, 
When  along  the  lawn  fhe  bounds, 
Light,  ?.s  hind  before  the  hounds: 
And  the  youthful  ring  (he  fires, 
Hopelefs  in  their  fond  cleiires, 
As  her  flitting  feet  advance, 
Wanton  in  the;  winding  dance. 

Tell  me,  fhepherds,  have  ye  feen 
My  delight,  my  love,  my  queen  ? 

THE  HAPPY  SWAtNf. 

HAVE  ye  feen  the  morning  fky, 
When  the  dawn  prevails  on  high* 
When,  anon,  fome  purple  ray 
Gives  a  fa  m  pie  of  the  day, 
When,  anon,  the  lark,  ou  wing. 
Strives  to  foar,  and  ftrains  to  ling  ? 

Have  ye  feeu  th'  ethereal  blue 
Gently  (bedding  filvery  dew, 
Spangling  o'er  the  filent  green, 
While  the  nightingale,  unfeen, 
To  the  moon  and  itars,  full  bright, 
Lor.efome  chants  the  hymn  of  ni°ht  ? 

Have  ye  feen  the  broider'd  May- 
All  her  fcented  bloom  difplay, 
Breezes  opening,  every  hour, 
This,  and  that,  expecting  flower, 
While  the  mingling  birds  prolong, 
From  each  bufh,  the  vernal  fong  ? 

Have  ye  feen  the  damulk-roic 
Her  unfuily'd  blufli  diicloi'e, 
Or  the  lily's  dewy  bell, 
In  her  glotfy  white,  excell, 
Or  a  garden  vary'd  o'er 

With  a  thoufand  glories  more  ? 
By  the  beauties  thefc  difplay, 

Mon-.ing,  evening,  night,  or  day. 

By  the  pleafures  thefe  excite, 

Endlefs  fources  of  delight ! 

Judge,  by  them,  the  joys  I  find, 

Since  my  Rofuiincl  was  kind, 

Since  fhe  did  herfelf  refign 

To  jny  vows,  for  ever  luiiie. 

B  b  in] 
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EPISTLES. 


TO  A  FRIEND, 

DESIRED  ME  TO  WRITE  ON  THE  DEATH  OF 
KING  WILLIAM.       April  2O.  1702. 

TRUST  me,  dear  George,  could  I  in  verfe  but  fliow 
"What  forrow  I,  what  forrow  all  men,  owe 
To  Naffau's  fate,  or  could  I  hope  to  raife 
A  fong  proportion'cl  to  the  monarch's  praife, 
Could  I  his  merits,  or  my  grief,  exprefc, 
And  proper  thoughts  in  proper  language  drefs, 
Unbidden  fhould  my  pious  numbers  flow, 
The  tribute  of  a  heart  o^ercharg'd  with  woe  ; 
But.  rather  than  profane  his  facred  herfe 
With  languid  praifes,  and  unhallow'd  verfe, 
My  lighs  I  to  myfelf  in  filence  keep, 
And  inwardly,  with  fecret  anguifli,  weep. 
Let  Halifax's  mufe  (he  knew  him  well) 
His  virtues  to  fucceeding  ages  tell. 
Lot  him,  who  funs;  the  warrior  on  the  Bpjne, 
(Provoking  Dorfet  in  the  talk  to  join) 
And  fliow'd  the  hero  more  than  man  before, 
Let  him  th'  illuftrious  mortal's  fate  deplore; 
A  mournful  theme  :  while,  on  raw  pinions,  I 
But  flutter,  and  make  weak  attempts  to  fly ; 
Content,  if,  to  divert  my  vacant  time, 
1  can  but  like  fome  love-lick  fopling  rhyme, 
To  fome  kind-hearted  mtftrefs  make  my  court, 
_And,  like  a  modifh  wit,  in  fonnet  fport. 

Let  others,  more  ambitious,  rack  their  brains 
Jn  polifh'd  fentiments,  and  labour 'd  ftrains : 

To  blooming  Phyllis  I  a  fong  compofe, 
And,  for  a  rhyme,  compare  her  to  the  rofe  ; 
Then,  while  my  fancy  works,  I  write  down  morn, 
To  paint  the  blufli  that  does  her  cheek  adorn, 

And,  when  the  whitenefs  of  her  fkin  I  Ihow, 

With  ecftafy  bethink  myfelf  of  fnow. 

Thus,  without  pains,  I  tinkle  in  the  clofe, 
'And  fweeten  into  verfe  infipid  profe. 

The  country  fcraper,  when  he  wakes  his  crowd, 
'And  makes  the  tortur'd  cat-gut  fqueak  aloud, 

3s  often  i  aviflVd,  and  in  tranfport  loft  : 

What  more,  my  friend,  can  fam'd  Corelli  boaft, 

"When  harmony  herfelf  from  heaven  deicends, 

And  on  the  artifi's  moving  bow  attends  ? 
Why  then,  in  making  verfes,  fliotild  I  ftrain 

For  wit,  and  of  Apollo  beg  a  vein  ? 

Who  ftudy  Horace  and  the  Stagyrite  ? 

Why  cramp  my  dulnefs,  and  in  torment  write  ? 

Let  me  tranfgrefs  by  nature,  nor  by  rule, 

An  artlefs  idiot,  not  a  ftudy'd  fool, 

A  Withers,  not  a  Rymer,  lince  I  aim 

At  nothing  lefs,  in  writing,  than  a  name. 

FROM  HOLLAND,  TO  A  FRIEND  IN 
ENGLAND, 

IN  THE  YEAR  1703. 

FROM  Utrecht's  filent  walks,  by  winds,  I  fend 
Health  and  kind  wifiies  tp  *iy  abfent  friend* 


The  winter  fpent,  I  feel  the  poet's  fire  ; 
The  fun  advances,  and  the  fogs  retire  : 
The  genial  fpring  unbinds  the  frozen  earth, 
Dawns   on   the    trees,   and  gives    the   primrefe 

birth. 

Loos'd  from  their  friendly  harbours,  once  again 
Confederate  fleets  aflemble  on  the  main  : 
The  voice  of  war  the  gallant  foldier  wakes; 
And  weeping  Cloe  parting  kifles  takes. 
On  new-plurn'd  wings  the  Roman  eagle  foars: 
The  Belgick  lion  in  full  fury  roars. 
Difpatch  the  leader  from  your  happy  coaft, 
The  hope  of  Europe,  and  Britannia's  boaft  : 
O,  Marlborou^h,  come  1  frefli  laurels  for  thee  rife  ! 
One  conqueft  more  ;  and  Gallia  will  grow  wife. 
Old  Lewis  makes  his  laft  effort  in  arms, 
And  thows  how,  ev'n  in  age,  ambition  charms. 
Mean  while,  my  friend,  the  thickening  fliades 

I  haunt, 

And  fmooth  canals,  and  after  rivulets  pant : 
The  fmooth  canals,  alas,  too  lifelefs  (how  '. 
Nor  to  the  eye,  nor  to  the  ear,  they  flow.         , 
Studious  of  eafe,  and  fond  of  humble  things, 
Below  the  fmiles,  below  the  frowns  of  kings, 
Thanks  to  my  ftars,  I  prize  the  fweets  of  life  : 
No  flee  pie  is  nights  I  count,  no  days  of  ftrife. 
Content  to  live,  content  to  die,  unknown, 
Lord  of  myfelf,  accountable  to  none  ; 
I  deep,  I  wake,  I  drink ;  i  fometimes  love  ; 
I  readj  I  write  ;  I  fettle,  and  I  rove, 
When,  and  where-e'er,  I  pleafe  :   thus,  every  hour 
Gives  fome  new  proof  of  my  defpotic  power. 
All,  that  I  will,  I  can ;  but  then,  I  will 
As  reafon  bids ;  I  meditate  no  ill ; 
And,  pleas'd  with  things  which  in  my  level  lie, 
Leave  it  to  madmen  o'er  the  clouds  to  fly. 
But  this  is  all  romance,  a  dream  to  you, 
Who  fence  and  dance,  and  keep  the  court  in  view, 
White  ftaffs  and  truncheons,    feals    and    golden 

keys, 

And  {liver  ftars,  your  towering  genius  pleafe  : 
Such  manly  thoughts  in  every  infant  rife, 
Who  daily  for  fome  tinfel  trinket  cries. 

Go  on,  and  profper,  Sir  :   but  firft  from  me 
Learn  your  own  temper;  for  I  know  you  free. 
You  can  be  honeft  ;  but  you  cannot  bow, 
And  cringe,  beneath  a  fupercilious  brow  : 
You  cannot  fawn  ;  your  ftubborn  foul  recoils 
At  bafeneis ;  and  your  blood  too  highly  boils^ 
From  nature  fome  fubmiflive  tempers  have; 
Unkind  to  you,  fhe  form'd  you  not  a  flave. 
A  courtier  mult  be  fupple,  full  of  guile, 
Muft  learn  to  praife,  to  flatter,  to  revile, 
The  good,  the  bad,  an  enemy,  a  friend, 
To  give  fctlie  hopes,  and  on  falfe  hopes  depend. 
Go  on,  and  profper,  Sir;  but  learn  to  hide 
Your  upright  fpirit :  't  will  be  conftrued  pride, 
The  Iplendour  of  a  court  is  all  a  cheat ; 
You  mult  be  feivile,  ere  you  can  be  grcat» 
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Befides,  your  ancient  patrimony  wafted, 

Your  youth  run  out,  your  fchemes  of  grandeur 

blafted, 

You  may  perhaps  retire  in  difcontent, 
And  curfe  your  patron,  for  no  ftrange  event : 
The  patron  will  his  innocence  proteft, 
And  frown  in  earneft,  though  he  fmil'd  in  jeft. 

Man,  only  for  himfelf,  can  fuifer  wrong ; 
His  reafon  fails,  as  his  defires  grow  ftrong  : 
Hence,  wanting  ballaft,  and  too  full  of  fail, 
He  lies  expos'd  to  every  rifing  gale. 
From  youth  to  age,  for  happinefs  he's  bound : 
He  fplits  on  rocks,  or  runs  his  bark  aground, 
Or,  wide  of  land,  a  defert  ocean  views, 
And,  to  the  laft,  the  flying  port  purfues, 
Yet,  to  the  laft,  the  port  he  does  not  gain, 
And  dying  finds,  too  late,  he  liv'd  in  vain. 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  DORSET. 

Copenhagen,  March  9.  1709. 

FROM  frozen  climes,  and  endlefs  traces  of  fnow, 
From  ftreams  which  northern  winds  forbid  to  flow, 
What  prefent  fhall  the  mufe  to  Derfet  bring, 
Or  how,  fo  near  the  pole,  attempt  to  fing  ? 
The  hoary  winter  here  conceals  from  fight 
Ail  pleafmg  objects  v/hich  to  verfe  invite. 
The  hills  and  dales,  and  the  delightful  woods, 
The  flowery  plains,  and  filver-ftreaming  floods, 
By  fnow  difguis'd,  in  bright  confufion  lie, 
And  with  one  dazzling  wafle  fatigue  the  eye. 

No  gentle  breathing  breeze  prepares  the  fpringj 
No  birds  within  the  defert  region  fing. 
The  mips,  unmov'd,  the  boifterous  winds  defy, 
While  rattling  chariots  o'er  the  ocean  fly. 
The  vaft  leviathan  wants  room  to  play, 
And  fpout  his  waters  in  the  face  of  day. 
The  ftarving  wolves  along  the  main  fea  prowl, 
And  to  the  moon  in  icy  valleys  howl. 
O'er  many  a  fhining  league  the  level  main 
Here  fprer.  Js  itfelf  into  a  glaffy  plain  : 
There  folid  billows  of  enormous  fize, 
Alps  of  green  ice,  in  wild  diforder  rife. 

And  yet  but  lately  have  1  feen,  ev'n  here, 
The  winter  in  a  lovely  drcfs  appear. 
Ere  yet  the  clouds  let  fall  the  treafur'd  fnow, 
Or  winds  begun  through  hazy  Ikies  to  blow, 
At  evening  a  keen  eaftern  breeze  arofe, 
And  the  defcending  rain  unfully'd  froze. 
Soon  as  the  filent  ftades  of  night  withdrew, 
The  ruddy  morn  difclos'd  at  once  to  view 
The  face  of  Nature  in  a  rich  difguife, 
And  brighten'd  every  object  to  my  eyes  : 
For  every  flirub,  and  every  blade  of  graft, 
And  every  pointed  thorn,  i'eem'd  wrought  in  glafs; 
In  pearls  and  rubies  rich  the  hawthorns  ftiow, 
While  through  the  ice  the  crimfon  berries  glow. 
The  thick-fprung  reeds,  which  watery  niarlb.es 

yield, 

Seem'd  polifh'd  lances  in  a  hoftile  field. 
The  ftag,  in  limpid  currents,  with  furprife, 
.Sees  cryftai  brandies  on  his  forehead  rife  : 
The  fpreading  oak,  the  beech,  and  towering  pine, 
Glaz'd  over,  in  the  freezing  ether  fhine. 
The  frighted  birds  the  rattling  branches  fhun, 
Which  wave  and  glitter  in  the  diftant  fun. 

When  if  a  fudden  guft  o*  wind  arii'e, 
The  brittle  foreft  into  atoms  flies, 


The  crackling  w«od  beneath  the  tempeft  bends, 
And  in  a  fpangled  fhower  the  proipecl  ends : 
Or,  if  a  fouthern  gale  the  region  warm, 
And  by  degrees  unbind  the  wintery  charm, 
The  traveller  a  miry  country  fees, 
And  journeys  fad  beneath  the  dropping  trees  : 
Like  fome  deluded  peafant,  Merlin  le*  ds   [meads. 
Through  fragrant  bowers,  and  through  deliciou* 
While  here  enchanted  gardens  to  him  rife, 
And  airy  fabrics  there  attract  his  eyes, 
His  wandering  feet  the  magic  paths  purfue, 
And,  while  he  thinks  the  fair  illufion  true, 
The  tracklefs  fc?nes  difperfe  in  fluid  air, 
And  woods,  and  wilds,  and  thorny  ways  appear,- 
A  tedious  road  the  weary  wretch  returns, 
And,  as  he  goes,  the  tranfient  vifion  mourns. 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
CHARLES  LORD  HALIFAX, 

One  of  tiie  Lords  "Jujllces  appointed  ly  his  Majejly.  1714. 

PATRON  of  verfe,  O  Halifax,  attend, 
The  mufe's  favourite,  and  the  poet's  friend! 
Approaching  joys  my  raviih'd  thoughts  infpire : 
I  feel  the  tranfport ;  and  my  foul's  on  fire  ! 

Again  Britannia  rears  her  awful  head  : 
Her  fears,  tranfplanted,  to  her  foes  are  fled. 
Again  her  flandard  fhe  difplays  to  view  ; 
And  all  its  faded  lilies  bloom  anew. 
Here  beauteous  liberty  falutes  the  fight, 
Still  pale,  nor  yet  recover'd  of  her  fright, 
Whilfh  here  religion,  fmiling  to  the  ikies, 
Her  thanks  expreffes  with  up-lifted  eyes. 

But  who  advances  next,  with  cheerful  grace, 
Joy  in  her  eye,  and  plenty  in  her  face  ? 
A  wheaten  garland  does  her  head  adorn, 
O  property  !  O  goddefs,  Englifh  born  !     [mourn  ! 
Where  haft  thou  been  ?    How  did  the  wealthy 
The  bankrupt  nation  figh'd  for  thy  return, 
Doubtful  for  whom  her  fpreading  funds  were  filPd, 
Her  fleets  were  freighted,  and  her  fields  were  till'd. 

No  longer  now  fhall  France  and  Spain  combin'dr 
Strong  in  their  golden  Indies,  awe  mankind. 
Brave  Catalans,  who  for  your  freedom  ftrive,. 
And  in  your  fhatter'd  bulwarks  yet  furvive, 
For  you  alone,  worthy  a  better  fate, 
O,  may  this  happy  change  not  come  too  late  ! 
Great  in  your  fufferings  I — But,  my  mufe,  forbear  \ 
Nor  damp  the  public  gladnefs  with  a  tear ; 
The  hero  has  receiv'd  their  juft  complaint, 
Grac'd  with  the  name  of  our  fam'd  patron-faint : 
Like  him,  with  pleafure  he  foregoes  his  reft, 
And  longs,  like  him,  to  fuccour  the  diftrefs'd. 
Firm  to  his  friends,  tenacious  of  his  word, 
As  juftice  calls,  he  draws  or  fheaths  the  fword  : 
Matur'd  by  thought,  his  councils  fhall  prevail ; 
Nor  fhall  his  promife  to  his  people  fail. 

He  comes,  defire  of  nations !  England's  boaft  5 
Already  hs  has  reach'd  the  Belgian  coaft. 
Our  great  deliverer  comes  !  and  with  him  brings 
A  progeny  of  late  fucceeding  kings, 
Fated  to  triumph  o'er  Britannia's  foes 
In  diftant  years,  and  fix  the  world's  repofe. 

The  floating  fquadrons  now  approach  the  (hore ; 
Loft  in  the  failors  ihouts,  the  cannons  roar  : 
And  now,  behold,  the;  fovereign  of  the  main, 
High  on,  {he  deck,  aiiudft  his  fhinbg  train, 
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Surveys  the  fubjecl:  flood.     An  eaftern  gale 
Plays  through  the  fhrouds,  and  fwells  in  every  fail : 
Th'  obfequious  waves  his  new  dominion  own, 
And  gently  waft  their  monarch  to  his  throne. 
Now  the  glad  Britons  hail  their  king  to  land, 
Hang  on  the  rocks,  and  blacken  all  the  ftrand  : 
But  who  the  filent  ecftacy  can  {how, 
The  paffions  which  in  nobler  bofoms  glow  ? 
Who  can  defcribe  the  godlike  patriot's  zeal? 
Or  who,  my  Lord,  your  generous  joys  reveal  ? 
Ordain'd,  once  more,  our  treafure  to  advance, 
Retrieve  our  trade,  and  fink  the  pride  of  France, 
Once  more  the  long-neglected  arts  to  raife, 
And  form  each  rifing  genius  for  the  bays. 

Accept  the  prefent  of  a  grateful  fong ; 
This  prelude  may  provoke  the  learned  throng : 
To  Cam  and  Ifis  {hall  the  joyful  news, 
By  me  convcy'd,  awaken  every  mufe. 
Ev'n  now  the  vocal  tribe  in  verfe'  confpires ; 
.And  I  already  hear  their  founding  lyres  : 
To  them  the  mighty  labour  I  refign, 
-Give  up  the  theme,  and  quit  the  tuneful  nine. 
So  when  the  fpring  firft  fmiles  among  the  trees, 
.And  bloffoms  open  to  the  vernal  breeze, 
The  watchful  nightingale,  with  early  ftrains, 
Summons  the  warblers  of  the  woods  and  plains, 
But  drops  her  mufic,  when  the  choir  appear, 
And  liftens  to  the  concert  of  the  year. 

To  the  Honourable 

JAMES  CRAGGS,  ESQ^ 

Secretary  at  War,  at  Hampton-Court.     IJ1J. 

THOUGH  Britain's  hardy  troops  demand  your  care, 
And  cheerful  friends  your  hours  of  leifure  {hare  ; 
O,  Craggs,  for  candour  known  !  indulge  awhile 
jMy  fond  delire,  and  on  nay  labour  fmile : 
Nor  count  it  always  an  abufe  of  time 
To  read  a  long  epiftle,  though  in  rhyme. 

To  you  I  fend  my  thoughts,  too  long  confin'd, 
And  eafe  the  burden  of  a  loyal  mind  ; 
To  you  my  fecret  tranfports  I  difclofe, 
That  rife  above  the  languid  powers  of  profe^ 
But,  while  thefe  artlefs  numbers  you  perufe, 
Think  'tis  my  heart  that  dictates,  not  the  mufe  ; 
My  heart,  which  at  the  name  of  Brunfwick  fires, 
And  no  affiftance  from  the  mufe  requires. 

Believe  me,  Sir,  your  breafl  that  glows  with  zeal 
For  George's  glory,  and  the  public  weal, 
Your  breaft  alone  feels  more  pathetic  heats ; 
Your  heart  alone  with  ftronger  raptures  beats. 

When  I  review  the  great  examples  paft, 
And  to  the  former  ages  join  the  laft  ; 
Still,  as  the  godlike  heroes  to  me  rife, 
In  arms  triumphant,  and  in  councils  wife, 
The  king  is  ever  prefent  to  my  mind ; 
His  greatnefs,  trac'd  in  every  page,  I  find  ; 
The  Greek  and  Roman  pens  his  virtues  tell, 
And  under  Ihining  names  on  Brunfwick  dwell. 

At  Hampton,  while  he  breathes  untainted  air, 
And  feems,  to  vulgar  eyes,  devoid  of  care  ; 
The  Britifh  mufes  to  the  grove  will  prefs, 
Tune  their  melodious  harps,  and  claim  acccfs  : 
But  let  them  not  too  raflily  touch  the  ftrings ; 
For  fate  allows  no  folitude  to  kings. 

Hail  to  the  fhades,  where  William,  great  in  arms, 
Retir'd  from  conqueft  to  Maria's  charms  1 


Where  George  ferene  in  majeftj  appears, 
Andplans  the  wonders  of  fucceeding  years  f 
There,  as  he  walks,  his  comprcheniive  mind^ 
Surveys  the  globe,  and  takes-in  all  mankind : 
While,  Britain,  for  thy  fake  he  wears  the  crown} 
To  fpread  thy  power  as  wide  as  his  renown  : 
To  make  thee  umpire  of  contending  ftatcs, 
And  poife  the  balance  in  the  world's  debates. 

From  the  fmooth  terrafs,  as  he  cafts  his  eye, 
And  fees  the  current  fea-ward  rolling  by ; 
What  fchemes  of  commerce  rife  in  his  defigns  ! 
Pledges  of  wealth  !  and  unexhaufled  mines ! 
Through  winds  and  waves,  beneath  inclement  ikies. 
Where  liars,  diftinguifh'd  by  no  name,  arife, 
Our  fleets  lhall  undifcover'd  lands  explore, 
And  a  new  people  hear  our  cannons  roar. 

The  rivers  long  in  ancient  ftory  fam'd, 
Shall  flow  obfcure,nor  with  the  Thames  be  nam'd  ; 
Nor  {hall  our  poets  copy  from  their  praife, 
And  Nymphs  and  Syrens  to  thy  honour  raife  ; 
Nor  make  thy  banks  with  Tritons  {hells  refound, 
Nor  bind  thy  brows  with  humble  fedges  round ; 
But  pain!:  thee  as  tliou  art ;  a  peopled  ftream ! 
The  boaft  of  merchants,  and  the  failors  theme  i 
Whofe  fwelling  floods  unnumber'd  {hips  fuftainf 
And  pour  whole  towns  afloat  into  the  main ; 
While  the  redundant  feas  waft  up  frefli  {lores, 
The  daily  tribute  of  far  diflant  ihores. 

Back  to  thy  fource  I  try  thy  filver-train, 
That  gently  winds  through  many  a  fertile  plain  j 
Where  flocks  and  lowing  herds  in  plenty  feed, 
And  fliepherds  tune  at  eafe  the  vocal  reed  : 
Ere  yet  thy  waters  meet  the  briny  tide, 
And  freighted  veflels  down  thy  channel  ride  ; 
Ere  yet  thy  billows  leave  their  banks  behind, 
Swell  into  ftate,  and  foam  before  the  wind  : 
Thy  fovereign's  emblem  !  in  thy  courfe  complete! 
When  I  behold  him  in  his  lov'd  retreat, 
Where  rural  fcenes  their  pleafing  views  difclofe, 
A  fylvan  deity  the  monarch  {hows  ; 
And  if  he  only  knew  tlie  woods  to  grace, 
To  roufe  the  flag,  and  animate  the  chafe  : 
While  every  hour,  from  thence,  his  high  com 
mands, 

By  fpeedy  winds  convey'd  to  various  lands, 
Control  affairs  ;  give  weighty  councils  b-irth  ; 
And  fway  the  mighty  rulers  of  the  earth. 

Were  he,  our  iiland's  glory  and  defence, 
To  reign  unactive,  at  the  world's  expence  j 
Say,  generous  Craggs,  who  then  {hould  quell  the 
Of  lawlefs  faction,  and  reform  the  age  ?         [rage 
Who  fhould  our  dear-bought  liberties  maintain  f 
Who  fix  our  leagues  with  France,  and  treat  witk 

Spain  ? 

Who  check  the  headdrong  Swede ;  afluage  the  Czar  ; 
Secure  our  peace,  and  quench  the  northern  war  ? 
The  Turk,  though  he  the  Chriftian  name  defies, 
And  curfes  Eugene,  yet  from  Eugene  flies, 
His  caufe  to  Brunfwick's  equity  dare  truft  ; 
He  knows- him  valiant,  and  concludes  him  juft  : 
He  knows  his  fame  in  early  youth  acquir'd, 
When  turban'd  hofts  before  his  fword  retir'd. 

Thus  while  his  influence  to  the  poles  extends, 
Or  where  the  day  begins,  or  where  it  ends. 
Far  from  our  coafts  he  drives  off"  all  alarms ; 
And  thofe  his  power  protects,  his  goodnefs  charms* 
Great  in  himfelf,  and  undebas'd  with  pride, 
The  foverbign  lays  his  regal  ilate.  afide, 


E  P  I  3  T  L  E  & 


Pleas' d  to  appear  without  the  Bright  difguife 
Of  pomp  ;  and  on  his  inborn  worth  relies. 
His  fubjecls  are  his  guefts ;  and  daily  boaft 
The  condefcenfion  of  their  royal  hoft : 
While  crowds  fucceeding  crowds  on  either  hand, 
A  ravifh'd  multitude,  admiring  ftand. 
His  manly  wit  and  fenfe,  with  candour  join'd, 
His  fpeech  with  every  elegance  refin'd, 
His  winning  afpect,  his  becoming  eafe, 
Peculiar  graces  all,  confpire  to  pleafe, 
And  render  him  to  every  heart  approv'd ; 
The  king  refpe&ed,  and  the  man  belov'd. 
Nor  is  his  force  of  genius  lefs  admir'd, 
"When  moft  from  crowds  or  public  cares  retir'd, 
The  learned  arts,  by  turns,  admittance  find  ; 
At  once  unbend  and  exercife  his  mind. 
The  fecret  fprings  of  nature,  long  conceal'd, 
And  to  the  wife  by  flow  degrees  reveal' d, 
(Delightful  fearch!)  his  piercing  thought  defcries 
Oft  through  the  concave  azure  of  the  Ikies 
His  foul  delights  to  range,  a  boundlefs  fpace, 
Which  myriads  of  celeftial  glories  grace  ; 
Worlds  behind  worlds,  that  deep  in  ether  lie, 
And  funs,  that  twinkle  to  the  diftant  eye  j 
Or  call  them  ftars,  on  which  our  fates  depend, 
And  every  ruling  ftar  is  Brunfwick's  friend. 

Soon  as  the  rifing  fun  fhoots  o'er  the  ftream, 
And  gilds  the  palace  with  a  ruddy  beam, 
You  to  the  healthful  chafe  attend  the  king, 
And  hear  the  foreft  with  the  huntfmen  ring  5 
While  in  the  dufty  town  we  rule  the  ftate, 
And  from  Gazettes  determine  England's  fate. 
Our  groundlefs  hopes  and  groundlefs  fears  prevail, 
As  artful  brokers  comment  on  the  mail. 
Deafen'd  with  news,  with  politics  oppreft, 
I  wilh  the  wind  ne'er  vary'd  from  the  weft. 
Secure  on  George's  councils  I  rely, 
Give  up  my  cares,  and  Britain's  foes  defy. 
What  though   cabals  are  form'd,   and  impious 
leagues  1  [trigues  ? 

Though  Rome  fills  Europe   with  her  dark  in- 
His  vigilance,  on  every  ftate  intent, 
Defeats  their  plots,  and  over-rules  th'  event. 
But  whither  do  my  vain  endeavours  tend  ? 
Or  how  fhall  I  my  rafh  attempt  defend  ? 
Divided  in  my  choice,  from  praife  to  praifc 
1  rove,  bewilder'd  in  the  pleafing  maze. 
One  virtue  mark'd,  another  I  purfue, 
While  yet  another  rifes  to  my  view. 
Unequal  to  the  talk,  too  late  I  find 
The  growing  theme  unfinifh'd  left  behind. 
Thus,  the  deluded  bee,  in  hopes  to  drain 
At  once  the  thymy  treafure  of  the  plain, 
Wide  ranging  on  her  little  pinions  toils, 
And  Ikims  o'er  hundred  flowers  for  one  {he  fpoils: 
When,  foon  o'erburden'd  with  the  fragrant  weight, 
Homeward  Ihe  flies,  and  flags  beneath  her  freight. 


TO  LORD  CARTERET, 


DEPARTING  FROM  DUBLIN,    1736, 

BEHOLD,  Britannia  waves  her  flag  on  high, 
And  calls  forth  breezes  from  the  weftern  Iky, 
And  beckons  to  her  fon,  and  fmooths  the  tide, 
That  does  Hibernia  from  her  cliffs  divide. 

Go,  Carteret,  go ;  and,  with  thee,  go  along 
The  nation's  blefhng,  and  the  poet's  fong  ; 
Loud  acclamations,  with  melodious  lays> 
The  kindeft  wifhes,  and  fincerelt  praife. 

Go,  Carteret,  go ;  and  bear  my  joys  away  ! 
So  fpeaks  the  mufe,  that  fain  would  bid  thee  flay  > 
So  fpoke  the  virgin  to  the  youth  unkind, 
Who  gave  his  vows,  and  canvafs,  to  the  wind, 
And  promis'd  to  return  ;  but  never  more 
Did  he  return  to  the  Threician  fhore. 

Go,  Carteret,  go :  alas,  a  tedious  while 
Haft  thou  been  abfent  from  thy  mother-iflc  ; 
A  flow-pac'd  train  of  months  to  thee  and  thine, 
A  flight  of  ntoments  to  a  heart  like  mine, 
7'hat  feels  perfections,  and  refigns  with  pain 
Enjoyments  I  may  never  know  again. 

O,  while  mine  eye  purfues  the  fading  fails, 
Smooth  roll,  ye  waves,  and  fteady  breathe,  ye  gale», 
And  urge  with  gentle  fpeed  to  Albion's  ftrand 
A  houfehold  fair,  amidft  the  faireft  land, 
In  every  decency  of  life  polite, 
A  freight  of  virtues  wafting  from  my  fight : 
And  now  farewell,  O  early  in  renown, 
'lluftrious,  young,  in  labours  for  the  crown, 
[uft,  and  benign,  and  vigilant,  in  power, 
And  elegant  to  grace  the  vacant  hour, 
Relaxing  fweet !  Nor  are  we  born  to  wear 

The  brow  Hill  bent,  and  give  up  life  to  care  : 
And  thou,  mild  glory,  beaming  round  his  fame, 
7rancifca,  thou,  his  firft,  his  lateft  flame  ; 
3arent  of  bloom !  In  pleafing  arts  refin'd ! 
Farewell,  thy  hand,  and  voice,  in  mufic  join'd ; 
Thy  courtefy,  as  foothing  as  thy  fong, 
And  fmiles  foft-gleaming  on  the  courtly  throng  j 
And  thou,  Charifla,  haftening  to  thy  prime^ 
And  Carolina,  chiding  tardy  time, 
Who  every  tender  with  of  mine  divide, 
'or  whom  I  ftrung  the  lyre,  once  laid  afide, 
leceive,  and  bear  in  mind,  my  fond  farewell, 
"hrive  on  in  life  !  and,  thriving  on,  excel ! 
Iccept  this  token,  Carteret,  of  good-will, 
^he  voice  of  nature,  undebas'd  by  {kill, 

Thefe  parting  numbers,  cadenc'd  by  my  grief, 
'or  thy  lov'd  fake,  and  for  my  own  relief, 
•  aught,  alas,  thy  abfence  may  relieve, 
•low  I  am  left,  perhaps,  through  life  to  grieve  : 
fet  would  I  hope,  yet  hope  I  know  not  why, 
But  hopes  aad  wifhes  in  one  balance  lie) 

^hou  may'ft  revifit,  with  thy  wonted  fmiles, 
rna,  ifland  fet  around  with  ifles : 
flay  the  fame  heart,  that  bids  thee  now  adieu, 
alute  thy  fails,  and  hail  thee  into  view  ! 
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SONG. 

FROM  White's  and  Will's 

To  purling  rills 
The  love-fick  Strephcn  flies  ; 

There,  full  of  woe, 

His  numbers  flow, 
And  ail  in  rhyme  he  dies. 

The  fair  coquet, 

With  feign'id  regret, 
Invites  him  back  to  town  ; 

But,  when  in  tears 

The  youth  appears, 
She  meets  him  with  a  frown. 

Full  oft  the  maid 

This  prank  had  play'd, 
"Till  angry  Strephon  fwore, 
•   And,  what  is  ftrange, 

Though  loth  to  change, 
Would  never  fee  her  more^ 

SONG. 

WHY  we  love,  and  why  we  hatCj 

Is  not  granted  us  to  know : 
Random  chance,  or  wilful  fate, 

Guides  the  fhaft  from  Cupid's  bow. 

If  on  me  Zelinda  frown, 

Madnefs  'tis  in  me  to  grieve  ; 

Since  her  will  is  not  her  own, 
Why  fhould  I  uneafy  live  ? 

If  I  for  Zelinda  die, 

Deaf  to  poor  Mizella's  cries, 
Aik  not  me  the  reafon  why  : 

Seek  the  riddle  in  the  flues. 

TO  SIGNORA  CUZZONL 
May  25.   1724. 

LITTLE  fyren  of  the  ftage, 
Charmer  of  an  idle  age, 
Empty  warbler,  breathing  lyre, 
"Wanton  gale  of  fond  defire, 
Bane  of  every  manly  art, 
Sweet  enfeebler  of  the  heart ! 
O,  too  pleafmg  in  thy  ftrain, 
Hence,  to  fouthern  climes  a^aln  ; 
Tuneful  mifchief,  vocal  fpell, 
To  this  Hland  bid  farewell ; 
Leave  us  as  we  ought  to  be, 
JLeave  the  Britons  rough  and  free, 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  LATE 

EARL  OF  HALIFAX. 
June  30,  1718. 

WEEPING  o'er  thy  facred  urn, 
Ever  fhall  the  mules  mouj-n ; 

I 


Sadly  fhall  their  numbers  flow, 
iver  elegant  in  woe. 
Thoufands,  nobly  born,  fliall  die, 

Thoufands  in  oblivion  lie, 
Barnes,  which  leave  -no  trace  behind, 
l,ike  the  clouds  before  the  wind, 

When  the  dufky  fhadows  pafs, 

"  ightly  fleeting  o'er  the  grafs. 
But,  O  Halifax,  thy  name 

Shall  through  ages  rife  in  fame  : 

Sweet  remembrance  fhalt  thou  find, 

Sweet  in  every  noble  mind. 

To  the  Honourable 
MISS  CARTERET. 

BLOOM  of  beauty,  early  flower 
Of  the  blifsful  bridal  bower, 
Thou,  thy  parents  pride  and  care, 
Faireft  offspring  of  the  fair, 
Lovely  pledge  of  mutual  love, 
Angel  feemmg  from  above, 
Was  it  not  thou  day  by  day 
Doll  thy  very  fex  betray, 
Female  more  and  more  appear, 
Female,  more  than  angel  dear, 
How  to  fpeak  thy  face  and  mien, 
(Soon  too  dangerous  to  be  feen) 
How  fliall  I,  or  fhall  the  mufe, 
Language  of  refemblance  choofe  ? 
Language  like  thy  mien  and  face, 
Full  of  iweetaefs,  full  of  grace  1 

By  the  next  returning  fpring, 
When  again  the  linnets  fmg, 
When  again  the  lambkins  play, 
Pretty  fportlings  full  of  May, 
When  the  meadows  next  are  feen, 
Sweet  enamel  I  white  and  green, 
And  the  year  in  frelh  attire, 
Welcomes  every  gay  defire, 
Blooming  on  fhalt  thou  appear 
More  inviting  than  the  year, 
Fairer  fight  than  orchard  fhowsj 
Which  befide  a  river  blows  : 
Yet,  another  fpring  1  fee, 
And  a  brighter  bloom  in  thee : 
And  another  round  of  time, 
Circling,  fhill  improves  thy  prime  : 
And,  beneath  the  vernal  fldes, 
Yet  a  verdure  more  fhall  rife, 
Ere  thy  beauties,  kindling  flow,' 
In  each  finifh'd  feature  glow, 
Ere,  in  fmiles  and  in  difdain, 
Thou  exert  thy  maiden  reign, 
Abfolute,  to  fave  or  kill, 
Fond  beholders,  at  thy  will, 

Then  the  taper-moulded  waflc 
With  a  fpan  of  ribbon  brac'd, 
And  the  fwell  of  either  breaft, 
And  the  wide  high-vaulted  chdt. 
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And  the  neck  fo  white  and  round, 
Little  neck  with  brilliants  bound, 
And  the  ftore  of  charms  which  ihine 
Above,  in  lineaments  divine, 
Crowded  in  a  narrow  fpace 
To  complete  the  defperate  face, 
Thefe  alluring  powers,  and  more, 
Shall  enamour'd  youths  adore  ; 
Thefe,  and  more,  in  courtly  lays, 
Many  an  aching  heart  fhall  praife. 
Happy  thrice,  and  thrice  again, 
Happieft  he  of  happy  men, 
Who,  in  courtfhip  greatly  fped, 
Wins  the  damfel  to  his  bed, 
Bears  the  virgin-prize  away, 
Counting  life  one  nuptial  day  : 
For  the  dark-brown  duik  of  hair, 
Shadowing  thick  thy  forehead  fair, 
Down  the  veiny  temples  growing, 
O'er  the  floplng  fhoulders  flowing. 
And  the  fmoothly  pencil'd  brow, 
Mild  to  him  in  every  vow, 
And  the  fringed  lid  below, 
Thin  as  thinneft  bloffoms  blow, 
And  the  hazely  lucid  eye, 
Whence  heart-winning  glances  fly, 
And  that  cheek  of  health,  o'erfpread 
With  foft-blended  white  and  red, 
And  the  witching  fmiles  which  break 
Round  thofe  lips,  which  fweetly  fpeak, 
And  thy  gentlenefs  of  mind, 
Gentle  from  a  gentle  kind, 
Thefe  endowments,  heavenly  dower  ! 
Brought  him  in  the  promis'd  hour, 
Shall  for  ever  bind  him  to  thee, 
Shall  renew  him  ftill  to  woo  thee. 


ON   THE  BEATH  OF  THE  RIGHT   HONOURABLE 

WILLIAM  EARL  COWPER.  1723- 

STROPHE  I. 

WAKE  the  Britifh  harp  again, 
To  a  fad  melpdious  flrain  ; 
Wake  the  harp,  whofe  every  firing, 
When  ?Ialifax  refign'd  his  breath, 
Accurs'd  inexorable  death ; 
For  I,  once  more,  mult  in  affliction  fing, 
One  long  of  forrow  more  beitow, 
The  burden  of  a  heart  o'ercharg'd  with  woe  : 
Yet,  O  my  foul,  if  aught  may  bring  relief, 
Full  many,  grieving,  fhall  applaud  thy  grief, 
The  pious  verfe,  that  Cowper  does  deplore, 
Whom  all  the  boafted  powers  of  verfe  cannot  re- 
ftore. 

ANTISTROPHE  I. 
Not  to  her,  his  fondeft  care, 
Not  to  his  lov'd  offspring  fair, 
Nor  his  country  ever  dear, 
From  her,  rrcm  them,  from  Britain  torn : 
With  her,  with  them,  do.es  Britain  mourn  : 
His  name,  from  every  eye,  calls  forth  a  tear  ; 
And,  intermingling,  fighs  with  praife, 
All  eood  men  wiili  the  number  of  his  days 
Had  been  to  him  twice  told,  and  twice  again, 
In  that  feul'd  book,  where  all  things  which  pertain 
To  mortal  man,  whatever  things  befall, 
Ate  from  eternity  confirm' d,  beyond  recall ; 


EPODE  I. 

Where  every  lofs,  and  every  gain, 
Where  every  grief, "and  every  joy, 
Every  pleafure,  every  pain, 
Each  bitter,  and  each  iweet  alloy, 
To  us  uncertain  though  they  flow, 
Are  pre-ordain'd,  and  fix'd,  above. 
Too  wretched  ftate,  did  man  foreknow 
Thofe  ills,  which  man  cannot  remove  I 
Vain  is  wifdora  for  preventing 
What  the  wifeft  live  lamenting. 

STROPHE  11. 
Hither  fent,  who  knows  the  day 
When  he  fhall  be  cail'd  away  ? 
Various  is  the  term  affign'd  : 
An  hour,  a  day,  fonie  months,  or  years, 
The  breathing  foul  on  earth  appears ; 
But,  through  the  fwift  fucc°fliou  of  mankind, 
Swarrn  after  fwarm  !  a  1 

The  ftrength  of  cities,  or  of  courts  the  grace, 
Or  who  in  camps  delight,  or  who  abide 
Diffus'd  o'er  lands,  or  float  on  oceans  wide, 
Of  them,  though  many  here  long  lingering  <:!•'•  %1I, 
And  fee  their  children's  children,  yet,  hew  fevr 
excel !  '       ^ 

ANTISTROPHE  II. 
Here  we  come,  and  Lcncc  we  go, 
Sadows  pafiing  to  and  do, 
Seen  a  while,  forgotten  foon  •. 
But  thou,  to  fair  diftin&ion  born, 
Thou,  Cowper,  beamy  in  the  morn  , 

Of  life,  ftill  brightening  to  the  pkdi  of  noon. 
Scarce  verging  to  the  fteep  dec 
Hence  fummon'cl  while  thy  virtues  radiant  fhine, 
Thou  angled  out  the  fofieriing  oi  fa 
Secure  of  praife,  nor  lefs  iecur'd  from  blame, 
Shalt  be  remember'd  with  a  fond  applaufe, 
So  long  as  Britons  own  the  fame  indulgent  law*. 


EPODE  II, 

United  in  one  public  weal, 
Rejoicing  in  one  freedom,  all, 
Cowper's  hand  apply'd  the  feal, 
And  levell'd  the  partition-wall. 
The  chofen  feeds  of  great  events 
Are  thinly  fown,  and  fiowly  rife  : 
And  time  the  harveft-fcythe  prefents, 
In  feafon,  to  the  good  and  wife  : 
Hymning  to  the  harp  my  fbory, 
Fain  would  I  record  his  glory. 

STROPHE  III. 

Pouring  forth,  with  heavy  heart, 

Truth  unleaven'd,  pure  of  art, 

Like  the  hallow' d  bard  of  yore, 

Whe  chaunted  in  authentic  rhymes 

The  worthies  of  the  good  old  times, 

Ere  living  vice  in  verfe  was  varniih'd  o'er, 

And  virtue  died  without  a  fong. 

Support  of  friencllefs  right,  to  powerful  wrong 

A  check,  behold  him  in  the  judgment  feat ! 

Twice,  there,  approv'd,  in  righteoufnefs  completes 

In  juft  awards,  how  gracious !  tempering  law 

With  mercy,  and  reproving  with  a  winning  awe, 

ANTISTROPHE  111. 
Hear  him  fpeaking,  and  you  hear 
Reaion  tuneful  to  the  ear ! 


THE    WORKS    OF   A:    PHILIPS. 


3Lips  with  thymy  language  fweet, 

Diftilling  on  the  hearer's  mind 

The  balm  of  wifdom,  fpeech  refin'd, 

Celeftial  gifts ! — Oh,  when  the  nobles  meet, 

When  next,  thou  fea-furrounded  land, 

Thy  nobles  meet  at  Bruufwick's  hie;h  command. 

In  vain  they  fhall  the  charmer's  voice  defire  ! 

In  vain  thoi'e  lips  of  eloquence  require  ! 

That  mild  conviction  which  the  "foul  aflails 

JBy  foft  alarms,  and  with  a  gentle  force  prevails ! 

EPODE  III. 

To  fuch  perfuafion,  willing  yields 
The  liberal  mind,  in  freedom  train'd. 
Freedom,  which,  in  crimfon'd  fields, 
By  hardy  toil  our  father's  gain'd, 
Inheritance  of  long  defcent ! 
The  facred  pledge  fo  dearly  priz'd 
By  that  blefs'd  fpiril  we  lament : 
Grief-eafing  lays,  by  grief  devis'd, 
Plaintive  numbers,  gently  flowing, 
Sooth  the  forrows  to  him  owing  ! 

STROPHE  IV. 
Early  on  his  growing  heir, 
Stamp  what  time  may  not  impair, 
As  he  grows,  that  coming  years, 
Or  youthful  pleafures,  or  the  vain 
Gigantic  phantom  of  the  brain 
Ambition,  breeding  montfrous  hopes  and  fears, 
Or  worthier  cares,  to  youth  unknown, 
JEnnobling  manhood,  flower  of  life  full-blown, 
jVlay  never  wear  the  bofom-image  faint . 
O,  let  him  prove  what  words  but  weakly  paint, 
The  lively  lovely  femblance  of  his  fire, 
A  model  to  his  fon  !  that  ages  may  admire  ! 

ANTISTROPHE  IV. 

Every  virtue,  every  grace, 

Still  renewing  in  the  race, 

Once  thy  father's  pleafing  hope, 

Thy  widow'd  mother's  comfort  now, 

jNo  fuller  blifs  does  heaven  allow, 

While  we  behold  yon  wide-fpread  azure  cope, 

With  burning  ftars  thick-lufter'd  o'er, 

Than  to  enjoy,  and  to  deferve,  a  flore 

Of  treafur'd  fame,  by  blamelefs  deeds  acquir'd, 

By  all  unenvied,  and  by  all  defired, 

Free-gift  of  men,  the  tribute  of  good-will ! 

Rich  in  this  patrimony  fair,  increa£e  it  ftill. 

EPODE  IV. 

The  fullnefs  of  content  remains 
Above  the  yet  unfathom'd  Ikies, 
Where,  triumphant,  gladnefs  reigns, 
Where  wifhes  ceafe,  and  pleafures  rife 
Beyond  all  wifh  ;  where  bitter  tears 
Tor  dying  friends  are  never  fhed ; 
Where  fighing,  none  defire  pafs'd  years ; 
Recall'd  or  wiflVd  the  future  fled. 
Mournful  meafures,  O,  relieve  me  ! 
Sweet  remembrance  !  ceafe  to  grieve  me. 

STROPHE  V. 
He  the  robe  of  juftice  wore 
Sully'd  not,  as  heretofore, 
When  the  magiftrate  was  fought 
With  yearly  gifts.    Of  what  avail 
Are  guilty  hoards  ?  for  life  is  frail ; 
And  we  are  judg'd  where  favour  is  not  bought, 


By  him,  forewarn'd  thou  frantic  ifie, 
How  did  the  thirft  of  gold  thy  fons  beguile  ! 
Beneath  the  fpecious  ruin  thoufhnds  groan'd, 
By  him,  alas,  forewarn'd,  by  him  bemoan'd 
Where  fhall  his  like,  on  earth,  be  found?  oh,  when 
Shall  I,  once  more,  behold  the  moft  belov'd  of  men  ! 

ANTISTROPHE  V. 
Winning  afpect  !  winning  mind  ! 
Soul  and  body  aptly  join'd  ! 
Searching  thought,  engaging  wit, 
Enabled  to  iuftnidt,  or  pleafe, 
Uniting  dignity  with  eafe, 
By  nature  form'd  for  every  purpofe  fit, 
Endearing  excellence  !  -  O,  why 
Is  fuch  perfection  born,  and  born  to  die  ? 
Or  do  fuch  rare  endowments  ftill  furvive, 
As  plants  remov'd  to  milder  regions  thrive, 
In  one  eternal  fpring  ?  and  we  bewail 
The  parting  foul,  new-born  to  life  that  cannot^faiL 

EPODE  V. 

Where  facred  friendfhip,  plighted  love, 
Parental  joys,  unmix'd  with  care, 
Through  perpetual  time  improve  ? 
Or  do  the  deathlefs  blefled  ftiare 
Sublimer  raptures,  unreveal'd, 
Beyond  or  weak  conception  pure  ? 
But,  while  thofe  glories  lie  conceal'd, 
The  righteous  count  the  promife  fure, 
Trials  to  the  laft  enduring, 
To  the  laft  their  hope  fecuring. 

.     To  the  Right  Honourable. 
WILLIAM  PULTENEY,  ^SO^ 
May  I.   1723. 

WHO,  much  diftinguifh'd,  yet  is  blefs'd  ! 
Who,  dignified  above  the  reft, 

Does,  ftill,  unenvied  live  ? 
Not  to  the  man  whofe  wealth  abounds, 
Nor  to  the  man  whofe  fame  refoundo, 

Does  heaven  fuch  favour  give, 
Nor  to  the  noble-born,  nor  to  the  ftrong, 
Nor  to  the  gay,  the  beautiful,  or 


Whom  then,  fecure  of  happinefs, 
Does  every  eye  beholding  blefs, 
And  every  tongue  commend  ? 
Him,  Pultney,  who,  poffefling  ftorc, 
Is  not  folicitous  of  more, 

Who,  to  mankind  a  friend, 
Nor  envies,  nor  is  envied  by,  the  great, 
Polite  in  courts,  polite  in  his  retreat  . 

Whofe  unambitious,  active  foul, 
Attends  the  welfare  of  the  whole, 

When  public  ftorms  arife, 
And  in  the  calm  a  thoufand  ways 
Diverflfies  his  nights  and  days, 

Still  elegantly  wife  ; 

While  books,  each  morn,  the  lightfome  foulinvite, 
And  friends,  withfeafon'd  mirth,  improve  the  night, 
In  him  do  men  no  blemifh  fee  ; 
And  factions  in  his  praife  agree, 

When  moft  they  vex  the  ftate  ; 
Diftinguifh'd  favourite  of  the  Ikies, 
Belov'd  he  lives,  lamented  dies  ; 

Yet,  fhall  he  no;  to  fate 


ODES. 


Submit  entire  ;  the  refcuing  mufe  fiiall  fave 
His  precious  name,  and  win  him  from  the  grav 

Too  frail  is  brafs  and  polifh'd  ftone  ; 
Perpetual  fame  the  mufe  alone 

On  merit  can  beftow  : 
Yet,  muft  the  time-enduring  fong, 
The  verfe  unrivall'd  by  the  throng, 

From  nature's  bounty  flow : 
Th'  ungifted  tribe  in  metre  pafs  away, 
Oblivion's  fport,  the  poets  of  a  day. 

What  laws  fhall  o'er  the  ode  prefide  ? 
In  vain  would  art  prefume  to  guide 

The  chariot-wheels  of  praife , 
When  fancy,  driving,  ranges  free, 
Frefh  flowers  fele<5ting,  like  the  bee, 

And  regularly  flrays, 

While  nature  does,  difdaining  aids  of  fkill, 
The  mind  with  thought,  her  ears  with  -numbers,  fil 

As  when  the  Theban  hymns  divine 
Make  proud  Olympian  victors  fhine 

In  an  eternal  blaze, 
The  varying  meafures,  ever  new, 
Unbeaten  tradts  of  fame  purfue, 

While  through  the  glorious  maze 
The  poet  leads  his  heroes  to  renown, 
And  weaves  in  verfe  a  never-fading  crown. 

TO  MISS  MARGARET  PULTENEY, 

DAUGHTER    OF    DANIEL  PULTENY,    ESQ.    IN    THE 
NURSERY. 

April  17.  1727. 

DIMPLY  damfel,  fweetly  mailing, 
All  careffing,  none  beguiling, 
Bud  of  beauty,  fairly  blowing, 
Every  charm  to  nature  owing, 
This  and  that  new  thing  admiring, 
Much  of  this  and  that  inquiring, 
Knowledge  by  degrees  attaining, 
Day  by  day  fome  virtue  gaining, 
Ten  years  hence,  when  I  leave  chiming, 
Beardlefs  poets,  fondly  rhyming, 
(Fefcued  now,  perhaps  in  fpelling,) 
On  thy  riper  beauties  dwelling, 
Shall  accufe  each  killing  feature 
Of  the  cruel,  charming,  creature, 
Whom  I  knew  complying,  willing, 
Tender,  and  averfe  from  killing. 

TO  MISS  CHARLOTTE  PULTENEY, 

JN  HER  MOTHER'S  ARMS, 

May  I.   1724, 

TIMELY  bloffom,  infant  fair, 
Fondling  of  a  happy  pair, 
Every  morn,  and  every  night, 
Their  felicitous  delight, 
Sleeping,  waking,  ftill  at  eafe, 
JPleafing,  without  (kill  to  pleafe, 
Little  goflip,  blithe  and  hale, 
Tattling  many  a  broken  tale, 
Singing  many  a  tunelefs  fong, 
Lavifh  of  a  heedlefs  tongue, 
^Simple  maiden,  void  of  art, 
Babbling  out  the  very  heart* 


Yet  abandon'd  to  thy  will, 
Yet  imagining  no  ill, 
Yet  too  innocent  to  blufti, 
Like  the  linnet  in  the  bufh. 
To  tfee  mother-linnet's  note 
Moauling  her  {lender  throat 
Chirping  forth  thy  petty  joys, 
Wanton  in  the  change  of  toys, 
Like  the  linnet  green,  in  May, 
Flitting  to  each  bloomy  fpray, 
Wearied  then,  and  clad  of  reft, 
Like  the  linnet  in  the  neft. 
This  thy  prefent  happy  lot, 
This,  in  time,  will  be  forgot : 
Other  pleafures,  other  cares. 
Ever-bufy  time  prepares  ;     £ 
And  thou  fhalt  in  thy  daughter  fee, 
This  picture,  once,  refembled  thee. 

To  the  Right  Honourable 

ROBERT  WALPOLE, 

June  15,  1724. 

VOTARY  to  public  zeal, 
Minifter  of  England's  weal, 
Have  you  leifure  for  a  fong, 
Tripping  lightly  o'er  the  tongrae, 
Swift  and  fwe'ct  in  every  meafure, 
Tell  me,  Walpole,  have  you  leifarc  ? 
Nothing  lofty  will  I  ling, 
Nothing  of  the  favourite  king, 
Something,  rather,  fung  with  eafe, 
Simply  elegant  to  pleafe. 

Fairy  virgin,  Eritifh  mufe, 
Some  unhear'd-of  ftory  choofe 
Choofe  the  glory  of  the  fwain, 
Gifted  with  a  magic  ftrain, 
Swaging  grief  of  every  kind, 
Healing,  with  a  verfe,  the  mind : 
To  him  came  a  man  of  power, 
To  him,  in  a  cheerlefs  hour  ; 
When  the  fwains  by  Druids  taught,. 
Soon  divin'd  his  irkfome  thoughts 
Soon  the  maple  harp  he  ftrung, 
Soon  with  filver  accent,  fung. 

"  Steerer  of  a  mighty  realm, 
"  Pilot  waking  o'er  the  helm, 
"  Bl effing  of  thy  native  foil, 
"  Weary  of  a  thanklefs  toil, 
"  Caft  repining  thought  behind, 
"  Give  thy  trouble  to  the  wind. 
"  Mortal,  deflin'd  to  excel, 
"  Bear  the  blame  of  doing  well, 
"  Like  the  worthies  great  of  old, 
"  In  the  lift  of  fame  enroll'd. 
"  What,  though  titles  thou  decline  ? 
"  Still  the  more  thy  virtues  fhine. 
"  Envy,  with  her  ferpent  eye, 
"  Marks  each  praife  that  foars  on  higk, 
"  To  thy  lot  refign  thy  will : 
**  Every  good  is  mix'd  with  ill. 
"  See,  the  white  unblemifh'd  rofe 
"  On  a  thorny  bramble  blows : 
"  See,  the  torrent  pouring  rain 
"  Does  the  lirnpid  fountain  ftain  : 
"  See,  the  giver  of  the  day 
"  Urgeth  on,  through  clouds,  his  way ; 
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"  Nothing  is  entirely  blefs'd ; 
"  Envy  does  thy  worth  atteft. 

"  Pleafing  vinons,  at  command, 
"  Anfwer  to  my  voice  and  hand ; 
"  Quick,  the  blifsful  fcene  prepare, 
"  Sooth  the  patriot's  heavy  care  : 
"  Vifions,  cheering  to  the  fight, 
"  Give  him  earneil  of  delight. 

"  Wife  difpofer  of  affairs, 
"  View  the  end  oi  all  thy  cares ! 
"  Forward  caft  thy  ravilh'd  eyes, 
"  Soc  the  gladdening  harveft  rife  : 
**  Lo,  the  people  reap  thy  pain ! 
"  Thine  the  labour,  theirs  the  gain. 
*(  Yonder  turn  awhile  thy  view, 
"  Turn  thee  to  <jfen  ipreading  yew, 
*'  Once  the  gloomy  tree  of  fate, 
"  Once  the  plighted  virgin's  hate  : 
"  Now,  no  longer  does  it  grow, 
"  Parent  of  the  warring  bow  : 
"  See,  beneath  the  guiltlefs  {hade, 
"  Peafants  ihape  the  plow  and  fpade, 
"  Refcued,  ever,  from  the  fear 
"  Of  the  whittling  fhaft  and  fpear. 
"  Lo,  where  plenty  comes,  with  peace! 
'*  Hear  the  breath  of  murmur  ceafe  : 
'«  See,  at  laft,  unclouded  days ; 
'*  Hear,  at  laft,  unenvied  praife. 
'.'  Nothing  {hall  thy  foul  moleft ; 
"  Labour  is  the  price  of  reft. 

"  Mortal,  deftin'd  to  excel, 
«  Blefs  the  toil  of  doing  well !" 

SUPPLICATION  FOR  MISS  CARTERET, 

IN    THE    SMALL-POX. 
Dublin,  July  31.   1725. 

POWER  o'er  every  power  fupreme, 
Thou  the  poets  hallow'd  theme, 
From  thy  mercy  feat  on  high, 
Hear  my  numbers,  hear  my  cry. 
Breather  of  all  vital  breath, 
Arbiter  of  life  and  death, 
Oh,  preferve  this  innocence, 
Yet  unconfcious  of  offence, 
Yet  in«life  and  virtue  growing, 
Yet  no  debt  to  nature  owing. 

Thou  who  giv'ft  angelic  grace 
To  the  blooming  virgin  face, 
Let  the  fell  difeafe  not  blight 
What  thoa  mad'ft  for  man's  delight ; 
O'er  her  features  let  it  pafs 
Like  the  breeze  o'er  fpringing  grafs, 
Gentle  as  refrefhing  fhowers 
Sprinkled  over  opening  flowers. 
O,  let  years  alone  diminifh 
Beauties  thou  wail  plcas'd  to  finifh. 

To  the  pious  parents  give 
That  the  darling  fair  may  live  : 
Turn  to  bleffings  ail  their  care, 
Save  their  fondncfs  from  defpair. 
Mitigate  the  lurking  pains 
Lodg'd  within  her  tender  veins  ; 
Soften  every  throb  of  anguifh, 
Suffer  not  her  ftrength  to  languifh  : 
Take  her  to  thy  careful  keeping, 
And  prevent  the  mother's  weeping. 


TO  MISS  GEORGIANA, 

YOUNGEST    DAUGHTER    TO    LORD    CARTERET, 
Attguft  10.    I725/ 

LITTLE  charm  of  placid  mien, 

Minature  of  beauty's  queen, 

Numbering  years,   a  fcanty  nine, 

Stealing  hearts  without  defign, 

Young  inveigler,  fond  in  wiles, 

Prone  to  mirth,  profufe  in  fmiles, 

Yet  a  novice  in  difdain, 

Plcafure  giving  without  pain, 

Still  careiiing,  ftill  carefs'd, 

Thou  and  ail  thy  lovers  blefs'd, 

Never  teiz'd  and  never  teizing, 

O,  for  ever  pleas' d  and  pleafing  f 

Hither,  Britilh  mufe  of  mine, 

Hither  all  the  Grecian  nine, 

With  the  lovely  graces  three, 

And  your  promis'd  nurfeling  fee  : 

Figure  on  her  waxen  mind 

Images  of  life  refin'd  ; 

Make  it,  as  a  garden  gay, 

Every  bud  of  thought  difplay, 

Till,  improving  year  by  year, 

The  whole  culture  fhall  appear, 

Voice,  and  fpeech,  and  action,  rifing, 

All  to  human  fenfe  furprifing. 

Is  the  filken  web  fo  thin 

As  the  texture  of  her  {kin  ? 

Can  the  lily  and  the  rofe 

Such  unfully'd  hue  difclofe  ! 

Are  the  violets  fo  blue 

As  her  veins  expos' d  to  view  ? 

Do  the  ftars,  in  wint'ry  Iky, 

Twinkle  brighter  than  her  eye  ? 

Has  the  morning  lark  a  throat 

Sounding  fweeter  than  her  note  ? 

Who  e'er  knew  the  like  before  thee  ? 

They  who  knew  the  nymph  that  bare  thee. 

From  thy  paftime  and  thy  toys, 
From  thy  harmlefs  cares  and  joys, 
Give  me  now  a  moment's  time  : 
When  thou  {halt  attain  thy  prime, 
And  thy  bofom  feel  defire, 
Love  the  likenefs  of  thy  fire, 
One  ordain'd,  through  life,   to  prove 
Still  thy  glory  flill  thy  love. 
Like  thy  fitter,  and  like  thee, 
Let  thy  nurtur'd  daughters  be  : 
Semblance  of  the  fair  who  bore  thee, 
Trace  the  pattern  let  before  thee, 
Where  the  Liffy  meets  the  main, 
Has  thy  fifter  heard' my  ftrain  : 
From  the  Liffy  to  the  Thames, 
Minftrel  echoes  fing  their  names, 
Wafting  to  the  willing  ear 
Many  a  cadence  fweet  to  hear. 
Smooth  as  gently  breathing  gales 
O'er  the  ocean  and  the  vaks, 
While  the  veffel  calmly  glides 
O'er  the  level  glaffy  tides, 
While  the  fummer  flowers  a  re  fpringingj 
And  the  new-fledg'd  birds  are  fingfng. 
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EPIGRAMS  AND  SHORT  POEMS. 

UPON  THE  TOASTS  OF   THE   HANOVER   CLUB. 

THE  reigning  fair  on  polifh'd  cryftal  mine, 
Enrich  our  glaffes,  and  improve  our  wine. 
The  favourite  names  we  to  our  lips  apply, 
Indulge  our  thoughts,  and  drink  with  ecftacy. 
While  thefe,  the  chofen  beauties  of  our  ifle, 
Propitious  on  the  caufe  of  freedom  fmile, 
The  rafh  pretender's  hopes  we  may  defpife, 
And  truft  Britannia's  fafety  to  their  eyes. 

ON  A  COMPANY  OF  BAD  DANCERS  TO 

GOOD  MUSIC  «% 

How  ill  the  motion  with  the  mufic  fuits ! 
So  Orpheus  fiddled,  and  fo  danc'd  the  brutes. 

EPIGRAM. 

GEORGE  came  to  the  crown  without  flrikiiig  a 

blow: 
Ah,  quoth  the  Pretender,  would  1  could  do  fo! 

IN  ANSWER  TO  THE  QUESTION.  WHAT 
IS  THOUGHT  ? 

THE  hermit's  folace  in  his  cell, 

The  fire  that  warms  the  poet's  brain, 

The  lover's  heaven,  or  his  hell, 

The  madman's  fport,  the  wife  man's  pain. 

TO  MR.  ADDISON  ON  CATO. 

THE  mind  to  virtue  is  by  verfe  fubdu'd, 
And  the  true  poet  is  a  public  good  : 
This  Britain  feels,  while,  by  your  lines  infpir'd, 
J-Ier  free-born  fons  to  glorious  thoughts  are  fir'd. 
In  Rome  had  you  efpous'd  the  vanquifh'd  caufe, 
Inflam'd  the  fenate  and  upheld  her  laws, 
Your  manly  fcenes  had  liberty  reftor'd, 
And  given  the  juft  fuccefs  to  Gate's  fword, 
O'er  Caefar's  arms  your  genius  had  prevail'd, 
And  the  mufe  triumph'd  where  the  patriot  fail'd. 

ON  WIT  AND  WISDOM. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

IN  fearch  of  wifdom  far  from  wit  I  fly  : 
Wit  is  a  harlot  beauteous  to  the  eye, 
In  whofe  bewitching  arms  our  early  time 
We  wafte,  and  vigour  of  our  youthful  prime  : 
But  when  reflection  comes  with  riper  years, 
And*  manhood  with  a  thoughtful  brow  appears, 
We  caft  the  miftrefs  off  to  take  a  wrfe, 
And,  wed  to  wifdom,  lead  a  happy  life. 

The  following  Epitaph  on  tie  monument  of  my  kinf- 
ivotnan,  was  •written  at  the  requejl  of  her  bujland. 

Within  the  burial-vault  near  this  imrble,  lieth 
the  body  of  Penelope,  youngeft  daughter  (and 
coheir  with  her  fitter  Elizabeth)  to  Robert  Phi 
lips  of  Newton-Regis,  in  the  county  of  Warwick, 
Efq.  She  died  in  her  fix  .and  thirtieth  year,  on 
the  2fth  day  of  January,  172,6. 

*  This  epigram  is  dalmtd  by  Mr.  Jfffr*y*i  ond  is 
i'Tinted  in  bis  IV 

Vot.  IX, 


LET  THIS   INSCRIPTION, 

(Appealing  yet  to  teftimonies  manifold) 

Recall  to  every  furviving  witneTs, 
And,  for  enfample,  record  to  pofterity, 

Her  endowments, 

Whether  owing  to  the  indulgency  of  natur<r3 

Or  to  the  affiduous  leflbns  of  education, 

Or  to  the  filent  admonitions  of  reflection, 

To  her  parents,  hufband,  children, 

In  no  care,  no  duty,  no  affection, 

Was  fhe  wanting, 
Referving,  deferviag,  winning, 
From  them  refpectively, 

Equal  endearments. 
Of  countenance  and  of  difpofitioh, 

Open,  cheerful,  modeft ; 
Of  behaviour,  humble,  courteous,  eafy  ; 

Of  fpeech,  affable,  free,  difcreet : 
In  civilities,  pundhual,  fincere,  and  elegant  y 
Prone  to  offices  of  kindnefs  and  good  will ; 

To  enmity  a  ftranger  ; 

Forward,  earneft,  impatient, 

To  fuccour  the  diftrefs'd, 

To  comfort  the  afflicted  ; 

Solicitous  for  the  poor, 

And  rich  in  ftore  of  alms  : 

Whereby  fhe  became 
The  delight,  the  love,  the  bleffing,  of  all. 

In  her  houfehold  fiourifhed 
Cheerfulnefs,  due  order,  thrift,  and  plenty. 
In  the  clofet  retired, 
In  the  temple  public. 
Morning  and  evening  did  fhe  worfhip  ; 

By  inftruction,  by  example, 
Sedulous  to  nurture  her  children  in  godlinefs: 
So  prevalent  her  love  to  them, 
Vifited  with  that  fore  difeafe, 
Which  too  often  kills  or  blites 
The  mother's  fohdcft  hopes, 
That  (regardlefs  of  felf-prefervation) 
In  pioufly  watching  over  their  lives 
She,  catching  the  infection,  loft  her  own, 
Triumphing,  through  refigiiation, 
Over  fickneft,  pafn,  anguiih,  agony, 
And  (encompafled  with  tears  and  lamentations} 
Expiring  in  the  fervour  of  prayer. 

, 

To  the  Memory,  ever  dear  and  precious,  of  bis  mojl  af~ 
feflionate,  mojl  beloved,  and  mojl  deferring  Wife,  is 
this  mcmument  raifed  by  .  Henry  Vernon,  of  Hiltont 
in  the  county  of  Stafford,  Efyuire.  To  himjhe  btrejivi. 
Sons  and  tivo  Daughters,  all  fur  wiving,  fa-ving  Eli" 
zabeth  ;  tuba  dying,  in  her  fecond  year,  ofthefmall- 
pox,  fame  feiio  days  before,  rejlttb  by  her  mother* 

THE  FABLE  OF  THULE,  UNFINISHED, 

FAR  northward  as  the  Dane  extends  his  fway, 
Where  the  fun  glances  but  a  floping  ray, 
Beneath  the  fharpefl  rigour  of  the  Ikies, 
Difdainful  Thule's  wintery  ifland  lies. 
Unhappy  maid !  thy  tale,  forgotten  long, 
Shall  virgins  learn  from  my  inftructive  fongj 
And  every  youth,  who  lingers  in  defpairj 
By  thy  example  warn  the  cruel  fair, 
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In  Cyprus,  facred  to  the  queen  of  love, 
(Where  ftands  her  temple,  and  her  myrtle  grove,) 
Was  Thule  born,  uncertain  how.  Tis  faid 
Once  Venus  won  Adonis  to  her  bed, 
And  pregnant  grew,  the  birth  to  chance  affign'd 
In  woods,  and  fofler'd  by  the  feather'd  kind. 
With  flowers  fomeftrew  the  helplefs  orphan  round, 
"With  downy  mofs  fome  fpread  the  carpet  ground, 
Some  ripen'd  fruits,  fome  fragrant  honey,  bring  ; 
And  fome  fetch  water  from  the  running  fpring ; 
While  others,  warble  from  the  boughs,  to  cheer 
Their  infant-charge,  and  tune  her  tender  ear. 
Soon  as  the  fun  forfakes  the  evening  fkies, 
And  hid  in  fhades  the  gloomy  foreft  lies, 
The  nightingales  their  tuneful  vigils  keep, 
Aud  lull  her,  with  their  gentler  firains,  to  fleep. 

This  the  prevailing  rumour  :  as  fhe  grew, 
jNo  dubious  tokens  fpoke  the  rumour  true. 
Jn  every  forming  feature  might  be  feen 
•Some  bright  refemblance  of  the  Cyprian  queen : 
"_Nor  was  it  hard  the  hunter  youth  to  trace, 
Up  all  her  early  paflion  of  the  chafe : 
And  when,  on  fpringing  flowers  reclia'd,  (he  fung, 
The  birds  upon  the  bending  branches  hung, 
"While,  warbling,  fheexprefs'd  their  various  {trains, 
.And,  at  a  diflance,  charm'd  the  liftening  fwains  : 
•So  fweet  her  voice  refounding  through  the  wood, 
They  thought  the  nymph  fome  Syren  from  the 
Half  human  thus  by  lineage,  half  divine,  [flood. 
3n  forefts  did  the  lonely  beauty  ihine,         [glades, 
Xike  woodland  flowers,  which  paint  the  defert 
And  wafte  their  fweets  in  unfrequented  fliades. 
INo  human  face  ihe  few,  and  rarely  fcen 
JBy  human  face  ;  a  folitary  queen 
SShe  rul'd,  and  rang'd,  her  ihady  empire  round. 
INo  horn  the  filent  huntrefs  bears ;  no  hound, 
"With  noify  cry,  difturbs  her  folemn  chafe, 
Swift,  as  the  bounding  flag,  fhe  wings  her  pace ; 
_And,  bend  whene'er  ihe  will  her  ebon  bow, 
A  fpeedy  death  arreils  the  flying  foe. 
The  bow  the  hunting  goddefs  firft  fupply'd, 
And  ivory  quiver  crofs  her  fhoulders  ty'd. 

Th'  imperious  queen  of  heaven,  with  jealous 
tBeholds  the  blooming  virgin  from  the  fkies,  [eyes, 
At  once  admires,  and  dreads  her  glowing  charms, 
And  fees  the  god  already  in  her  arms : 


In  vain,  fhe  finds,  her  bitter 
His  broken  vows,  and  his  clandelHne  loves: 
Jove  ftill  continues  frail :   and  all  in  vain 
Daes  Thule  in  obfcureft  fhades  remain, 
While  Maja's  fon,  the  thunderer's  winged  fpyv 
Informs  him  where  the  lurking  beauties  lie. 
Whatfure  expedient  then  fhall  Juno  find, 
To  calm  her  fears,  and  eafe  her  boding  mind  ? 
Delays  to  jealous  minds  a  torment  prove  ; 
And  Thule  ripens  every  day  for  love. 

She  mounts  her  car,  and  makes  the  filken  reins; 
The  harnefs'd  peacocks  fpread  their  painted  trains, 
And  fir:  ooth  their  gloffy  necks  againft  the  fun  : 
The  wheels  along  the  level  azure  run. 
Eaftward  the  goddefs  guides  her  n-aucly  team, 
And  perfects,  as  fhe  rides,  her  forming  fcheme. 

The  various  orbs  now  pafs'd,  adcuvn  the  fteep 
Of  heaven  the  chariot  whirls,  and  pumges  deep 
In  fleecy  clouds,  which  o'er  the  mid-iand  main 
Hang  pois'd  in  air,  to  blefs  the  ifles  with  rain  : 
And  here  the  panting  birds  repo'e  a  while  : 
Nor  fo  their  queen  ;  fhe  gains  the  Cyprian  ifle> 
By  fpeedy  zephyrs  borne  in  thicken'd  air : 
Unfeen  fhe  feeks,  unfeen  fhe  finds,  the  fair. 

Now  o'er  the  mountain  tops  the  riling  fun 
Shot  purple  rays :  now  Thule  ha  1  begun 
Her  morning  chafe,  and  printed  ia  the  dews 
Her  fleeting  fteps.    The  goddefs  now  purfues, 
Now  overtakes  her  in  the  full  career, 
And  flings  a  javelin  at  the  flying  deer. 
Amaz'd,  the  virgin  huntrefs  turns  her  eyes ; 
When  Juno,  (now  Diana  in  difguife,) 
Let  no  vain  terrors  difcompofe  thy  mind  ; 
My  fecond  vifit,  like  my  firft,  is  kind. 
Thy  ivory  quiver,  and  thy  ebon  bow, 
Did  not  I  give  ? — Here  fudden  blufnes  glow 
On  Thule's  cheeks :  her  bufy  eyes  furvey 
The  drefs,  the  crefcent*;  and  her  doubts  give  wayv 

I  own  thee,  goddefs  bright,  the  nymph  replies^ 
Goddefs,  I  own  thee,  and  thy  favours  prize  : 
Goddefs  of  woods,  and  lawns,  and  level  plains, 
Frefh  in  my  miud  thine  image  ftill  remains. 

Then  Juno,  beauteous  ranger  of  the  grove, 
My  darling  care,  fair  object  of  my  love, 
Hither  I  come,  urg'd  by  no  trivial  fears, 
To  guard  thy  bloom,  and  warn  thy  tender  years. 


TRANSLATION  S. 


THE  FIRST  OLYMPIONIQUE  OF  PINDAR. 

TO    HJEKO    OF    SYRACUSE,   VICTORIOUS    IN    THE 
HORSE-RACE. 

ARGUMENT* 

THE  poet  praifes  Hicro  for  his  juftice,  hrs*wifdom, 
and  his  fkill  in  mufic.  He  likewife  celebrates 
the  horfe  that  won  the  race,  and  the  place  where 
the  Olympic  games  were  performed.  From  the 
place  (namely  Peloponnefus)  he  takes  an  oc- 
cafion  of  digreffing  to  the  known  fable  of  Tan 
talus  and  Pelops  j  whence,  returning  to  Hiero, 


he  fets  forth  the  felicity  of1  the  Olympian  vic 
tors.  Then  he  concludes,  by  praying  to  the 
gods  t'o  preferve  the  glory  and  dignity  of  Hiero, 
admonifnihg  him  to  moderation  of  mind,  in  his 
high  ftation  ;  and,  laftly,  glories  in  his  own  ex-- 
cellency  in  compofitions  of  this  kind. 

STROPHE   L      Meafure*  18. 

EACH  element  to  water  yields; 
And  gold  like  blazing  fire  by  night, 
Amidft  the  ftores  of  wealth  that  build* 
The  mind  aloft,  is  eminently  bright;- 


T  R  A  N»S  L  A  T  I  6  N  S. 


if,  my  foul,  with  Fond  defire 
Ho  ling  of  games  thou  doit  afpire, 
As  ihou  by  day  canft  not  defcry, 
Through  all  the  liquid  wafte  of  fky, 
One  burnifh'd  liar,  that  like  the  iun  does  glow, 
And  cherifh  every  thing  below, 
So,  my  fweet  foul,  no  toil  divine, 
In  fong,  does  like  th'  Olympian  fhine . 
Hence  do  the  mighty  poets  raife 
A  hymn,  of  every  tongue  the  praife, 
The  fon  of  Saturn  to  rtibund, 
When  far,  from  every  land,  they  come 
To  vifit  Hiero's  regal  dome, 
Where  peace,  where  plenty,  is  for  ever  found  : 

ANTISTROPHE  I.      Meafurts  1 8. 
Lord  qf  Sicilia's  fleecy  plains, 
He  governs,  righteous  in  his  power, 
And,  all  excelling  while  he  reigns, 
From  every  lovely  virtue  crops  the  flower; 
In  mufic,  bloflbm  of  delight^ 
Divinely  flail' d,  he^  cheers  the  night, 
As  we  are  wont,  when  friends  defign 
To  feaft  and  wanton  o'er  their  wine  : 
But  from  the  wall  the  Dorian  harp  take  down, 
If  Pifa,  city  of  renown, 
And  if  the  fleet  victorious  fteed, 
The  boaft  of  his  unrivall'd  breed, 
Heart-pleafing  raptures  did  infpire, 
And  warm  thy  breaft  with  facred  fire, 
When  late,  on  Alpheus'  crowded  fhore, 
Forth-fpririging  quick,  each  nerve  he  ftrain'd, 
The  \varning  of  the  fpur  difdain'd, 
And  fwift  to  victory  his  matter  bore. 

EPODE  I.      Meafurcsl6. 
The  lov'd  Syracufian,  the  prince  of  the  courfej 
The  king,  who  delights  in  the  fpeed  of  the  horfe  : 
Great  his  glory,  great  his  fame, 
Throughout  the  land  where  Lydian  Pelops  came 
To  plant  his  men,  a  chofen  race, 
A  land  the  ocean  does  embrace, 
Pelops,  whom  Neptune,  ruler  of  the  main, 
Wa°.  known  to  love,  when  into  life  again, 
From  the  reviving  cauldron  warm, 
Clotho  produc'd  him  whole,  his  ihouldef -blade, 
And  its  firm  brawn,  claiming  ivory  made  : 
But  truth,  unvarnifh'd,  oft  negle&ed  lies, 
When  fabled  tales,  invented  to  furprife, 
In  miracles  mighty,  have  power  to  charm, 
Where  fiction^  happily  combin'd, 
Deceive  and  captivate  the  mind. 

STROPHE  II.     Meafnru  18. 
Thus  Poefy,  harmonious  fpell, 
The  fouree  of  pleafures  ever  nevr, 
With  dignity  docs  wonders  tell ; 
And  we,  aniaz'd,  believe  each  wonder  Cru«. 
Day,  after  day,  brings  truth  to  light, 
Unveil'd,  and  manifeil  to  light : 
But,  of  the  blefs'd,  thofe  lips  which  name 
Foul  deeds  aloud,  fhall  fuffer  blame. 
Thee,  fon:of  Tantalus,  my  faithful  fong; 
Shall  vindicate  from  every  wrong, 
The  glories  of  thy  houfe  reftore, 
And  L'xSie  falfehcods  told  before  : 
Now,  in  his  turn,  thy  fire  prepar'cl 
A  banquet :  whfri  the  gods  appear'* 


At  Siplyus,  his  fwcet  abode, 

To  grace  the  due  proporticn'd  feaft  : 

Therej  firft,  the  trident-bearing  gucft 

Beheld  thy  lovely  form  ;  and  noiV,  heglow'di 

ANTISTROPHE  II.     Mtafures  18. 
And  now^  his  foul  fubdued  by  love, 
Thee  in  bib  golden  car  he  bore 
Swift  to  the  lofty  towers  of  Jove, 
Whofe  name  the  nations  all  around  adore  ; 
Thus  Ganymede  was  caught  on  high, 
To  ferve.  the  power  who  rules  the  fky. 
When  thou  no  longer  didft  appear,  ' 
And  thofe,  who  fought  a  pledge  fo  dear, 
Without  thee  to  thy  widow 'd  mother  carrie, 
Sorne  envious  neighbour,  to  defame 
Thy  father's  feaft,  a  rumour  fpread, 
The  rumour  through  the  country  fled, 
That  thou,  to  heighten  the  repaft, 
Waft  into  feething  water  caft, 
Fierce  bubbling  o'er  the  raging  fire, 
Thy  limbs  withdut  companion  carv'd, 
Thy  fodden  flefh  in  mefles  ferv'd, 
To  gorge  the  gods,  and  a  voracious  fire  : 

EPODE   II.      Mtqfures,i6., 
But,  in  thought  ever  pure,  fhall  I  deem  it  amifs, 
Vile  gluttons  to  call  the  partakers  of  blifs  : 
Let  me  then  refrain,  and  dread : 
A  curfe  hangs  over  the  blafpheraer's  head. 
]f  they,  who  fupervife  and  ward^ 
The  heavens,  did  ever  fliow  regard 
To  mortal  man,  this  Tantalus  might  boaft, 
Of  mortal  men  that  he  was  honour'd  molt  j 
But  he  hot  able  to  digeft 
The  glut,  the  furfcit,  of  immortal  joys, 
One  heinous  forfeit  all  his  bjifs  deftroys: 
For  over  him  the  godhead  hung,  in  air, 
A  ponderous  ftone,  a  dreadful  poife  of  care  ! 
From  his  head  to  remove  it,  with  terror  opprefs'd, 
tn  vain  he  tries,  and  feeks  in  vain 
One  cheerfnl  moment  to  regain : 

STROPHE   III.      Meafures  l8. 
A  life  of  woe,  beyond  relief, 
rlis  portion  now ;  ordain'd  before 
To  torments  of  a  three-fold  grief, 
This  fourth  was  added  to  complete  his  flore^ 
>ince,  high  prcfumirig  in  his  foul, 
ie  neclar  and  ambrofia  ftole, 
To  give  to  men  ;  by  which  he  knew 
That,  tafting,  he  immortal  grew  : 

:  be  not  man  deceiv'd :  the  gods  reveal 
What  moft  we  labour  to  conceal : 
•"or  this  the  powers,  who  deathlefs  reign, 
To  earth  feht  down  his  fon  again, 
vo  dwell  with  men,  a  ihort-liv'd  race, 
Whofe  fudden  fate  come  on  apace, 
-lis  flowery  age  in  all  its  pride, 
When,  o'er  his  chin,  a  blackening  fliadc 
}f  down  was  caft,  a  vow  he  made, 
)eep  in  his  foul,  to  win  the  profer  d  bride. 

ANT1STOPHE  III.      Meafure:  l84 
iippodamia,  boafted  name, 
rom  her  great  fire  the  Pifan  proud. 
Alone,  by  night,  the  lover  came 
Sefide  the  hoary  fea,  and  call'd  aloud 
)n  him  who  fways  the  triple  fpear, 
And  fill*  with  di»  the  deafen'd  car ; 
Cc  ij 
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"When,  at  his  feet,  the  god  arofe : 

Then  Pelops,  eager  to  difclofe^ 

His  mighty  care,  "  O  Neptune,  if  thy  mind 

"  In  love  did  ever  pleafure  find, 

"  Let  not  Oenomaus  prevail, 

"  And  let  this  brazen  javelin  fail : 

"  Oh  !  bear  me  hence,  on  wheels  of  fpeed, 

"  To  Elis,  to  the  glorious  meed  : 

"  To  victory  oh  !  whirl  me,  ftrait : 

"  Since,  after  ten,  and  other  three, 

"  Bold  fuiters  flain,  yet  ftill  we  fee, 

"  From  year  to  year,  the  promis'd  nuptials  wait 

EPODE   III.  Meafures  l6. 
"  Of  his  daughter.     No  perilous  toil  can  excite 
"  The  daftard  in  heart,  who  defpairs  of  his  might. 
"  Since  we  all  are  born  to  die, 
"  Who,  overcaft,  would  in  oblivion  lie, 
**  In  unreputed  age  decay, 
"  And  meanly  fquander  life  away, 
"  Cut  off  from  every  praife  ?  Then  let  me  dare 
*'  This  conflict,  in  the  dufly  lifts,  to  {hare  ; 
•*  And  profper  thou  my  glowing  wheels." 
Thus  Pelops  fpoke  ;  nor  was  his  fervent  prayer 
Pour'd  forth  in  fruitleis  words,  to  waft  in  air  : 
The  deity  his  whole  ambition  grants  ; 
Nor  {hming  car,  nor  courfers,  now  he  wants : 
In  the  golden  bright  chariot  new  vigour  he  feels, 
Exulting  in  the  horfcs'  feet, 
Unwearied  ever,  ever  fleet : 

STROPHE  IV.     Meafares  1 8. 
Oenomaus,  he  triumphs  o'er 
Thy  pro-wefs,  and,  to  filare  his  bed, 
Claims  the  bright  maid  ;  who  to  him  bore 
Six  princely  fons,  to  manly  virtues  bred. 
Now,  folemnizM  with  Seaming  blood, 
And  pious  rites,  near  Alpheus'  flood 
Entomb'd,  he  fleeps,  where  th'  altar  ftands, 
That  draws  the  vows  of  diftant  lands  : 
And  round  his  tomb  the  circling  racers  ftrive  : 
And  round  the  wheeling  chariots  drive. 
In  thy  t'am'd  courfes,  Pelops,  rife 
Th4  Olympian  glories  to  the  ikies. 
And  {nine  afar  :  there  we  behold 
The  ftretch  of  manhood,  ftrenuous,  bold* 
In  fore  fatigues,  and  there  the  ftrife 
Of  winged  feet.     Thrice  happy  he, 
Who  overcomes !  for  he  fhall  fee 
Unclouded  days,  and  tafte  the  fweets  of  life. 

ANTISTROPHE  IV.     Meafures  18. 
Thy  boon,  O  vidory  !  thy  prize. 
The  good  that,  in  a  day  obtain' d, 
From  day  to  day  frefh  joy  fuppli<?s, 
Is  the  fupreme  of  blifs  to  man  ordidn'd : 
Eut  let  me  now  the  rider  raife 
And  crown  him  with  JEolian  lays, 
The  victor's  due  :  and  I  confide, 
Though  every  welcome  gueft  were  try'd, 
Not  one,  in  all  the  coacourfe,  would  be  found 
For  faireft  knowledge  more  renown'd, 
Nor  yet  a  mailer  moVe  to  twine, 
In  lafting  hymns,  each  wreathing  line. 
The  guardian  god,  who  watchful  guides 
Thy  fortunes,  Hiero,  prefides 
O'er  all  thy  cares  with  anxious  power  : 
And  foon,  if  he  does  net  d^ny 
His  needful  aid,  my  hopes  run  high 
Tafinj  more  pleafing  in  the  joyful  hour. 


EPODE  IV.     Meafures  l6. 
On  thy  chariot,  triumphant  when  thou  {halt  ap 
pear, 

And  fly  o'er  the  courfe  with  a  rapid  career, 
Bracing  paths  of  language  fair, 
As  I  to  Cronion's  funny  mount  repair. 
Lven  now  the  mule  prepares  to  raife, 
ier  growth,  the  ftrongeft  dart  of  praife, 
"or  me  to  wield.     Approv'd  in  other  thing?, 
Do  others  rife,  confpicuous,  only  kings, 
HEigh  mounting  on  the  fummit  fix  : 
There  bound  thy  view,  wide  fpread,  nor  vainly  try 
Farther  to  ftretch  the  profpeet  of  thine  eye  : 
Be,  then,  thy  glorious  lot  to  tread  fublime 
With  fteady  Heps,  the  meafur'd  tract  of  time  ; 
Be  mine,  with  the  prize-bearing  worthies  to  mix, 
[n  Greece,  throughout  the  learned  throng, 
Proclaim' d  unrival'd  in  my  fong. 

THE  SECOND  OLYMPIONIQUE. 

TO    THERON    OF    AGRIGENTUM,   VICTORIOUS    IN 
THE  CHARIOT-RACE. 

ARGUMENT. 

He  praifes  Theron  king  of  Agrigentum,  on  ac 
count  of  the  victory  obtained  in  the  Olympic 
Games,  with  a  chariot  and  four  horfes ;  like- 
wife  for  his  juftice,  hishofpitality,  his  fortitude, 
and  the  iiluftriouihefs  of  his  anceftors ;  whofe 
adventures  are  occafionally  mentioned :  then 
he  interweaves  digreflions  to  Semele,  Ino,  Pe- 
leus,  Achilles,  and  others,  and  defcribes  the  fu 
ture  ftate  of  the  righteous  and  of  the  wicked. 
Laftly,  he  concludes  with  extolling  his  own  {kill 
in  panegyric,  and  the  benevolence  and  libera 
lity  of  Theron. 

STROPHE  I.      Meafures  1 6. 
SOVEREIGN  hymns,  whole  numbers  fway 
The  founding  harp,  what  god,  what  hero,  fay, 
What  man,  {hall  we  refoand  ? 
Is  not  Pifa  Jove's  delight  ? 
And  did  not  Hercules,  with  conqueft  crown'd 
To  him  ordain 

Th'  Olympiad  for  an  army  {lain, 
Thank-offering  of  the  war  ? 
And  muft  we  not,  in  Theron's  right, 
Exert  our  voice,  and  fwell  our  fong  I 
Theron,  whofe  victorious  car 
Four  courfers  whirl,  fleeting  along, 
To  ftranger-guefts  indulgent  hoft, 
Of  Agrigentum  the  fupport  and  boaft, 
Cities  born  to  rule  and  grace, 
Fair  bloflom  of  his  ancient  race, 

ANTISTROPHE  I.     Meafures  16. 
Worthies  fore  perplex'd  in  thought,          [ibughc, 
Till,  wandering  far,  they  found,  what  long  they 
A  facred  feat,  faft  by 
Where  the  ftream  does  rapid  run, 
And  reign'd,  of  Sicily  the  guardian  eye, 
When  happy  days, 
And  wealth,  and  favour,  flow'd,  and 
That  in-born  worth  inflames. 
Saturnian  Jove,  O  !  Rhea's  fon, 
Who  o'er  Olympus  deft  prefide, 
And  the  pitch  of  lofty  games, 
And  Alpneus,  of  rivers  the  pride, 


TRANILATIONS. 


Rejoicing  in  my  fongs,  do  thou 
Incline  thine  ear,  propitious  to  my  vow, 
BleiTmg,  with  a  bounteous  hand, 
The  rich  hereditary  land. 

EPODE   I.      Meafures  IO. 
Through  their  late  lineage  down.    No  power  can 

actions  paft, 

"Whether  deeds  of  right  or  wrong, 
As  things  not  done  recall, 
Not  even  time,  the  father,  who  produces  all ; 
Yet  can  oblivion,  waiting  long, 
Gathering  ftrength 
Through  the  length 

Of  profperous  times,  forbid  thofe  deeds  to  laft : 
Such  force  has  fweet-healing  joy 
The  fettering  fmart  of  evils  to  deftroy, 

STROPHE   II.     Meafures  l6. 
When  felicity  is  fent 

Down  by  the  will  fupreme  with  full  content : 
Thy  daughters,  Cadmus,  they 
Greatly  wretched  here  below, 
Bleis'd  evermore,  this  mighty  truth,  difplay. 
No  weight  of  grief, 
But,  wheim'd  in  pleafures,  find  relief, 
Sunk  in  the  fweet  abyfs. 
Thou,  Semele,  with  hair  a-flow, 
Thou  by  thunder  clopm'd  to  die, 
Mingling  with  the  gods  in  blifs, 
Art  happy,  for  ever  on  high  : 
Thee  Pallas  does  for  ever.love, 
Thee  chiefly  Jupiter,  who  rules  above  ; 
Thee  thy  fon  holds  ever  dear, 
Thy  fon  with  the  ivy-wreath'd  fpear. 

ANTISTROPHE  II.     Meafures  1 6. 
Beauteous  Ino,  we  are  told. 
With  the  fea-daughters  dwells  of  Nereus  old, 
And  has,  by  lot,  obtain'd 
Lading  life,  beneath  the  deep, 
A  life  within  no  bounds  of  time  reftrainM. 
The  hour  of  death, 
The  day  when  we  refign  our  breath, 
That  offspring  of  the  fun, 
Which  bids  us  from  our  labours  fleep, 
In  vain  tlo  mortals  feek  to  know, 
Or  who  dcftin'd  is  to  run 
A  life  unintangled  with  woe ; 
For  none  are  able  to  difclofe 
The  feafons  of  th'  uncertain  ebbs  and  flow* 
Now  of  pleafures,  now  of  pains, 
Which  hidden  fate  to  men  ordains  : 

EPODE  II.     Meafures  IO. 

Thus  Providence,  that  to  thy  anceftry,  long-fam'c 
Portions  out  a  pleafing  fhare 
Of  heaven-fprung  happinefs, 
Does,  ceafmg  in  another  turn  of  time  to  blefs, 
Diftribute  fome  reverfe  of  care, 
As  from  years  * 

Paft  appears, 

Since  the  predeftin'd  fon,  at  Pytho  nam'd, 
Did  Laius,  blindly  meeting  kill, 
And  the  oracle,  of  old  pronounc'd,  fulfil : 

.    STROPHE  III.     Meafures  16. 
Fell  Erinnys,  quick  to  view 
The  deed,  his  warlike  fons  in  battle  (lew, 
Each  by  the  other's  rage 
But  to  Polynices  fiain 


urviv'd  Therfander,  glory  of  his  age, 
•"or  feats  of  war, 
And  youthful  contefts,  honour'd  far, 

'he  Scion,  kept  alive 

'o  raife  th7  Adrailian  houfe  again : 
"rom  whence  ./Eneiidainus'  heir 
)oes  his  fpreading  root  derive, 

'o  branch  out  a  progeny  fair  ; 
Who,  fpringing  foremoft  in  the  chafe 
Of  fame,  demands  we  fhould  his  triumph  grace, 
Tuning  lyres  to  vocal  lays, 

weet  union  of  melodious  praife  ; 

ANTISTROPHE  III.     Meafurts  16. 
not  only  has  he  borne 

'h'  Olympian  prize,  but,  with  his  brother,  worn 

garland  of  renown, 
At  Pytho  and  at  Ifthmus  ;  where, 
Victorious  both,  they  fhar'd  th'  allotted  crown, 

oint-honour,  won 

n  twelve  impetuous  courfes,  run 
With  four  unwearied  fteeds. 

To  vanquifh  in  the  ftrife  fcvere 
Does  all  anxiety  deftroy  : 
And  to  this,  if  wealth  fucceeds 
With  virtues  enamel'd,  the  joy 

^uxuriant  grows  ;  fuch  affluence 

3ees  glorious  opportunities  difpenfe, 

jiving  depth  of  thought  to  find 

3urfuit§  which  pleafc  a  noble  mind, 

EPODE   III.     Meafuru  IO. 

Refulgent  ftar  t  to  man  the  pureft  beam  of  light  I 
The  poffeflbr  of  this  ftore, 

?ar-future  things  difcerning,  knows  [woes 

Obdurate  wretches,  once  deceas'd,  to  immediate 

Donfign'd,  too  late  their  pains  deplore  ; 

for  below 

ire  they  go, 

Sits  one  in  judgment  who  pronounces  right 
On  crimes  in  this  wide  realm  of  Jove ; 
Whole  dire  decree  no  power  can  e'er  remove : 

STROPHE   IV.     Meafares  l6. 
But  the  good,  alike  by  night, 
Alike  by  day,  the  fun's  unclouded  light 
Beholding,  ever  blefs' d, 
Live  an  unlaborious  life. 
Nor  anxious  interrupt  the  hallQw'd  reft 
With  fpade  and  plow, 
The  earth  to  vex,  or  with  the  prow 
The  briny  fea,  to  eat 
The  bicid  of  care  in  endlefs  ftrife. 
The  dread  divinities  among 
The  few  unaccuftom'd  to  wrong, 
Who  never  broke  the  vow  they  f\vore, 
A  tearlefs  age  enjoy  for  ever-more ; 
While  the  wicked  hence  depart 
To  torments  which  appall  the  heart; 

ANTISTROPHE  IV.     Meafures  16, 
But  the  fouls  who  greatly  dare, 
Thrice  try'd  in  either  ftate,  to  pcrfcvere 
From  all  injuftice  pure, 
Journeying  onward  in  the  way 
Of  Jupiter,  in  virtue  ftill  fecure, 
Along  his  road 

Arrive  at  Saturn's  rais'd  abode ; 
Where  foft  fea-breezcs  breathe 
Round  the  ifl^ad  of  the  blefs' d  ;  where  ga? 
C  c  iij 
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The  trees  witft  golden  bloflbms  °-Iow ; 

Where,  their  brows  and  arms  to  wreathe, 

Bright  garlands  on  every  fide  below  ; 

For,  fpring'ng  thick  in  every  field, 

The  earth  does  golden  flowers  fpontaneous  yield  ; 

And,  in  every  limpid  ftream, 

The  budding  gold  is  feen  to  gleam  : 

EPODE   IV.      Meaftires  10. 

Fair  heritage  !  by  righteous  Rhadamanth's  award ; 
Who,  coequal,  takes  his  feat 
With  Saturn,  fire  divine, 

Thy  confort,  Rhea,  who  above  the  reft  doth  fhine, 
High  thron'd,  'thou  matron-goddefs  great :     • 
Thefe  among 
(Blifsful  throng  !) 

Does  Peleus  and  does  Cadmus  find  regard  ; 
And,  through  his  mother's  winning  prayer 
To  Jove,,  Achilles  dwells  immortal  there  : 

STROPHE  V.     Mcafures  16. 
He  who  He&or  did  deftroy, 
The  pillar  firm,  the  whole  fupport,  of  Troy, 
And  Cycnus  gave  to  die, 
And  Aurora's  JEthiop  Ion. 
My  arm  beneath  yet  many  darts  have  I, 
All  fwift  of  flight,  , 

Within  my  quiver,  founding  right 
To  every  fkilful  ear : 
But,  of  the  multitude,  not  one 
Difcerns  the  myftery  unexplain'd. 
He  tranfcendent  does  appear 
In  knowledge,  from  Nature  who  gain'd 
His  ftore  :  but  the  dull-letter' d  crowd,  : 
In  cenfure  vehement,  in  nonfenfe  loudj 
Clamour  idly,  wanting  fkill, 
Like  crows,  in  vain,  provoking  ftill. 

ANTKTROPHE   V.     Meafures  16. 
The  celeftial  bird  of  Jove  : 
But,  to  the  mark,  addrefs  thy  bow,  nor  rove, 
My  foul :  and  whom  do  I 
Single  out  with  fond  defire, 
At  him  to  let  illuftrious  arrows  fly  ? 
My  fix'd  intent, 
My  aim,  on  Agrigentum  bent, 
A  folemn  oath  I  plight, 
Sincere  as  honeft  minds  require, 
That  through  an  hundred  circling  years, 
With  recorded  worthies  bright, 
No  rivaling  city  appears  ' 
To  boaft  a  man  more  frank  to  impart 
Kind  offices  to  friends  with  open  heart, 
Or,  with  hand  amidft  his  ftore,  , 

Delighting  to  diftribute  more. 

EPODE  V.    ''"Mea/ures  TO. 
Than  Theron  :  yet  foul  calumny,  injurious  blame. 

Did  the  mea  of  rancour  raife    •  .  u  ; 

Againft  his  fair  renown, 

Defameri  who  by  evil  actions  ftrove  to  drown 

His  good,  and  to  conceal  his  praife.         l    .    -.i 

Can  the  fand,    '  •      .  • 

On  the  ftrand, 

Be  number'd  o'er  ?  Then,  true  to  Theron's  fame, 

His  favours  fhowerliig  down  'delight 

On  thoufands  who  is  able  to  recite  ? 


THE  FIRST  ODE  OF  ANACREON. 


THE  line  of  Atreus  will  I  fing; 
To  Cadmus  will  I  tune  the  ftring  : 
But,  as  from  firing  to  firing  I  move, 
My  lute  will  only  found  of  love. 

The  chords  I  change  through  every  fcreWj 
And  model  the  whole  lute  anew. 
Once  more  in  fong,  my  voice  !  raife, 
And,  Hercules,  thy  toils  I  praife  : 
My  lute  does  flill  my  voice  deny, 
And  in  the  tones  of  love  reply. 
Ye  heroes,  then,  at  once  farewell  : 
Loves  only  echo  from  my  fhell. 

THE  SECOND  ODE. 

ON  WOMEN. 

NATURE  the  bull  with  horns  fupplieo, 
The  horfe  with  hoofs  fhe  fortifies, 
The  fleeting  foot  on  hares  beftows, 
OH  lions  teeth,  two  dreadful  rows  !: 
Grants  fifh  to  fwim,  and  birds  to  fly, 
And  on  their  fkiil  bids  men  rely. 
W~omen  alone  defencelefs  live, 
To  women  what  does  nature  give  ? 
Beauty,  fhe  gives  inftead  of  darts, 
Beauty,  inftead  of  fhields,  imparts; 
Nor  can  the  f  word,  nor  fire  oppofe 
The  fair,  vwftorious  where  fhe  goes. 

THE  THIRD  ODE. 


ONE  midnight  when  the  Bear  did  ftand 
A-level  with  Bootes'  hand, 
And,  with  their  labour  fore  opprefs'd, 
The  race  of  men  were  laid  to  reft, 
Then  to  my  doors,  at  unawares, 
Came  Love,  and  tried  to  force  the  bars. 

Who  thus  afiails  my  doors,  I  cry'd  ? 
Who  breaks  my  flumbers  ?  Love  reply'd, 
Open :  a  chilH'alone  is  here  ! 
A  little  child!— you  need  not  fear: 
Here  through  the  moonlefs  night  I  ftray, 
And,  drench'd  in  rairi,  have  loft  my  way. 

Then  mov'd  to  pity  by  his  plight, 
Too  much  in  hafte  my  lamp  I  light, 
And  open  :  when  a  child  I  fee, 
A  little  child,  he  feem'd  to  me  ; 
Who  bore  a  quiver,  and  a  bow  ; 
And  wings  did  to  his  fhoulders  grow. 

Within  the  hearth  I  bid  him  ftand, 
Then  chafe  and  cherifh  either  hand 
Between  my  palnis,  and  wring,  with  carea 
The  trickling  water  from  his  hair. 

Now  come,  faid  he,  no  longer  chill, 
We'll  bend  this  bow,  and  try  our  fkill, 
And  prove  the  ftring,  how  far  its  power 
Remains  unflacken'd  by  the  fhower. 

He  bends  his  bow,  and  culls -his  quiver^, 
And^pierce^  like  a  breeze,  my  liver  : 
Then  leaping,  laughing,  as  he  fled, 
Rejoice  with  me,  my  hoft,  he  faid  : 
My  bow  is  found  in  every  part, 
And  you  fliali  rue  it  at  your  heart. 


TRANSLATIONS. 


AN  HYMN  TO  VENUS. 

FROM  THE   GREEK  OF   SAPPHO. 

0  VENUS,  beauty  of  the  fkies, 
To  \vhom  a  thoufand  temples  rife, 
Gayly  falfe  in  gentle  frailes, 

Full  of  love-perplexing  wiles, 

O,  goddefs  !  from  my  heart  remove 

The  wafting  cares  and  pains  of  love. 

If  ever  thou  haft  kindly  heard 
A  fong  in  foft  difcrefs  pref jrr'd, 
Propitious  to  my  tuneful  vow, 
O,  gentle  goddefs!  hear  me  now. 
Defcend,  thou  bright,  immortal  gueft, 
In  all  thy  radiant  charms  confefs'd. 

Thou  once  didft  leave  almighty  Jove, 
And  all  the  golden  roofs  above  : 
The  car  thy  wanton  fparrows  drew  ; 
Hovering  in  air  they  lightly  flew  ; 
As  to  my  bower  they  -vving'd  their  way, 

1  faw  their  quivering  pinions  play. 

The  birds  difmifs'd  (while  you  remain) 
Bore  back  their  empty  car  again  : 
Then  you,  with  looks  divinely  mild, 
In  every  heavenly  feature  fmil'd, 
And  afk'd  what  new  complaints  I  made. 
And  why  I  cali'd  you  to  my  aid  ? 

What  frenzy  in  my  bofom  rag'd, 
And  by  what  care  to  be  affuag'd  ? 
What  gentle  youth  I  would  allure, 
Whom  in  my  artful  toils  fecure  ? 
Who  does  thy  tender  heart  fubdue, 
Tell  me,  my  Sappho,  tell  me  who  ? 

Though  now  he  fhuns  thy  looping  arms, 
He  foon  ihall  court  thy  flighted  charms  ; 
Though  now  thy  offerings  he  defpife, 
He  foon  to  thee  Jhali  facrifice  ; 
Though  now  he  freeze,  he  foon  fhall  burn, 
And  be  thy  vi&im  in  his  turn. 

Celeftial  vifitant,  once  more 
Thy  needful  prefence  I  implore  ! 
In  pity  come  and  eafe  my  grief, 
Bring  my  diftemper'd  foul  relief: 
Favour  thy  fuppliant's  hidden  fires, 
And  give  me  all  my  heart  defires, 


A  FRAGMENT  OF  SAPPHO, 

BLESS'D  as  the  immortal  gods  is  he, 
The  youth  who  fondly  fits  by  thee. 
And  hears  and  fees  thee  all  the  while 
Softly  fpeak,  and  fweetly  fmile. 

'Twas  this  depriv'd  my  foul  of  reft, 
And  rais'd  fuch  tumults  in  my  breaft  ; 
For  while  I  gaz'd,  in  traniport  tofs'd, 
My  breath  was  gone,  my  voice  was  loft. 

My  bofom  glow'd :  the  fubtle  flame 
Ran  quickly  through  my  vital  frame  ; 
O'er  my  dim  eyes  a  darknefs  hung, 
My  ears  with  hollow  murmurs  rung. 

In  dewy  damps  my  limbs  were  chill'd, 
My  blood  with  gentle  hcrrors  thrill'd  ; 
My  feeble  pulfe  forgot  to  play, 
I  fainted",  funk,  and  dy'd  away. 

TO  MR.  AMBROSE  PHILIPS, 

ON  HIS  DISTRE3T   MOTHER. 
jlncnymous ,  from  Steelis  CollefJlon. 

LONG  have  the  writers  of  this  warlike  age 
With  human  facrinces  drench'd  the  ftage  ; 
That  fcarce  one  hero  dares  demand  applaufe, 
Till,  weltering  in  his  blood,  the  ground  he  gnaws: 
As  if,  like  fvvans,  they  only  could  delight 
With  dying  ftrains,  and  while  they  pleafe  affright. 

Our  Philips,  though  'twere  to  oblige  the  fair, 
Dares  not  deftroy,  where  Horace  bids  him  fpare  : 
His  decent  fcene  like  that  of  Greece  appears; 
No  deaths  our  eyes  offend,  no  fights  our  ears. 
While  he  from  nature  copies  every  part, 
He  forms  the  judgment,  and  affe<5h  the  heart. 

Oft'  as  Andromache  renews  her  woe, 
The  mothers  fadden,  and  their  eyes  o'crflow. 
Hermione,  with  lave  and  rage  poifeft. 
Now  foothes,  now  animates,  each  maiden  breaft* 
Pyrrhus,  triumphant  o'er  the  Trojan  walls, 
Is  greatly  perjur'd,  and  as  greatly  fa-lls. 
Love,  and  Delpalr,  and  Furies  are  combin'd 
In  poor  Oreftes,  to  diftradl  his  mind. 
From  firft  to  lafl  alternate  paflions  reign  ; 
And  we  refift  the  Poet's  will  in  vain. 
C  c  iiij 
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THE  LIFE  OF  HAMILTON. 

OF  the  perfonal  hiftory  of  HAMILTON,  the  compiler  of  this  collection  regrets  his  inability  to  give 
an  account  proportioned  to  his  reputation  among  his  contemporaries,  or  his  rank  among  the  writers 
of  verfe. 

Little  attention  has  been  beftowed  by  the  anonymous  editor  of  his  poems,  in  tranfmitting  the  in 
cidents  of  his  life,  or  in  delineating  his  moft  prominent  and  obfervable  particularities ;  and  the  in 
telligence  which  tradition  has  preferved,  is  general  and  fcanty. 

The  life  of  a  private  gentleman,  devoting  part  of  his  time  to  polite  literature,  is  held  by  his  ac 
quaintance,  to  be  little  deferving  of  tranfmiffion  to  pofterity.  He  rifes  to  eminence  by  exertions, 
•which,  to  ordinary  difcernment,  do  not  diftinguifli  him  from  other  men.  When  his  fame  is  efta- 
blifhed  by  time,  it  is  generally  too  late  to  trace  the  events  of  his  life,  or  to  inveltigate  minutely  the 
peculiarities  of  habit  and  difpofition  which  mark  his  character. 

•  The  account,  therefore,  which  is  here  to  be  expected,  may  properly  be  proportioned  to  the  means 
of  information,  rather  than  to  his  qualifications,  which  deierve  more  ample  iiluftration  than  this 
brief  memorial  can  bellow. 

William  Hamilton,  was  the  fecond  fon  of Hamilton,  Efq.  of  Bangour  in  Ayrfu're  ;  a  gen-. 

tleman  of  an  opulent  fortune,  and  of  an  ancient  and  honourable  family.  He  was  was  born  in  1704. 
He  had  all  the  advantages  of  a  liberal  and  polite  education.  His  tafte,  like  his  fludies,  was  un- 
cpnfined ;  but  his  peculiar  genius  for  poetry  appeared  at  an  early  time  of  life.  It  was  improved  by 
a  lively  imagination,  an  exqttifite  delicacy  of  fentiraent,  an  extenfive  acquaintance  with  claflical 
learning,  and  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  world. 

The  early  part  of  his  life  feems  to  have  been  divided  between  the  occupations  of  literature,  the 
amufements  of  poetry,  and  the  gaieties  of  elegant  fociety,  of  which  he  was  the  unrivalled  pride  and 
ornament. 

The  latter  part  of  his  life  was  unfortunate. 

Education,  private  affection,  and  friendfhip,  have  often  a  powerful  influence  on  political  principles. 
He  had  been  bred  a  Jacobite,  and  was  unhappily  prompted,  by  his  own  mifguided  zeal,  or  the  per- 
fuafions  and  example  of  his  friends,  to  join  the  flandard  of  the  Pretender,  in  1745. 

The  fame  year,  he  celebrated  the  fuccefs  of  the  rebels  at  Preftonpans,  in  an  Ode  on  the  Battle  of 
Cfaffftnuir,  which  was  printed  at  the  time,  and  "  married  to  the  harmonies"  of  M'Gibbon.  This 
was  the  only  occalion  he  had  of  poetical  triumph  and  exultation. 

The  year  following,  he  faw  the  hopes  of  his  party  perifh,  in  the  fuppreffion  of  the  rebellion  by  the 
memorable  victory  obtained  over  the  rebels  by  the  Duke  of  Cumberland,  at  Culloden. 

It  is  not  certain  whether  he  was  prefent  in  the  action  ;  but  it  appears,  that  his  life,  for  fome  time 

•vards,  was  in  imminent  danger. 

His  reflections  on  this  reverfe  of  fortune,  are  exprefTed  in  A  Soliloquy^  ivrofe  in  June  17464 
Now  in  this  fad  and  difmal  hour 

Of  multiply'd  diftrefs, 
Has  any  former  thought  tAe  power 

To  make  thy  forrows  lefs. 
When  all  around  thee,  cruel  fnares 

Threaten  thy  deflin'd  breath, 
And  every  fharp  reflection  bears 
Want,  exile,  chains,  or  death. 

He  wandered  about,  for  fome  time,  in  the  Highlands,  and  experienced  much  perfonal  inconve 
nience  in  eluding  the  diligence  of  the  King's  troops,  employed  in  difarming  the  inhabitants.;  but  at 
laft,  found  means  t'-  efcape  to  France. 

For  this  intelligence,  the  prefent  writer  is  obliged  to  Mr.  John  Home,  the  celebrated  author  of 
«<  Douglas,"  a  very  accurate  obferver  of  the  paflages  of  that  time,  which,  he  is  happy  to  announce, 
•will  foon  receive  every  poffible  iiluftration  from  his  elegant  and  claflical  pen. 

He  relided  feveral  years  abroad,  chiefly  in  France  and  Italy,  unconnected  with  the  zealots  of  re 
bellion,  and  devoted  to  the  milder  ambitions  of  the  ingenuous  mufe. 

At  length,  having  made  his  peace  with  the  Government,  he  returned  to  Scotland  to  take  poffcffion 
%f  the  family  eflate,  which  haU  devolved  tq  hun  by  ths  death  of  his  brother. 


4u  THE    LIFE    OF    HAMILTON. 

He  was  of  a  delicate  conftitution  ;  and,  in  his  later  years,  his  health  was  greatly  impaired.  Thi* 
decay  made  him  try  the  benefit  of  a  warmer  climate,  in  which  he  had  patted  a  confiderable  part  of 
his  time.  It  had  not,  however,  the  defired  effect.  He  died  at  Lyons,  on  the  25th  of  March,  1754, 
in  the  joth  year  of  his  age.  His  corpfe  was  brought  to  Scotland,  and  interred  ill  the  Abbey  Church 
of  Holyroodhoufe. 

He  was  twice  married  into  families  of  diftinction ;  and,  by  his  firft  lady,  daughter  of  Sir  James 
Hall,  B-art.  of  Dunglafs,  left  an  only  fon,  who  inherits  his  eftate. 

The  character  of  Hamilton  was  amiable  and  refpectable.  He  pofTeiTed  the  focial  virtues  in  an 
eminent  degree.  His  writings  breathe  the  paflions  which  he  felt ;  and  are  feldom  cold  or  inani- 
mated.  The  qualities  of  his  heart  and  head  were  equally  remarkable.  His  elegance  and  judgment 
were  univerfally  confefied.  He  was,  in  the  proper  fenfe  of  the  word,  a  fine  gentleman. 

As  he  wrote  verfes  entirely  for  his  own  amufement,  and  that  of  his  particular  friends,  few  of 
his  pieces  were  prepared  for  the  prcfs  by  himfelf.  A  collection  of  feveral  of  them  was  firft  pu- 
blifhed  at  Glafgow,  in  1748,  not  only  without  his  name,  but  without  his  confent.  He  was  then 
abroad ;  and  it  was  hoped  the  appearance  of  that  collection  would  have  drawn  from  him  a  more 
perfect  edition.  But,  though  after  his  return,  he  corrected  many  errors  of  the  Glafgow  copy,  oc- 
cafioned  by  the  inadvertency  of  tranfcribers,  he  did  not  live  to  make  a  new  and  complete  publi 
cation.  The  improvements  he  made,  were,  however,  inferted  in  the  poflhumous  edition  of  his 
JPoems  an  Several  Qccafwns,  printed  at  Edinburgh,  in  8vo.  1760,  with  the  addition  of  a  great  many 
valuable  pieces  taken  from  his  own  original  manufcripts.  They  are  now,  with  the  Ode  on  the  Battle 
of  GLdfauir,  not  inferted  in  the  edition  1760,  for  the  firft  time,  received  into  a  collection  of  claffical 
Englifh  poetry. 

As  a  poet,  Hamilton  does  not  feem  to  have  hitherto  received  fo  much  attention  as  he  deferves. 
Party  fpirit,in  our  nation,has  often  influenced  the  judgment  of  poetical  merit.  His  genius,  perhaps,  has 
been  overlooked,  becaufe  his  political  opinions  were  reprobated.  In  this  liberal  age,  when  the  juft  tri 
bute  of  praife  is  beftowed  on  talents  and  literary  merit,  of  whatever  party,  it  would,  be  improper  to  take 
•  notice  of  his  political  opinions.  He  is  certainly  a  pleafing  and  amiable  writer,though  not  a  firft -rate  poet. 
He  is  not  diftinguiihed  for  ftrengf.h  of  intellect  or  fertility  of  invention.  His  tafte  was  delicate,  and 
refined  by  a  careful  perufal  of  the  ancient  clafiics.  He  writes  with  neatnefs  and  terfenefs,  frequently 
•with  elevation  and  fpirit.  His  compofitions  are  characterifed  by  fprightlinefs  and  elegance,  fimplicity 
and  tendernefs.  His  diction  is  commonly  chafte  and  poetical ;  and  his  vtrfification,  in  general,  correct 
and  harmonious.  Of  his  addrefies  and  fmaller  pieces,  which  are  commonly  perfonal  and  occafional, 
the  greater  part  is  panegyrical,  and  the  chief  fource  is  gallantry.  Of  praife,  he  is  very  lavim  in  his 
light  and  amatory  productions.  Undoubtedly  many  beauties  of  that  time  were  pro_ud  of  his  praifes. 
Who  they  were,  whom  he  dignifies  with  poetical  names,  cannot  be  eafily  known.  Perhaps  by  tra 
ditions  preferved  in  families,  they  may  be  difcovered. 

His  Triumph  of  Love,  if  he  had  written  nothing  elfe,  is  fufficient  to  entitle  him  to  the  character 
and  diltinction  of  a  poet.  It  was  publiihed  feparately  in  his  life  time ;  and,  though  in  a  carelefs 
drefs,  and  even  without  a  name,  was  received  with  the  higheft  approbation.  His  Epijlle  to  the  Coun- 
iefs  of  Eglintoun,  though  incorrect,  has  many  elegant  paflages  It  was  originally  prefixed  to 
the  inimitable  Gentle  Shepherd,  of  Ramfay,  with  whom  his  wit,  poetry,  and  political  prin 
ciples  naturally  connected  him.  His  imitation  of  the  Eighteenth  Epiftle  of  the  frjl  Book  of  Horace, 
addrelTed  to  Ramfay,  is  written  in  a  ftrain  of  vigorous  fenfe  and  eafy  verfification.  •  His  other  Imita 
tions  of  Horace,  deferve  great  praife,  for  elegance  of  expreflion  and  propriety  of  application.  To  be 
pleafed  with  his  fine  Ode  on  the  Battle  of  Gladfmuir,  it  is  not  neceflary  to  think  well  of  his  opinions. 
Of  his  other  Odes,  \hefdccnd  and  third  deferve  particular  commendation.  Thefttcnd  poiTeiTes  all  the 
exquifite  delicacy,  picturefque  defcription,  and  appropriate  imagery  of  Milton's  "  L'Allegro,"  of 
•which  it  is  evidently  an  imitation.  His  Epitaphs  are  among  the  moft  beautiful  and  pathetic  compo 
fitions  of  that  kind  in  our  language.  The  Epitaphs  on  Mrs.  Colquhoun  and  his  Wife  are  truly  ad 
mirable.  The  Efi/ode  of  the  Thi/lle  abounds  in  poetical  defcription,  animated  by  patriotic  enthufi- 
afin.  Of  his  fong  in  the  Scottilh  dialect,  called,  The  Brc.es  ofTarroiv,  the  extenfive  popularity  is  the 
belt  encomium.  The  remaining  pieces,  it  is  not  neceffary  to  examine  fingly.  They  muft  be  fup- 
pofed  to  have  faults  and  beauties  of  the  fame  kind  with  the  reft  ;  but  the  author's  finifhing  hand:, 
it  ought  to  be  remembered,  has  been  wanting  to  many. 


THE  PTORKS  OF  HAMILTON. 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

WITH  THE  FOLLOWING  POEM. 

READ  here  the  pangs  of  unfuccefsful  love, 
View  the  dire  ills  the  weary  fufferers  prove, 
When  care  in  every  fhape  has  leuve  to  reign, 
And  keener  fliarpens  ev'ry  fenfe  of  pain  : 
No  charm  the  cruel  fpoiler  can  controul, 
He  blafls  the  beauteous  features  of  the  foul ; 
With  various  conflict  rends  the  deftin'd  breaft, 
And  lays  th'  internal  fair  creation  wafte  : 
The  dreadful  demon  raging  unconfin'd, 
To  his  dire  purpofe  bends  the  pafilve  mind, 
Gloomy  and  dark  the  profpect  round  appears, 
Doubts  fpring  from  doubts,  and  fears  engender 
Hope  after  hope  goes  out  in  endlefs  night,    [fears; 
And  all  is  anguifh",  torture,  and  affright. 

O  !  beauteous  friend,  a  gentler  fate  be  thine  ; 
Still  may  thy  ftar  with  mildeft  influence  fhine ; 
May  heav'n  furrour.d  thee  with  peculiar  care, 
And  make  thee  happy,  as  it  made  thee  fair  ; 
That  gave  thee  fweetnefs,  unaffected  eafe, 
The  pleafing  look,  that  ne'er  was  taught  to  pleafe, 
True  genuine  charms,  where  falfehood  claims  no 
Which  not  alorte  entice,  but  fix  the  heart :     [part, 
And  far  beyond  all  thefe,  fupreme  in  place, 
The  virtuous  mind,  an  undecaying  grace. 
Still  may  thy  youth  each  fond  endearment  prove 
Of  tender  friendfhip  and  complacent  love ; 
May  love  approach  thee,  in  the  mildeft  drefs, 
And  court  thee  to  domeftic  happinefs  ; 
And  bring  along  the  pow'r  that  only  knows 
To  heighten  human  joys  and  foften  woes ; 
For  woes  will  be  in  life  ;  thefe  ftill  return, 
The  good,   the  beauteous,   and  the   wife  muft 

mourn : 

Doubl'd  the  joy  that  friendfhip  does  divide, 
Leffen'd  the  pain  when  arm'd  the  focial  fide  : 
But  ah  !  how  fierce  the  pang,  how  deep  the  groan, 
When  ftrong  affliction  finds  the  weak  alone  ! 
Then  may  a  friend  ftill  guard  thy  fhelter'd  days, 
And   guide   thee   fafe   through   fortune's   myftic 

ways; 

The  happy  youth,  whom  moft  thy  foul  approves, 
Friend  of  thy  choice  and  hulband  of  thy  loves, 
Whofe  holy  flame  heav'ns  altar  does  infpire, 
That  burns  through  life  one  clear  unfuliy'd  fire, 
A  mutual  warmth  that  glows  from  breaft  to  breaft, 
Who  loving  is  belov'd  and  bleffing  bleft. 
Then  all  the  pleafing  fcenes  of  life  appear, 
The  charms  of  kindred  and  relations  dear, 
The  fmiling  offspring,  love's  far  better  part, 
And  all  the  focial  meltings  of  the  heart : 


Then  harlot  pleafure,  with  her  wanton  train 

Seduces  from  the  perfect  ftate  in  vain  ; 

In  vain  to  the  lock'd  ear  the  fyren  flngs, 

When  angels  fhadow  with  their  guardian  wings, 

Such,  fair  Monimia,  be  thy  facred  lot, 

When  ev'ry  memory  of  him  forgot, 

Whofe  faithful  mufe  infpir'd  the  pious  pray'r, 

And  weary'd  heaven  to  keep  thee  in  its  care  ; 

That  pleas'  d  it  would  its  choiceft  influence  ihow'r,- 

Or  on  thy  fericus,  or  thy  mirthful  hour  ; 

Confpicuous  known  in  ev'ry  fcene  of  life, 

The  mother,  fater,  daughter,  friend,  and  wife  ; 

That  joy  may  grow  on  joy,  and  conftant  laft, 

And  each  new  day  rife  brighter  than  the  paft. 

CONTEMPLATION:  OR,  THE  TRIUMPH 
X)F  LOVE. 


1  Rurfufque  refvrgtftt 

Saevfl  amor, 


O  VOICE  divine,  whofe  heavenly  ftrain 
No  mortal  meafure  may  attain, 
O  powerful  to  appeafe  the  fmart, 
That  fefters  in  a  wounded  heart, 
Whofe  myftic  numbers  can  affuage 
The  bofom  of  tumult'ous  rage, 
Can  ftrike  the  dagger  from  defpair, 
And  fhut  the  watchful  eye  of  care. 
Oft  lur'd  by  thee,  when  v/retches  call, 
Hope  comes,  that  cheers  or  foftens  al!  ; 
Expcil'd  by  thee,  and  difpofleft 
Envy  forfakes  the  human  breaft. 
Full  oft  with  thee  the  bard  retires, 
And  loft  to  earth,  to  heav'n  afpires  ; 
How  nobly  loft  !  with  thee  to  rove 
Through  the  long  deep'riing  folemn  grove, 
Or  underneath  the  moonlight  pale, 
To  filence  truft  fome  plaintive  tale, 
Of  nature's  ills,  and  mankind's  woes, 
While  kings  and  all  the  proud-  repofe  ;• 
Or  where  fome  holy  aged  oak 
A  ftranger  to  the  woodman's  ftroke  ; 
From  the  high  rock's  aerial  crown 
In  twifting  arches  bending  down, 
Bathes  in  the  fmooth  pellucid  ftream, 
Full  oft  he  waits  the  myftic  dream 
Of  mankind's  joys  right  underftood, 
And  of  the  all-prevailing  good. 
Go  forth  invoked,  O  yoice  divine  ! 
And  iffue  from  thy  facred  fhrine  ; 
Go  fearch  each  folitude  around, 
Where  Contemplation  may  be  fouR<3>. 
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Where'er  apart  the  goadefs  Hands 

With  lifted  eyes  and  heaven-rais'd  hands ; 

If  rear'd  on  fpeculation's  hill 

Her  rap  turM  foul  enjoys  its  fill 

Of  far  tranfporting  nature's  fcene, 

Air,  ocean,  mountain,  river,  plain ; 

Or  if  with  meafur'd  ftep  fhe  go 

Where  meditation  fprcads  below, 

In  hollow  vale  her  ample  ftore, 

Till  weary  f^ncy  can  no  more; 

Or  inward  if  fhe  turn  her-gaze, 

And  all  th'  internal  world  ftirveys ; 

With  joy  complacent  fees  fucceed 

In  fair  array,  each  comely  deed. 

She  hears  aione  thy  lofty  ftrain, 

A?l  other  mufic  charms  in  vain  ; 

In  vain  the  fprightly  notes  refound, 

That  from  the  fretted  roofs  rebound, 

When  the  deft  minftrelfy  advance 

To  form  the  quaint  and  orbed  dance ; 

In  vain  unhallow'd  lips  implore, 

She  hearkens  only  to  thy  lore. 

Then  bring  the  lonely  nymph  along1, 

Obfequious  to  thy  magic  fong; 

Bid  her  to  blifs  the  fecret  bow'r 

And  heighten  wifdom's  folemn  hour. 

Bring  faith,  endu'd  with  eagle  eyes, 
That  joins  this  earth  to  diftant  fkies; 
Bland  hope  that  makes  each  forrow  lefs, 
Still  fmiling  calm  amidft  diftrefs ; 
And  bring  the  meek-ey'd  charity, 
Not  leaft,  though  youngeft  of  the  three; 
Knowledge  the  fage,  whofe  radiant  light, 
Darts  quick  acrofs  the  mental  night, 
And  add  warm  friendfhip  to  the  train, 
Social,  yielding,  and  humane  ; 
With  filence,  fober-fuited  maid, 
.Seldom  on  this  earth  furvey'd  : 
Bid  in  this  facred  band  appear, 
That  aged  venerable  feer, 
With  forrowing  pale,  with  watchings  fpare, 
Of  pleafing  yet  dejected  air, 
Him,  heavenly  melancholy  hi^ht, 
Who  flies  the  fons  of  falfe  delight, 
Now  looks  ferene  through  human  life, 
Sees  end  in  peace  the  moral  ftrife, 
Now  to  the  dazzling  profpecl:  blind, 
Trembles  for  heaven  and  for  his  kind, 
And  doubting  much,  ftill  hoping  beft, 
JLate  with  fubmifiion  finds  his  reft  : 
And  by  his  fide  advance  the  dame 
All  glowing  with  celeftial  flame, 
Devotion,  high  above  that  foars, 
And  fings  exulting,  and  adores, 
Dares  fix  on  heav'n  a  mortal's  gaze, 
And  triumph  'midft  the  feraph's  blaze  : 
JLaft  to  crown  all,  with  thefe  be  join'd 
The  decent  nun  fair  peace  of  mind, 
Whom  innocence  ne'er  yet  betray'd, 
Bore  young  in  Eden's  happy  fhade  : 
Refign'd,  contented,  meek  and  mild 
Of  blamelefs  mother,  blamelefs  child. 

But  from  thefe  woods,  O  thou  retire ! 
Hood-wink' t  fuperftition  dire  ; 
Zeal  that  clanks  her  iron  bands, 
And  bathes  in  blood  her  ruthlefs  hands ; 
Far  hence  hypocrily  away, 
With  pious  fewblance  to  betray, 


Whofe  angel  outfide  fair  contain? 

A  heart  corrupt,  and  foul  with  ftains  ; 

Ambition  mad,  that  ftems  alone 

The  boiflerous  furge,  with  bladders  blown 

Anger,  with  wild  diforder'd  pace; 

And  malice  pale  of  famifn'd  face ; 

Loud-tongu'd  clamour,  get  thee  far 

Hence,  to  wrangle  at  the  bar ; 

With  opening  mouths  vain  rumour  hiing; 

And  falfehood  with  her  ferpent  tongue ; 

Revenge,  her  bloodfhot  eyes  on  fire, 

And  hiffing  envy's  fnaky  tire  ; 

With  jealoufy,  the  fiend  moft  fell 

Who  bears  about  his  inmate  hell ; 

Now  far  apart  with  hagard  mien 

To  lone  fufpicion  lifl'ning  Teen, 

Now  in  a  gloomy  band  appears 

Of  fallow  doubts  and  pale-ey'd  fears, 

Whom  dire  remorfe  of  giant  kind 

Purfues  with  fcorpion  lafti  behind ; 

And  thou  felf-love,  who  tak'ft  from  earthj 

With  the  vile  crawling  worm,  thy  birth, 

Untouch'd  with  others'  joy  or  pain, 

The  focial  fmile,  the  tear  humane  ; 

Thy  felf  thy  fole  intemperate  guefl, 

Uncall'd  thy  neighbour  to  the  feaft, 

As  if  heaven's  univerfal  heir 

'Twas  thine  to  feize  and  not  to  fhare : 

With  thefe  away,  bafe  wretch  accurftj 

By  pride  begot,  by  madnefs  nuril, 

Impiety  !  of  harden' d  mind, 

Grofs,  dull,  prefuming,  ftubborn,  blind^ 

Unmov'd  amidft  this  mighty  all, 

Deaf  to  the  univerfal  call: 

In  vain  above  the  fyftems  glow, 

In  vain  earth  fpreads  her  charms  below  ^ 

Confiding  in  himfelf  to  rife, 

He  hurls  defiance  to  the  ikies, 

And  fteel'd  in  dire  and  impious  deeds 

Blafphemes  his  feeder  whilft  he  feeds; 

But  chiefly  love,  love  far  off  fly, 

Nor  interrupt  my  privacy ; 

'Tis  not  for  thee,  capricious  pow'i'i 

Weak  tyrant  of  a  feverifh  hour, 

Fickle,  and  ever  in  extremes, 

My  radiant  day  of  reafon  beams, 

And  fober  contemplation's  ear 

Difdains  thy  fyren  fong  to  hear  ; 

Speed  thee  on  changeful  wings  away, 

To  where  thy  willing  flaves  obey, 

Go  herd  amongft  thy  wonted  train, 

The  falfe,  th'  inconftant,  lewd,  and  vain  ; 

Thou  haft  no  fubjedt  here  ;  begone, 

Contemplation  comes  anon. 

Above,  below,  and  all  around, 
Now  nought  but  awful  quiet's  found,- 
The  feeling  air  forgets  to  move, 
No  zephyr  ftirs  the  leafy  grove  ; 
The  gentleft  murmur  of  the  rill, 
Struck  by  the  potent  charm  is  ftill, 
Each  paffion  in  this  troubled  breaft 
So  toiling  once  Ijes  hufh'd  to  reft, 
Whate'er  man's  buftling  race  employ*, 
His  cares,  his  hopes,  his  fears,  his  joys, 
Ambition,  pleafure,  intereft,  fame; 
Each  nothing  of  important  name ; 
Ye  tyrants  of  this  reftlefs  ball, 
This  grove  annihilates  you  all, 


POEM    S. 


Oh  power  unfeen,  yet  felt,  appeal* 
Sure,  fomething  more  than  nature's  here. 

Now  on  the  flow'ring  turf  I  lie, 
My  foul  converting  with  the  fky. 
Far  loft  in  the  bewildering  dream 
I  wander  o'er  each  lofty  theme  ; 
Tour  on  inquiry's  wings  on  high, 
And  foar  the  heights  of  deity  ; 
Fain  would  I  fearch  the  perfect  laws 
That  conftant  bind  th'  unerring  caufe  ; 
Why  all  its  children,  born  to  {hare 
Alike  a  father's  equal  care : 
Some  weep  by  partial  fate  undone, 
The  rav;m'd  p-rtion-of  a  fon  ; 
Whilfl  he  whofe  fwelling  cup  o'erflows, 
Heeds  not  his  iuff  'ring  brother's  woes ; 
The  good,  their  virtues  all  forgot, 
Mourn  need  fevere,  their  deilin'd  lot; 
While  vice,  invited  by  the  great, 
Feafls  under  canopies  of  ftate. 
Ah !  when  we  fee  the  bad  preferr'd, 
Was  it  eternal  juftice  err'd? 
Or  when  the  good  could  not  prevail, 
Kow  could  almighty  prowefs  fail  ? 
When  underneath  the  oppreffor's  blow 
Affli&ed  innocence  lies  low, 
Has  not  th'  All-feeing  eye  beheld  ? 
Or  has  a  flronger  arm  repell'd  ? 
When  death  diffolves  this  brittle  frame, 
'  .Lies  ever  quench'd  the  foul's  bright  flame  ? 
Or  mall  th'  ethereal  breath  of  day 
Relume  once  more  this  living  ray  ? 
From  life  efcape  we  all  in  vain  ? 
Heaven  finds  its  creature  out  again, 
Again  its  captive  to  control, 
And  drive  him  to  another  goal. 
When  time  mall  let  his  curtain  fall, 
Mufl  dreary  nothing  fwallow  all  ? 
Muft  we  the  unfiniftYd  piece  deplore, 
E'er  half  the  pompous  piece  be  o'er  ? 
In  his  all  comprehenfive  mind, 
Shall  not  th'  almighty  poet  find 
Some  reconciling  turn  of  fate 
To  make  his  wondrous  work  complete ; 
To  finifh  fair  his  mingled  plan, 
And  juflify  his  ways  to  man  ? 
But  who  fhall  draw  thefe  veils  that  lie 
TJnpierc'd  by  the  keen  cherub's  eye  ? 
Ceafe,  ceafe,  the  daring  flight  give  o'er, 
Thine  to  fubmit  and  to  adore 
Learn  then  :  Into  thyfelf  defcend, 
To  know  thy  being's  ufe  and  end, 
For  thee  what  nature's  kind  intent, 
Or  on  what  fatal  journey  bent. 
Is  mean  felf-love  the  only  guide  ? 
M;ift  all  be  facrific'd  to  pride  ? 
What  facred  fountains  then  fupply 
The  feeling  heart  and  melting  eye  ? 
Why  does  the  pleading  look  difarm 
The  hand  of  rage  with  flaughter  warm  ? 
Or  in  the  battle's  generous  ftrife, 
Does  Britain  quell  the  luft  of  life  ? 
Next  the  bold  inquiry  tries, 
To  trace  our  various  paflions  rife  -r 
This  moment  hope  exalts  the  breaft, 
The  next  it  finks  by  fear  depreft ; 
Now  fierce  the  florms  of  wrath  begin, 
Now  all  is  holy  calm  within. 


What  ftrikes  ambition's  ftubborn 
What  moves  companion's  fofter  firings^ 
How  we  in  conflant  friendfhips  join, 
How  in  conflant  hates  combine ; 
How  nature,  for  her  favourite,  man, 
Unfolds  the  wonders  of  her  plan ; 
How  fond  to  treat  her  chofen  gueft 
Provides  for  every  ienfe  a  fealt ; 
Gives  to  the  wide  excurfive  eye 
The  radiant  glories  of  the  fky ; 
Or  bids  each  odorous  bloom  exhale 
His  foul  t'enrich  the  balmy  gale  ; 
Or  pour  upon  th'  enchanted  ear 
The  mufic  of  the  op'ning  year ; 
Or  bids  the  limpid  fountain  burfl, 
Friendly  to  life,  and  cool  to  thiril ; 
What  arts  the  beauteous  dame  employs 
To  lead  us  on  to  genial  joys, 
When  in  her  fpecious  work  we  join 
To  propagate  her  fair  defign, 
The  virgin-face  divine  appears 
In  bloom  of  youth  and  prime  of  years, 
And  e'er  the  deilin'd  heart's  aware 
Fixes  Monimia's  image  there. 

Ah  me !  what  helplefs  have  I  faid  ? 
Unhappy  by  myfelf  betray'd  ! 
I  deem'd,  but  ah !  I  deem'd  in  vain, 
From  the  dear  image  to  refrain  ; 
For  when  I  fixt  my  mufing  thought, 
Far  on  folemn  views  remote ; 
When  wand'ring  in  the  uncertain  round 
Of  mazy  doubt,  no  end  I  found ; 
O  my  unbleil  and  erring  feet .' 
What  mofl  I  fought  to  fhun,  ye  meet. 
Come  then  my  ferious  maid  again  : 
Come  and  try  another  flrain  ; 
Come  and  nature's  dome  explore, 
Where  dwells  retir'd  the  matron  hoar  ; 
There  her  wondrous  works  fu-rvey, 
And  drive  th'  intruder  love  away. 
'Tis  done.     Afcending  heaven's  height 
Contemplation  take  thy  flight : 
Behold  the  fun,  thro'  heav'nTs  wide  fjpaip! 
Strong  as  a  giant,  run  his  race : 
Behold  the  moon,  exert  her  light, 
As  blulhing  bride  on  her  love-night : 
Behold  the  filler  ftarry  train, 
Her  bride-maids,  mount  the  azure  plain. 
See  where  the  faows  their  treafures  keep ; 
The  chambers  where  the  loud  winds  fleep  ; 
Where  the  collected  rains  abide 
'Till  heav'n  fet  all  its  windows  wide, 
Precipitate  from  high  to  pour 
And  drown  in  violence  of  fhow'r: 
Or  gently  ftrain'd  they  wafli  the  earth 
And  give  the  tender  fruits  a  birth. 
See  where  thunder  fprings  his  mine  ; 
Where  the  paths  of  lightning  mine. 
Or  tir'd  thofe  heights  ftill  to  purfue, 
From  heav'n  defcending  with  the  dew, 
That  foft  impregns  the  youthful  mead, 
Where  thoufand  flowers  exalt  the  head, 
Mark  how  nature's  hand  beftows 
Abundant  grace  on  all  that  grows, 
Tinges,  with  pencil  flow  unfeen, 
The  grafs  that  clothes  the  valley  greeo  ; 
Or  fpreads  the  tulips  parted  ftreaks, 
Or  fenguine  dyes  the  rofe's  cheeks,. 
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Or  points  with  light  Monimia's  eyes, 
And  forms  her  bofom's  beauteous  rife. 
Ah  !  haunting  ipirit  art  thou  there  ! 
Forbidden  in  thefe  walks  t'  appear. 
I  thought,  O  love  !  thou  wouldft  difdain 
To  mix  with  wifdom's  black  ftay'd  train ; 
But  when  my  curious  fearching  look, 
A  nice  furvey  of  nature  took, 
Well  pleas'd  the  matron  fet  to  fliow 
Her  miftrefs-work,  on  earth  below. 
Then  fruitless  knowledge  turn  afide, 
What  other  art  remains  untry'd 
This  load  of  anguiih  to  remove, 
And  heal  the  cruel  wounds  of  love  ? 
To  friendship's  facred  force  apply 
That  fource  of  tendernefs  and  joy  ; 
A  joy  no  anxious  fears  profane, 
A  tendernefs  that  feels  no  pain : 
Friendfhip  fhall  all  thefe  ills  appeafe, 
And  give  the  tortur'd  mourner  eafc. 
Th'  indiflbluble  tie,  that  binds 
In  equal  chains,  two  fifter  minds  : 
Not  fuch  as  fervile  int'refts  choofe, 
From  partial  ends  and  fordid  views ; 
Nor  when  the  midnight  banquet  fires, 
The  choice  of  wine-infiam'd  defires ; 
When  the  ihort  fellowships  proceed, 
From  cafual  mirth  and  wicked  deed ; 
*Till  the  next  morn  eftranges  quite 
The  partners  of  one  guilty  night ; 
But  fuch  as  judgment  long  has  weigh'd 
And  years  of  faithfulnefs  have  try'd; 
Whofe  tender  mind  is  fram'd  to  fhare 
The  equal  portion  of  my  care  ; 
Whofe  thoughts  my  happinefs  employs 
Sincere,  who  triumphs  in  my  joys ; 
'With  whom  in  raptures-I  may  firay, 
Through  ftudy's  long  and  pathlefs  way, 
Obfcurely  bleft,  in  joys,  alone, 
To  the  excluded  world  unknown. 
Forfook  the  weak  fantaflic  train 
Of  flatt'ry,  mirth,  all  falfe  and  vain  ; 
On  whofe  foft  and  gentle  breaft 
My  weary  foul  may  take  her  reft, 
While  the  ftill  tender  look  and  kind 
Fair  fpringing  from  the  fpotlefs  mind, 
My  perfected  delights  enfure 
To  laft  immortal,  free  and  pure. 
Grant,  Heav'n,  if  Heav'n  means  blifs  for  me, 
Monimia  fuch,  and  long  may  be. 

Here,  here  again  !  how  juft  my  fear ! 
Love  ever  finds  admittance  here ; 
The  cruel  fpright  intent  on  harm, 
Has  quite  diffolv'd  the  feeble  charm  ; 
Affuming  friendflaip's  faintly  gi:ife, 
Has  paft  the  cheated  fentry's  eyes,     - 
And  once  attained  his  hellifh  end, 
Displays  the  undhTembled  fiend. 

0  fay  !  my  faithful  fair  ally 
How  did'ft  thou  let  the  traitor  by  ? 

1  from  the  defart  bade  thee  come  *, 
Invok'd  thee  from  thjr  peaceful  home, 
More  to  fublime  my  folemn  hour, 
And  curfe  this  demon's  fatal  pow'r  ; 
Lo  !  by  fuperior  force  cpprert, 

Thou  thefe  three  feveral  times  haft  bleft. 

*  Numbers,  ch.  13. 


Shall  we  the  magic  rites  purfue, 
When  love  is  mightier  far  than  thou  £ 
Yes  come,  in  bleit  enchantment  ikill'd, 
Another  altar  let  us  build  ; 
Go  forth  as  wont,  and  try  to  find, 
Where'er  devotion  lies  reclin'd  ; 
Thou  her  fair  friend,  by  heaven's  dt  Jref, 
Art  one  with  her,  and  fhe  with  thee. 

Devotion  come  with  fober  pace, 
Full  of  thought  and  full  of  grace  ; 
While  humbled  on  the  earth  I  lie, 
Wrapt  in  the  vifion  of  the  iky. 
To  noble  heights  and  folemn  views 
Wing  my  heav'n-afpiring  mufe  ; 
Teach  me  to  fcorn,  by  thee  refin'd. 
The  low  delights  of  human  kind  : 
Sure  then  to  put  to  flight  the  boy 
Of  laughter,  fport  and  idle  joy. 
O  plant  thefe  guarded  groves  about, 
And  keep  the  treach'rous  felon  out. 

Now  fee  !  the  fpreading  gates  unfold, 
Difplay'd  the  facred  leaves  of  gold. 
Let  me  with  holy  awe  repair, 
To  the  folemn  houfe  of  prayer. 
And  as  I  go,  O  thou  !  my  heart, 
Forget  each  low  and  earthly  part. 
Religion  enter  in  my  breaft, 
A  mild  and  venerable  gueft ! 
Put  off  in  Contemplation  drown'd, 
Each  thought  impure  in  holy  ground, 
And  cautious  tread  with  awful  fear 

The  courts  of  heav'n ; for  God  is  here, 

Now  my  grateful  voice  I  raife. 
Ye  angels  fwell  a  mortal's  praife, 
To  charm  with  your  own  harmony, 
The  ear  of  him  who  fits  on  high. 
Grant  me,  propitious  heav'nly  pow'r, 
Whofe  love  benign  we  feel  each  hour, 
An  equal  lot  on  earth  to  fhare, 
Nor  rich,  nor  poor,  my  humble  pray'r; 
Left  I  forget,  exalted  proud, 
The  hand  fupreme  that  gave  the  good ; 
Left  want  o'er  virtue  mould  prevail, 
And  I  put  forth  my  hand  and  fteal ; 
But  if  thy  fov'reign  will  fhall  grant, 
The  wealth  I  neither  afk  nor  want ; 
May  I  the  widow's  need  fupply, 
And  wipe  the  tear  from  forrow's  eye  ; 
May  the  weary  wand'rer's  feet, 
From  me  a  bleft  reception  meet ! 
But  if  contempt  and  low  eft  ate 
Be  the  aflignment  of  my  fate, 

0  !  may  no  hope  of  gain  entice 

To  tread  the  green  broad  path  of  vice. 
And  bounteous  O  !  vouchfafe  to  clear 
The  errors  of  a  mind  iincere. 
Illumine  thou  my  fearching  mind, 
Groping  after  truth  and  blind. 
With  ftores  of  fcience  be  it  fraught 
That  bards  have  dream'd,  or  fages  taught ; 
And  chief  the  heav'n-born  ftrain  impart, 
A  mufe  according  to  thy  heart ; 
That  wrapt  in  facred  ecftacy, 

1  may  fing  and  ling  of  thee  ; 
Mankind  inftruding  in  thy  laws, 
Bleft  poet  in  fair  virtue's  caufe, 
Her  former  merit  to  reftore, 
And  make  mankind  again  adore, 
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As  when  converfant  with  the  great, 

She  fixt  in  palaces  her  feat. 

Before  her  all-revealing  ray, 

Each  fordid  paffion  fhould  decay  : 

Ambition  fhuns  the  dreaded  dame, 

And  *  pales  his  ineffectual  flame  ; 

Wealth  fighs  her  triumphs  to  behold, 

And  offers  all  his  fums  of  gold  ; 

f  She  in  her  chariot  feen  to  ride, 

A  noble  train  attend  her  fide  : 

A  cherub  firft,  in  prime  of  years, 

The  champion  fortitude  appears ; 

Next  temp'rance  fober  miftrefs  feen, 

With  look  compos'd  and  cheerful  mien ; 

Calm  patience  ftill  victorious  found, 

With  never-fading  glories  crown'd, 

Firm  juftice  laft  the  balance  rears, 

The  good  man's  praife,  the  bad  man's  fears ; 

While  chief  in  beauty  as  in  place 

She  charms  with  dear  Monimia's  grace. 

Monimia  ftill !  here  once  again  ! 
O  !  fatal  name.     Oh !  dubious  {train  ! 
bay  heav'n-born  virtue,  pow'r  divine, 
Are  all  thefe  various  movements  thine  ? 
I    Was  it  thy  triumphs,  fole  infpir'd 
My  foul  to  holy  tranfports  fir'd  ? 
Or  fay  do  fpririgs  lefs  facred  move? 
Ah  !  much  I  fear,  it's  human  love. 
Alas !  the  noble  ftrife  is  o'er, 
The  blifsful  vifions  charm  no  more; 
Far  off  the  glorious  rapture  flown, 
Monimia  rages  here  alone. 
In  vain,  love's  fugitive,  I  try 
From  the  commanding  pow'r  to  fly, 
Though  grace  was  dawning  on  my  foul, 
Poffeft  by  heav'n  fincere  and  whole, 
Yet  ftill  in  fancy's  painted  cells 
The  foul-inflaming  image  dwells. 
Why  didft  thou,  cruel  love,  again 
Thus  drag  me  back,  to  earth  and  pain  ? 
Well  hop'd  I,  love,  thou  would'ft  retire 
Before  the  bleft  Jeffean  lyre. 
Devotion's  harp  would  charm  to  reft, 
The  evil  fpirit  in  my  breaft  ; 
But  the  deaf  adder  fell  difdains, 
Unliftning  to  the  chanter's  ft  rains. 

Contemplation,  baffled  maid, 
Remains  there  yet  no  other  aid  ? 
Helplefs  and  weary  muft  thou  yield 
To  love  fupreme  in  ev'ry  field  ? 
Lei  melancholy  laft  engage, 
Rev'rend  hoary  mantled  fage. 
Sure,  at  his  fable  flag's  difplay 
Love's  idle  troop  will  flit  away  ; 
And  bring  with  him  his  due  compeer, 
Silence,  fad,  forlorn,  and  drear. 

Hafte  thee  filence,  hafte  and  go, 
To  fearch  the  gloomy  world  below. 
My  trembling  fteps,  O  Sybil,  lead, 
Through  the  dominions  of  the  dead  : 
Where  care,  enjoying  foft  repofe, 
Lays  down  the  burden  of  his  woes  ; 
Where  meritorious-want,  no  more 
Shivering  begs  at  grandeur's  door; 

*  See  Hamlet. 

<\  See  Ctaraacr'fics,  Vol.  II.  page  2J1. 


Unconfcious  grandeur,  feal'd  his  eyes, 

On  the  mould'ring  purple  lies. 

In  the  dim  and  dreary  round,  , 

Speech  in  eternal  chains  lies  bound. 

And  fee  a  tomb,  it's  gates  difplay'd, 

Expands  an  everlafting  fhade. 

O  ye  inhabitants !  that  dwell 

Each  forgotten  in  your  cell, 

O  fay !  for  whom  of  human  race 

Has  fate  decreed  this  hiding  place  ? 

And  hark  !  methinks  a  fpirit  calls, 
Low  winds  the  whifper  round  the  walls, 
A  voice,  the  fluggifh  air  that  breaks, 
Solemn  amid  the  filence  fpeaks. 
Miftaken  man  thou  feek'ft  to  know, 
What  known  will  but  afflict  with  woe  ; 
There  thy  Monimia  fhall  abide, 
With  the  pale  bridegroom  reft  a  bride, 
The  wan  afllftants  there  fhall  lay, 
In  weeds  of  death,  her  beauteous  clay, 

O  words  of  woe  !  what  do  I  hear  ? 
What  founds  invade  a  lover's  ear  ? 
Muft  then  thy  charms,  my  anxious  care, 
The  fate  of  vulgar  beauty  fhare  ? 
Good  heav'n  retard  (for  thine  the  pow'r) 
The  wheels  of  time,  that  roll  the  hour. — 

Yet  ah !  why  fwells  my  breaft  with  fears  J 
Why  ftart  the  interdicted  tears  ? 
Love  doft  thou  tempt  again  ?  depart 
Thou  devil,  caft  out  from  my  heart. 
Sad  I  forfook  the  feaft,  the  ball, 
The  funny  bow'r  and  lofty  hall, 
And  fought  the  dungeon  of  defpair  j 
Yet  thou  overtak'ft  me  there. 
How  little  dream 'd  I  thee  to  find 
In  this  lone  flate  of  human  kind  ? 
Nor  melancholy  can  prevail, 
The  direful  deed,  nor  difmal  tale : 
Hop'd  I  for  thefe  thou  would'ft  remove  ? 
How  near  akin  is  grief  to  love  ? 
Then  no  more  I  ftrive  to  fhun     ' 
Love's  chains  :  O  heav'n  !  thy  will  be  done. 
The  beft  phyfician  here  I  find, 
To  cure  a  fore  difeafed  mind, 
For  foon  this  venerable  gloom 
Will  yield  a  weary  fufferer  room ; 
No  more  a  flave  to  love  decreed, 
At  eafe  and  free  among  the  dead. 
Come  then  ye  tears,  ne'er  ceafe  to  flow, 
In  full  fatiety  of  woe : 
Though  now  the  maid  my  heart  alarms, 
Severe  and  mighty  in  her  charms, 
Doom'd  to  obey,  in  bondage  preft, 
The  tyrant's  love  commands  unbleft  ; 
Pafs  but  fome  fleeting  moments  o'er, 
This  rebel  heart  fhall  beat  no  more  ; 
Then  from  my  dark  and  clofing  eye. 
The  form  belov'd  fhall  ever  fly. 
The  tyranny  of  love  fhall  ceafe, 
Both  laid  down  to  fleep  in  peace  ; 
TO  fhare  alike  our  mortal  lot, 
Her  beauties  and  my  cares  forgot. 

TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  EGLINTOUN, 

WITH  THE  GENTLE   SHEPHERD.       IJ26. 

ACCEPT,  O  Eglintoun  !  the  rural  lays, 
Thine  be  the  friends,  and  thine  the  poet's  praife 
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The  mufe  that  oft  has  rais'd  her  tuneful  flrains, 
A  frequent  gueft  on  Scotia's  bliisful  plains, 
That  oft  has  lung,  her  lift'ning  youth  to  move, 
The  charms  of  beauty,  and  the  force  of  love, 
Once  more  refumes  the  ftiii  fuccefsfal  lay, 
Delighted,  through  the  verdant  meads  to  ftray  : 
O  !  come,  invok'd,  and  pleas'd,  with  her  repair, 
To  breathe  the  balmy  fweets  of  purer  air ; 
In  the  cool  evening  negligently  laid, 
Or  near  the  ftream,  or  in  the  rural  fhade; 
Propitious  hear,  and,  as  thou  hear?ft,  approve 
The  Gende  Shepherd's  tender  tale  of  love,   [fire?, 
Learn  from  thefe  fcenes  what  warm  and  glowing 
Inflame  the  breaft  that  real  love  infpires ; 
Delighted  read  of  ardor,  fighs,  and  tears  ; 
All  that  a  lover  hopes,  and  all  he  fears  : 
Hence  too,  what  paflions  in  bis  bofom  rife, 
What  dawnins,  gladnefs  fparkles  in  his  eyes, 
When  firft  the  fair  is  bounteous  to  relent, 
And  blufhing  beauteous,  fmiles  the  kind  confent. 
Love's  pafiion  here  in  each  extreme  is  fhown, 
In  Charlotte's  fmile,  or  in  Maria's  frown. 

With  words  like  thefe,  that  fail'd  not  to  engage. 
Love  courted  beauty  in  a  golden  age, 
Pure  and  untaught,  fuch  nature  firft  infpir'd, 
Ere  yet  the  fair  affected  phrafc  admir'd. 
His  fee  ret  thoughts  were  undifguis'd  with  art, 
His  words  ne'er  knew  to  differ  from  his  heart. 
He  fpeaks  his  loves  fo  artlefs  and  fincere, 
As  thy  Eliza  might  be  pleas'd  to  hear. 

Heaven  only  to.  the  rural  ftate  beftows 
Conqueft  o'er  life,  and  freedom  from  its  woes ; 
Secure  alike  frqm  envy,  and  from  care, 
Nor  rais'd  by  hope,  nor  yet  depreft  by  fear  ; 
Nor  want's  lean  hand  its  happinefs  conftrains, 
Nor  riches  torture  with  ill-gotten  gains  ; 
No  fecret  guilt  its  ftedfaft  peace  deftroys, 
No  wild  ambition  interrupts  its  joys. 
Bleft  ftill  to  fpend  the  hours  that  heav'n  has  lent, 
la  humble  goodnefs,  and  in  calm  content ; 
Serenely  gentle^  as  the  thoughts  that  roll, 
Sinlefs  .and  pure,  in  fair  Humeia's  foul. 

But  now  the  rural  flate  thefe  joys  has  loft, 
Even  fwains  no  more  that  innocence  can  boaft. 
Lo^e  fpeaks  no  more  what  beauty  may  believe, 
Prone  to  betray,  and  pra&is'd  to  deceive. 
Now  happinefj  forfakes  her  bleft  retreat, 
The  peaceful  dwellings  where  Ihe  nx'd  her  feat; 
The  pleafing  fields  fue  wont  of  old  to  grace, 
Companion  to  an  upright  fcber  race  ; 
"When  on  the  funny  hiil,  or  verdant  plain, 
Free  and  familiar  with  the  foils  of  men, 
To  crown  the  pleafures  of  the  blamelefs  feaft, 
She  uninvited  came  a  welcome  gueft  : 
Ire  yet  an  age,  grown  rich  in  impious  artSj 
Seduc'd  from  innocence  incautious  hearts  ; 
Then  grudging  bate,  and  fir.ful  pride  fucceed, 
Cruel  revenge,  and  falie  unrighteous  deed  ; 
Then  dow'rlefs  beauty  loll  the  power  to  move  ; 
The  ruft  of  lucre  flain'd  the  gold  of  love. 
Bounteous  no  mere,  and  hofpitably  good,    [blooc 
The   genial  hearth  firft   blufb'd   with  ftrarger" 
The  friend  no  more  upon  the  friend  relies, 
Arid  femblant  faifehood  puto  on  truth's  difguife. 
The  peaceful  houfehold  fill'd  v  ith  dir    alarms, 
The  ravifh'd  virgin  mourns  her  flighted  charms 
The  voice  cf  impious  rriirtb  is  heard  around  ; 
In  guilt  they  ftaft,  in  guilt  the  bowl  is  crown' d 


Unpunifli'd  yi'lence  lords  it  o'er  the  plains, 
And  happinefs  fcrfakes  the  guilty  fwains. 
O  Happinefs  !  from  human  fearch  retir'd, 
Where  art  thou  to  be  found,  by  all  defir-'d  ? 
Nun  fober  a?.d  devout  !  why  art  thou  fled 

hide  in  fhacies  thy  mesk  contented  head  ? 
Virgin  of  afpeft  mild  !  ah  why  unkind, 

Tly'ft  thou  cHfplsas'd,  the  commerce  of  mankind  ? 

O  !  teach  our  fteps  to  find  the  fecret  cell, 
Where  with  thy  fire  content  thcu  lov'ft  to  dwelL 

Dr  fay,  doft  thou  a  duteous  handmaid  wait 

familiar,  at  the  chambers  of  the  great  ? 

Doft  thou  purfue  the  voice  of  them  that  call 

To  noify  revel,  and  to  midnight  ball  ? 

3'er  the  full  banquet  when  we  feaft  our  foul, 

Doft  thou  infpire  the  mirth,  or  mix  the  bowl  ? 

Or  with  th'  induftrious  planter  doft  thou  talk, 

Converfmg  freely  in  an  ev'ning  walk  ? 

Say,  docs  the  mifcr  e'er  thy  face  behold, 

Watchful  and  ftudious  of  the  treafur'd  gold  ? 

Seeks  knowledge,  not  in  vain,  thy  much  lov'dpow'r, 

Still  mufing  filent  at  the  mcrning  hour  ? 

May  we  thy  prefence  hope  in  war's  alarms, 

In  S 's  wifdcm,  or  Montgomery's  arms  ! 

In  vain  our  flatt'rir.g  hopes  our  fteps  beguile, 

The  flying  good  eludes  the  fearcher's  toil  : 

In  vain  we  leek  the  city  or  the  cell ; 

Alone  with  virtue  knows  the  pow'r  to  dwell. 

Nor  need  mankind  deipair  thefe  joys  to  know, 

The  gift  themfelves  may  on  themfelves  beftow. 

Soon,  foon  we  might  the  precious  bleffing  boaft  5 

But  many  paflions  muft  the  blelTmg  colt ;, 

Infernal  malice,  inly  pining  hate, 

And  envy  grieving  at  another's  ftate. 

Revenge  no  more  muft  in  our  hearts  remain., 
Or  burning  luft,  or  avarice  of  gain. 
When  thefe  are  in  the  human  bofom  nurfl, 
Can  peace  refide  in  dwellings  fo  accurft  ; 
Unlike,  O  Eglintoun  !  thy  happy  breaft, 
Calm  and  ferene,  enjoys  the  heavenly  gueft  ; 
From  the  tumultuous  rule  of  paffions  freed, 
Pure  in  thy  thought,  and  fpotlefs  in  thy  deed. 
In  virtues  rich,  in  gcodnefs  unconnn'd, 
Thou  fhin'fl  a  fair  example  to  thy  kind  ; 
Sincere  and  equal  to  thy  neighbour's  fame, 
How  fwift  to  praife,  how  obftinate  to  blame  ! 
Bold  in  thy  prefence  bafhful  fenfe  appears, 
And  backward  merit  lofes  all  its  fears. 
Supremely  bleft  by  heav'n,  heav'n's  richeft  grace 
Confeft  is  thine,  an  early  blooming  race, 
Whofe  pleafing  fmiles  fhail  guardian  wifdcm  arm, 
Divine  inftruclion  !  taught  of  thee  to  charm. 
What  tranfports  fhall  they  to  thy  foul  impart  ! 
(The  confcious  tranfpcrts  of  a  parent's  heart.) 
When  thou  behold'ft  them  of  each  grace  pcffeft, 
And  fighing  youths  imploring  to  be  bleft, 
After  thy  image  form'd,  with  charms  like  thine, 
Or  in  the  vifit,  or  the  dance  to  fhine. 
Thrice  happy  !  who  fucceed  their  mother's  praife, 
The  lovely  Eglintouns  of  future  days. 
Meanwhile  purfue  the  following  tender  fcenes, 
And  liften  to  thy  native  poet's  ftrains. 
In  ancient  garb  the  home  bred  mufe  appears, 
The  garb  our  rnufes  wore  in  former  years. 
As  in  a  glafs  reflected,  here  behold 
How  fmiling  goodnefs  look'd  in  days  of  old. 
Nor  blufh  to  read  where  beauty's  praife  is  fl 
And  virtuous  love,  the  likenefs  of  thy  own; 
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While  midft  the  various  gifts  that  gracious  heaven, 
Bounteous  to  thee,  with  righteous  hand  has  given; 
Let  this,  O  Eglintoun  !  delight  thee  moft, 


T"  enjoy  that  innocence  the  world  has  loft. 
ODE 


TO    FANCY. 


FANCY,  bright  and  winged  maid ! 

In  thy  night  drawn  car  convey'd, 

O'er  the  green  earth,  and  wide  fpread  main, 

A  thoufand  fhadows  in  thy  train, 

A  vary'd  air-embody'd  hoft, 

To  don  what  fhapes  thou  pleafeft  moft  ; 

Erandifh  no  more  thy  fcorpion  ft  ings 

Around  the  deftin'd  couch  of  kings  ; 

Nor  in  rebellion's  ghaftly  fize 

A  dire  gigantic  fpe&re  rife  : 

Ceai'e,  for  a  while,  in  rooms  of  ftate 

To  damp  the  flumbers  of  the  great ; 

In  merit's  lean  look'd  form  t'  appear, 

And  holla  traitor  in  their  ear  : 

Or  freedom's  holier  garb  bely, 

While  juftice  grinds  her  axe  faft  by  : 

Nor  o'er  the  mifer's  eye-lids  pour 

The  unrefrefhing  golden  fhow'r; 

Whilft,  keen  th'  unreal  blifs  to  feel, 

His  breaft  bedews  the  ruffian  fteel. 

With  thefe,  (when  next  thou  tak'ft  thy  round) 
The  thoughts  of  guilty  pride  confouod  : 
Thefe  fwell  the  horrors  and  affright 
Of  confcience,  keen  condemning  night. 
For  this  (nor  gracious  pow'r !  repine) 
A  gentler  miniftry  be  thine  : 
Whate'er  infpires  the  poet's  theme, 
Or  lover's  hope  enliven'd  dream. 
Monimia's  mildeft  form  affume  ; 
Spread  o'er  thy  cheeks  her  youthful  bloom ; 
Unfold  her 'eyes  unblemifh'd  rays, 
That  melt  to  virtue  as  we  gaze ; 
That  envy's  guiltieft  wifh  difann. 
And  view  benign  a  kindred  charm  : 
Call  all  the  graces  from  thy  ftore, 
'Till  thy  creative  pow'er  be  o'er ; 
Bid  her  each  breathing  fweet  difpenfe, 
And  robe  in  her  own  innocence. 

My  wifh  is  giv'n  ;  the  fpells  begin ; 
Th'  ideal  world  awakes  within  ; 
The  lonely  void  of  ftill  repofe 
Pregnant  with  fome  new  wonder  grows : 
See,  by  the  twilight  of  the  Ikies, 
The  beauteous  apparition  rife  ; 
Slow  in  Monimia's  form,  along 
Glides  to  the  harmony  of  fong. 

But  who  is  he  the  virgin  leads, 
Whom  high  a  flaming  torch  proceeds, 
In  a  gown  of  ftainlefs  lawn, 
O'er  each  manly  fhouldtr  drawn  ? 
Who,  clad  in  robe  of  fcarlet  grain, 
The  boy  that  wears  her  flowing  train  ? 
Behind  his  back  a  quiver  flung  ; 
A  bended  bow  acrofs  is  hung  , 
His  head  and  heels  two  wings  unfold,   % 
The  azure  feathers  girt  with  gold. 
Hymen  !    'tis  he  who  kind  infpires 
Joys  unfeign'd  and  chafte  defires. 
And  thou,  of  love  deceitful  child  ! 
With  tyger-heart,  yet  lamb-like  mild, 


Fantaftic  by  thyfelf,  and  vain, 

But  feemly  feen  in  Hymen's  train  ; 

If  fate  be  to  my  wifhes  kind, 

O !  may  I  find  ye  ever  join'd  ; 

But  if  the  fates  my  wifh  deny, 

My  humble  roof  come  ye  not  nigh* 

The  fpell  works  on  :  yet  ftop  the  day 

While  in  the  houfe  of  fleep  I  ft  ay. 

About  me  fwells  the  fudden  grove, 

The  woven  arbourette  of  love  ; 

Flow'rs  fpring  unbidden  o'er  the  ground, 

And  more  than  nature  plants  around. 

Fancy,  prolong  the  kind  repofe  ; 

Still,  ftill  th'  enchanting  vifion  glows  ; 

And  now  I  gaze  o'er  all  her  charms, 

Now  fink  tranfported  in  her  arms. 

Oh  facred  energy  divine  ! 

All  thefe  enraptur'd  fcenes  are  thine. 

Hail !  copious  fource  of  pure  delight ; 

All  hail !  thou  heaven-revealed  rite  ; 

Endearing  truth  thy  train  attends, 

And  thou  and  meek-ey'd  peace  are  friends 

Clofer  entwine  the  magic  bow'r  ; 

Thick  rain  the  rofe-empurpl'd  fliow'r  : 

The  myftic  joy  impatient  flies 

Th'  unhallow'd  gaze  of  vulgar  eyes. 

Unenvy'd  let  the  rich  and  great 

Turmoil  without,  and  parcel  fate, 

Indulging  here,  in  blifs  fupreme, 

Might  I  enjoy  the  golden  dream  : 

But,  ah  !  the  rapture  .muft  not  ftay  ; 

For  fee  !  fhe  glides,  fhe  glides  away. 

Oh  fancy  !  why  did'ft  thou  decoy 
My  thoughts  into  this  dream  of  joy, 
Then  to  forfake  me  all  alone, 
To  mourn  the  fond  delulion  gone  ? 
O  !  back  again,  benign,  reft  ore 
The  pi6tur'd  Tifion  as  before. 
Yes,  yes  :  once  more  I  fold  my  eyes ; 
Ariie,  ye  dear  deceits,  arife. 
Ideas  bland !  where  do  ye  rove? 
Why  fades  my  vifionary  grove  ? 
Ye  fickle  troop  of  Morpheus'  train, 
Then  will  you,  to  the  proud  and  vain, 
From  me,  fantaftic,  wing  your  flight, 
T'  adorn  the  dream  of  falfe  delight  ? 
But  now,  feen  in  Mcnimia's  air, 
Can  you  affume  a  form.  Icfs  fair, 
.Some  idle  beauty's  wifh  fupply, 
The  mimic  triumphs  of  her  eye  ? 
Grant  all  to  me  this  live-long  night, 
Let  charms  detain  the  rifmg  light ; 
For  this  one  night  my  liv'ries  wear, 
And  I  abfolvc  thee  for  the  year. 

What  time  your  poppy-crowned  God 
Sends  his  truth-telling  fcouts  abroad, 
Ere  yet  the  cock  to  mattins  rings, 
And  the  lark  with  mounting  wings, 
The  fimple  village-fwain  has  warn'd 
To  fhake  off  fleep;  by  labour  earn'd  ; 
Or  on  the  rofe's  filken  hem, 
Aurora  weeps  her  earlieft  gem  ; 
Or,  beneath  the  op'ning  dawn, 
Smiles  the  fair-extended  lawn. 
When  in  the  foft  encircled  ihade 
Ye  find  reclin'd  the  gentle  maid, 
Each  bufy  motion  laid  to  reft,  ! 
And  all  compo&'d  her  peaceful  breaft  : 
Dd  ij 
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Swift  paint  the  fair  internal  fcene, 
The  phantom  labours  of  your  reign ; 
The  living  imag'ry  adorn 
With  all  the  limnings  of  the  morn; 
With  all  the  treafurcs  nature  keeps 
Conccal'd  below  the  forming  deeps ; 
Or  drefs'd  in,  the  rich  waving  pride, 
That  covers  the  green  mountain's  fide, 
Or  blooms  bcxieath  the  am'rous  gale 
In  the  wide  embofom'd  vale. 
Let  powerful  mufic  too  effay 
The  magic  of  her  hidden  lay : 
While  each  harfh  thought  away  fh.all  fly 
Dqwh  the  tull  ftream  of  harmony, 
Compaffion  mild  fhall  fill  their  place, 
Each  gentle  minifter  of  grace  ; 
Pity,  that  often  melts  to  love, 
Let  weeping  pity  kind  improve, 
The  foften'd  heart,  prepar'd  to  take 
Whate'er  imprefiions  love  fhall  make. 
Oh !  in  that  kind,  that  facred  hour, 
When  hate,  when  anger  have  no  power; 
When  fighing  love,  mild  fimple  boyi 
Courtfhip  fv/eet,  and  tender  joy, 
Alone  poflefs  the  fair  one's  heart ; 
Let  me' then,  fancy,  bear  my  part.' 

Oh  !  Goddefs  how  I  long  t'.  appear; 
The  hour  of  dear  fuccefs  draws  near  : 
See  where  the  crowding  fhadows  wait ; 
Hafle  and  unfold  the  iv'ry  gate  ; 
Ye  gracious  forms,  employ  your  aid, 
Come  in  my  anxious  look  array 'd; 
Come  love,  come  rlyrrien,  at  my  pray'r, 
Led  by  blythe  hope,  ye  decent  pair 
By  mutual  confidence  combin'd, 
As  erft  in  fleep  I  fa w  you  join'd. 
Fill  my  eyes  with  heart  fwell'd  tears, 
Fill  my  breaft  with  heart  born  fears, 
Half-utter'o,  vows  and  half-fuppreis'd, 
Part  look'd,  and  only  wilh'd  the  reft ; 
Make  fighs,  and  ipeakmg  forrows  prove, 
Suffering  much,  how  much  1  love  ;  • 
Make  the  mufes  lyre  complain, 
Strung  by  me  in  warbled  ft  rain  ; 
Let  t£ie  melodious  numbers  flow 
Powerful  of  a  lover's  woe, 
Till,  by  the  tender  Orphean  art, 
I  through  her  ear  fhall  gain  her  heart. 

Now  fancy,  now  the  fit  is  o'.er : 
I  feel  my  forrows  vex  no  more  : 
But  when  condemned  again  to  mourn, 
fancy,  to  my  aid  return-. 

ODE    H. 

BEGONE,  purfuits  fo  vain  and  light  ^ 
Knowledge,  fruklefs  of  delight  } 
Lean  fludy,  fire  of  fallow  doubt* 
I  put  thy  muling  taper  'out; 
Fantaftic  ail;  a  long  adieu  ; 
For  what  has  love  to  do  with  you  ?, 
For,  lo,'  I  go,   where  beauty  fifes, 
To  fatisfy  my  foul's  defires ; 
For,  io,  I  feck  the  facred  walls 
Where  love,  and  gentle  beauty,  calls: 
For  me  fhe  has  adorri'd  the  room, 
For  me  has  &ed  a  rich  perfume  : 
Has  fhe  not  prepar'd  the  tea  ; 
The  kettie  boils— fac  waits  for  me. 


I  come,  nor  fingle,  but  along 
Youthful  fports  a  jolly  throng  ! 
Thoughtlefsjoke,  and  infant  wiles  j, 
Harmlefs  wit,  and  virgin  fmiles  ; 
Tender  words,  and  kind  intent ; 
Languifh  fond  and  blandifhment ; 
Yielding  curtfey,  whifper  low ; 
Silken  blufh,  with  cheeks  that  glow ; 
Chafte  defires,  and  wifhes  meet ; 
Thin  clad  hope,  a  foot-man  fleet ; 
Modefty,  that  turns  afide, 
And  backward  ftrives  her  form  to  hide  ; 
Healthful  mirth,  ftill  gay  and  young, 
And  meeknefs  with  a  maiden's  tongue^ 
Satire,  by  good  humour  drefs'd 
In  a  many-colour'd  veft  : 
And  enter  leaning  at  the  door, 
Who  fend'ft  thy  flaunting  page  before, 
The  roguifh  boy  of  kind  delight, 
Attendant  on  the  lover's  night, 
Fair  his  iv'ry  fhuttle  flies 
Through  the  bright  threads  of  mingling  dies> 
As  fvvift  his  rofy  fingers  move 
To  knit  the  filken  cords  of  love ; 
And  flop  who  foftly  Dealing  goes 
Occafion  high  on  her  tiptoes, 
Whom  youth  with  watchful  look  efpies, 
To  feize  the  forelock  ere  fhe  flies, 
Ere  he  her  bald  pate  fhall  furvey, 
And  well  ply'd  heels  to  run  away. 

But,  anxious  care,  be  far  from  hence ; 
Vain  furmjfe,  and  alter'd  fenfe  ; 
Mifhapen  doubts,  the  woes  they  bring ; 
And  jealoufy,  of  fierceft  fting ; 
Defpair,  that  folitary  flands, 
And  wrings  a 'halter  in  his  hands ; 
Flatt'ry  falfe  and  hollow  found, 
And  dread  with  eye  ftill  looking  round ; 
Avarice,  bending  under  pelf; 
Conceit,  ftill  gazing  on  herjfelf : 
O  love !  exclude  high  crefted  pride, 
Nymph  of  Amazonian  ftride  : 
Nor  in  thefe  walls,  like  waiting-maid, 
Be  curiofity  furvey'd, 
That  to  the  key-hole  lays  her  ear, 
Lift'ning  at  the  door  to  hear  ; 
Nor  father  time  unlefs  he's  found 
In  triumph  led  by  beauty  bound, 
Forc'd  to  yield  to  vigour's  ftroke, 
His  blunted  fcythe  and  hour  glafs  broke. 

But  come,  all  ye  who  know  to  pleafe ; 
Inviting  glance,  and  downy  eafe  ; 
The  heart  born  joy,  the  gentle  care  ; 
Soft  breath'd  wifli,  and  power  of  prayer  j 
The  fingle  vow,  that  means  no  ill ; 
Believing  ^uiet,  fubmiffive  will ; 
Conftancy  of  meekeft  mind, 
That  fuffers  long  and  ftill  is  kind ; 
All  ye  who  put  our  woes  to  flight ; 
All  ye  wh'o  minifter  delight ; 
Nodes,  and  wreaths,  and  becks,  and  tips ; 
Meaning  winks,  and  roguifh  trips  ; 
Fond  deceits,  and  kind  furprifes; 
Suddeh  finks  and  fudden  rifes ; 
Laughs,  and  toys,  and  gamefome  fights ; 
Jolly  dance,  and  girds  and  flights: 
Then,  to  make  me  wholly  bleft, 
Let  me  be  there  a  welcome  gueft", 
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smmortalia  he  fperes,  monet  annus— —        HOR. 

Now  fpring  begins  her  fmiling  round, 
Lavifh  to  paint  th'  enamell'd  ground  j 
The  birds  exalt  their  cheerful  voice, 
And  gay  on  every  bough  rejoice. 
The  lovely  graces,  hand  in  hand, 
Knit  in  love's  eternal  band, 
With  dancing  ftep  at  early  dawn, 
Tread  lightly  o'er  the  dewy  lawn. 
Where-e'er  the  youthful  fifters  move^ 
They  fire  the  foul  to  genial  love. 
Now,  by  the  river's  painted  fide, 
The  fwain  delights  his  country  bride  : 
While,  pleas'd  (he  hears  his  artlefs  vows  f 
Above  the  feather'd  fongfter  woos. 
Soon  will  the  ripen 'd  fummer  yield 
Her  various  gifts  to  ev'ry  field ; 
Soon  fruitful  trees,  a  beauteous  fhow, 
With  mby  tin&ur'd  births  fhall  glow  ; 
Sweet  frnells,  from  bed.s  of  lilies  born, 
Perfume  the  breezes  of  the  morn. 
The  funny  day,  and  dewy  night, 
To  rural  play  my  fair  invite  ; 
Soft  on  a  bank  of  violets  laid, 
Cool  fhe  enjoys  the  evening  fhade  ; 
The  fweets  of  fummer  feaft  her  eye  : 
Yet  foon,  foon  will  the  fummer  fly. 

Attend,  my  lovely  maid,  and  know 
To  profit  by  the  moral  fhow : 
Now  young  and  blooming  thou  art  feerii 
Frefh  on  the  flalk,  for  ever  green; 
Now  does  th'  unfolded  bud  difclofe 
JFull  blown  to  fight  the  blufhing  rofe : 
Yet,  once  the  funny  feafon  paft, 
Think  not  the  coz'ning  fcene  will  laft  ; 
Let  not  the  flatt'rer  hope  perfuade  : 
Ah !  muft  I  fay  that  this  will  fade  ? 

For  fee  the  fummer  pofts  away, 
Sad  emblem  of  our  own  decay. 
Now  winter,  from  the  frozen  north, 
Drives  his  iron  chariot  forth  ; 
His  grizly  hand  in  icy  chains 
Fair  Tweda's  filver  flood  conftrains  : 
Caft  up  thy  eyes,  how  bleak  and  bare 
He  wanders  on  the  tops  of  Yare ! 
Behold  his  footfteps  dire  are  feen 
Confefs'd  on  many  a  with'ring  green. 
Griev'd  at  the  fight,  when  thou  ftialt  fee, 
A  fnowy  wreath  clothe  ev'ry  tree, 
Frequenting  now  the  ftrcam  no  more, 
Thou  fly'ft,  difpleas'd  the  barren  fhore. 
When  thou  ihalt  mifs  the  flow'rs  that  grew 
But  late  to  charm  thy  ravifh'd  view, 
Shall  1)  ah  horrid  !  wilt  thou  fayj 
Be  like  to  this  another  day  ? 

Yet,  when  in  fnow  and  dreary  froft 
The  pleafui-e  of  the  field  is  loft, 
To  blazing  hearths  at  home  we  runj 
And  fires  fupply  the  diftant  fun  ; 
|n  ga.y  delights  our  hours  employ, 
We  do  not  lofe,  but  change  our  joy  ; 
Happy  abandon  ev'ry  care, 
To  lead  the  dance,  to  court  the  fair, 
To  turn  the  page  of  ancient  bards, 
To  drain  th?  bowl,  and  deal  the  cards, 


But  when  the  beauteous  white  and  red 
From  the  pale  afhy  cheek  is  fled  ; 
When  wrinkles  dire  and  age  fevere, 
Make  beauty  fly  we  know  not  where  : 
The  fair  whom  fates  unkind  difrrm, 
Have  they  for  ever  ceas'd  to  charm  ? 
Or  is  there  left  feme  ple'afing  art, 
To  keep  fecure  a  .captive  heart  ? 

Unhappy  love !  might  lovers  fay, 
Beauty,  thy  food  does  fvvift  decay  ; 
When  once  that  fhort-liv'd  ftock  is  fpentj 
What  art  thy  famine  can  prevent  ? 
Virtues  prepare  with  early  care, 
That  love  may  live  on  wifdom's  fare  J 
Though  edlafy  with  .beauty  flies, 
Efteem  is  born  when  beauty  dies> 
Happy  to  whom  the  fates  decree 
The  gift  of  heav'n  in  giving  thee  : 
Thy  beauty  fhall  his  youth  engage  j 
Thy  virtues  fhall  delight  his  age. 

ODE     IV. 

Oft    THE    NEW    YEAR    M.DCd.XXXIX, 

JANUS,  who  with  fliding  pace, 

Ruh'ft  a  never  ending  race, 

And  driv'ft  about,  in  prone  career, 

The  whirling  circle  of  the  year, 

Kindly  indulge  a  little  ftay,, 

I  beg  but  one  fvvift  hour's  delay. 

O  !  while  th'  important  minutes  wait, 

Let  me  revolve  the  books  of  fate  ; 

See  what  the  coining  year  intends 

To- me,  my  country,  kind  and  friends. 

Then  may'ft  thou  wing  thy  flight,  and  go^ 

To  fcatter  blindly  joys  and  woe  ;   . 

Spread  dire  dtfeafe,  or  purtfl  health, 

And,,  as  thou  lifts,  grant  place  or  wealth. 

This  hour,  with-held.by  potent  charms. 

Ev'n  peace  fhal!  fleep  in  pow'rs  mad  arms  ? 

Kings  feel  their  inward  torments  lefs, 

And  for  a  moment  wifh  to  blefs. 

Life  now  prefents  another  fcerie, 
The  fame  ftrangc  farce  to  atit  again; 
Agahi  the  wiary  human  play'rs 
Advance;  and  take  their  feveral  fha'res : 
Clodius  riots,  Casfar  fights, , 
Tully  pleads,  and  Maro  writes, 
Ammoh's  fierce  fons  contrcuis  the  globe^ 
And  Harlequin  diverts  the  mob. 

To  time's  dark  cave  the  year  retreats, 
Thefe  hoary  unfrequented  feats ; 
There  from  his  loaded  wing  he  lays 
The  months.,  the  minutes,  hours,  and  days ; 
Then  flies,  the  feafons  in  his  tranij 
To  compafs  roimd  the  year  again. 

See  there,   in  various  heaps  combin'd, 
The  vaft  defigns  of  human  kind  ; 
Whatever  fwell'd  the  ft'atefman's  thought* 
The  mifchiefs  mad  ambition  wrought^ 
Public  revenge  and  hidden  guilt, 
The  blood  by  fecret  murder  fpilt, 
Friendihips  to  fordid  intercil  given, 
And  ill-match'd  hearts,  ne'er  pair'd  in  heaven  j 
What  avarice,  to  crown  his  ftore, 
Stole  from  the  orphan,  ahd  the  poor ; 
Or  luxury's  more  fhameful  wafte, 
Smiander'd  on  the  unthankful  feaft. 
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Ye  kings,  and  guilty  great,  draw  near  ; 
Before  this  awful  court  appear  : 
Bare  to  the  mufe's  piercing  eye 
The  fecret  of  all  mortals  lie  ; 
She,  flrict  avenger,  brings  to  light 
Your  crimes  conceal'd  in  darkeft  night ; 
As  confcience,  to  her  truft  moft  true, 
Shall  judge  between  th'  opprefs'd  and  you. 

This  cafket  fhows,  ye  wretched  train, 
How  often  merit  fu'd  in  vain. 
See,  there,  undry'd,  the  widow's  tears ; 
See,  there,  unfooth'd,  the  orphan's  fears  : 
Yet,  look,  what  mighty  furns  appear, 
The  vile  profufion  of  the  year. 
Could'ft  thou  not,  impious  greatnefs,  give 
The  fmalleft  alms,  that  want  might  live  ? 
And  yet,  how  many  a  large  repaft, 
PalFd  the  rich  glutton's  fickly  tafte ! 
One  table's  vain  intemp'rate  load, 
With  ambufh'd  death,  and  ficknefs  ftrow'd, 
Had  blefs'd  the  cottage  peaceful  made, 
And  given  its  children  health  and  bread  : 
The  ruftic  lire,  and  faithful  fpoufe, 
"With  each  dear  pledge  of  honeft  vows. 
Had,  at  the  fober-tafted  meal, 
Repeated  oft  the  grateful  tale  ; 
Had  hymn'd ,  in  native  language  free, 
The  fong  of  thanks  to  heaven  and  thee  ; 
A  mufic  that  the  gre'at  ne'er  hear, 
Yet  fwecter  to  the  internal  ear, 
Than  any  foft  feducing  note 
E'er  thrill'd  from  Farinelli's  throat. 

Let's  ftill  fearch  on -This  bundle's  large, 

"What's  here  ?  'Tis  fcience'  plaintive  charge. 

Hear  wifdom's  philofophic  figh, 

(Neglected  all  her  treafures  lie) 

That  none  her  fecret  haunts  explore, 

To  learn  what  Plato  taught  before  ; 

Her  fons  feduc'd  to  turn  their  parts 

To  flattery's  more  thriving  arts  ; 

Refine  their  better  fenfe  away 

And  pin  corruptions  flag,  for  pay. 

See  his  reward  the  gameiler  fhare, 

Who  painted  moral  virtue  fair ; 

Infpii  'd  the  minds  of  gen'rous  youth 

To  love  the  fimpk  miftrefs  truth  ; 

The  patriot  path  diftinctly  fhow'd, 

That  Rome  and  Greece  to  glory  trode  ; 

Tl  .     <elf~ar>j  bufe  is  noblcft  fame, 

And  kings  may  greatnefs  link  to  ihame ; 

While  honefty  is  no  difgracer 

And  peace  can  fmile  without  a  place. 

Hear  too  aftronomy  repine, 

Who  taught  nnnumber'd  worlds  to  mine  ; 

Who  travels  boundlefs  ether  through, 

And  brings  the  diflant  orbs  to  view. 

Can  fhe  her  broken  glafs  repair, 

Though  avarice  has  her  all  to  fpare  ! 

What  mighty  iecrets  had  been  found, 

Was  virtue  miftrefs  of  five  pound  ? 

Yet  fee  where;  given  to  wealth  and  pride, 

A  bulky  penfion  lies  befide. 

Avauntthea,  riches  ;  rio  delay; 
I  fpurn  th'  ignoble  heaps  a\vay. 
What  though  your  charms  can  purchafe  all 
The  g*iddy  'honours  of  this  ball ; 
Mak*  nature's  germans  all  divide, 
And  haughty  pecr&  renounce  their  pride ; 


an  buy  proud  Flavia's  fordid  fmiie"', 
T,  ripe  for  fate,  this  deflin'd  ifle. 
'hough  greatnefs  condefcends  to  pray, 
Vill  time  indulge  one  hour's  delay, 
)r  give  the  wretch  intent  on  pelf, 
)ne  moment's  credit  with  himfelf  ? 

irtue,  that  true  from  falfe  difcerns, 
"he  vulgar  courtly  phrafe  unlearns, 
uperior  far  to  fortune's  frown, 
Jeftows  alone  the  ftable  crown, 

he  wreath  from  honours  root  that 
That  fades  upon  the  brows  of  kings 


ODE     V. 

ON  THE  BATTLE  OF   GLAD  3MFIR,  1745- 

As  over  Gladfmuir's  blood-ftain'd  field, 

Scotia,  imperial  goddefs  flew  ; 
Her  lifted  fpear  and  radiant  ihield 
Confpicuous  blazing  to  the  view  : 

Her  vifage,  lately  clouded  with  defpair, 
Now  reaffum'd  its  firft  majeftic  air. 

Such  feen  as  oft  in  battle  warm 

She  glow'd  through  many  a  martial  age  ; 
Or  mild  to  breathe  the  civil  charm, 
In  pious  plans  and  counfel  fage  : 

For,  o'er  the  mangling  glories  of  her  face, 
A  manly  greatnefs  heighten'd  female  grace. 

Leud  as  the  trumpet  rolls  its  found, 
Her  voice  the  pow'r  celeftial  rais'd  ; 

Whilft  her  victorious  fons  around 

In  filent  joy  and  wonder  gaz'd  : 

The  facred  mufes  heard  th'  immortal  lay, 
And  thus  to  earth  the  notes  of  fame  convey. 

"  'Tis  done  !  my  fons  !  'tis  nobly  done  !" 

Victorious  over  tyrant  pow'r  ; 
How  quick  the  race  of  fame  was  run  ! 

The  wcrk  of  ages  in  one  hour  :  [reigns  ; 

Slow  creeps  th'oppreffive  weight  of  flavifh 
One  glorious  moment  rofe,  and  burft  your 
chains. 

But  late,  forlorn,  dejected,  pale, 
A  prey  to  each  intuiting  foe  ; 
I  fought  the  grove  and  gloomy  vale, 
To  vent  in  folitude  my  woe  : 

Now  to  my  hand  the  balance  fair  reftor'd  ; 
Once  more  I  wield  on  high  th'  imperial  fword* 

What  arm  has  this  deliverance  wrought  ? 
'Tis  he  !  the  gallant  youth  appears; 

0  warm  in  fields,  and  cool  in  thought  ! 
Beyond  the  iiow  advance  of  years  ! 

Hafte,  let  me,  refcu'd  now  from  future  harms, 
Strain  clofe  the  filial  virtue  in  my  arms. 

Early  I  nurs'd  this  royal  youth, 
Ah  !  ill  detain'd  on  foreign  fliores  ; 

1  filPd  his  mind  with  love  of  truth, 

With  fortitude  and  wifdom's  ftores  : 
For  when  a  noble  action  is  decreed, 
Heav'n  forms  the  hero  for  the  deflin'd  deed. 

Nor  could  the  foft  feducing  charms 

Of  mild  Hefperia's  blooming  foil, 
E'er  quench  his  noble  thirfh  of  arms, 

Of  generous  deeds  and  honeft  toil  ; 
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ir'a  with  die  warmth  a  country's  love  im 
parts,  [arts. 
He  fled  their  weaknefs,  but  admir'd  their 

With  him  I  plow'd  the  flormy  main  ; 

My  breath  inlpir'd  th'  aufpicious  gale ; 
Referv'd  for  Gladfmuir's  glorious  plain; 
Through  dangers  wing'd  his  daring  fail : 

Where,  form'd  with  inborn  worth,  he  durfl 

cppofe 
His  fingie  valour  to  an  hod  of  foes. 

He  came  !  he  fpoke  !  and  all  around, 

As  fwift  as  heav'n's  quick-darted  flame, 
Shepherds  turri'd  warriors  at  the  found, 
And  every  bofom  beat  for  fame  : 

They  caught  heroic  ardour  from  his  eyes, 
And  at  his  fide  the  willing  heroes  rife. 

Roufe,  England  !  roufe,  fame's  nobleft  fon, 

In  all  thy  ancient  fplendor  fhuie  ; 
If  I  the  glorious  work  begun, 

0  let  the  crowning  palm  be  thine  : 

I  bring  a  prince,  for  fuch  is  heav'n's  decree, 
Who  overcomes  but  to  forgive  and  free. 

60  fhall  fierce  wars  and  tumults  ccafe, 

While  plenty  crowns  the  fmiling  plain ; 
And  induflry,  fair  child  of  peace, 
Shall  in  each  crowded  city  reign  ; 

So  fhall  thefe  happy  realms  for  ever  prove 
The  fweets  of  union,  liber ty>  and  love. 

ON    SEEING 

LADY  MARY  MONTGOMERY 

SIT    TO    HER    PICTURE. 
In  Imitation  of  Spencer's  Style. 

WHENLindfay  drew  Montgomery,  heavenly  maid, 
And  gaz'd  with  wonder  on  that  angel  face> 

Pleas'd  I  fat  by,  and  joyfully  furvey'd 
The  daring  pencil  image  every  grace. 

When  as  the  youth,  each  feature  o'er  and  o'er 
Careful  retouch'd  with  ftridt  obfervant  view  ; 

Eftfoons  I  faw  how  charms  unfeen  before 

Swell'dtothe  fight,  and  with  the  picture  grew. 

With  milder  glances  now  he  arms  her  eyes, 
The  red  now  triumphs  to  a  brighter  rofe ; 

Now  heaves  her  bofom  to  a  fofter  rife, 
And  fairer  on  her  cheek  the  lily  blows. 

Lad  glow'd  the  blufh  that  pure  of  female  wile, 

1  whilom  knew  when  fo  my  ftars  decreed, 
My  pipe  fhe  deign'dto  laud  in  pleafing  fmile, 

All  undelerving  I  fuch  worthy  meed. 

The  whiles  1  gaz'd,  ah  !  felice  art  thought  I, 
Ah  !  felice  youth  that  doen  it  poffefs"; 

Couth  to  depeint  the  fair  fo  verily, 

True  to  each  charm,  and  faithful  to  each  grace. 

Sythence  fhe  cannot  emulate  her  {kill, 
Ne  envy  will  the  mufe  her  fillers  praife, 

Then  for  the  deed,  O  let  her  place  the  will, 
And  to  the  glowing  colours  join  her  lays. 

Yet  algates  would  the  nine,  that  high  on  hill 
Parnafle,  fweet  imps  of  Jove,  with  Jove  refide, 

Give  me  to  reign  the  fiery  ftced  at  will, 
And  with  kind  hand  thy  lucky  penci 


Then  certes  mought  we  fate  mifprile,  of  praife 
Secure,  if  the  dear  maid  in  beauties  bloom 

Survive,  or  in  thy  colours,  or  my  lays, 
Joy  of  this  age,  and  joy  of  each  to  come. 


MISS  AND  THE  BUTTERFLY. 


In  the  manner  of  the  late  Mr.  Gay. 

A  TENDER  Mifs,  whom  mother's  care 
Bred  up  in  wholefome  country  air, 
Far  from  the  follies  of  the  town, 
Alike  untaught  to  fmile  or  frown; 
Her  ear  unus'd  to  flatt'ry's  praife, 
Unknown  in  woman's  wicked  ways; 
Her  tongue  from  modifii  tattle  free, 
Undipp'd  in  fcandal  and  bohea  ; 
Her  genuine  fornT  and  native  grace 
Were  ftrangers  to  a  lodking-g;lafs . 
Nor  cards  fhe  dealt,  nor  flirted  fan, 
And  valu'd  not  quadrille  or  man  ; 
But  fimple  liv'd,  jufl  as  you  know 
Mifs  Cloe  did — -fome  weeks  ago. 

As  now  the  pretty  innocent 
Walk'd  forth  to'  tafte  the  early  fcent, 
She  tripp'd  about  the  murm'ring  ftream, 
That  oft  had  lull'd  her  thoughtlefs  dream. 
The  morning  fweet,  the  air  ferene, 
A  thoufand  flow'rs  adorn'd  the  fcene  ; 
The  birds  rejoicing  round  appear 
To  choofc  their  conforts  for  the  year  ; 
Her' heart  was  light,  and  full  of  play, 
And,  like  herfelf,  all  nature  gay. 

On  fuch  a  day,  as  fajes  fing, 
A  Butterfly  was  on  the  wing  ; 
From  bank  to  bank,  from  bloom  to  bloom, 
He  flretch'd  the  gold  befpangled  plume  : 
Now  fkims  along,  and  ndw  alights 
As  fmell  allures,  or  grace  invites  ; 
Now  the  violet's  frefbnefs  fips  ; 
Now  kifs'd  the  rofe's  fcar.l.et  lips ; 
Becomes  anon  the  daify's  gucft  : 
Then  prefs'd  the  lily's  fnowy  bread ; 
Nor  long  to  one  vouchsafes  a  flay, 
But  juft  falutes,  and  flies  away. 

The  virgin  faw  with  rapture  fir'd  J 
She  faw,  and  what  fhe  faw  defir'd, 
The  fhining  wings,  and  ftarry  eyes, 
And  burns  to  feize  the  living  prize  : 
Her  beating  breail  and  glowing  face 
Betray  her  native  love  of  drefs, 
And  all  the  woman  full  expreft 
Firfl  flutters  in  her  little  bVeaft  : 
Enfnar'd  by  empty  outward  fhow, 
She  fwift  purfues  the  infe6t-beau; 
O'er  gay  parterres  fne  runs  in  hafte* 
Nor  heeds  the  garden's  fl6w'ry  wafte* 

Long  as  the  fun,  with  genial  pow'r 
Increafmg,  warm'd  the  fultry  hour, 
The  nymph  o'er  every  border  flew, 
And  kept  the  fhining  game  in  vie\* : 
But  when,  foft  breathing  through  the  trees, 
With  coolnefs  came  the  evening  breeze  ; 
As  hov'ring  o'er  the  tulip's  pride 
He  hung  with  whig  diverfify'd, 
Caught  in  the  hollow  of  her  hand, 
She  held  the  captive  at  command, ' 
Dd  iiij 
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Fluttering  in  vain  to  be  releas'd, 
He  thus  the  gentle  nymph  addrefs'd : 
JLoofe,  gen'rous  virgin,  loofe  my  chain  ; 
From  me  what  glory  canfl  thou  gain  ? 
A  vain,  unquiet,  glitt'ring  thing, 
My  only  boaft  a  gorgeous  wing  ; 
From  flow'r  to  flow'r  I  idly  ftray, 
The  trifler  of  a  fummer's  day  : 
Then  let  me  not  in  vain  implore, 
But  leave  me  free  again  to  foar. 

His  words  the  little  charmer  mov'd, 
She  the  poor  trembler's  fuit  approv'd. 
His  gaudy  wings  he  then  extends, 
And  flutters  on  her  fingers  ends : 
From  thence  he  fpoke,  as  you  fhall  hear, 
In  ftrains  well  worth  a  woman's  ear. 

When  now  thy  young  and  tender  age 
Is  pure,  alrid  heedlefs  to  engage ; 
When  in  thy  free  and  open  mien 
No  felf-important  air  is  feen  ; 
Unknowing  all,  to  all  unknown, 
Thou  liv'ft,  or  prais'd,  or  blam'd  by  none. 
But  when,  unfolding  by  degrees 
The  woman's  fond  defire  to  pleafe, 
Studious  to  heave  the  artful  figh, 
Miftrefs  of  the  tongue  and  eye, 
Thou  fett'ft  thy  little  charms  to  (how, 
And  fports  familiar  with  the  beau  ; 
Forfakin^  then  the  fimple  plain, 
To  mingie  with  the  courtly  train, 
Thou  in  the  midnight  ball  fhalt  fee 
Things  apparell'd  juft  like  nie  ; 
Who  round  and  round,  without  defign, 
Tinfel'd  in  empty  luftrc  fhine  : 
As  dancing  through  the  fpacious  dome, 
From  fair  to  fair  the  friikers  roam, 
If  charm'd  with  the  embroider'd  pride, 
The  victim  of  a  gay  out-fide, 
From  place  to  place,  as  me  juft  now^ 
The  glitt'ring  gew-gaw  you  purfue, 
What  mighty  prize  lhall  crown  thy  pains  ? 
A  butterfly  is  all  thy  gains ! 

TO  A  LADY, 

ON  HER  TAKING  SOMETHING   ILL   THAT    THE 
AUTHOR  SAID. 

WHY  hangs  that  cloud  upon  thy  brow  ? 
That  beauteous  heav'n  ere  while  ferene  ? 
"Whence  do  thefe  ftorms  and  tempefts  blow^ 
Or  what  this  guft  of  pafllon  mean  ? 
And  nluft  then  mankind  lofe  that  light, 
Which  in  thine  eyes  was  wont  to  fhine, 
And  lie  oWcur'd  in  endlefs  night, 
For  each  poor  filly  fpeech  of  mine  ? 

Dear  child,  how  could  I  wrong  thy  name  ? 
Thy  form  fo  fair,  and  fatiltlefs  ftands, 
That  could  ill  tongues  abufe  thy  fame, 
Thy  beauty  could  make  large  amends : 
Or  if  I  durft  profanely  try 
Thy  beauty's  pow'rful  charms  t'  upbraid, 
Thy  virtue  well  might  give  the  lie, 
Nor  call  thy  beauty  to  its  aid. 

For  Venus  every  heart  t'  enfnare, 
With  a  1  htr  charms  has  deckt  thy  face, 


And  Pallas  with  unufual  care, 
Bids  wifdom  heighten  every  grace. 
Who  can  the  double  pain  endure  ? 
Or  who  muft  not  refign  the  field 
To  thee,  celeftial  maid,  fecure 
With  Cupid's  bow  and  Pallas'  fhield? 

If  then  to  thee  fuch  pow'r  is  given, 
Let  not  a  wretch  in  torment  live, 
But  fmile,  and  learn  to  copy  heaven; 
Since  we  muft  fin  ere  it  forgive. 
Yet  pitying  heaven  not  only  does 
Forgive  th'  offender  and  th*  offence, 
But  even  itfelf  appeas'd  beftows, 
As  the  reward  of  penitence. 

UPON  HEARING  HIS  PICTURE  WAS  IN 
A  LADY'S  BREAST. 

YE  gods !  was  Strephon's  picture  bleft 
With  the  fair  heaven  of  Chloe's  breaft  ? 
Move  fofter,  thou  fond  flutt'ring  heart. 
Oh  gently  throb,— too  fierce  thou  art. 
Tell  me  thou  brightefl  of  thy  kind, 
For  Strephon  was  the  blifs  defign'd  ? 
For  Strephon's  fake,  dear  charming  maid, 
Didft  thou  prefer  his  wand'ring  fhade  ? 

And  thou  bleft  fhade,  that  fweetly  art 
Lodged  fo  near  my  Chloe's  heart, 
For  me  the  tender  hour  improve, 
And  foftly  tell  how  dear  I  love. 
Ungrateful  thing  !  it  fcorns  to  hear 
Its  wretched  mailer's  ardent  pray'r* 
Ingroffing  all  that  beauteous  heaven, 
That  Chloe,  lavifh'd  maid,  has  given. 

I  cannot  blame  thee  .  Were  I  lord 
Of  all  the  wealth  thofe  breafts  afford, 
I'd  be  a  mifer  too,  nor  give 
An  alms  to  keep  a  god  alive. 
Oh  fmilc  not  thus,  my  lovely  fair, 
On  thefe  cold  looks,  that  lifelefs  air ; 
Prize  him  whofe  bofom  glows  with  fire, 
With  eager  love  and  foft  defire. 

'Tis  true  thy  charms,  O  powerful  maid, 
To  life  can  bring  the  filent  fhade  : 
Thou  can'ft  furpafs  the  painter's  art, 
And  real  warmth  and  flames  impart. 
But  oh !  it  ne'er  can  love  like  me, 
I've  ever  lov'd,  and  lov'd  but  thee  : 
Then,  charmer,  grant  my  fond  requeft, 
Say  thou  canft  love,  and  make  me  bleft. 

TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

ON  HER   SINGING. 

SUCH,  fkill'd  the  tender  verfe  to  frame, 

And  foftly  ftrike  the  golden  lyre  ; 
A  flranger  to  the  foft'ning  flame, 

And  new  to  ev'ry  mild  defire. 

Sweets  that  crown  the  budding  year, 
Pour'd  from  the  zephyrs  tepid  wing. 

Saw  Sappho  in  the  grove  appear, 
The  rival  of  the  vocal  fpring. 

To  try  the  heart-fubduing  ftrains,  y 

Anon  the  vernal  fcenes  impcll 
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O'er  lofty  rocks  and  rilly  plains 
Soft  warbled  from  th'  Eolian  fhell. 

Or  fuch  as  in  the  bright  abodes, 

The  youngeft  mufe  with  glories  crown'd, 

To  whom  the  fire  of  men  and  gods 

Gave  all  th'  enchanting  pow'r  of  found. 

As  at  the  banquet  of  the  iky, 

Freed  from  the  giant's  impious  arms, 

She  drew  each  heavenly  ear  and  eye, 
With  beauty  mingling  mufic's  charms. 

Had  fuch  a  voice  fure  to  prevail, 
Soft  warbled  from  the  fyren  ilrand, 

What  wonder,  if  each  amorous  fail 
Spontaneous  fought  the  tuneful  land. 

Even  thou  who  cautious  wing'ft  thy  way, 
Had  given  thy  tedious  wand'rings  o'er ; 

By  Julia's  all-perfuading  lay 
Fix'd  ever  to  the  pleafing  fhore. 

A  face  fo  fweet  had  fure  prevail'd 
With  wifdom's  felf  to  hear  the  voice, 

Whilft  both  the  yielding  heart  affaiPd, 
Here  wifdom  might  have  fix'd  his  choice. 

SONG. 

YE  Ihepherds  and  nymphs   that  adorn  the  gay 
plain,  [ftrain ; 

Approach  from  your  fports,  and  attend  to  my 
Amongft  all  your  number  a  lover  fo  true, 
Was  ne'er  fo  undone,  with  fuch  blifs  in  his  view. 

Was  ever  a  nymph  fo  hard-hearted  as  mine  ? 
She  knows  me  fincere,  and  {he  fees  how  I  pine  ; 
She  does  not  difdain  me,  nor  frown  in  her  wrath, 
But  calmly  and  mildly  refigns  me  to  death. 

She  calls  me  her  friend,  but  her  lover  denies : 
She  fmiles  when  I'm  cheerful,  but  hears  not  my 
A  bofom  fo  flinty,  fo  gentle  an  air,  [  fighs. 

Infpires  me  with  hope,  and  yet  bids  me  defpair ! 

I  fall  at  her  feet,  and  implore  her  with  tears : 
Her  arifwer  confounds,  while  her  manner  endears ; 
When  foftly  fne  tells  me  to  hope  no  relief, 
My  trembling  lips  bleis  her  in  fpite  of  my  grief. 

By  night,  while  I  fl umber,  ftill  haunted  with  care, 
I  ftart  up  in  anguifh  and  figh  for  the  fair  : 
The  fair  fleeps  in  peace,  may  fhe  ever  do  fo  ! 
And  only  when  dreaming  imagine  my  woe. 

Then  gaze  at  a  diftance,  nor  farther  afpire ; 
Nor  think  fhe  ihould  love,  whom  fhe  cannot  ad 
mire  ; 

Hufh  all  thy  complaining,  and  dying  her  flave,     , 
Commend  her  to  heaven,  and  thyfelf  to  the  grave. 

SONG. 

An  the  Ihepherd's  mournful  fate, 

When  doom'd  to  love,  and  doom'd  to  languifh, 
To  bear  the  fcornful  fair  one's  hate, 

Nor  dare  difclofe  his  anguifh. 
Yet  eager  looks,  and  dying  fighs, 

My  fecret  foul  diferver  ; 
While  rapture  trembling  through  mine  eyes, 

Reveals  how  much  I  love  her. 
The  tender  glance,  the  redd'ning  cheek, 

O'erfpread  with  rifing  blufhes, 
A  thoufand  various  ways  they  fpcak 

A  thoufand  various  wifhcs. 


For  oh  !  that  form  fo  heavenly  fair, 

Thofe  languid  eyes  fo  fweetly  fmiling, 
That  artlefs  blufh,  and  modeft  air, 

So  fatally  beguiling. 
Thy  every  look,  and  every  grace, 

So  charm  whene'er  I  view  thee ; 
Till  death  o'ertake  me  in  the  chafe, 

Still  will  my  hopes  purfue  thee. 
Then  when  my  tedious  hours  are  pall, 

Be  this  laft  blefling  given, 
Low  at  thy  feet  to  breathe  my  laft, 

And  die  in  fight  of  heaven.  , 

SONG. 

ADIEU  ye  pleafant  fports  and  play*, 

Farewell  each  fong  that  was  diverting; 
JLove  tunes  my  pipe  to  mournful  lays, 

1  finjj  of  Delia  and  of  Damon's  parting. 
Long  had  he  lov'd,  and  long  conceai'd 

The  dear  tormenting  pleafant  pafiion, 
Till  Delia's  mildnefs  had  prevailed 

On  him  to  fhow  his  inclination. 
Juft  as  the  fair  one  feem'd  to  givej 

A  patient  ear  to  his  love  flory, 
Damon  muft  his  Delia  leave, 

To  go  in  queft  of  toilfome  glory. 
Half-fpoken  words  hung  on  his  tongue, 

Their  eyes  refus'd  the  ufual  greeting; 
And  fighs  fupply'd  their  wonted  fong, 

Thefe    charming   founds    were   changed  to 
yi.Dear  idol  of  my  foul,  adieu :  [weeping. 

Ceafe  to  lament,  but  ne'er  to  love  me, 
While  Damon  lives,  he  lives  for  you, 

No  other  charms  fhall  ever  move  me. 
B.  Alas  !  who  knows,  when  parted  far 

From  Delia,  but  you  may  deceive  her? 
The  thought  deftroys  my  heart  with  care, 

Adieu,  my  dear,  I  fear  for  ever. 
A.  If  ever  1  forget  my  vows, 

May  then  my  guardian  angel  leave  me : 
And  more  to  aggravate  my  woes, 

Be  you  fo  good  as  to  forgive  me. 

S  O  N*G. 

WOULD ST  thou  know  her  facred  charms 
Who  this  deftin'd  heart  alarms, 
What  kind  of  nymph  the  heavens  decree 
That  maid  that's  made  for  love  and  me. 

Who  pants  to  hear  the  figh  fincere, 
Who  melts  to  fee  the  tender  tear, 
From  each  ungentle  pafiion  free ; 
Such  the  maid  that's  made  for  me. 

Who  joys  whene'er  {he  fees  me  glad, 
Who  forrows  when  fhe  fees  me  fad  ; 
For  peace  and  me  can  pomp  refign, 
Such  the  heart  that's  made  for  mine. 

Whofe  foul  with  gen'rous  friendfhip  glows; 
Who  feels  the  blefling  fhe  beftows  j 
Gentle  to  all,  but  kind  to  me, 
Such  be  mine,  if  fuch  there  be. 

Whofe  genuine  thoughts  devoid  of  art, 
Are  all  the  natives  of  her  heart ; 
A  fimple  train,  from  falfehood  free, 
Such  the  maid  that's  made  for  me. 

Avaunt  ye  light  coquets,  retire 
Whom  glittering  fops  around  admrrc  j 
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Unmov'd  your  tinfel  charms  I  fee, 
More  genuine  beauties  are  for  me. 

Should  love,  fantaftic  as  he  is, 
Raife  up  fome  rival  to  my  blifs  ; 
And  ihouid  fhe  change,  but  can  that  be  ? 
No  other  maid  is  made  for  me. 

A     SONG 

BY  A  YOUG  LADY,  ON  READING  THE  FOREGOING. 

IF  you  would  know,  my  dearefl  friend, 
The  man  whofe  merit  may  pretend 
To  gain  my  heart,  that  yet  is  free, 
Him  that's  made  for  love  and  me  : 

His  mind  fhould  be  his  chief  ell  care^ 
All  his  improvements  centre  there, 
From  each  unmanly  paffion  free  ; 
That  is  the  man  who's  made  for  me. 

Whofe  generous  bofom  goodnefs  warnis, 
Whom  facred  virtue  ever  charms, 
Who  to  no  vice  a  Have  will  be  ; 
This  is  the  man  who's  made  for  me* 

Whofe  tongue  can  eafily  impart 
The  dictates  of  his  honefl  heart, 
In  plain  good  fenfe  ;  from  flatt'ry  free  i 
Such  he  muft  be  who's  made  for  me. 

He  alone  can  love  infpire, 
"Who  feels  the  warmth  of  friend/hip's  fire  j 
Humane  and  gen'rous,  kind  and  free; 
That  is  the  man  who's  made  for  me. 

If  fuch  an  one,  my  friend  e'er  tries 
To  make  me  his  by  ftricteft  ties, 
The  ftudy  of  my  life  mall  be, 
To  pleafe  the  man  fo  dear  to  me. 

Ye  powder'd  beaux,  from  me  retire, 
Who  only  your  dear  felves  admire  ; 
Though  deck'd  in  richeft  lace. you  be, 
No  tinfel'd  fop  has  charms  for  me. 
Glafgoiv. 

REPLY  BY  THE  AUTHOR. 

—Scdque  legat  ipfe  Lycoris.  VlRG. 

0  GENTLE  maid!  whoe'er  thou  art, 
That  feek'ft  to  blefs  a  friendly  heart ; 
Whofe  mufe  and  mind  feem  fram'd  to  prove 
The  tendernefs  of  mutual  love  : 

The  heart  that  flutters  in  his  breaft, 
That  longs  and  pants  to  be  at  reft, 
Roam'd  all  around  thy  fex,  to  find 
A  gentle  mate  ;  and  hop'd  her  kind. 

I  faw  a  face — and  found  it  fair  ; 

1  fearch'd  a  mind — faw  goodnefs  there : 
Goodnefs  and  beauty  both  combin'd  ; 
But  heav'n  forbade  her  to  be  kind. 

To  thee  for  refuge  dare  I  fly, 
The  victim  of  another  eye  ? 
Poor  gift !  a  loft,  rejected  heart, 
Beep  wounded  by  a  foreign  dart. 

From  this  inevitable  chain, 
Alas !  I  hope  to  'fcape  in  vain. 
Is  there  a  pow'r  can  fet  me  free, 
A  pow'r  on  earth— or  is  it  thee  ? 

Yet  were  thy  cheek  as  Venus  fair ; 
Bloom'd  all  the  Paphian  goddefs  there, 
Such  as  fhe  blefs'd  Adonis'  arms ; 
Thou  couldft  but  equal  Laura's  charms. 


Or  were  thy  gentleft  mind  replete 
With  all  that's  mild,  that's  foft,  that's  fwe»i; 
Was  all  that's  fweet,  foft,  mild,  combin'd, 
Thou  could'ft  but  equal  Laura's  mind. 

Since  beauty,  goodnefs,  is  not  found 
Of  equal  force  to  footh  this  wound, 
Ah  !  what  can  eafe  my  anguifh'd  mind  ? 
Perhaps  the  charm  of  being  kind. 

Canft  thou  tranfported  view  the  lays 
That  warble  forth  another's  praife, 
Indulgent  to  the  vow  unknown, 
Well  pleas'd  with  homage  not  thy  own  ? 

Canft  thou  the  fighs  with  pity  hear 
That  fvvell  to  touch  another's  ear  ? 
Canft  thou  with  foft  compaffion  fee 
The  tears  that  fall,  and  not  for  thee  ? 

Canft  thou  thy  blooming  hopes  refign, 
The  vow  fincere,  fo  dearly  thine  ; 
All  thefe  refign,  and  prove  to  me 
What  Laura  would  not  deign  to  be  ? 

When  at  thy  feet  I  trembling  fall, 
My  life,  my  foul,  my  Laura  call ; 
Wilt  thou  my  anxious  cares  beguile, 
And  o'er  thy  face  fpread  Laura's  fmile. 

Perhaps  time's  gently  ftealing  pace 
May  Laura's  fatal  form  efface, 
Thou  to  my  heart  alone  be  dear, 
Alone  thy  image  triumph  here. 

Come  then,  beft  angel !  to  my  aid ; 
Come,  fare  thou'rt  fuch,  the  gentleft  maids 
If  thou  canft  work  this  cure  divine, 
My  heart  henceforth  is  wholly  thine. 
ILdniburgi). 

THE  YOUNG  LADY's  ANSWER, 

YOUR  Laura's  charms  I  cannot  boaft; 
For  beauty  I  ne'er  was  a  toaft  ; 
I'm  not  remarkable  for  fenfe  ; 
To  wit  I've  not  the  leaft  pretence. 

If  gold  and  filver  have  the  power 
To  charm,  no  thoufands  fwell  my  dower ; 
No  fhining  treafures  I  poffefs, 
To  make  the  world  rriy  worth  confefs. 

An  honeft,  plain,  good  natur'd  lafs, 
(The  character  by  which  I  pafs), 
I  doubt  will  fcarcely  have  the  art 
To  drive  your  Laura  from  your  heart. 

But,  Sir,  your  having  been  in  love, 
Will  not  your  title  to  me  prove : 
Far  nobler  qualities  muft  be 
In  him  who's  made  for  love  and  me. 

'Tis  true,  you  can  with  eafe  impart 
The  dictates  of  your  honeft  heart, 
In  plain  good  fenfe,  from  flatt'ry  free  : 
But  this  alone  won't  anfwer  me. 

Once  more  perufe  my  lines  with  care  3 
Try  if  you  find  your  picture  there  : 
For  by  that  teft  you'll  quickly  fee, 
If  you're  the  man  who's  made  for  me. 
Glafgoiv. 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW, 

TO   LADY  JANE  HOME, 
In  imitation  of  the  ancient  Scottijb  manner". 

A.  BUSK  ye,  buflc  ye,  my  bony  bony  bride, 
Buflc  ye,  bulk  ye,  my  winfome  marrow  ? 
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Bulk  ye,  bulk  ye,  my  bony  bony  bride, 

And  think  nae  mair  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

£.  Where  gat  ye  that  bony  bony  bride  ? 

Where  gat  ye  that  winfome  marrow  ? 
A.  I  gat  her  where  I  dare  nae  weil  be  feen, 

Puing  the  birks  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Weep  not,  weep  not,  my  bony  bony  bride, 
Weep  not,  weep  not,  my  winfome  marrow, 

Nor  let  thy  heart  lament  to  leive 

Puing  the  birks  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

JB.  Why  does  fhe  weep,  thy  bony  bony  bride  ? 

Why  does  fhe  weep  thy  winfome  marrow  ? 
And  why  dare  ye  nae  mair  weil  be  feen 

Puing  the  birks  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow  ? 

A .  Lang  maun  fhe  weep,  lang  maun  fhe,  maun  fhe 
weep, 

Lang  maun  fiie  weep  with  dule  and  forrow, 
And  lang  maun  I  nae  mair  weil  be  feen 

Puing  the  birks  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

For  fhe  has  tint  her  luver  luver  dear, 
Her  luver  dear,  the  caufe  of  forrow, 

And  I  hae  flain  the  comelieft  fwain 

That  e'er  pu'd  birks  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Why  runs  thy  ftream,  O  Yarrow,  Yarrow  red  ? 

Why  on  thy  braes  heard  the  voice  of  forrow  ? 
And  why  yon  melancholeous  weids 

Hung  on  the  bony  birks  of  Yarrow. 

What  yonder  floats  on  the  rueful  rueful  flude  ? 

What's  yonder  floats  ?  O  dule  and  forrow ! 
*Tis  he  the  comely  fwain  I  flew 

Upon  the  dulef ul  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Wafh,  O  wafh  his  wounds  his  wounds  in  tears, 
His  wounds  in  tears  with  dule  and  forrow, 

And  wrap  his  limbs  in  mourning  weids, 
And  lay  him  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Then  build,  then  build,  ye  fifters  fifters  fad, 
Ye  fifters  fad,  his  tomb  with  forrow, 

And  weep  around  in  waeful  wife, 

His  helplefs  fate  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Curfe  ye,  curfe  ye,  his  ufelefs  ufelefs  fhield, 
My  arm  that  wrought  the  deed  of  forrow, 

The  fatal  fpear  that  pi  :rc'd  his  breaft, 

His  comely  breaft,  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Did  I  not  warn  thee  not  to  lue, 

And  warn  from  fight,  but,  to  my  forrow, 

O'er  rafhly  bald  a  ftronger  arm 

Thou  met'ft,  and  fell  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Sweet  fmells  the  birk,  green  grows,  green  grows 
Yellow  on  Yarrow's  bank  the  gowan,  [the  grafs, 

Fair  hangs  the  apple  frae  the  rock, 
Sweet  the  wave  of  Yarrow  flowan. 

Flows  Yarrow  fweet  ?  as,  as  fweet  flews  Tweed, 
As  green  its  grafs,  its  gowan  yellow, 

As  fweet  fmells  on  its  braes  the  birk, 
The  apple  frae  the  rock  as  mellow. 

Fair  was  thy  luve,  fair  fair  indeed  thy  hive, 
In  floury  bands  thou  him  didft  fetter, 

Though  he  was  fair  and  weil  belov'd  again, 
Than  me  he  never  lued  thee  better. 

Buik  ye,  then  bufk,  my  bony  bony  bride, 
Bufk  ye,  bufk  ye,  my  winfome  marrow, 


Bufk  ye,  and  lue  me  on  the  banks  of  Tweed, 
And  think  nae  mair  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

C.  How  can  I  bufk  a  bony  bony  bride, 

How  can  I  bulk  a  winfome  marrow, 
How  lue  him  on  the  banks  of  Tweed, 

That  flew  my  luve  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow, 

O  Yarrow  fields,  may  never  never  rain, 

No  dew  thy  tender  bloffoms  cover, 
For  there  was  bafely  flam  my  luve, 

My  luve,  as  he  had  not  been  a  lover. 

The  boy  put  on  his  robes,  his  robes  of  green, 
His  purple  veft,  'twas  my  awn  feuing, 

Ah !  wretched  me  !  1  little  little  keii'd 
He  was  in  thefe  to  meet  his  ruin. 

The   boy  took  out    his   milk-white  milk-white 
fteed, 

Unheedful  of  my  dule  and  forrow, 
But  e'er  the  toofal  of  the  night 

He  lay  a  corps  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Much  I  rejoic'd  that  waeful  waeful  day ; 

I  fang,  my  voice  the  woods  returning, 
But  lang  e'er  night  the  fpear  was  flown 

That  flew  my  love,  and  left  me  mourning-, 

What  can  my  barbarous  barbarous  father  do, 
But  with  his  cruel  rage  purfue  me  ? 

My  luver's  blood  is  on  thy  fpear, 

How  canft  thou,  barbarous  man,  then  woo  me? 

My  happy  fifters  may  be  may  be  proud, 

With  cruel  and  ungentle  fcoffin, 
May  bid  me  feek  on  Yarrow  Braes 

My  luver  nailed  in  his  coffin. 

My  brother  Douglas  may  upbraid, 

And  ftrive  with  threatening  words  to  muve  me, 
My  luver's  blood  is  on  thy  fpear, 

How  canft  thou  ever  bid  me  luve  thee  ? 

Yes  yes,  prepare  the  bed,  the  bed  of  love, 

With  bridal  flieets  my  body  cover, 
Unbar  ye  bridal  maids  the  door, 

Let  in  the  expected  hufband  lover. 

But  who  the  expected  hufband  hufband  is •? 

His  hands  methinks  are  bath'd  in  flaughter,     - 
Ah  me  !  what  ghaftly  fpecTre's  yon, 

Comes,  in  his  pale  fhroud,  bleeding  after. 

Pale  as  he  is,  here  lay  him  lay  him  down, 

O  lay  his  cold  head  on  my  pillow ; 
Take  aff  take  aff  thefe  bridal  weids, 

And  crown  my  careful  head  with  willow. 

Pale  tho'  thou  art,  yet  beft  yet  bed  beluv'd, 
O  could  rny  warmth  to  life  reftore  thee, 

Yet  lie  all  night  between  my  briefts, 
No  youth  lay  ever  there  before  thee. 

Pale  pale  indeed,  O  lovely  lovely  youth, 
Forgive,  forgive  fo  foul  a  flaughter, 

And  lye  all  night  between  my  briefts, 
No  youth  {hall  ever  lye  there  after. 

A.  Return  return,  O  mournful  mournful  bride, 
Return  and  dry  thy  ufelefs  forrow, 

Thy  luver  heeds  nought  of  thy  fighs, 
He  lyes  a  corps  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 
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THE  FLOWER  OF  YARROW, 

TO  LADY  MARY  MONTGOMERY. 

Go  Yarrow  flower,  thou  fhalt  be  bleft, 
To  lie  on  beauteous  Mary's  breaft  ; 
Go  Yarrow  flower  fo  fweetly  fmelling, 
Is  there  on  earth  fo  foft  a  dwelling  ? 

Go  lovely  flower,  thou  prettieft  flower, 
That  ever  fmil'd  in  Yarrow  bower ; 
Go  daughter  of  the  dewy  morning, 
Wrh  Alves'  blufh  the  fields  adorning. 

Go  lovely  rofe,  what  do'ft  thou  here  ? 
Ling'ring  away  thy  fhort  liv'd  year, 
Vainly  fhming,  idly  blooming, 
Thy  unenjoyed  fweets  confuming. 
Vain  is  thy  radiant  Garlics  hue, 
JJo  hand  to  pull,  no  eye  to  view ; 
What  are  thy  charms  no  heart  defiring  ? 
What  profits  beauty  none  admiring  ? 

Go  Yarrow  flower  to  Yarrow  maid, 
And  on  her  panting  bofom  laid, 
There  all  thy  native  form  confcffing, 
The  charm  of  beauty  is  pofleffing. 

Come  Yarrow  maid  from  Yarrow  field, 
What  pleafure  can  the  defart  yield  ? 
Come  to  my  breaft  O  all  excelling, 
Is  there  on  earth  fo  kind  a  dwelling  ? 

Come  my  dear  maid,  thou  prettieft  maid, 
That  ever  fmil'd  in  Yarrow  {hade ; 
Come  fifter  of  the  dewy  morning, 
With  Alves'  blufh  the  dance  adorning. 

^Come  lovely  maid,  love  calls  thee  here, 
Linger  no  more  thy  fleeting  year, 
Vainly  fhining,  idly  blooming, 
Thy  unenjoyed  fweets  confuming. 
Vain  is  thy  radiant  Garlics  hue, 
.No  hand  to  prefs,  no  eye  to  view  ; 
What  are  thy  charms  no  heart  defiring  ? 
What  profits  beauty  none  admirin^  ? 

Come  Yarrow  maid  with  Yarrow  rofe, 
Thy  maiden  graces  all  difclofe  ; 
Come  blcft  by  all,  to  all  a  bleffing, 
The  charm  of  beauty  is  poflefling. 

SONG. 

YE  fhepherds  of  this  pleafant  vale 

Where  Yarrow  ftreams  along, 
Forfake  your  rural  toils  and  join 

In  my  triumphant  fong. 
She  grants,  fhe  yields ;  one  heavenly  finite 

Atones  her  long  delays, 
One  happy  minute  crowns  the  pains 

Of  many  fuff'ring  days. 
Raife,  raife  the  victor  notes  of  joy, 

Thefe  fuffering  days  are  o'er  ; 
Love  fatiates  now  his  boundlefs  wifli 

From  beauties  boundlefs  ftore : 
No  doubtful  hopes,  no  anxious  fears 

This  rifing  calm  deftroy, 
Now  every  profpe&  fmiles  around 

All  opening  into  joy. 
The  fun  with  double  luftre  fhone 

That  dear  confenting  hour, 
Brighten'd  each  hill,  and  o'er  each  vale 

New  colour 'd  every  flower  : 
The  gales  their  gentle  fighs  withheld, 

No  leajf  was  feen  to  move, 


The  hov'ring  fongfters  round  were  mute, 

And  wonder  hufti'd  the  grove. 
The  hills  and  dales  no  more  refound 

The  lambkin's  tender  cry; 
Without  one  murmur  Yarrow  ftolc 

In  dimpling  filence  by : 
All  nature  feem'd  in  ftill  repofe 

Her  voice  alone  to  hear, 
That  gently  roll'd  the  tuneful  wave, 

She  fpoke  and  blefs'd  my  ear. 
Take,  take,  whate'er  of  blifs  or  joy 

You  fondly  fancy  mine, 
Whate'er  of  joy  or  blefs  I  boafl 

Love  renders  wholly  thine ; 
The  woods  ftruck  up  to  the  foft  gale, 

The  leaves  were  feen  to  move, 
The  feather'd  choir  refum'd  their  voice  , 

And  wonder  fill'd  the  grove. 
The  hills  and  dales  again  refound 

The  lambkins  tender  cry, 
With  all  his  murmurs  Yarrow  trill'd 

The  fong  of  triumph  by ; 
Above,  beneath,  around,  all  on 

Was  verdure,  beauty,  fong. 
fnatch'd  her  to  my  trembling  breaft, 
All  nature  joy'd  along. 


SONG. 

Go  plaintive  founds !  and  to  the  fair 

My  fecret  wounds  impart ; 
Tell  all  I  hope,  tell  all  1  fear, 

Each  motion  in  my  heart. 

But  flie,  methinks,  is  lift'ning  now 

To  fome  enchanting  ftrain; 
The  fmile  that  triumphs  o'er  her  brows 

Seems  not  to  heed  my  pain. 

Yes  plaintive  founds,  yet,  yet  delay, 

Howe'er  my  love  repine; 
Let  that  gay  minute  pafs  away, 

The  next  perhaps  is  thine. 

Ves  plaintive  founds,  no  longer  croft, 
Your  griefs  fliall  foon  be  o'er ; 

rler  cheek  undimpled  now,  has  loft 
The  fmile  it  lately  wore. 

Yes  plaintive  founds,  fhe  now  is  yours, 
'Tis  now  your  time  to  move ; 

ifiay  to  foften  all  her  pow'rs, 
And  be  that  foftnefs  love. 

Ceafe  plaintive  founds,  your  talk  is  done, 

That  anxious  tender  air 
Jroves  o'er  her  heart  the  conqueft  won, 

I  fee  you  melting  there. 

leturn  ye  fmiles,  return  again, 
Return  each  fprightly  grace; 

yield  up  to  your  charming  reign, 
All  that  enchanting  face. 

take  no  outward  fliow  amifs, 
Rove  where  they  will  her  eyes, 

till  let  her  fmiles  each  fhephe 
So  fhe  but  hear  my  fighs. 


POEMS. 


4*9 


SONG. 

You  afk  me,  charming  fair, 

Why  thus  I  penfive  go  ? 
From  whence  proceeds  my  care, 

What  nourishes  my  woe  ? 

Why  feek'ft  the  caufe  to  find 

Of  ills  that  I  endure  ? 
Ah !  why  fo  vainly  kind 

Unlefs  refolved  to  cure  ? 

It  needs  no  magic  art, 

To  know  whence  my  alarms ; 
Examine  your  own  heart, 

Go  read  them  in  your  charms. 

Whene'er  the  youthful  quire, 

Along  the  vale  advance, 
To  raife  at  your  defire, 

1  he  lay,  or  form  the  dance  j 

Beneficent  to  each, 

You  fome  kind  grace  afford, 
Gentle  in  deed  or  ipeech, 

A  fmile  or  friendly  word. 

Whilft  on  my  love  you  put 

No  value ; — or  the  fame, 
As  if  my  fire  was  but 

Some  paltry  village  flame. 

At  this  my  colour  flies, 

My  breaft  with  forrow  heaves, 
The  pain  I  wpuld  difguife, 

Nor  man  nor  maid  deceives. 

My  love  (lands  all  difplay'd, 

Too  ftrong  for  art  to  hide ; 
How  foon  the  heart's  betray'd 

With  fuch  a  clue  to  guide ! 

How  cruel  is  my  fate, 

Affronts  I  could  have  borne, 
Found  comfort  in  your  hate, 

Or  triumph'd  in  your  fcorn. 

But  whilft  I  thus  adore, 

I'm  driven  to  wild  defpair ; 
Indifference  is  more 
1   Than  raging  love  can  bear. 

EPITAPH  ON  LORD  NEWHAIX. 

To  fame  let  flatt'ry  the  proud  column  raife, 
And  guilty  greatnefs  load  with  venal  praife, 
This  monument  for  nobler  ufe  defign'd 
Speaks  to  the  heart,  and  rifes  for  mankind ; 
Whofe  moral  ftrain,  if  rightly  underftood,  ' 
Invites  thee  to  be  humble,  wife  and  good. 
Learn  here  of  life,  life's  every  facred  end, 
Hence  form  the  father,  hufband,  judge  and  friend : 
Here  wealth  and  greatnefs  found  no  partial  grace; 
The  poor  look'd  fearlefs  in  th'  oppreffors  face  ; 
One  plain  good  meaning  through  his  conduct  ran^ 
And  if  he  err'd,  alas !  he  err'd  as  man. 
If  then  unconfcious  of  fo  fair  a  fame 
Thou  read'ft  without  the  wifli  to  be  the  fame, 
Though  proud  of  titles,  or  of  boundlefs  i*ore, 
By  blood  ignoble,  and  by  wealth  made  poor, 
Yet  read ;  fome  vice  perhaps  thou  may'ft  i  efign, 
JBe  ev'n  that  momentary  virtue  thine, 


Heav'n  in  thy  breaft  here  work  its  firft  eflay, 
Think  on  this  man,  and  pafs  unblam'd'.one  day. 

EPITAPH  ON  LORD  BINNING. 

BENEATH  this  facred  marble  ever  fleeps 
For  whom  a  father,  mother,  confort  weeps ; 
Whom  brothers,  lifters,  pious  griefs  purfue, 
And  children's  tears  with  virtuous  drops  bedew: 
The  loves  and  graces  grieving  round  appear, 
Ev'n  mirth  herfelf  becomes  a  mourner  here ; 
The  ftranger  who  directs  his  fteps  this  way 
Shall  witnefs  to  thy  worth,  and  wond'ring  fay, 
Thy  life,  though  fhort,  can  we  unhappy  call ! 
Sure  thine  was  bleft,  for  it  was  focial  all: 
O  may  no  hoftile  hand  this  place  invade, 
For  ever  facred  to  thy  gentle  fhade, 
Who  knew  in  all  life's  offices  to  pleafe ; 
Join'd  tafte  to  virtue,  and  to  virtue  eafe  ; 
With  riches  bleft  did  not  the  poor  difdain; 
Was  knowing,  humble,  friendly,  great,  humane; 
By  good  men  honour'd,  by  the  bad  approv'd, 
And  lov'd  the  mufes,  by  the  mufes  lov'd ; 
Hail !  and  farewell,  who  bore  the  gentleft  mind, 
For  thou  indeed  haft  been  of  human  kind. 

EPITAPH  ON  LORD  BARGENY. 

Go  hence  inftru£ed  from  this  early  urn, 
Wife  as  you  weep,  and  better  as  you  mourn : 
This  urn,  where  titles,  fortune,  youth  repofe : 
How  vain  the  fleeting  good  that  life  beftows ! 
Learn  age,  when  now  it  can  no  more  fupjJ.y, 
To  quit  the  burden,  and  confent  to  die ; 
Secure,  the  truly  virtuous  never  tell, 
How  long  the  part  was  acfted,  but  how  well: 
Youth,  ftand  convicted  of  each  foolifh  claim, 
Each  daring  wifh  of  lengthen'd  life  and  fame; 
Thy  life  a  moment,  and  thy  fame  a  breath, 
The  natural  end,  oblivion  and  death  : 
Hear  then  this  folemn  truth,  obey  its  call, 
Submifs  adore,  for  this  is  mankind's  all. 

EPITAPH  ON  SIR  JAMES  SUTTIE. 

THIS  unambitious  ftone  preferves  a  name 
To  friendfhip  fanclify'd,  untouch'd  by  fame, 
A  fon  this  rais'd,  by  holy  duty  fir'd, 
Thefe  fung  a  friend,  by  friendly  zeal  infpir'd. 
No  venal  faliehood  ftain'd  the  filial  tear; 
Unbought,  unafk'd,  the  friendly  praife  fincere 
Both  for  a  good  man  weep  ;  without  offence, 
Who  led  his  days  in  eafe  and  innocence. 
His  tear  rofe  honeft ;  honeft  rofe  his  fmile ; 
His  heart  no  falfehood  knew,  his  tongue  no  guile; 
A  fimple  mind  with  plain  juft  notions  fraught, 
Nor  warp'd  by  wit,  nor  by  proud  fcience  taught, 
Nature's  plain  light  ftill  rightly  underftood, 
That  never  hefitates  the  fair  and  good— 
Who  view'd  felf  balanc'd  from  his  calm  retreat, 
The  ftorms  that  vex  the  bufy  and  the  great, 
Unmingling  in  the  fcene,  whate'er  befel 
Pity'd  his  fuff 'ring  kind,  and  wifh'd  'em  well 
Carelefs  if  monarchs  frown'd,  or  ftatefmen 
His  purer  joy,  his  friend,  his  wife  or  child  ; 
Conftant  to  a<5t  the  hofpitable  part, 
Love  in  his  look,  and  welcome  in  his  heart ; 
Such  unpriz'd  bleffings  did  his  life  employ, 
The  facial  moment,  the  domeftic  joy, 
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A  joy  beneficent,  warm,  cordial,  kind, 
That  leaves  no  doubt,  no  grudge,  no  fling  behind : 
The  heart-born  rapture  that  from  virtue  iprings, 
Tke  poor  man's  portion,  God  withheld  from  kings. 
This  life  at  decent  time  was  bid  to  ceafe, 
Finifh'd  among  his  weeping  friends  in  peace. 
Go  traveller,  wifli  his  fhade  eternal  reft, 
Go,  be  the  fame,  for  this  is  to  be  bleft. 

EPITAPH  ON  MRS.  COLQUHOUN  OF 

LUSS. 

UNBLAM'D,  O  facred  fhrine,  let  me  draw  near; 
A  lifter's  afhes  claim  a  brother's  tear. 
No  femblant  arts  this  copious  fpring  fupply, 
'Tis  nature's  drops,  that  fwell  in  friendihip's  eye ; 
O'er  this  fad  tomb  fee  kneeling  brothers  bend, 
Who  wail  a  lifter,  that  excell'd  a  friend ; 
A  child  like  this  each  parent's  wifh  engage, 
Grace  of  his  youth  and  folace  of  his  age  : 
Hence  the  chafte  virgin  learn  each  pious  art 
Who  fighs  fmcere  to  blefs  a  virtuous  heart, 
The  faithful  youth,  when  Heaven  the  choice  infpires. 
Such  hope  the  partner  of  his  kind  defires. 
Oh  early  loft!  yet  early  all  fulfill'd, 
Each  tender  office  of  wife,  lifter,  child ; 
All  thefe  in  early  youth  thou  hadft  obtained ; 
The  fair  maternal  pattern  yet  rcmain'd ;      [fpare ; 
Heav'n  fought  not  that — elfe  Heav'n  had  bid  to 
To  thine  fucceeds  now  Providence's  care — 
Amidft  the  pomp  that  to  the  dead  we  give, 
To  footh  the  vanity  of  thofe  that  live, 
Receive  thy  deftin'd  place,  a  hallow'd  grave ; 
*Tis  all  we  can  beftow,  or  thou  can'ft  crave. 
Be  thefe  the  honours  that  embalm  thy  name, 
The  matron's  praife,  woman's  beft  filent  fame; 
Such  to  remembrance  dear,  thy  worth  be  found, 
When  queens,  and  flatterers  fleep  forgot  around, 
'Till awful  founds  fhall  break  the  fclemn  reft; 
Then  wake  amongft  the  bleft,  for  ever  bleft. 
Meanwhile  upon  this  ftone,  thy  name  fhall  live, 
Sure  heaven  will  let  this  pious  verfe  furvive. 

EPITAPH  ON  MRS.  KEITH. 

WHATE'ER  all-giving  nature  could  impart, 
Whate'er  or  charm'd  the  eye,  or  warm'd  the  heart, 
Beauty,  by  candid  virtue  ftill  approv'd, 
Virtue,  by  beauty  render'd  moft  belov'd  ; 
Whate'er  kind  friendfhip,  or  endearing  truth, 
For  bleft  old  age  had  treafur'd  up  in  youth ; 
What  bleft  old  age,  in  its  laft  calm  adieu, 
Might  with  applaufe  and  confcious  joy  review, 
Repofes  here  to  wake  in  endlefs  blifs, 
Too  early  ravifh'd  from  a  world  like  this  ! 
Where  fair  examples  flrike,  but  not  infpire 
To  imitate  the  virtues  all  admire : 
Yet  liften,  virgins !  to  this  faving  ftrain, 
If  fhe  has  liv'd — let  her  not  die  in  vain. 

EPITAPH  ON  MRS.  HEPBURN. 

STAY,  paffenger  ;  this  ftone  demands  thy  tear; 
Here  reft  the  hopes  of  many  a  tender  year  : 

Our  forrow  now fo  late  our  joy  and  praife  ! 

Loft  in  the  mild  Aurora  of  her  days. 
What  virtues  might  have  grac'd  her  fuller  day  ! 
*  But  ah !  the  charm  juft  fhown  and  fnatch'd  away.' 
Friendfhip,  love,  nature,  all  reclaim  in  vain  ; 
Heav'n  when  it  wills,  refumes  its  gifts  again. 


EPITAPH  ON  MISS  SETON, 

INTERRED  tN   THE   CHAPEL    OF   SETON-HOUSB* 

IN  thefe  once  hallowed  walls'  neglected  fliade, 
Sacred  to  piety  and  to  the  dead, 
Where  the  long  line  of  Seton's  race  repofe, 
Whofe  tombs  to  wifdom,  or  to  valour  rofe  ; 
Though  now  a  thanklefs  age,  to  flavery  prone, 
Paft  fame  defpifing,  carelefs  of  its  own, 
Records  no  more  ;  each  public  virtue  fled, 
Who  wifely  counfell'd,  or  who  bravely  bled. 
Though  here  the  warrior  fhield  is  hung  no  more, 
But  every  violated  trophy  torej  [lot, 

Heav'ns  praife,  man's  honour,  fhare  one  fharneful 
God  and  his  image  both  alike  forgot. 
To  this  fweet  maid  a  kindred  place  is  due; 
Her  earth  fhall  confecrate  thefe  walls  anew; 
The  mufe  that  liftens  to  defert  alone, 
Snatches  from  fate^  and  feals  thee  for  her  own, 

EPITAPH. 

COULD  this  fair  marble  to  the  world  impart 
Half  of  the  woes  that  rend  a  hufband's  heart, 
Could  it  be  taught  to  look  with  natuie's  eye, 
Like  friendfhip  cou'd  it  breathe  the  tender  figh, 
With  each  dear  rapture  bid  the  bofom  glow, 
Love  e'er  cou'd  tafte,  or  tendernefs  beftow, 
Then  might  it  tow'r  unblam'd  amid  the  ikies, 
And  not  to  vanity,  but  virtue  rife. 
Its  nobleft  pomp,  the  humble  eye  endure, 
And  pride,  when  moft  it  fwell'd,  here  find  a  cure. 

Ceafe  then nor  at  the  fovereign  will  repine  ; 

It  gives,  we  blifs;  it  matches,  we  refign : 

To  earth  what  came  from  earth  returns  again, 

Heav'n  fram'd  th'  immortal  part  above  to  reign. 

EPITAPH  ON  MR.  CUNNINGHAM  OF 
CRAIGENDS. 

A  SON,  a  wife,  bade  the  plain  marble  arife ; 
Beneath  the  facred  made  a  good  man  lies. 
In  Britain's  fenate  long  unblam'd  he  fate, 
And  anxious  trembled  for  her  doubtful  fate  : 
Above  all  giddy  hopes,  all  felfifh  ends, 
His  country  was  his  family  and  friends. 
Children  !  weep  not,  thus  cruelly  bereft ; 
The  fair  example  of  his  life  is  left ; 
Another  far  more  lafting,  fafe  eftate 
Than  e'er  cieicended  from  the  rich  and  great ; 
Theirs  fall  to  time  or  fortune  foon  a  prey  ; 
Or  the  poor  gift  of  kings,  kings  fnatch  away : 
Your  bleit  fucceffion  never  can  be  kfs, 
Still  as  you  imitate  you  ftill  poffefs. 

ON  A  SUMMER-HOUSE  IN  MY  OWN 
GARDEN. 

WHILST  round  my  head  the  zephyrs  gently  play, 

To  calm  reflection  1  refign  the  day  ; 

From  all  the  fervitudes  of  life  releaft, 

I  bid  mild  friendfhip  to  the  fober  feaft ; 

Nor  beauty  banifh  from  the  hallow'd  ground, 

She  enters  here  to  folace  not  to  wound  ; 

All  elfe  excluded  from  the  facred  Ipot, 

One  half  detefted.  and  one  half  forgot : 

All  th^  mad  human  tumult,  what  to  me  ? 

Here  chafte  Calliope,  I  live  with  thee. 
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ON  A  DIAL  IN  MY  GARDEN. 
ONCE  at  a  potent  leader's  voice  it  ftay'd  ; 
Once  it  went  back  when  a  good  monarch  pray'd. 
Mortals,  howe'er  we  grLve,  howe'er  deplore, 
The  flying  lhadow  fhull  return  no  more. 

ON  AN  OBELISK  IN  MY  GARDEN. 

WIEW  all  around,  the  works  of  power  divine, 
Inquire,  explore,  admire,  extol,  refign  ; 
This  is  the  whole  of  human  kind  below, 
'Tis  only  giv'n  beyond  the  grave  to  know. 

INSCRIPTION  ON  A  DOG. 

CALM  tho'  not  mean,  courageous  without  rage, 

Serious  not  dull,  and  without  thinking  fage  ; 

Pleas'd  at  the  lot  that  nature  has  affign'd, 

Snarl  as  I  lift,  and  freely  bark  my  mind ; 

As  churchman  wrangle  not  with  jarring  fpite, 

Nor  ftatefman  like  carreffing  whom  I  bite  ; 

View  all  the  canine  kind  with  equal  eyes, 

I  dread  no  maftif,  and  no  cur  defpife. 

True  from  th^  firft,  and  faithful  to  the  end, 

I  balk  no  miftrefs,  and  forfake  no  friend. 

My  days  and  nights  one  equal  tenor  keep, 

Fail  but  to  eat,  and  only  wake  to  fleep. 

Thus  ftealing  along  life  I  live  incog, 

A  very  plain  and  downright  honeft  dog. 

THE  WISH. 

IF  join'd  to  make  up  virtue's  glorious  tale, 
A  weak,  but  pious  aid  can  aught  avail, 
Each  facred  iludy,  each  diviner  page 
That  once  infpir'd  my  youth,  fhall  footh  my  age 
Deaf  to  ambition,  and  to  intereft's  call ; 
Honour  my  titles,  and  enough  my  all ; 
No  pimp  of  pleafure,  and  no  flave  of  ftate, 
Serene  from  fools,  and  guiltlefs  of  the  great, 
Some  calm  and  undiilurb'd  retreat  I'll  choofe 
Dear  to  myfelf  and  friends.     Perhaps  the  mufe 
May  grant,  while  all  my  though*  her  charms  em 
If  not  a  future  fame,  aprefent  joy.  [plo 

Pure  from  each  feveriih  hope,  each  weak  defire  ; 
Thoughts  that  improve,  and  {lumbers  that  infpire 
A  ftedfaft  peace  of  mind,  rais'd  far  above 
The  guilt  of  hate  and  weaknefles  of  love  ; 
Studious  of  life,  yet  free  from  anxious  care  ; 
To  others  candid,  to  myfelf  fevere  ; 
Filial,  fubmiffive  to  the  ibvereign  will  ; 
Glad  of  the  good,  and  patient  of  the  ill; 
I'll  work  in  narrow  fphere,  what  heaven  approve 
Abating  hatreds,  and  increafing  loves. 
My  friendfliip,  ftudies,'pleafures,  all  my  own, 
Alike  to  envy,  and  to  fame  unknown  : 
Such  in  fome  bleft  afylum  let  me  lie, 
Take  off  my  fill  of  life,  and  wait,  not  wife  to  die. 

A  SOLILOQUY. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  HAMLET. 

MY  anxious  foul  is  tore  with  doubtful  ftrife, 
And  hangs  fufpended  betwixt  death  and  life : 
Life  !  death  !  dread  objects  of  mankind's  debate 
Whether  fuperior  to  the  Ihocks  of  fate, 
To  bear  its  fierceft  ills  with  ftedfaft  mind, 
To  nature's  ojrder  pioufly  refign'd, 


Or,  with  magnanimous  and  brave  difdain, 
Return  her  back  th'  injurious  gift  again. 

!  if  to  die,  this  mortal  buftle  o'er, 
Vere  but  to  clofe  one's  eyes,  and  be  no  more  ; 
rom  pain,  from  ficknds,  forrows,  fafe  withdrawn, 

night  eternal  that  fhall  know  no  dawn  ; 
'his  dread,  imperial,  wondrous  frame  of  man, 
,,oft  in  ftill  nothing,  whence  it  firft  began : 
es,  if  the  grave  fuch  quiet  could  fupply, 
)evotion's  felf  mi^ht  even  dare  to  die, 
,eft  haplefs  victors  in  the  mortal  ftrife, 
'hrough  death  we  ftruggle  but  to  fecond  life. 
Jut,  fearful  here,  though  curious  to  explore, 
'bought  paufes,  trembling  on  the  hidden  fhore  : 
What  fcenes  may  rife,  awake  the  human  fear  ; 
Being  again  reium'd,  and  God  more  near; 
r  awful  thunders  the  new  gueft  appall, 
Or  the  foft  voice  of  gentle  mercy  call. 

'his  teaches  life  with  all  its  ills  to  pleafe, 
Afflicting  poverty,  fevere  difeafe  ; 
%o  loweit  infamy  gives  power  to  charm, 
A.nd  ftrikes  the  dagger  from  the  boldeft  arm. 
"hen,  Hamlet,  cesrfe  ;  thy  ralh  refolves  forego 
God,  nature,  reafon,  all  will  have  it  fo  ; 
..earn  by  this  facred  horror,  well  fuppreft, 
Each  fatal  purpofe  in  the  traitor's  brcaft. 
This  damps  revenge  with  falutary  fear, 
And  flops  ambition  in  its  wild  career, 
fill  virtue  for  itfelf  begin  to  move, 
And  fervile  fear  exalt  to  filial  love. 
Then  in  thy  breaft  let  calmer  paflions  rife, 
Jleas'd  with  thy  lot  on  earth,  abfolve  the  fkies. 
The  ills  of  life  fee  friendfhip  can  divide  ; 
See  angels  warring  on  the  good  man's  fide. 
Alone  to  virtue  happinefs  is  given, 
Ou  earth  felf-fatisfy'd,  and  crown'd  in  heaven, 

A  SOLILOQUY. 

WROTE  IN    JUNE  1746. 

MYSTERIOUS  innate  of  this  breaft, 
Enkindled  by  thy  flame  ; 
By  thee  my  being's  beft  expreft, 
For  what  thou  art  I  am. 

With  thee  I  claim  celeftial  birth, 
A  fpark  of  heaven's  own  ray  ; 
Without  thee  fink  to  vileft  earth, 
Inanimated  clay. 

Now  in  this  fad  and  difmal  hour 
Of  multiply'd  diftrefs, 
Has  any  former  thought  the  power 
To  make  thy  forrows  lefs. 

When  all  around  thee  cruel  fnares 
Threaten  thy  deftin'd  breath, 
And  every  {harp  reflection  bears 
Want,  exile,  chains  or  death. 

Can  ought  that  paft  in  youth's  fond  reign 
Thy  pleafing  vein  reftore, 
Lives  beauty's  gay  and  feftivc  train 
In  memory's  foft  ftore  ? 

Or  does  the  mufe  ?  'Tis  faid  her  art 
Can  fierceft  pangs  appeafe, 
Can  fhe  to  thy  poor  trembling  heart 
Now  fpeak  the  words  of  peace  ? 

Yet  fhe  was  wont  at  early  dawn 
To  whifper  thy  repofe, 
Nor  was  her  friendly  aid  withdrawn 
At  grateful  evening's  clofe. 
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Friendfhip,  'tis  true,  its  facred  might, 
May  mitigate  thy  doom; 
As  lightning  fhot  acrofs  the  night, 
A  moment  gilds  the  gloom. 

O  God  !  thy  providence  alone 
Can  work  a  wonder  here, 
Can  change  to  gladnefs  every  moan, 
And  banifh  all  my  fear. 

Thy  arm  all  powerful  to  fave, 
May  every  doubt  deftroy  ; 
And  from  the  horrors  of  the  grave, 
New  raife  to  life  and  joy. 

From  this,  as  from  a  copious  fpring, 
Pore  confolation  flows ; 
flakes  the  faint  heart  midft  fufferings  fmg, 
And  midft  defpair  repofe. 

Yet  from  its  creature  gracious  Heaven, 
Moft  merciful  and  juft, 
Afks  but  for  life  and  fafety  given, 
Our  faith  and  humble  trull. 

A  SERIOUS  THOUGHT. 

THRO'  life's  ftrange  myftic  paths,  how  mankind 
A  contradiction  ftill  in  all  their  ways ,       [ftrays  ! 
In  youth's  gay  bloom,  in  wealth's  infulting  hour  ! 
As  heav'n  all  mercy  was,  they  live  fecure, 
Yet  full  of  fears,  and  anxious  doubts  expire, 
And  in  the  awful  judge  forget  the  Sire. 
Fair  virtue  then  with  faithful  fteps  purfue, 
Thy  good  deeds  many,  thy  offences  few  ; 
That  at  the  general  doom  thou  may'ft  appear 
"W  ith  filial  hope  to  footh  thy  confcious  fear ; 
Then  to  perpetual  blifs  expecft  to  live, 
Thy  Saviour  is  thy  judge,  and  may  forgive. 

DOVES. 

A    FRAGMENT. 

Or  doves  fweet  gentle  birds,  the  heaven  born  mufe 
Prepares  to  fing,  their  manners  and  what  law, 
The  blamelefs  race  obey,  their  cares  and  loves. 

0  facred  virgin,  that,  to  me  unfeen 
Yet  prefent,  whifpers  nightly  in  my  ear 
Love  dited  fong  or  tale  of  martial  knight, 
As  beft  becomes  the  time  :  and  aidful  grants 
Celeftial  grace  implor'd,  O,  bounteous,  fay 
What  fav'rite  maid  in  her  firft  bloom  of  youth 
Wilt  choofe  to  honour  ?  feem  I  not  to  fee 
The  laurel  fhake,  and  hear  the  voice  divine 
Sound  in  mine  ear  :  *  With  Erfkine  beft  agrees 

*  The  fong  of  doves :  herfelf  a  dove,  well  pleas'd 

*  Liften  gracious  to  the  tale  benign,  and  hear 

'  How  the  chaftebird  with  words  of  fondling  love, 
'  Soft  billing,  wooes  his  maid,  their  fpoufal  loves, 

1  Pure  and  unftain'd  with  jealous  fear  of  change ; 

*  How  ftudious  they  to  build  their  little  nefts, 

'  Nature's  artificers !  and  tender,  breed     [flight, 

*  Their  unfledg'd  children,  till  they  wing  their 

*  Each  parent's  care.'  Come,  as  the  mufe  ordains, 
O  thou  of  every  grace,  whofe  looks  of  love, 
Erfkine,  attractive,  draw  all  wond'ring  eyes 
Conftant  to  gaze  ;  and  whofe  fubduing  fpeech 
Drops  as  the  honey  comb,  and  grace  is  pour'd 
Into  thy  lips  :  for  ever  thee  attends 

Sweetnefs  thy  handmaid,  and,  with  beauty,  clothes, 
As  with  the  morning's  robe  inverted  round  : 
p  come,  again  invok'd,  and  fmiling  lend 
Thy  pleas' d  attention,  whilft  in  figur'd  filk 


Thy  knowing  needle  plants  th'embroider'd  flower, 
As  in  its  native  bed :  fo  may'ft  thou  find 
Delight  perpetual  and  th'  inclining  ear 
Of  heav'n  propitious  to  ;hy  maiden  vow, 
When  thou  ihalt  feek  from  love  a  youth  adorn'd 
With  all  perfection,  worthy  of  thy  choice, 
To  blefs  thy  night  of  joy  and  focial  care. 
b  happy  he,  for  whom  the  vow  is  made. 

THE  FLOWERS. 

A    FRAGMZNT. 

THE  care  of  gardens,  and  the  garden's  pride, 

To  rear  the  blooming  flowers,  invites  the  mufe ; 

A  grateful  tafk  !  To  thee,  O  Hume,  fhe  fmgs 

Well  pleas'd  amid  the  verdant  walks  to  ftray 

With  thee,  her  chief  delight,  when  fummer  fmiles. 

Come  now  my  love,  nor  fear  the  winter's  rage ; 

For  fee  the  winter's  paft,  the  rains  are  gone ; 

Behold  the  Tinging  of  the  birds  is  now, 

Seafon  benign  ;  the  joyous  race  prepare 

Their  native  melody,  and  warbling  airs 

Are  heard  in  ev'ry  grove  :  the  flowers  appear, 

Earth's  fmiling  offspring,  and  the  beauteous  meads 

Are  cloth'd  in  pleafant  green ;  now  fruitful  trees 

Put  forth  their  tender  buds  that  foon  fhall  fwell 

With  rich  nedtareous  juice,  and  woo  thy  hand 

To  pluck  their  ripen'd  fvveets.     Forfake  a  while 

The  noife  of  cities,  and  with  me  retire 

To  rural  folitude  :  Lo  !  for  thy  head 

I  weave  a  garland,  deck'd  with  vernal  flowers, 

Violet,  and  hyacinth,  and  blufhing  rofe 

Of  ev'ry  rich  perfume  ;  here  in  this  calm 

And  undifturb'd  retreat,  content  to  dwell, 

Secluded  from  mankind,  with  thee  an.'  love, 

Sweetner  of  human  cares :   But  thou  perhaps 

Delight'ft  to  hear  the  voice  that  bids  thee  come 

To  feftival  and  dance  ;  thou  long'ft  to  meet 

The  raptur'd  youth,  that  at  affembly  hour 

Awaits  thy  coming :  hafte  adorn'd  in  all 

Thy  native  foftnefs,  frefli  as  breathing  flowers 

Sweet  fmelling  in  the  morning  dew,  and  fire 

His  foul,  ill  able  to  refill  fuch  charms, 

Won  with  attractive  fmiles  :  while  I  far  off     * 

Bemoan  thy  abfence,  and  thy  image  form 

In  ev'ry  thicket  and  each  fecret  grove, 

To  footh  my  longing  mind  by  fancy's  ard, 

Pleafing  refemblance  !  until  thou  thyfelf, 

O  faireft  among  women,  deign  to  grace 

The  bower  that  love  prepares,  from  me  to  learn 

The  care  and  culture  of  the  flowery  kind. 


THE  EPISODE  OF  THE  THISTLE. 

FLOWERS,  BOOK  I. 

NOR  to  the  garden  fole  where  fair  refides 
As  in  her  court  the  fcarlet  queen,  amid 
Her  train  of  flow'ry  nymphs,  does  nature  boon 
Indulge  her  gifts:  but  to  each  namelefs  field, 
When  the  warm  fun  rejoicing  in  the  year 
Stirs  up  the  latent  juice,  fhe  fcatters  wide 
Her  rofy  children  :  then  innumerous  births, 
As  from  the  womb  fpring  up,  and  wide  perfume. 
Their  cradles  with  ambrofial  fweets  around. 
Far  as  the  eye  can  reach  all  nature  finiles, 
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Hili,  dale,  or  valley;  where  a  lucid  ftream 

Leads,,  through  the  level-down,  his  filver  maze, 

Gliding,  with  even  pace,  diredt,  as  one 

On  journey  bent,  and  now  meand'ring  fair, 

Unnumber'd  currents  to  and  fro  convolv'd, 

Hispaftime,  underneath  the  azure  green 

The  wanton  fifties  fport ;  and  round  his  banks, 

Sole  or  in  confort,  the  aerial  kind 

.Refound  in  air  with  fong :  the  wild  thyme  here 

Breathes  fragrance,    and   a    thoufand   glittering 

flowers 

Art  never  fow'd.     Even  here  the  rifing  weed 
The  landfcape  paints  the  lion's  yellow  tooth, 
Th'  enamell'd  daify,  with  its  rofe  adorn'd 
The  prickly  briar,  and  the  thiftle  rude, 
An  armed  warrior,  with  his  hoft  of  fpears. 
Thrice  happy  plant !  fair  Scotia's  greateft  pride, 
.Emblem  of  modeft  valour,  unprovok'd 
That  harmeth  not,  provok'd  that  will  not  beat- 
Wrong  unreveng'd ;  what  though  the  humble  root 
Diihonour'd  erft,  the  growth  of  every  field 
Arofe  unheeded  through  the  flubborn  foil 
Jejune  :  though  fofter  flowers,  difdainful,  fly 
Thy  fellowfhip,  nor  in  the  nofegay  join, 
111  match'd  compeers  :  not  lefs  the  dews  of  heav'n 
Bathe  thy  rough  cheeks,  and  wafh  thy  warlike 

mail, 

Gift  of  indulgent  Ikies !  though  lily  pufe 
And  rofe  of  fragrant  leaf,  beft  represent 
Maria's  fnowy  breaft  and  ruddy  cheek 
Blufhing  with  bloom  :  th'  Ormond's  laurel  rear 
Sublimer  branch,  indulging  loftier  fhade 
To  heaven  inftrucled  bard,  that  firings  beneath, 
Melodious,  his  founding  wire,  to  tales 
Of  beauties  praife,  or  from  victorious  camps 
Heroes  returning  fierce.     Unenvyed  may 
The  fnowy  lily  flourifti  round  the  brow 
Of  Gallia's  king  :  The  thiftle  happier  far 
Exalted  into  nobler  fame,  fhall  rife 
Triumphant  o'er  each  flower,  to  Scotia's  bards 
Subject  of  lafling  fong,  their  monarch's  choice ; 
Who,  bounteous  to  the  lowly  weed,  refus'd  . 
Each  other  plant,  and  bade  the  thiftle  wave, 
Embroider'd,  in  his  enfigns,  wide  difplay'd 
Along  the  mural  breach :  how  oft,  beneath 
Its  martial  influance,  has  Scotia's  fons 
Through  every  age  with  dauntlefs  valour  fought 
Oh  every  hoftile  ground  ?  while  o'er  their  breaft 
Companion  to  the  filver  ftar,  bleft  type 
Of  fame  unfullied  and  fuperior  deed, 
Diftinguifh'd  ornament !  {heir  native  plant 
Surrounds  the  fainted  crofs,  with  coftly  row 
Of  gems,  emblaz'd,  and  flame  of  radiant  gold, 
A  facred  mark,  their  glory  and  their  pride. 

But  wouldft  thou  know  how  firft  th'  illuftriou 

-    plant 

Rofe  to  renown  :  hear  the  recording  mufe, 
Wtyle  back  through  ages  that  have  roll'd  me  lead 
Th'  inquiring  ey-e,  and  wakens  into  life 
Heroes  and  mighty  king?,  whofe  godlike  deeds 
Are  now  no  more,  yet  ftill  the  fame  furvives, 
Victor  .o'er  time,  the  triumph  of  the  mufe. 

As  yet  for  love  of  arts  and  arms  renown'd, 
For  hoary  fires  with  gifts  of  wifdom  grac'd, 
Unrivall'd  maids  in  beauteous  blo'om,  defire 
Of  every  eye>  and  youthfiil  gallant  chiefs 
For  courage  fam'd  and  Weft  with  facred  fong, 
Flo'unfli'd'ifublirne,  the  I*i(^ifli  throne  :  and  fhar'< 
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of  Scotia's  power,  fair  Caiedon.    - 
Equals  in  fway,  while  both  alike  afpired 
To  fingle  rule,  difdainlng  to  obey  : 
Oft  led  by  hate  and  thiril  of  dire  revenge 
For  r-jvifti'd  beauty,  or  for  kindred  flain, 
Wide-wafting  others  realms  with  inroads  fierce, 
Until  the  fecond  Kenneth,  great  in  arms, 
Brandifh'd  th'  avenging  fvvord,  that  low  in 
riumbled  the  haughty  race  :  yet  oft,  of  war 
"Weary,  and  havock  dire,  in  mutual  bk>od 
Embru'd,  the  nations  join'd  in  leagues  of  peace 
Short  fpace  enjoy'd  ;  when  nice  fufpicious  fears 
By  jealous  love  of  empire  bred,  again, 
With  fatal  breath,  blew  the  dire  flame  of  war, 
Rekindling  fierce  :  thus  when  Achaius  reign'd, 
By  the  difpofing  will  of  gracious  Heav'n 
Ordaiu'd  the  Prince  of  Peace.     Fair  Ethelind 
Grace  of  the  Pi&ifh  throne,  in  rofy  youth, 
Of  beauties  bloom,  in  his  young  heart,  infpir'd 
Spoufal  defires,  foft  love,  and  doye-ey'd  peace, 
Her  dowry.     Then,  his  hymeneal  torch, 
Concord,  high  brandifh'd  ;  and  in  bonds  of  love/ 
Link'd  the  contending  race.     But  ah  !  how  vain 
Hopes  mortal  man,  his  joys  ori  earth  to  laft 
Perpetnal  and  firicere  :  for  Athelftane, 
Fierce  from  the  conqueft  of  great  Alured, 
Northumbrian  ruler,  came.     On  Tweda's  fhore 
Full  twenty  thoufand.  brazen  fpears,  he  fix'd, 
Shining  a  deathful  view ;  difmay'd  the  brave 
Erft  undifmay'd  :  even  he,  their  warlike  chief, 
rfungus,  in  arms,  a  great  and  mighty  name, 
Felt  his  fierce  heart,  f upended,  If  to  meet 
Th'  outrageous  Saxori,  dreadful  in  the  ranks 
Of  battle  difarray'd.     Suppliant  of  help, 
He  fues  the  Scottifh  race,  by  friendly  ties 
Adjur'd  and  nuptial  rites  and  equal  fears. 
Led  by  their  gallant  prince,  the  chofen  train  , 
Forfake  their  native  walls.     The  glad  acclaim 
Of  {touting  crowds,  and  the  foft  virgins  wifh 
Purfue  the  parting  chiefs  to  battle  ferit, 
With  omens  not  averfe.     t)arknefs  arpfe 
O'er  heav'n  and  earth,  as  now  but  narrow  fpa.ce 
Sunder'd  each  hortile  force  :  fole  in  his  tent 
Th'e  youthful  chief,  the  hope  of  Albion,  lay 
Slumb'ring  fecure,  when,  in  the  hour  of  fleep, 
A  venerable  form,  St.  Andrew,  feen 
Majeftic,  folemn,  grand,  before  his  fight 
In  vifion,  ftobd  :  his  deep  and  piercing  eye 
Look'd  wifdonij  and  mature  fedatenefs  weigh'd 
To  doubtful  couhfels,  from  his  temples  flow'd 
His  hair,  white  as  the  fnowy  fleece  that  clothes 
The  Alpine  ridge,  a-crofs  his  fhoulders  hung       f 
A  baldric,  where  fome  heavenly  pencil  wrought 
Th'  events  of  years  to  comr;  prophetic  drawn, 
Seafons  and  times  :  in  his  right  hand  he  held     . 
A  crofs,  for  beaming  through  the  night ;  his  left 
A  pointed  thiftle  rear'd.     Fear  not,  he  cry'd, 
Thy  Country's  early  pride  ;  for  lo  !  to  thee 
CommiffionM  I,  from  he"av'n's  eternal  king, 
Etheriai  meffenger  of  tidings  glad, 
Propitious  now  am  fent.     Then  be  thou  bokf/ 
To-morrow  fhall  deliver  to  thy  hand 
The  troops  of  Athelftane.     But  oh  !  attend/ 
Inftrudted  from  the  ikies,  the  terms  of  fate1, 
Conditional,  afilgn'd  ;  for,  if  mifled 
By  facred  luft  of  arb-itrary  fway, 
Thou,  or  of  thee  to  come,  thy  race  fhall  wage 
Injurious  war,  unrighteous  to  uivade 
E  e 
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His  neighbour's  realms,  who  dares  the  guilty  deed, 
Him  Heaven  fhall  defert  in  needful  hour 
Of  fad  diflrefs,  deiiver'd  o'er  a  prey 
To  all  the  nations  round.     This  plant  I  bear, 
Expreffive  emblem  of  thy  equal  deed. 
This,  inoffenfive  in  its  native  field, 
Peaceful  inhabitant,  and  lowly  grows ; 
Yet  who  with  hoftile  hands  its  briftly  fpears 
Unpunifh'd  may  provoke  ?  and  fuch  be  thou 
Unprompt  t'  invade,  and  adlive  to  defend  ; 
Wife  fortitude  !  but  when  the  morning  flames, 
Secure,  in  heav'n,  againfl  yon  fated  hofl 
Go  up  and  overcome.     When  home  return'd 
With  triumph  crown'd,  grateful  to  me  {halt  rear 
A  rifing  temple  on  the  deftin'd  fpace, 
With  lofty  towers  and  battlements  adorn'd, 
A  houfe  where  God  fhall  dwell.  The  vifion  fpoke, 
And  mix'd  with  night,  when,  flarting  from  his 
couch,  [cries 

The  youth  from  flumber  wak'd.     The  mingled 
Of  horfe  and  horfemen,  furious  for  the  day, 
AfTail  his  ears.     And  now  both  armies  clos'd 
Tempeftuous  fight.     Aloud  the  welkin  roars, 
Refounding  wide,  and  groans  of  death  are  heard 
Superior  o'er  the  din.     The  rival  chiefs 
Each  adverfe  battle  gor'd.     Here  Athelflane, 
Horrent  in  mail,  rear'd  high  his  moony  fhield 
With  Saxon  trophies  charg'd  and  deeds  of  blood, 
Horrid  achievement !  nor  lefs  furious  there 
Hungus  enflam'd  with  defp'rate  rage,  and  keen 
Defire  of  victory  :  and  near  him  join'd, 
With  focial  valour,  by  the  vifion  fir'd, 
The  hopes  of  Caledon,  the  Scottifh  oak 
Plies  furious,  that  from  the  mighty's  blood 
Return'd  not  back  unftain'd.  Thus,  when  the  feeds 
Of  fire  and  nitrous  fpume  and  grain  adufl, 
Sulphureous,  diftend  earth's  hollow  womb, 
Sicilian  jEtna  labours  to  difgorge 
Dreadful  eruption,  from  the  fmoking  top 
Flows  down  the  molten  rock  in  liquid  ore, 
A  three-fold  current  to  the  wafted  plain, 
fiach  ravaging  a  fep'rate  way :  fo  fought 
Defp'rate  the  chiefs  ;  nine  hours  in  equal  fcale 
The  battle  hung,  the  tenth  the  angel  rear'd 
The  tutelary  cfofs,  then  difarray 
Fell  on  the  Saxon  hofl.     Thus  when  of  old 
"Th'  Amalekite  in  vale  of  Rephidim, 
Againft  the  chofen  race  of  Judak  fct 
The  battle  in  array,  and  various  chance 
Alternate  rul'd,  when,  as  the  fun  went  down, 
Aaron  and  Hur  upftaid  the  failing  hands 
Of  Mofes,  to  fuftain  the  potent  rod, 
Till  Ifrael  overthrew  :  thus  fore  that  day 
The  battle  went  againfl  the  numerous  hofls 
Of  Athelftane,  impure  ;  the  daring  chief, 
Far  from  the  flaugjhter  borne,  a  fwelling  ftream, 
By  fudden  rains  high  furging  o'er  its  banks, 
Impervious  to  his  flight,  for  ever  funk, 
Number'd  amongft  the  dead.     Then  rout  on  rout, 
Confufion  on  confufion,  wild  difmay, 
And  {laughter  raging  wide,  o'erturn'd  the  bands 
Ere  while  fo  proud  array'd.     Amaz'd  they  fled 
Before  the  Scottifh  fword  ;  for  from  the  fword, 
From  the  drawn  fword,  they  fled,  the  bended  bow, 
The  victor's  fhout,  and  honour  of  the  war. 

The  royal  youtl),  thus  victor  of  his  vows, 
Leads  to  his  native  land  with  conquefl  crown'd, 
His  warring  powers ;  nor  of  the  heavenly  dream  , 


Unmindful,  bade  the  promis'd  towers  afpire 

With  folemn  rites  made  facred  to  the  name 

Of  him  in  vifion  feen.     Then,  to  infpire 

Love  of  heroic  worth,  and  kindle  feeds 

Of  virtuous  emulation  in  the  foul 

Rip'ning  to  deed,  he  crown'd  his  manly  breaft 

With  a  refulgent  flar,  and  in  the  flar 

Amidfl  the  rubies  blaze,  diflinguifh'd  fhines 

The  fainted  crofs,  around  whofe  golden  verge 

The  embroider'd  thiftle,  bleft  enclofure  !  winds 

A  warlike  foliage  of  ported  fpears 

Defenceful :  laft,  partakers  of  his  fame, 

He  adds  a  chofen  train  of  gallant  youths, 

Illuflrious  fellowfhip !  above  their  peers 

Exalted  eminent :  the  fhining  band, 

Devote  to  fame,  along  the  crowded  ftreets 

Are  led,  exulting,  to  the  lofty  fane, 

With  holy  feflival  and  ritual  pomp 

InftalFd,  of  folemn  prayer,  and  offer'd  vows 

Inviolate,  and  facred,  to  preferve 

The  ordinance  of  heav'n,  and  great  decree 

Voice  of  the  filent  night :  *  O  ill  forefeen, 

O  judgments  ill  forewarn'd  and  fure  denounc'd 

Of  future  woes  and  cov'nants  broke  in  blood, 

That  children's  children  wept :  how  didft  thoi 

grieve, 

O  virgin  daughter,  and  what  tears  bedew1  d 
The  cheek  of  hoary  age,  when,  as  the  fates, 
Tranfgrefs'd  the  high  command,  feverely  will'd, 
The  haplefs  youth,  as  the  fierce  lion's  whelp, 
Fell  in  the  fatal  fnare  ?  that  facred  head 
Where  late  the  graces  dwelt,  and  wifdom  mild 
Subdued  attention,  ghaflly,  pale,  deform'd, 
Of  royalty  defpoil'd,  by  ruthlefs  hands 
Fix'd  on  a  fpear,  the  feoff  of  gazing  crowds, 
Mean  triumph,  borne:  then  firfl  the  radiant  crofi 
Submitted  in  the  dufl,  difhonour  foul, 
Her  holy  fplendors ;  firfl,  the  thiftle's  fpears 
Broke  by  a  hoflilc  hand,  the  fiber  flar 
Felt  dim  eclipfe,  and  mourn'd  in  dark  fojourn, 
A  tedious  length  of  years,  till  he,  the  fifth 
Triumphant  James,  of  Stuart's  ancient  line, 
Reflor'd  the  former  grace,  and  bade  it  fhine, 
With  added  gifts  adorn'd.    To  chofen  twelve, 
Invefled  with  the  ornaments  of  fame, 
Their  fovereign's  lovejhe^bounteous,  gave  to  wear, 
Acrofs  their  fhouldcrs  flung,  the  radiant  brede 
Of  evening  blue,  of  fimple  faith  unftain'd 
Myflerious  fign  and  loyalty  fincere. 
Approven  chiefs !  how  many  fons,  inroll'd 
In  the  fair  deathlefs  life,  has  Scotia  feen, 
Or  terrible  in  war  for  bold  exploit  ? 
Beft  champions !  or,  in  the  mild  arts  of  peace, 
Lawgivers  wife,  and  of  endanger'd  rights, 
Firm  guardians  in  evil  times,  to  death 
Averting  virtue's  caufe,  and  virtue's  train  ? 
Blefl  patronage  !  nor  thefe,  with  envy,  view 
T  h*  embroider'd  garter  to  furround  the  knee     . 
Of  military  chiefs  of  Brutus*  blood, 
With  equal  honours  grac'd ;  while  monarchs  bear 
The  confecrated  crofs,  and  happy  plant 
Bright  on  the  regal  robe ;  nor  valued  more 
Th'  anointing  oil  of  heav'n.     In  Britain's  fhield 
The  northern  flar  mingles  with  George's  beams, 

*  T&is  refers  to  thejtory  of  King  Alpinyjlain  by  the 
Pifls,  and  his  head  fixed  to  a  folf.  See  Buchanan , 
Book  V. 


Conforted  %ht,  and  n*ar  Hibcrnia's  harp, 
Breathing  the  fp'rit  of  peace  and  foeial  love, 
Harmonious  power,  the  Scottiih  thiflle  fills 
Diftinguifh'd  place,  and  guards  the  Englifh  rofe. 

SPEECH  OF  RANDOLPH, 

A  FRAGMENT  OF  BRUCE,  BOOK  II. 

DEMAND'ST  thou,  mighty  Bruce,  to  know  from 

whence 

IVTy  lineage  I  derive  :  Then  hear  a  tale 
Well  known  through  fair  Stirlina's  fruitful  bounds, 
My  native  land.     Of  ancient  Scottifh  kings, 
Thy  royal  anceftry,  O  Bruce,  am  I 
Undoubted  offspring  ;  and,  forgive  the  boaft, 
From  the  fame  fount  my  blood  united  flows, 
Ally'd  to  thine.     As  yet  Cameldoun's  walls 
By  Forth,  delightful  ftream  !  encircled  ftobd 
The  feat  of  Edenuther,  Pictifh  kin^  ; 
To  whofe  definition,  eager  to  revenge 
The  breach  of  faith  and  hofpitable  laws, 

Infulted his  embattled  hoft 

Fierce  Corbred  led :  for,  from  Dunftaffnage  towers, 

Pretending  love  and  Hymeneal  rite, 

The  treacherous  Pict,  with  meditated  force, 

Bore  Ethelind,  her  country's  jufteft  pride, 

Peerlefs  and  fair ;  a  thou&nd  heroes  fought 

For  her  to  death,  fierce  raging  round  the  walls 

Of  lofty  Cameldoun  :  the  guilty  prince 

Had  dearly  paid  the  price  of  faith  forfworn, 

But,  ftudious  of  new  frauds  within  his  walls, 

H'  invites  the  Scottiih  -train,  friendly  to  meet 

In  amicable  talk,  fair  Ethelind 

To  be  the  pledge  of  future  peace,  and  join 

The  warring  nations  in  eternal  league 

Of  love  connubial :  the  unweeting  king 

Enter'd  the  hoflile  gates ;  with  feaft  and  fong 

The  towers  refound,  till  the  dark  midnight  hour 

Awake  the  murderers :  in  fleep  he  fell 

With  all  his  peers,  in  early  life,  and  left 

His  vow'd  revenge  and  fifter  unredeem'd. 

Now  was  the  royal  virgin  left  expos'd 
To  the  fell  victor's  luft,  no  friend  to  aid, 
Her  brother  flain,  and  fierce  and  mighty  chiefs 
That  warr'd  in  her  defence.     How  could,  alas  ! 
Unfhelter'd,  helplefs  innocence  refift 
Th'  infernal  ravifher  ?  with  ftedfaft  mind 
She  fcorn'd  hU  profer'd  love;  by  virtue's  aid 
Triumphant  o'er  his  luft.     In  vain,  with  tears 
And  rough  complaint  that  fpoke  a  favage  heart, 
Strove  he  to  gain  and  woo  her  to  his  will : 
In  vain,  enrag'd  and  ruthlefs  in  his  love, 
He  threat'ned.  Death  difdain'd,  force  was  the  lafl, 
But  that  her  arm  oppos'd,  refolv'd  to  ftrike 
The  ppignard  in  her  breaft,  her  virtue's  guard. 
All  arts  thus  try'd  in  vain,  at  laft  incens'd, 
Deep  in  a  dungeon,  from  the  cheerful  light 
Far,  far  remov'd,  the  wretched  maid  he  threw 
Deplorable  ;  doom'd  in  that  dwelling  drear 
To  wafte  her  anxious  days  and  fleeplefs  nights. 
Anguifh  extreme  !  ah,  how  unlike  thefe  hours 
That  in  her  father's  palace  wont  to  pafs 
In  feftival  and  dance.     Her  piteous  fhrieks 
Mov'd  her  ftern  keeper's  heart ;  fecret  he  frees 
The  imprifon'd  maid,  and  to  the  king  relates 
Her  death,  diffembling.     Then,  with  fell  dcfpite 
And  rage,  inflam'cl  for  unenjoyed  love, 
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The  monarch  ftorm'd,  Ke  loth'd  his  food,  and  fled 
All  human  converfe,  fruftrate  of  his  will. 

Meanwhile  the  nymph  foriakes  the  hoftile  walls 
Flying  by  night ;  through  patlilefs  wilds  unknown 
Guidelefs  fhe  wanders,  in  her  frighted  ears 
Still  hears  the  tyrant's  voice,  in  fancy  views 
His  form  terrific,  and  his  dreaded  front 
Severe  in  frowns ;  her  tender  heart  is  vex'd 
With  every  fear,  and  oft  defires  to  die. 
Now  day  return'd,  and  cheerful  light  began 
T'  adorn  the  heav'ns  ;  loft  in  the  hills  fhe  knew 
No  certaih  path  ;  atdund  the  dreary  wafte 
Sending  her  weeping  eye,  in  vain  requir'd 
Her   native    fields,    Dunftaffnage'    well  known 

tow'rs, 
Arid  high  Edefta's  walls,  her  father's  reign. 

Three  days  the  royal  wanderer  bore  the  heat 
Intenfely  fervent,  and  three  lonefome  nights 
Wet  with  the  chilling  dews  ;  the  foreft  oak 
Supply'd  her  food,  and  at  the  running  ftream, 
Patient,  fhe  flack'd  her  thirft.     But  when  the 

fourth 

Arofe,  defcending  from  the  Ochell  height, 
The  flow'ry  fields  beneath,  fhe  wander'd  long 
Erroneous,  difconiblate,  forlorn. 
Jerne's  ftream  fhe  pafs'd ;  a  rifmg  hill 
Stood  on  the  bank  oppos'd,  adorn'd  with  trees, 
A  filvan  fcene  !  thither  fhe  bent  her  flight, 
O'ercome  with  toil,  and  gently  laid  her  down 
In  the  embow'ring  fhade  :   the  dew  of  fleep 
Fell  on  her  weary  eyes,  then  pleating  dreams 
Began  to  lay  the  temped  in  her  mind, 
Calming  from  troubled  thoughts  :  to  regal  pomp 
She  feems  reftor'd.  her  brother's  fate  reveng'd, 
The  tyrant  flain :  fhe  dreamM  till  morn  arofe, 
The  fifth  that  rofe  fince  from  Cameldoun's  walls 
She  bent  her  flight :  the  cheerful  day  invites, 
From  fair  Dundalgan's  ever  funny  towers, 
Mildred  t'  arife,  who  oft  in  fields  of  death, 
Victorious,  led  the  Picts  embattled  race, 
Illuftrious  chief !  he  to  the  hilly  height, 
His  morning  walk,  pleas' d  with  the  ieafon  fair, 
Betakes  him  mufing,  there  it  was  he  faw 
Fair  Ethelind,  furpris'd  as  Hengift's  fon, 
Elfred  afleep  beheld,  when,  as  fhe  fled 
From  Saxony  to  fhun  a  ftep-dame's  rage 
That  fought  her  life,  he,  with  prevailing  words, 
Woo'd  the  confenting  maid  :  nor  lefs  amaz'd 
The  Pictifh  leader  faw  the  beauteous  form  ; 
Fix'd  in  furprife  and  ardent  gaze,  he  flood 
Wond'ring !  his  beating  heart  with  joy  o'erflow'd, 
He  led  her  blufhing  from  the  facred  grove 
In  bafhful  modefty,  and  doubting  joy 
Chaftis'd  with  fear,  alternate  in  her  breaft, 
Poor  lovely  mourner !  to  his  parents  fhow'd 
The  beauteous  ftranger;  they  in  age  reverM 
Lift  up  their  trembling  hands,  and  bleft  the  maid, 
Beft  workmanfhip  of  heaven  !  the  youthful  chief 
Tranfported  every  day  his  gueft  beheld, 
And  every  day  beheld  with  new  delight, 
Her  winning  graces  mild,  and  form  divine, 
That  drew  with  foft  attraction,  kindling  lt>ve» 
EnflanVd  his  foul :  ftill  new  delays  he  frames  v 
To  gain  a  longer  flay,  e'er  he  reftore 
The  beauteous  exile  to  her  native  land, 
His  promis'd  faith.     The  ftory  of  her  woes, 
He  o'er  and  o'er  demands;  fhe  pleas' ci  relatcf 
Her  paft  adventures  fad,  but,  prudent,  kept 
Eij 
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Unknown  her  royal  race  ;  the  ardent  youth 
Hangs  on  the  fpeaker's  lips,  ft  ill  more  and  more 
Enamour'd  of  her  charms,  by  courtly  deed 
He  fought  the  virgin's  love  ;  by  pray'rs  and  vows 
Won  to  confent ;  the  nuptial  day  arofe, 
Awak'd  by  mufic's  found  ;  the  Pow'rs  invok'd 
To  blifs  the  hallow'd  rite,  and  happy  night 
That  to  his  arms  beftow'd  the  much  lov'd  maid, 
The  gift  of  Heaven  :  then  gladnefs  fill'd  his  heart 
Unfpeakable,  as  when  the  fapient  King, 
The  fon  of  David,  on  the  happy  day 
Of  h;s  efpoufals,  when  his  mother  bound 
His  brow  in  regal  gold,  delighted  faw 
His  fair  Egyptian  bride  adorned  with  all 
Perfection,  blooming  in  celeftial  fvveets. 

While  thus  the  royal  exile  liv'd  remote, 
In  Hymen's  fofteft  joys,  the  Scottifh  chiefs 
Prepare  for  battle,  ftudious  to  redeem 
Their  captive  queen,  unknowing  of  her  fate ; 
With  juft  fuccefs  unblefs'd,  difcomfited 
They  fell  in  ruthlefs  fight,  their  mighty  men 
Unworthy  bondage  !  helplefs  exiles  fold 
To  foreign  lands.     The  Piclifla  king  enrag'd 
Collects  an  hoft,  embattled  as  the  fands 
Along  the  Solway  coaft,  from  all  the  bound* 
Of  his  wide  empire,  Erica's  rifmg  towers, 
And  Jeda's  ancient  walls,  once  feat  of  kings, 
With  Eden  rais'd  on  rocks,  and  Cameldoun, 
Send  forth  their  chiefs  and  citizens  to  war, 
Pour'd  thro'  their  lofty  gates.  What  anguiih  then, 
O  royal  virgin,  vex'd  thy  tender  heart, 
When  thou,  thy  hufband  midft  your  country's  foes, 
Enroll'dft  their  leader  ?  much  didft  thou  adjure 
3y  nuptial  ties,  much  by  endearing  love, 
To  fpare  thy  country  in  the  wafte  of  war  ; 
He  too,  the  youthful  chief,  long  doubting  ftood 
'Twixt  love  and  duty,  unrefolv'd  of  choice, 
Hard  conflict !  to  Dunftaffnage  walls  he  flies, 
And  left  the  weeping  fair,  intent  to  drown 
The  voice  of  love,  foft  pleading  in  his  heart, 
In  founds  of  battle;  but  in  vain!  his  wife 
A  beauteous  form,  ftill  rifes  to  his  thoughts 
In  fupplicating  tears ;  he  grieves  to  fee 
The  mingling  hofts  engage,  and  dreads  to  find 
Amidft  the  flain,  his  kindred  new  ally'd. 

But  now  the  Pi&ifh  king  with  mighty  chiefs 
Selected  from  his  peers,  purfues  his  way 
To  raze  the  Scottiih  wails,  Dundalgan's  towers 
Receive  their  monarch,  proud  to  entertain 
The  mighty  gueft :  exults  the  haughty  king 
"With  favage  joy,  when  firft  his  eyes  beheld 
The  maid  fo  lately  loft,  again  reftor'd 
Sad  victim  to  his  luft :  what  could  (he  do, 
Hopelefs  of  aid  !  or  how  alas !  avert 
The  dire  event  that  from  the  monarch's  luft 
Her  fears  prefag'd  ?  'twas  heav'n  her  thoughts  in- 
In  hour  of  fad  extreme,  fhe  flies  the  dome     [fpir'd 
With  two,  alone  of  all  her  menial  train, 
Companions  of  her  flight.     The  king  meanwhile, 
Fierce  with  defire  and  violent  to  enjoy, 
Him  nor  the  bowl  delights,  nor  fprightly  mirth, 
Nor  tale  of  martial  knight  in  ancient  time 
JRecited :  the  unfinifh'd  feaft  he  leaves 
With  wine  enflam'd  and  ill  perfuading  luft, 
Worft  counfellors  !  a  fecret  way  he  found 
That  to*  the  queen's  apartment  led  unfeen ; 
Thither  he  flies  through  many  a  lofty  hall, 
Where -he.rofs  oft  have  met  in  wife  confujt, 


Elate  in  thought ;  but  heavens !  what  fell  defpite, 
What  raging  pain  tore  his  diftra&ed  mind, 
When  firft  he  knew  the  royal  fair  was  fled  ? 
Defp'rate  in  rage,  he  hopes  his  abfent  prey, 
Intent  to  ravifh.     Hurrying  to  the  camp 
He  fought  the  general's  tent,  begirt  around 
With  noble  Pi&s  there  weeping  Ethelind, 
In  foft'ned  anguifh,  on  the  heroe's  breaft 
He  found  reclining,  fad  :  he  would  have  feiz'd 
The  trembling  fair  one  from  her  lover's  arms, 
Her  fureft  refuge,  miferably  torn, 
Victim  to  luft  obfcene,  had  not  the  youth 
Withftood  the  dire  attempt  of  fovereign  fway. 
Haughty,  the  monarch  rag'd  and  call'd  his  chiefe, 
To  aid,  his  chiefs,  refufe  th'  unjuft  command  : 
Then  impotent  of  mind  he  ftorm'd,  he  rav'd, 
Outrageous  in  his  ire  :  then  wild  uproar, 
Tumult,  and  martial  din,  founds  o'er  the  camp, 
While  thefe  afllft  the  king,  and  thefe  the  youth, 
By  fearlefs  friendfhip  led :  the  clafh  of  fwords, 
Through  the  ftill  night,  heard  on  the  Scottiih  walls, 
Alarms  the  chiefs  in  midnight  council  met : 
The  boldeft  of  their  warrior  train  they  choofe 
For  fecret  ambuih,  (heath* d  in  jointed  mail; 
Th'  intrepid  band  beneath  a  bending  hill, 
Await  the  rifmg  dawn  ;  Mildred  they  feiz'd, 
The  royal  exile  and  their  facial  train, 
Flying  the  monarch's  rage :  the  beauteous  queen 
Rejoices  to  behold  her  native  walla, 
Exil'd  fo  long,  her  peers  with  lifted  hands  [turn'd, 
Extoll'd  the  bounteous    Pow'rs,  their  queen  re- 
The  wondrous  work  of  Fate ;  now  fhe  relates 
Her  direful  tale,  the  audience  melt  in  tears. 

Meanwhile  the  monarch  raging  in  the  camp, 
Forfook  of  all  his  peers,  for  fierce  afiault 
Prepar'd,  attended  with  a  defperate  crew 
Of  men,  that  fhar'd  in  partnerfhip  of  crimes, 
March'd  forward  to  his  fate  ;  the  ambufh'd  train 
Rife  fudden,  reund  them  fpread  the  flaughter'd 
Himfelf,  as  furious  in  the  front  he  warr'd       [foe, 
Bled  by  a  well  aim'd  fpear;  to  punifh'd  ghofts 
Of  kings  perfidious,  fled  his  guilty  foul. 

The  monarch  flain,  the  Piclifh  chiefs  that  late 
Forfook  the  noify  camp,  convene  within 
The  Scottifh  walls,  the  princes  joyful  plight 
In  leagues  of  mutual  peace ;  in  every  fane 
Each  grateful  altar  blaz'd;  to  heaven  they  paid 
Their  vows,  their  queen  reftor'd,  and  with  her 

peace 

The  purchafe  of  her  love :  through  all  the  town 
Public  rejoicings  reign'd,  the  voice  of  mirth 
Was  heard  in  ev'ry  Street,  that  blazing  (hone 
Illuminated  bright.     The  diadem 
Inftar'd  with  diamond  gems  and  flaming  gold* 
Magnificent !  by  Scotia's  monarchs  worn 
From  eldeft  times  upon  her  beauteous  brow 
Plac'd  by  a  mitr'd  prieft,  in  rich  array, 
Incircling,  (nines;  her  native  peers  around, 
Mix'd  with  the  Pictifh  chiefs,  admiring  (land, 
Pleas'd  with  her  heavenly  fmiles,  her  gentle  look, 
The  type  of  fofter  rule  :  then  next  they  gave 
The  fceptre  to  her  hands;  the  precious  ft  ones 
Blaz'd  on  the  beaming  point,  hail !  Queen  of  Scots} 
Joyful  they  cry,  hail !  to  thy  own  return'd, 
Safe  from  a  thoufand  toils,  beyond  our  hopes, 
Crov/n'd  where  thy  fathers  reign'd  :  thus  paft  tht 
In  celebrated  rites.     When  morn  arofe          [night 
Th'  affembled  fenate,  partner  of  her  throne 
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the  noble  youth  ;  in  times  of  peace 
To  aid  by  counfel,  and  in  war  to  lead 
Her  marfhall'd  chiefs :  thus  ended  all  her  woes. 

Blefs'd  in  her  hufband's,  and  her  fuhjects  love, 
Peace  flourifh'd  in  her  reign :  three  fons  ihe  bore, 
All  men  of  valour  known  ;  well  could  they  bend 
The  bow  in  time  of  need.     Her  eldeft  grac'd 
With  all  the  train  of  virtues  that  adorn 
A  prince,  fucceeded  to  the  Scottifli  rule, 
His  mother's  kingdom;  in  his  happy  days 
The  Scottilh  prowefs  twice  o'erthrew  the  Dane 
In  bloody  conflict,  from  our  fatal  fhore 
Repuls'd  with  ignominious  rout,  difgrac'd. 
Her  fecond  hope.,  born  to  unluckier  fate 
Matchlefs  in  fight  and  every  gallant  deed, 
The  terror  of  his  foes,  his  country's  hope, 
In  ruthlefs  battle  by  ignoble  hands 
Fell  in  his  prime  of  youth,  for  ever  wept, 
For  ever  honoured.     Athingart  the  laft 
For  prudence  far  renown'd,  Elgidra's  charms 
The  heroe  fir'd,  as  in  her  father's  court 
A  peaceful  legate  by  his  brother  fent 
To  Pi&knd's  monarch ;  there  the  royal  youth 
Graceful,  in  warlike  tournament  above 
His  equals  fhone,  and  won  the  princely  maid 
Courted  ty  rival  kirigs :  from  that  embrace 
Defcend  athoufand  chiefs,  that  lineal  heir'd 
The  virtues  of  their  fire,  witnefs  the  fields 
Of  Loncart,  and  the  ftreams  that  purple  ran 
With  ftain  of  Danifli  blood :  the  brazen  fpears 
And  creftei  helms,  and  antique  Ihields,  the  fpoils 
Of  chiefs  in  battle  flain,  hung  on  the  roof, 
Eternal  trophies  of  their  martial  deeds, 
From  fon  to  fon  preferv'd  with  jealous  care. 
My  father  in  his^country's  quarrel  met 
A  glorious  fate,  when  god-like  Wallace  fought; 
He,  firm  adherer  to  the  nobler  caufe 
Shar'd  all  his  toils,  and  bled  in  all  his  fights, 
Till  Falkirk  faw  him  fall ;  with  Graham  he  fell, 
Wallace  his  bold  compeer,  whom,  great  in  arms, 
Wallace  alone  furpaft.     With  martial  thoughts 
He  fired  niy  youthful  mind,  and  taught  betimes 
To  build  my  glory  on  my  country's  love, 
His  great  etample  !  to  thy  native  reign 
If  thee,  thy  fate  propitious  to  the  good, 
Reftor'd,  h'  enjoin'd  me  to  unite  my  force, 
From  foreign  victors  to  retrieve  again 
Thy  ravifh'd  kingdoms :  then  this  fword  he  gave 
In  dangers  ever  faithful  to  his  arm, 
Pledge  of  paternal  love;  nor  (hall  the  foe 
Exult,  I  ween,  to  find  ihe  daitard  fon 
Degenerate  from  his  fire,  to  wield  in  vain 
A  father's  gift.     In  me,  O  Bruce,  behold 
A  willing  warrior,  from  Bodotria's  ftream 
I  lead  my  native  bands,  hardy  and  bold, 
In  fight  diftinguifh'd  by  fuperior  deed. 

He  faid  and  ceas'd;  the  arm'd  aflembly  flood 
Silent'  in  thought,  till  from  his  lofty  feat 

Great  Bruce  arofe- O  noble  youth !  he  cry'd, 

Defcended  from  a  line  of  noble  fires, 
Accept  thy  monarch's  thanks — Welcome  thyfelf, 
Welcome  thy  fequent  chiefs,  thy  country  fore 
Opprefs'd  by  dire  ufurpers,  now  demands 
Warriors  like  thee,  where  death  and  bloodftied 

reign 

In  conflict  flern  ;  do  thou  approve  thy  might 
Above  thy  fellows,  by  tranfcendent  ads 
To  Fame  andsar'd?  ihe,  on  thy  praifc  well  pleas'd 


Conflant  to  dwell,  fliall  rear  thee  up  on  high 
The  loftieft  branch,  t'  adorn  thy  ancient  ftem. 

He  fpake,  and  gave  the  youth  his  plighted  hand, 
Pledge  of  benevolence  and  kind  intent ; 
The  chiefs  around  embrace  and  glad  receive 
The  youthful  champion  worthy  of  his  race. 


HORACE,  BOOK  I.  ODE  V.  IMITATED. 

WHAT  happy  youth  Maria  now 

Breathes  ia  thy  willing  ear  his  vow  ! 

With  whom  thou  fpend'ft  thy  evening  hours, 

Amidft  the  fweets  of  breathing  flowers  ; 

For  whom  retir'd  to  fecret  fhade, 

Soft  on  thy  panting  bofom  laid, 

Thou  fet'ft  thy  looks  with  niceil  care,    * 

And  bind' it  in  gold  thy  flowing  hair. 

0  neatly  plain  !  How  oft  fhall  he 
Bewail  thy  falfe  inconftancy  ? 
Condemn'd  perpetual  frowns  to  prove, 
How  often  weep  thy  alter 'd  love  ? 
Who  thee,  too  credulous,  hopes  to  find, 
As  now  fvill  golden  and  ftill  kind ; 
And  heedlefs  now  of  fortune's  power 
Sets  far  away  the  evil  hour. 

How  oft  (halt  thou,  ill-ftar'd,  bewail 
Thou  truiled  to  the  faithlefs  gale  ? 
When  unaccuftonv  d  to  furvey 
The  rifing  winds  and  fwelling  fea ; 
When  clouds  lhall  rife  on  that  dear  face, 
That  fhone  adorn'd  in  every  grace ; 
That  yet  untaught  in  wicked  wiles, 
Was  wont  to  appear  to  thee  in  fmiles. 
Wretch'd  they  to  whom  thou  fhin'ft,  untry' J 
Thy  ihifting  calm  and  treacherous  tide  : 
For  me  once  fhipwreck'd,  now  on  fhorc, 

1  venture  out  my  bark  no  more. 

PALINODE. 

0  HAPPY  youth,  v.ho  now  pofleft 
Of  my  Maria's  fmiles  are  blefl ; 
Think  not  thy  joys  will  conftant  prove, 
How  many  changes  are  in  love  ! 

1  once  was  happy  too  like  dice, 
That  fun  of  beauty  fhone  on  me  : 
In  darknefs  ever  to  deplore, 
The  fun  is  fct  to  fhine  no  more ; 
Doom'd  near  to  view  the  rifing  light, 
But  weep  our  love's  eternal  night. 

When  firft  I  fpread  the  lover's  fail, 
Love  blew  from  fhore  a  friendly  gale ; 
Sweet  appear'd  th'  inchanting  fcenej 
All  calm  below,  above  ferene : 
Joyous  I  made  before  the  wind, 
Heedlefs  of  what  I  left  behind ; 
Nor  rocks,  nor  quickfands  did  I  dread, 
No  adverfe  winds  to  check  my  fpeed  ; 
No  favage  pirate  did  I  fear, 
To  ravifli  all  my  foul  held  dear, 
Far  off  my  treafure  to  convey, 
Amd  fell  in  foreign  lands  away  : 
Maria's  hand  unfurl'd  the  fails, 
Her  prayers  invok'd  the  fpringing  gales; 
'Twas  calm  whate'er  her  eyes  furvey'd, 
Her  voice  the  raging  ftorm  obey'd ; 
And  o'er  the  bofom  of  the  tides, 
Her  will  the  ruling  rudder  guides. 
E  e  ijj 
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But  ah !  the  change,  fhe  flies  away, 
And  will  vouchfafe  no  longer  flay. 
See  now  the  fvv tiling  feas  arife, 
Loud  florming  winds  enrage  the  fkies, 
All  weak  the  tempeft  to  withftand, 
Trembling  and  pale  I  put  to  land. 
Wet  from  the  toiling  furge,  aghaft 
J  thank  the  gods,  the  danger's  paft; 
And  fwear  to  venture  out  no  mqrc 
Secure  upon  the  fafer  ihore ; 
Yet  fhculd  the  fwelling  feas  fubfide, 
And  roll  ferene  a  filver  tide  ; 
Should  yet  the  angry  tempeft  ceafc, 
And  gently  breathe  a  gale  of  peace ; 
Much,  much  1  fear,  I'd  dare  again 
A  fecoqd  fhipwreck  on  the  main. 

HORACE,  BOOK  I.  ODE  VII.  IMITATED. 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  STAIR. 

LET  others  in  exalted  lays 

The  lofty  dome  of  Hopetoun  praife, 

Or  where  of  old,  in  lonely  cell, 

The  mufmg  Druid  wont  to  dwell : 

Or  with  tine  facred  fifters  roam, 

Near  holy  Melrofe'  ruin'd  dome : 

There  are  who  paint  with  all  their  might 

The  fields  where  Fortha's  ftreams  delight  j 

That  winding  through  Stirlina's  plain, 

Rolls  beauteous  to  the  diftant  main : 

Or  faithful  to  the  farmer's  toil, 

Extol  fair  Lothian's  fertile  foil ; 

Where  Ceres  her  beft  gifts  beftows, 

And  Edin  town  her  {Iruftures  fhows. 

Nor  me  delight  thofe  fylvan  fcenes, 

Thofe  chequer'd  bow'rs  and  winding  greens  $ 

Where  art  and  nature  join  to  yield 

Unnurnber'd  fweets  to  Marleneld : 

Nor  yet  that  foft  and  fecret  made, 

Where  fair  Atoyn  afleep  is  laid ; 

Where  gay  in  fprightly  dance  no  more 

She  dreams  her  former  triumphs  o'er, 

Thefe  fcenes  can  beft  entice  my  foul, 

Where  fmooth  Blancatria's  waters  roll; 

Where  beauteous  Hume  in  fmiiing  hour, 

Plucks  the  greea  herb  or  riling  flower ; 

Pleas'd  pn  the  borders  to  behold 

The  apple  redden  into  gold. 

But  whate'er  place  thy  prefence  boaft, 
Let  not,  O  S— — !  an  hour  be  loft. 
When  the  rough  north  and  angry  dorm, 
Nature's  lovely  logks  deform ; 
The  foqth  reftores  the  wonted  grace, 
And  wipes  the  clouds  from  heaven's  face. 
So  thou  to  iinifh  ail  thy  care, 
The  flaflc  of  brilk  Champaign  prepare ; 
Jnvite  thy  friends  with  wife  defign, 
And  wafh  the  ills  of  life  with  wine  : 
Whether  beneath  the  open  fky, 
Stretch' d  in  the  tented  couch  to  lie 
Thy  fate  ordains ;  to  fhine  again 
Great  on  fome  future  Blenheim's  plain  ; 
Higher  to  raife  thy  deathlefs  name 
"Triumphant  to  fublimer  fame  : 
Or  if  fecure  from  feverHh  heat, 
Newliftpn  cover  thy  retreat, 
Where  wit  confpires  with  love's  delights, 
To  grace  thy  days  and  blefs  thy  nights. 


When  Fergus  led  in  days  of  yare, 
iis  exil'd  bands  to  Scotia's  more  j 
The  godlike  founder  of  our  ftate, 
SuftainM  the  {hocks  of  adverfe  fate  : 
Vet  brave,  difdainingto  repine, 
Around  his  brows  he  bound  the  vine ; 
^et's  follow  ftill  without  delay 
Wherever  fortune  fhows  the  way ; 

ourage,  my  lads,  let  none  defpair, 
When  Fergus  leads,  'tis  bafe  to  fear  : 
With  better  aufpice  mail  arife 
Our  empire  in  the  northern  fkies : 
Beauty  and  valour  mail  adorn, 
Our  happy  offspring  yet  unborn : 
Now  fill  the  glafs,  come  fill  again, 
To-morrow  we  fhall  crofs  the  main. 

HORACE,  BOOK  1.  ODE  XI.  IMITATED, 

TO  MISS  ERSK  , 

ENQUIRE  not  E •—  fair,  what  end 

The  gods  for  thee  or  me  intend  : 
How  vain  the  fearch,  that  but  beftows 
The  knowledge  of  our  future  woes  ? 
Far  happier  they  who  ne'er  repine 
To  draw  the  lots  their  fates  affign ; 
Then  be  advis'd,  and  try  not  thou 
What  fpells  and  cunning  men  can  do. 
In  mirth  thy  prefent  years  employ, 
And  confecrate  thy  charms  to  joy ; 
Whether  the  fates  to  thy  old  fcore 
Propitious  add  a  winter  more ; 
Or  this  fhall  lay  thee  cold  in  earth, 
Now  raging  o'er  Edina's  frith. 
Let  youth,  while  yet  it  blooms,  excite 
To  mirth,  and  wit,  and  gay  delight ; 
Nor  thou  refufe  the  voice  that  calls 
To  vifits  and  to  fprightly  balls. 
For  time  rides  ever  on  the  poft, 
Ev'n  while  we  fpeak  the  moment's  loft. 
Then  call  each  joy  into  this  day, 
And  fpcnd  them  now  while  now  you  caay ; 
Have  every  pleafure  at  command, 
Fools  let  them  lie  ir^fortune's  hand. 

HORACE,  BOOK  I.  ODE  XXII.  IMITATED- 


THE  man  fincere  and  pnre  of  ill, 
Needs  not  with  fhafts  his  quiver  fill. 

Nor  point  the  venoiii'd  dart, 
O'er  him  no  weapon  can  prevail, 
Clad  in  the  firmed  coac  of  maila 

A  brave  and  honeft  heart. 

Secure  in  innqcence  he  goes 

Through  boiling  friths  and  highland  fnows  ; 

Or  if  his  courfe  he  guide, 
To  where  far-fam'd  Lochleven's  wave 
Does  round  his  iflands  winding,  la?e 

Buchannan's  hilly  fide. 

For  in  Glentannar,  as  I  flood 
And  fung  my  Erfkine  to  the  wood, 

Unheeding  of  my  way ; 
My  every  care  forfook  behind, 
While  all  on  Erfkine  ran  my  mind, 

It  chanc'd  my  fteps  to  ftray, 
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When,  lo  !  fcrth  ruflung  from  behind 
A  favage  wolf  of  monflrous  kind, 

Fierce  fhook  his  horrid  head  : 
Unarm'd  I  :lood,  and  void  of  fear, 
Beheld  the  .Tionflrous  favage  near, 

And  me  unarm'd,  he  fled. 

A  beaft  of  fuch  portentous  fize, 
Such  hidecus  tufks  and  glaring  eyes, 

Fierce  launia  never  bred. 
Nor  Juba'i  land,  without  controul, 
Where  an^ry  lions  darkling  howl, 

His  eqial  ever  fed. 

Place  me  vhere  the  fummer  breeze 
Does  ne'e  refrelh  the  weary  trees, 

All  on  he  glpomy  plain, 
Which  fie  of  earth,  offended  heav'n 
To  the  dcninion  foul  has  given, 

Of  cloiis  and  beating  rain. 

Place  me  inderneath  the  day, 
Near  neigibour  to  the  burning  ray ; 

Yet  thde  the  maid  mall  move, 
There  preent  to  my  fancy's  eyes, 
Sweet  fmiing  Erfkine  will  I  prize, 

Sweet  ff  aking  Erfkine  love. 

HORACEBOOK  I.  ODE  XXIII.  IMITATED 


TELL  me,  llaria,  tell  me  why 

Thou  do;  from  him  that  loves  thee  run  ; 
Why  from  ,is  fond  embraces  fly, 

And  evepjfoft  endearment  fhun. 

So  through  te  rocks,  or  dewy  lawn, 
With  plairive  cries,  its  dam  to  find, 

Flies  wing'd  vith  fears  the  youngling  fawn, 
And  tremles  at  each  breath  of  wind. 

Ah !  flop  tty  flight,  why  fhouldft  thou  fly  ? 

What  cant  thou  in  a  lover  fear  ? 
No  angry  bar,  nor  lion  I, 

Purfue  th  tender  limbs  to  tear. 

Ceafe  then, [ear  v/ildnefs,  ceafe  to  toy; 

But  haftefll  rivals  to  outfhine, 
Apd  grownpature  and  ripe  for  joy, 

Leave  manna's  arms  and  come  to  mine. 

1 
HORACE,  ,OOK  I.  ODE  XXIV.  IMITATED. 

TO  A  TOUJG  LADT  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  HER 
FATHER. 

WHAT  meafte  fhall  aflli&ion  know? 
What  boundbe  fet  to  fuch  a  woe, 
That  weeps  te  lofs  of  one  fo  dear ! 
Come,  mufe  f  mourning !  hafte,  ordain 
The  facred  rrlancholy  ftrain  : 
When  virtuesids,  'tis  impious  to  forbear. 

Thy  -voice  wihpowerful  bleflings  fraught, 
Infpres  the  fclenn  ferious  thought ; 
A  heavenly  /brow's  healing  art, 
That,  whilfl  it  vounds,  amends  the  heart. 
A  far  more  pleaing  rapture  thine, 
When  beading  rver  friendfhip's  fhrine, 
Than  mirh's  faitaftic  varied  lay, 
Deceitful,  idle,  flutt'ring,  vain, 


Still  fhifting  betwixt  joy  and  pain, 

Where  fport  the  wanton,  or  where  feaitthc  gay,: 

In  duft  the  good  and  friendly  lies. 
Mufl  endlefs  flumber  feal  thofe  eyes  ?  . 
Oh  !  when  fhall  modcft  worth  again, 
Integrity,  that  knows  no  (lain, 
Thy  filler,  juflice,  free  from  blame, 
Kind  truth,  no  falfe  affected  name, 
To  meet  in  focial  union,  find 
So  plain,  fo  upright  and  fo  cfrafte  a  Kind  ? 

By  many  good  bewail'd,  he's  loft ; 
By  thee,  O  beauteous  virgin  !  mofl. 
Thou  claim'ft,  ah  pious !  ah,  in  vain ! 
Thy  father  from  the  grave  again. 
Not  on  thofe  terms,  by  dooming  " 
His  loan  of  mortal  life  was  giv'n. 
The  equal  lot  is  call  on  all, 
Obedient  to  the  univerfal  call. 
Ev'n  thou,  each  decent  part  fulfill' d, 
Wife,  fifler,  mother,  friend  and  child, 
Mufl  yield  to  the  fupreme  decree, 
And  every  focial  virtue  weep  for  thee. 

What  though  thou  boafts  each  foul  fubduing  art, 
That  rules  the  movements  of  the  human  heart ; 

Though  thine  be  every  potent  charm, 

The  rage  of  envy  to  difarrn": 

Thus  far  heav'n  grants,  the  great  reward 

Of  beauty,  under  virtue's  guard  : 
Yet  all  in  vain  afcends  thy  pious  pray'r, 
To  bid  th'  impartial  Pow'r  one  moment  fpare ; 
That  Pow'r  who  chaftens  whom  he  deareft  loves, 
Deaf  to  the  filial  forrows  he  approves  : 
Seal'd  facred  by  th'  inviolable  fates, 
Unlocks  no  more  the  adamantine  gates, 
When  once  th'  ethereal  breath  has  wing'd  its  way, 
And  left  behind  its  load  of  mortal  clay. 

Severe  indeed !  yet  ceafe  the  duteous  tear ; 
'Tis  nature's  voice  that  calls  aloud,  *'  Forbear." 
See,  fee  defcending  to  thy  aid, 
Patience,  fair  celeftial  maid  : 

She  ftrikes  through  life's  dark  gloom  a  bright'ning 
And  fmiles  adverfity  away.  [rayt 

White-handed  hope  advances  in  her  trajn, 
Leads  to  new  life,  and  wakens  joy  again  ; 
She  renders  light  the  weight  of  huma./  woes, 
And  teaches  to  fubmit  when  'tis  a  crime  t'oppofe. 

HORACE,  BOOK  I.  ODE  XXII.  IMITATED, 

TO  HIS  LVRE. 

F  e'er  with  thee,  we  fool'd  away 
Vacant  beneath  the  fhads  a  day, 

Still  kind  to  our  defire, 
A  Scottifh  fong  we  now  implore, 
To  live  this  year,  and  fome  i^w  more, 

Come  then  my  Scottifh  lyre. 

;'irfl  ftrung  by  Stewart's  cunning  hand. 
Who  rul'd  fair  Scotia's  happy  laiia, 

A  long  and  wide  domain  : 
Who  bold  in  war,  yet  whether  he, 
leliev'd  his  wave-beat  fhip  from  fea, 

Or  camp'd  upon  the  plain, 

The  joys  of  wine,  a,nd  mufes  jnung^ 
Soft  beauty,  and  her  page  he  fang, 
That  itill  to  her  adncres : 
E  e  iiij 
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Margaret,  author  of  his  fighs, 
Adorn'd  with  comely  coal-black  eyes, 
And  comely  coal-black  hairs. 

Q  thou  the  grace  of  fong  and  love, 
Exalted  to  the  feafls  above, 

The  feaft's  fupreme  delight : 
Sweet  balm  to  heal  our  cares  below; 
Gracious  on  me  thy  aid  beftow, 

If  thee  I  feek  aright. 

X 

HORACE,  BOOK  I.  ODE^XIII.  IMITATED. 

WHY  do'il  thou  ftill  in  tears  complain, 
Too  mindful  of  thy  love's  difdain  ! 
Why  ftill  in  melancholy  verfe 
XJnmcek  Maria's  hate  rehearfe  ? 
That  Thirds  finds  by  fate's  decree 
More  favour  in  her  fight  than  thee ! 
The  love  of  Cyrus  does  enthral 
Lycoris  fair,  with  forehead  fmall ; 
Cyrus  declines  to  Phoioejseyes, 
Who  unrelenting  hears  his  Tighs  : 
But  wolves  and  lambs  fhall  fooner  join 
Than  they  in  mutual  faith  combine.    ' 
So  feemeth  good  to  love,' who  binds 
Unequal  forms,  unequal  minds, 
Cruel  in  his  brazen  yoke, 
Pleas'd  with  too  fevere  a  joke. 
Myfelf,  in  youth's  more  joyous  reign, 
My  launirefs  held  m  pleafing  chain  j 
When  pliable  to  love's  delights 
JMy  age  excus'd  the  poet's  flights  : 
More  wrathful  fhe,  than  florms  that  rore 
Along  the  Solway's  crooked  fhore. 

HORACE,  BOOK  n.  ODE  iv.  IMITATED, 

TO  THE  E M OF  S D. 

Nefit  ancillte  till  amor  pudorl. .        «    > 

Avow  my  noble  friend  thy  kind  defires, 
If  Phillis'  gentle  form' thy  breaft  irifpires, 
Nor  glory,  nor  can  reafbn  difapprove ; 
What  though  unknown  her  hunible  name, 

Unchronicled  in  records  old, 

Or  tale  by  flatt'ring  pcets  told : 
She  to  her  beauties  owes  her  nobleft  fame., 

Her  nobleft  honowrs  to  thy  love. 

Know  Cupid  fcorns  the  trophy'd  fhieldj 

Vain  triumph  of  fome  guilty  field, 

Where  dragons  hifs  and  lions  roar, 

Blazon'd  with  argent  and  with  or, 

His  heraldry  is' hearts  for  hearts, 
He  ftamps  himfeif  o'er  all,  and  dignifies  his  darts, 

Smote  by  a  fimple  village  maid, 
See  noble  Petrarch  night  arid  day 
Pour  his  ibfjt  forrows  through  the  fhade  j 
Nor  could  the  mufe  his  pains  allay  : 
What  thoug"h  with  hands  pontific  crown'd, 
With  all  the  fcarlet  fenate  round  ; 
He  faw  his  brows  adorn  the  living  ray, 
Though  fighing  virgins  try'd  each,  winning  art, 
To  cure  their  gentle  poet's  love  fick  heart ; 
Cupid  more  pow'rful  than  them  all,       * 
Refolv'd  his  tuneful  captive  to  enthral, 
Subclued  him  with  a  fhepherdefs's  look ; 
fie  wreathes  his  verditrrt  honours  round  her  crook> 


And  taught  Vail  Clufa's  fmiling  gnve?, 
To  wear  the  fable  liveries  of  his  loves 

But  this  example  fcarce  can  move  thy  mind, 
The  gentle  power  with  verfe  was  evei  join'd : 

Then  hear,  my  Lord,  a  dreadful  tae, 
Not  known  in  fair  Arcadia's  peaceful  tale, 

Nor  in  the  academic  grove, 
Where  mild  philofophy  might  dwell  \vith  love; 

But  poring  o'er  the  myftic  page, 

Of  old  Stagira's  wond'rous  fage, 
In  the  dark  cave  of  Tyllogiftic  doubt, 

Where  neither  mufe  nor  beauty's  qveen, 

Nor  wand' ring  grace  was  ever  feen, 

Love  found  his  deftin'd  victim  out, 
And  put  the  rude  militia  all  to  rout : 
For  whilfk  pobr  Abelard,  ah !  foon  dcceed 

Love's  richeft  iacrifice  to  bleed, 
Unweiting  drew  the  argurnental  threa , 
A  finer  net  the  fon  of  Venus  fpread : 

Involving  in  his  ample  category, 

With  all  his  mufty  fchoolmen  round. 

Th'  unhappy  youth,  alike  renown'd 
In  philbfophic  and  in  amorous  ftory. 

Inflexible  and  ftern  the  Czar, 

Amidft  the  iron  fons  of  war, 
With  dangers  and  diftrefs  encompaft  inmd, 
In  his  large  bofom  deep  receiv'd  the  vound. 
No  Venus  fhe,  furrounded  by  the  lo^«, 
Nor  drawn  by  cooing  harneft  doves : 

'Twas  the  caprice  love  to  yoke, 
Two  daring  fouls,  unharneft  and  unroke. 

When  now  the  many-laurell'dSwde, 
The  field  of  death  his  nobleft  triump  fled, 
And  forc'd  by  fate,  but  unfubdu'd  o/oul, 
To  the  fell  victor  left  the- — conquefbf  the  pole. 

Henry,  a  monarch  to  thy  heart, 

In  action  brave,  in  council  wife, 

Felt  in  his  breaft  the  fatal  dart,  [eyea ; 

Shot  from  two  fnowy  breafts,  and  Wo  fair  lovely 

Though  Qalia  wept  though  Sullyrown'd,, 

Though  rag'd  the  impious  leagucround, 

The  little  urchin  entrance  found, 
And  to  his;  haughty  purpofe  forc'd  t  yield 
The  virtuous  conqueror  of  Coutra'sield. 

Who  knows  but  fome  four-tail'd  afjiaw 
May  hail  thee,  peer,  his  fon-in-lavi 
Some  bright  fultana,  Afia's  pride, 

Was  grandame  to  the  beauteous»ride : 

For  fure  a  girl  fo  fweet,  fo  kind 

Such  a  fincere  and  lovely  mind, 

Where  each  exalted  virtue  fhine 

Could  never  fpring  from  vulgaioins. 
No,  no,  fome  chief  of  great  Arfacs'  line, 

Has  form'd  her  lineaments  divii; 

Who  Rome's  imperial  fafces  br«e, 

And  fpurn'd  the  nation's  gallingyoke, 

Thovgh  now,  -oh !  fad  reverfe  o  fate, 
The  former  luftre  of  her  royal  flai; 

She  fees  injurious  time  deface, 
And  weeps  the  ravifh'd  fceptres  o'Ker  race. 

Her  melting  eye  and  (lender  \Mift, 
Fair  tap'ring  from  the  fwellingbreail, 
All  nature's  charms,  all  natures  price, 
Whate'er  they  fhow,  whate'erthey  'lide, 

I  own.- But  fwear  by  bright  Apollo, 

Whofe  prieft  I  am,  nought,  norghtcan  follow, 
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£ufpe&  not  thou  a  poet's  pralfe, 

Unhurt  I  hear,  uninjur'd  gaze  : 
Alas  !  fuch  badinage  hut  ill  would  fuit 
A  married  man,  and  forty  years  to  boot. 

HORACE,  BOOK  II.  ODE  XVI.  IMITATED. 


TO   THE   EARL  OF   M- 


•T. 


EASE  from  the  gods  the  failor  prays, 
,0'ertaken  in  the  ./Egean  feas, 

When  ftorms  begin  to  roar ; 
When  clouds  wrap  up  the  moon  from  fight, 
Nor  ihine  the  ftars  with  certain  light, 

To  guide  him  fefe  to  more, 

Eafe,  fierce  the  Ruffian  in  war's  trade : 
Eafe,  graceful  in  his  tartan  plaid, 

The  highlander  demands, 
M— — — t,  not  to  be  bought  or  fold, 
For  purple,  precious  gems,  or  gold, 

Or  wide  and  large  command. 

For  nor  can  wealth,  nor  golden  mace, 
Borne  high  before  the  great  in  place, 

Make  cares  ftand  out  o'  the  way ; 
The  anxious  tumults  of  the  mind, 
That  round  the  palace  unconfin'd, 

Still  roam  by  night  and  day. 

Rich  he  lives  on  fmall,  whofe  board 
Shines  with  frugal  affluence  ftor'd, 

The  wealth  his  fire  pofleft ; 
Nor  fear  to  lofe,  creates  him  pain, 
'Nor  fordid  love  of  greater  gain, 

Can  break  his  eafy  reft. 

Why  do  we  draw  too  flrong  the  bow, 
Beyond  our  end  our  hopes  to  throw, 

For  warm  with  other  funs 
Why  change  our  clime  ?  to  eafe  his  toil, 
What  exile  from  his  native  foil, 

From  felf  an  exile  runs. 

For  vicious  care  the  fhip  afcends, 
On  the  way-faring  troup  attends 

Firft  of  the  company  : 
Swifter  than  harts  that  feek  the  floods, 
Swifter  than  roll  wind  driven  clouds 

Along  the  middle  iky. 

Glad  in  the  prefent  hour,  a  mind 
Difdains  the  care  beyond,  affign'd 

To  all,  content  at  heart ; 
Tempers  of  life  the  bitter  cup, 
With  fweetning  mirth,   and  drinks  it  up, 

None  bleft  in  every  part. 

Dwindl'd  thy  fire  in  flow  old  age, 
Young  K m  from  off  this  ftage 

Was  ravim'd  in  his  prime  : 
The  hour  perhaps  benign  to  me, 
Will  grant  what  it  denies  to  thee, 

And  lengthen  out  my  time. 

A  numerous  herd  thy  vallies  fills, 
The  cattle  on  a  thoufand  hills, 
That  low  around  are  thine. 
The  well-pair'd  mares,  thy  gilded  car, 
Draw  through  the  ilreets,  thyfelf  from  far, 
' *  In  richeft  filks  to  fhiru , 


Confpicuous  feen :  To  me  my  fate, 

t  much  to  blame,  a  rmall  eftatc, 

Of  rural  acres  few  : 

flendcr  portion  of  the  mufe 
Bounteous  befides,  the  grace  allows, 

To  fcorn  th'  ill  thinking  crew. 

HORACE  BOOK  IV.  ODE  I.  IMITATED, 

VENUS  !  call'ft  thou  once  more  to  arms  ? 
Sound' ft  thou  once  more  thy  dire  alarms  £ 
Annoy'ft  my  peaceful  ftate  again—— 
Oh,  faith  of  treaties  fworn  in  vain  ! 
eal'd  with  the  fignet  of  thy  doves, 
And  ratify 'd  by  all  the  loves. 
Spare,  Goddefs  !  I  implore,  implore  ! 
Alas  !  thy  fuppliant  is  no  more 
What  once  he  was  in  happier  time, 
Illuftrated  by  many  a  rhime) 
When,  fkill'd  in  every  ruling  art, 
Good  A****s  fway'd  his  yielding  heart : 
Love's  champion  then,  and  known  to  fame, 
He  boafted  no  inglorious  name. 
Now,  cruel  mother  of  defires  ! 
That  doubts  and  anxious  joys  infpires, 
Ah  why  fo  long  difus'd,  again 
Levieft  thou  thy  dreadful  train ; 
That,  when  in  daring  fights  he  toil'd, 
So  oft  his  youthful  ardor  foil'd  ? 
Oh !  let  thy  hoftile  fury  ceafe, 
Thy  faithful  veteran  reft  in  peace, 
In  the  laborious  fervice  worn, 
His  arms  decay'd,  and  enfigns  torn. 

Go,  go,  fwan-wing'd  !  through  liquid  air, 
Where  the  bland  breath  of  youthful  pray'r 
Recals  thee  from  the  long  delay, 
And  weeping,  chides  thee  for  thy  ftay. 
My  lowly  roof,  that  knows  no  ftate, 
Can't  entertain  a  gueft  fo  great : 
In  P*****th's  dome,  majeftic  queen, 
With  better  grace  thou  fhalt  be  feen, 
If  worthy  of  the  Cyprian  dart, 
Thou  feek'ft  to  pierce  a  lovely  heart 
For  he  to  noble  birth  has  join'd 
A  graceful  form  and  gentle  mind: 
And  to  fubdue  a  virgin  breaft 
The  youth  with  thoufand  arts  is  bleft  ; 
Nor  filent  in  his  country's  caufe, 
The  anxious  guardian  of  her  laws. 
He,  in  thy  nobleft  warfare  try'd, 
Shall  fpread  thy  empire  far  and  wide ; 
Confirm  the  glories  of  thy  reign  ; 
And  not  a  glance  fhall  fall  in  vain. 
Then,  when  each  rival  fhall  fubmit 
The  prize  of  beauty  and  of  wit, 
And  riches  yield  to  fair  defert 
The  triumph  of  a  female  heart ; 
Grateful  thy  marble  form  fkall  ftand, 
Fair  breathing  from  the  fculptor's  hand, 
Below  the  temple's  pillar'd  pride, 
Faft  by  a  facred  fountain's  fide. 
Where  Tweed  fports  round  each  winding  maze? 
There  fong  fhall  warble,  incenfe  blaze  ; 
Nor  dumb  fhall  reft  the  filver  lyre, 
To  animate  the  feftive  choir. 
There  twice  a-day  fond  boys  fhall  come, 
And  tcudcr  virgins  in  their  bloom, 
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(With  fearful  awe  and  infant  fhame) 
To  call  upon  thy  hallow'd  name, 
As  thrice  about  the  wanton  round 
With  fnowy  feet  they  lightly  bound. 
—For  me  no  beauty  now  invites, 
Long  recreant  to  the  foft  delights. 
Loft  to  the  charming  arts  that  move, 
Ah,  dare  I  hope  a  mutual  love  ! 
The  fond  belief,  of  pleafmg  pain, 
That  hopes,  fears,  doubts,  and  hopes  again. 
Ho  wreaths  upon  my  forehead  bloom, 
Where  flow'rs  their  vernal  fouls  confume, 
No  more  the  reigning  toaft  I  claim  : 
I  yield  the  fierce  contended  «ame, 
Though  daring  once  to  drink  all  up, 
While  Bacchus  could  fupply  the  cup. 
Farewell,  delufive  idle  power  ! 
Welcome,  contemplation's  hour. 
Now,  now  I  fearch,  neglected  long, 
The  charms  that  lie  in  moral  fong, 
How  to  afiuage  the  boiling  blood, 
The  leflbns  or  the  wife  and  good  ; 
Now  with  fraternal  forrows  mourn  ; 
Now  pour  the  tear  o*er  friendfhip's  urn  ; 
Or  higher  raife  the  wiih  refin'd, 
The  generous  pray'r  for  human  kind  ; 
Or  anxious  for  my  Britain's  fate, 
To  freedom  beg  a  longer  date, 
To  calm  her  more  than  civil  rage, 
And  fpare  her  yet  one  other  age, 
Thefe,  thefe  the  labours  I  purfue  : 
Fantaftic  love  !  a  long  adieu." 
—Yet  why,  O  bounteous  ******,  why, 
Heaves  the  long  forgotten  figh  ? 
Why,  down  rny  cheeks,  when  you  appear, 
Steals  drop  by  drop  th'  unbidden  tear  ? 
Once  fkill'd  to  breathe  the  anxious  vow, 
"Why  fails  my  tongue  its  mafter  now, 
And,  fault'ring,  dubious  ftrives  in  vain 
The  tender  meaning  to  explain  ? 
Why,  in  the  vifions  of  the  night, 
Rifes  thy  image  to  my  fight  ? 
Now  feized,  thy  much  iov'd  form  I  hold, 
Now  lofe  again  the  tranfient  fold  ; 
Unequal,  panting  far  behind, 
Puifue  thee  fleeter  than  the  wind, 
Whether  the  dear  delufion  ftrays 
Through  fair  Hope-park's  inchanting  maze, 
Or  where  thy  cruel  phantom  glides 
Along  the  fwiftiy  running  tides. 

HORACE,  BOOK  I.  EPISTLE  XVIII. 
IMITATED. 


Ramfay,  if  I  know  thy  foul  aright, 
Plairi-dealing  honefty's  thy  dear  delight  : 
Not  great,  but  candid  born  ;  not  rich,  but  free  ; 
Thinks  kings  moft  wretched,  and  moft  happy  me 
Thy  tongue  untaught  to  lie,  thy  knee  to  bend, 
I  fear  no  fiatt'rer  where  I  wifh  a  friend. 
As  the  chafte  matron's  tender  look  and  kind, 
Where  fits  the  foul  to  fpeak  the  yearning  mind, 
J'rom  the  falfe  colouring  of  the  wanton  fhows. 
Th'  unhallow'd  rofes  and  polluted  fnows, 
A  glare  of  beauty,  naufeous  to  the  fight, 
Grofs  but  to  feed  defire,  not  raife  delight  : 
So  differs  far,  in  value,  ufe  and  end, 
The  praifing  foe  from  the  reproving  friend. 


Such  diftance  lies  between,  nay  greater  far, 
Who  bears  an  honeft  heart,  or  bears  a  ftar. 
A  fault  there  is,  but  of  another  fort, 
That  aims  by  naftincfs  to  make  its  court ; 
By  downright  rudenefs  would  attempt  to  pleafe, 
And  licks  his  friendfhip  on  your  lips  in  greafe : 
Wi^h  him  (for  fuch  were  Sparta's  rigid  rules) 
All  the  polite  are  knaves;  the  cleanly,  fools; 
Good  humour  for  impertinence  prevails; 

So  ftrangely  honeft he'll  not  pair  his  nails. 

Know,  virtuous  Sir,  if  not  indeed  a  flave 

Yet,  fordid  as  the  thing,  thou  art  a  knave  ; 

Virtue,  its  own,  and  every  plain  man's  guide, 

Serenely  walks  with  vice  on  every  fide, 

Keeps  its  own  courfe.  to  its  own  point  does  bend, 

To  follies  deaf  that  call  from  either  end. 

This  fimple  maxim  fhould  a  ftatefman  doubt, 

Two  characters  fhall  make  it  plainly  out. 

The  firft  is  his  (the  oppofite  of  proud), 

By  far  more  humble  than  a  Chriftian  fhould, 

Purfues,  diftafteful  of  plain  lober  cheer, 

Th'  inhofpitable  dinner  of  a  peer ; 

Ufurps,  without  the  tafk  of  faying  grac% 

The  poor  ftarv'd  chaplain's  perquifites  and  place; 

To  vice  gives  virtue,  to  old  age  gives  youth ; 

So  well  bred  he — he  never  fpoke  one  truth : 

With  watchful  eyes  fits  full  againft  my  lord, 

And  catches,  as  it  falls,  each  heavy  word ; 

That,  echo'd  back,  and  fent  from  lungs  more  able, 

AfTumes  new  force,  and  bandies  round  the  table.- 

All  ftare :  "  Was  ever  thing  fo  pretty  fpoke  ?" 

You'd  almoft  fwear  it  was  his  Grace's  joke. 

Yet  fuch  as  thefe  divide  the  great  man's  ftore, 

And  flatter  out  the  friendlefs  and  the  poor. 

Nor  lefs  the  fool  our  cenfure  mult  engage, 
Whom  every  trifle  roufes  into  rage. 
He  arms  for  all,  fo  fierce  the  wordy  war, 
Labeo  far  lefs  tenacious  at  the  bar  ; 
Words  heap'd  on  words  fo  fail  together  drive, 
Like  cluftring  bees  that  darken  from  the  hive. 
He  fight?.,  alas !  what  mortal  dares  confute  him  ? 
With  tongue,  hand, eyes,  and  every  inch  about  him  ? 
Deny  me  this ;  ah  !  rather  than  comply 

A  thing  fo  plain, I'd  fooner  ftarve  or  die. 

But,  pray,  what  all  this  mighty  fury  draws  ? 
Say,  raves  the  patriot  o'er  expiring  laws  ? 
Say,  on  th'  opprefibr  does  his  anger  fall  ? 
Pleads  he  for  the  diftrefs'd,  like  good  Newhall  ? 
Againft  corruption  does  his  vengeance  rife  ? 
The  army  ;  or  the  general  excife  ? 
On  trifling  themes  like  thefe  our  man  is  mute, 

As  S ••  •  -•',  if  fee-lefs  you  prefent  your  fuit. 

More  facred  truths  his  zealous  rage  fupply  ; 

What  all  acknowledge,  or  what  all  deny : 

If  rogues  in  red  are  worfe  than  rogues  in  lawn  ; 

Or  '***  be  as  great  a  dunce  as ; 

Or  if  our  Hannibal's  fam'd  Alpine  road, 
Be  thirty  foot,  or  five  and  thirty  broad. 

The  vicious  man,  though  in  the  word  degree, 
His  neighbour  thinks  more  vicious  ftill  than  he. 
Is  there  whom  lawlefslove  fhould  bring  to  gallows? 
He  cries,  what  vengeance  waitsonperjur'd  fellows? 
Ruchead,  who  pin'd  amidft  his  boundlcfs  ftcre, 
Cou'd  wonder  why  rich  Selkirk  wifh'd  for  more"; 
The  youthful  knight,  who  fquanders  all  away, 
On  whores,  on  equipage,  on  drefs.  and  play ; 
The  man  who  thirfts  and  hungers  after  gold  ; 
The  ticking  tradefman,  and  the  merchant  bold, 
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Whom  fear  of  poverty  compels  to  fly 
Through  feas,  excifemen,  rocks,  oaths,  perjury; 
Start  at  each  others  crimes  with  pious  fright, 
Yet  think  themfelves  for  ever  in  the  right. 

But  above  all,  the  rogue  of  wealth  exclaims, 
And  calls  the  poorer  finner  filthy  names ; 
Though  his  foul  foul,  difcolour'd  all  within, 
Has  deeper  drank  the  tincture  of  each  fin  : 
Or  elfe  advifes,  as  the  mother  fage 
Rebukes  the  hopes  and  torment  of  her  age, 
(And  faith,  though  infolent  of  wealth,  in  this 
Methinks,  good  friend,  he  talks  not  much  amifs) 
"  Yield,  yield,  O  fool,  to  my  fuperior  merit, 
"  Without  a  fixpence  thou,  and  fin  with  fbirit  ? 
*'  For  me  thofe  high  adventures  kept  by  fate  ; 
"  For  crimes  look  graceful  with  a  large  eftate  : 
"  Then  ceafe,  vain  madman,  and  contend  no  more ; 
"  Heav'n  meant  thee  virtuous  when  it  made  thee 

"  poor." 

But  crimes  like  thefe  to  gold  we  can  forgive  ; 
What  boots  it  how  they  die  or  how  they  live  ? 
Then  weep,  my  friend,  when  wicked  wealth  you 
To  change  the  fpecies  of  the  virtuous  mind,  [find, 
You've  doubtlefs  heard  how  'twas  a  ftatefman's  way, 
Whene'er  he  Avould  oblige,  that  is,  betray, 
Invited  firft  the  deftin'd  prey  to  dine, 
Then  whifper'd  in  his  ear,  "  You  muft  be  fine  : 
•"  Fine  clothes,  gay  equipage,  a  fplendid  board 
"  Give  youth  a  luftre,  and'become  a  lord. 
"  Why  loiter  meanly  in  paternal  grounds, 
*'  To  neighbours  owe  thy  eafe,    thy  health  to 

"  hounds ! 

"  Go  roam  about  in  gilded  chariot  hurl'd;  [world : 
"  Make  friends  of  ftrangers,  child,  and  learn  tj»e 
"  Thefe  kind  iuffcrudlors  teach  you  beft  of  any, 
"  The  wife  Sir  William,  and  the  good  Lord  Fanny." 
Guiltlefs  he  hears  of  penfion  and  of  place, 
Then  finks  in  honour  as  he  fwells  in  lace; 
Each  hardy  virtue  yields,  and,  day  by  day, 
Melts  in  the  funfnine  of  a  court  away. 
At  firft  (not  every  manly  thought  refign'd) 
He  wonders  why  he  dares  not  tell  his  mind ; 
Feels  the  laft  footfteps  of  retiring  grace, 
And  virtuous  blufhes  lingering  on  his  face  : 
The  artful  tempter  plies  the  flavifh  hour, 
And  works  the  gudgeon  now  within  his  pow'r ; 
Then  tips  his  fellow  ftatefman,  «  He'll  aflume 
New  modes  of  thinking  ia  the  drawing-room  ; 
Sep  idle  dreams  of  greatnefs  ftrike  his  eyes, 
See  penfions,  ribbons,  coronets  arife." 
The  man,  whom  labour  only  could  delight, 
Shall  loiter  all  the  day,  and  feaft  all  night : 
Who,  mild,  did  once  the  kindeft  nature  boaft, 
Unmov'd  mail  riot  at  the  orphan's  coft ; 
To  pleafures  vile,  that  health  and  fame  deftroy, 
Yield  the  domeftic  charm,  the  facial  joy. 
See,  charm'd  no  more  with  Maro's  rural  page, 
He  fiumbers  over  Lucan's  free  born  rage. 
Each  action  in  inverted  lights  is  feen ; 
Meannefs,  frugality ;  and  freedom,  fpleen ; 
How  foolilh  Cato  !  Caefar  how  divine  ! 
In  fpite  of  Tully,  friend  to  Catiline." 
Thus  to  each  fair  idea  long  unknown, 
The  flave  of  each  man's  vices  and  his  own, 
Inroll'd  a  member  of  the  hireling  tribe, 
He  tow'rs  to  villany's  laft  ac"t,  a  bribe, 
And  turns  to  make  his  ruin'd  fortune's  clear, 
Or  gamcfter,  bully,  jobber,  pimp,  or  peer 


Till,  late  refra&ed  through  a  purer  air, 
The  beams  of  royal  favour  fall  elfewhere  : 
Lo,  vile,  obfcure  he  ends  his  buftling  day, 
All  ftain'd  the  luftre  of  his  orient  ray  ; 
And  envies,  poor,  unpity'd,  fcorn'd  by  all, 
Marchmont  the  glories  of  a  gen'rous  fall. 
Such  fad  examples  can  this  land  afford  ? 
Why  'tis  the  hiftory  of  many  a  Lord. 

But  you,  perhaps,  think  odd  whate'er  I  fay; 
Yet  drink  with  fuch  originals  each  day. 
Then  cenfure  we  no  more,  too  daring  friend, 
Whom  Scandalum  Magnatum  may  offend. 
How  poor  a  figure  mould  a  poet  make, 
Ta'en  into  cuftody  for  fcribbling's  fake  ? 
Ah  how !  (you  know  the  mufes  never  pay) 
With  all  his  verfes  earn  five  pounds  a-day  ? 
Leave  we  to  Pope  each  knave  of  high  degree, 
Sing  we  fuch  rules  as  fuit  or  you  or  me. 
Then,  firft,  into  no  others  fecrets  pry ; 
To  fuch  be  deaf  your  ear,  be  blind  your  eye : 
Of  thefe,  unafk'd,  why  fhou'd  you  claim  a  fhare  ? 
But  keep  thffe  fafe  intrufted  to  your  care  . 
For  this,  beware  the  cunning  low  defign, 
That  takes  advantage  of  your  rage  or  wine  ; 
For  ra^e  no  paufe  of  cooler  thought  affords, 
Is  rafh,  intem'rate,  headlong  in  its  words. 
Lock  faft  your  lips,  then,  guard  whate'er  you  fay. 
Left  in  the  fit  of  paflion  you  betray  ; 
And  dread  the  wretch,  who  boafts  the  fatal  pow'r 
To  cheat  in  friendship's  unfufpecxing  hour. 

There  is  a  certain  pleafmg  force  that  binds, 
Fafter  than  chains  do  flaves,  two  willing  minds. 
Tempers  oppos'd  each  may  it  felf  controul, 
And  melt  two  varying  natures  in  one  foul. 
This  made  two  brothers  diif 'rent  humours  hit, 
Though  one  had  probity,  and  one  had  wit. 
Of  feber  manners  this,  and  plain  good  fenfe, 
Avoided  cards,  wine,  company,  expence ; 
Safe  from  the  tempting  fatal  fex  withdrew, 
Nor  made  advances  further  than  a  bow. 
A  diff'rent  train  of  life  his  twin  purfues ; 
Lov'd  pictures,  books,  (nay  authors  write)  the  ftews, 
A  miftrefs,  op'ra,  play,  each  darling  theme ; 
To  fcribble,  above  all,  his  joy  fupreme. 
Muft  thefe  two  brothers  always  meet  to  fcold, 
Or  quarrel,  like  to  Jove's  fam'd  twins  of  old  ? 
Each  yielding,  mutual,  could  each  other  pleafe, 
And  drew  life's  yoke  with  tolerable  eafe: 
This  thinking  mirth  not  alwavs  in  the  wrong, 
Wou'd  fometimes  condefcend  to  hear  a  fong ; 
And  that,  fatigu'd  with  his  exalted  fits, 
His  beauties,  gewgaws,  whirlegigsand  wits, 
Would  leave  them  all,  far  happier,  to  regale 
With  profe  and  frieudfhip  o'er  a  pot  of  ale. 
Then  to  thy  friend's  opinion  fometimes  yield, 
And  feem  to  lofe,  altho'  thou  gain'ft  the  field  ; 
Nor,  proud  that  thy  fuperior  fenfe  be  fbown, 
Rail  at  his  ftudies,  and  extol  your  own. 
For  when  Aurora  weeps  the  balmy  dew, 
(And  dreams,  as  rev'rend  dreamers  tell,  are  true) 
Sir  George  my  fhoulder  flaps,  juft  in  the  time 
When  fome  rebellious  word  ccnfents  to  rhime  : 
Sudden  my  verfes  take  the  rude  alarm, 
New-coin'd,  and  from  the  mint  of  fancy  warm  I 
I  ftart,  I  flare,  I  queftion  with  my  eyes ; 
At  once  the  whole  poetic  vifion  flies. 
Up,  up,  exclaims  the  knight ;  the  feafon  fair; 
See  how  ferene  the  fky,  how  calm  the  air  ; 
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Hark !  from  the  hills  the  cheerful  horns  rebound, 
And  echo  propagates  the  jovial  found ; 
The  certain  hound  in  thought  his  prey  purfues, 
The  fcent  lies  warm,  and  loads  the  tainted  dews, 
1  quit  my  couch,  and  cheerfully  obey, 
Content  to  let  the  younker  have  his  way ; 
I  mount  my  courfer,  fleeter  tkan  the  wind, 
And  leave  the  rage  of  poetry  behind. 
But  when,  the  day  in  healthful  labour  loft, 
"We  eat  our  flipper  earn'd  at  common  coft  ;  [troul, 
When  each  frank  tongue  fpeaks  out  without  con- 
And  the  free  heart  expatiates  o'er  the  bowl; 
Though  all  love  profe,  my  poetry  finds  grace, 
And,  pleas' d,  1  chant  the  glories  of  the  chafe. 

Of  old,  when  Scotia's  fons  for  empire  fought, 
Ere  av'rice  had  debas'd  each  gen'rous  thought, 
Ere  yet,  each  manlier  exercife  forgot, 
One  half  had  learn'd  to  dofe,  one  half  to  vote, 
Each  hardy  toil  confirm'd  their  dawning  age, 
And  mimic  fights  infpir'd  to  martial  rage  : 
'Twas  theirs  with  certain  fpeed  the  dart  to  fend, 
"With  youthful  force  the  ftubborn  yew  to  bend ; 
O'ercame  with  early  arm  the  fierceft  floods, 
Or  rang'd  'midft  chilling  fnows  the  pathlefs  woods ; 
Toil'd  for  the  favage  boar  on  which  they  fed  : 
'Twas  thus  the  chief  of  Bannockburn  was  bred  : 
That  gave  (not  polifh'd  then  below  mankind) 
Strength  to  the  limbs,  and  vigour  to  the  mind. 
The  fmiling  dame,  in  thofe  victorious  days, 
"Was  woo'd  by  valour,  not  feduc'd  by  praife  ; 
Who  ne'er  did  fears,  but  for  her  country,  feel, 
And  never  faw  her  lover,  but  in  fteel ; 
Could  make  a  Douglas'  ftubborn  bofom  yield, 
And  fend  her  hero  raging  to  the  field ; 
Heard  kind  the  honeft  warrior's  one-tongu'd  vow, 
Pleas'd  with  the  genuine  heart,  as  H***  is  now. 
How  would  the  gen'rous  lafs  deteft  to  fee 
An  eflenc'd  fopling  puling  o'er  his  tea  ; 
Ah  how,  diftafteful  of  the  mimic  fhow, 
Difdain  the  falfe  appearance,  as  a  foe  ! 
To  greet,  unfolding  ev'ry  focial  charm, 
Her  foldier  from  the  field  of  glory  warm. 

But  now,  alas !  thefe  gen'rous  aims  are  o'er ; 
Each  foe  infults,  and  Britain  fights  no  more. 
Yet  humbler  tafks  may  claim  the  patriot's  toil : 
Who  aids  her  laws  no  more,  may  mend  her  foil. 
Since,  to  be  happy,  man  muft  ne'er  be  ftill, 
Th'  internal  void  let  peaceful  labours  fill ; 
When  kind  amufements  hours  of  fame  employ, 
The  working  mind  fubfides  to  fober  joy  : 
Behold,  in  fair  autumnal  honours  fpread, 
The  wheaten  garland  wreath  the  laurell'd  head  : 
Where  ftagnant  waves  did  in  dull  lakes  appear, 
Rich  harvefts  wave,  the  bounty  of  the  year ; 
In  barren  heaths,  where  fummer  never  fmil'd, 
The  rural  city  rifes  o'er  the  wild ; 
Along  the  cool  canal,  or  (hooting  grove, 
Difport  the  fons  of  mirth  and  gamefome  love. 

It  now  remains  I  counfel,  if  indeed 
My  counfel,  friend,  can  ftand  thee  ought  in  ftead 
Judge  well  of  whom  you  fpeak ;  nor  will  you  fin* 
It  always  fafe  to  tell  each  man  your  mind. 
Even  honefty  regard  to  fafety  owes  ; 
;Nor  need  it  publifh  all  it  thinks  and  knows. 
Th'  eternal  queft'ner  fliun  ;  a  certain  rule, 
There  is  no  blab  like  to  the  queft'ning  fool ; 
Evenfcarce  before  you  turn  yourfelf  about, 
Whats'«r  he  hears  his  leaky  tongue  runs  out ; 
3 


The  word  elanc'd  no  longer  we  cdntroul, 
)nce  fally'd  forth,  it  burfts  from  pole  to  pole. 

Guard  well  your  heart,  ah!  ftill  be  beauty-proof 
Beneath  fair  friendfhip*s  venerable  roof, 
What  though  fhe  mines  the  brighteft  of  the  fair, 
A.  form  even  fuch  as  Wallace  felf  might  wear  ! 
What  though  no  rocks,  nor  marble  arm  her  breaft, 
A  yielding  Helen  to  her  Trojan  gueft, 
The  dangerous  combat  fly  :  why  wouldft  thou  gain 
A  fhameful  conqueft  won  by  years  of  pain  ? 
?or  know,  the  mort-liv'd  guilty  rapture  paft, 
Reflection  comes  a  dreadful  judge  at  laft  : 
Tis  that  avenges  (fuch  its  pointed  flings) 
The  poor  man's  caufe  on  ftatefmen  and  on  kings. 

To  praife  aright,  is  fure  no  eafy  art ; 
Yet  prudence  here  directs  the  wife-man's  part. 
Let  long  experience  then  confirm  the  friend, 
Dive  to  his  depth  of  foul,  ere  you  commend. 
Should  you  extol  the  fool  but  flightly  known, 
Guiltlefs  you  blufh  for  follies  not  your  own. 
Alas !  we  err  :  for  villains  can  betray, 
And  gold  corrupt  the  faint  of  yefterday. 
Then  fliield,  convicted  by  the  public  voice, 
And  frankly  own  the  weaknefs  of  your  choice  ; 
So  greater  credit  fhall  your  judgment  gain, 
When  you  defend  the  worth  that  knaves  arraign ; 
Whofe  foul  fecure,  confiding  in  your  aid, 
Hopes  the  kind  fhelter  of  your  friendly  fhade  ; 
When  envy  on  his  fpotlefs  name  fhall  fall, 
Whofe  venom'd  tooth  corrupts  and  blackens  all ; 
This  mutual  help  the  kindred  virtues  claim  ; 
For  calumny  eats  on  from  fame  to  fame. 
When  o'er  tby  neighbour's  roof  the  flames  afpire 
Say,  claims  it  not  thy  care  to  quench  the  fire  ? 
When  envy  rages,  fmall  the  fpace  betwixt, 
In  worth  ally'd,  thy  character  is  next. 

Fir'd  at  the  fir  ft  with  what  the  great  impart, 
Frank  we  give  way,  and  yield  up  all  the  heart. 
How  fweet  the  converfe  of  the  potent  friend  ! 
How  charming  when  the  mighty  condefcend ! 

The  fmile  fo  affable,  the  courtly  word ! 

And,  as  we  would  a  miftrefs,  truft  a  lord. 
Th'  experienc'd  dread  the  cheat;  with  prudent  car  < 
Diftruft  alike  the  powerful  and  the  fair. 
Thou,  when  thy  veflel  flies  before  the  wind, 
Think  on  the  peaceful  port  thou  left  behind ; 
Though  all  ferene,  yet  bear  a  humble  fail, 
Left  veering  greatnefs  fhift  the  treach'rous  gale. 
How  various  man  !  yet  fuch  are  nature's  laws, 
With  pow'rful  force  each  diff'rent  humour  draws 
The  grave  the  cheerful  hate ;  thefe  hate  the  fad ; 
Your  fober  wife  man  thinks  the  wit  quite  mad  ; 
He,  happy  too  in  wit's  inverted  rule, 
Thinks  every  fober  wife  man  more  than  fool; 
W.hofe  active  mind  from  toil  to  toil  can  run, 
And  join  the  rifin?  to  the  fetting  fun, 
Like  Philip's  fon  for  fame,  purfuing  gains 
While  yet  one  penny  unfubdu'd  remains ; 
Admires  how  lovers  wafte  th'  inactive  day, 
Sigh,  mid'ft  the  fair,  their  gentle  fouls  ^away. 
The  tuneful  bard,  who  boafts  his  vary'd  ftrains, 
Shares  with  the  lark  the  glory  of  the  plains, 
Whofe  life  th'  imprefllon  of  no  forrow  knows. 
So  fmoothly  calm,  he  fcarcely  feels  it  flows. 
In  vocal  woods  each  fond  conceit  purfues, 
Pleas'd  with  the  gingling  bauble  of  a  mufe, 
Pities  the  toiling  madman's  airy  fcheme, 
When  greatnefs  fickens  o'er  th'  ambitious  dreams 
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Each  boon  companion,  who  the  night  prolongs, 
In  noife  and  rapture,  fe&ivals  and  longs, 
Condemns  the  graver  mortal  for  an  afs, 
Who  dares  refule  his  bumper  and  his  lafs  ; 
Still  urging  on,  what  boots  it  that  you  fwear 
You  dread  the  vapours  and  nocturnal  air  ; 
Yet  grant  a  little  to  the  focial  vine, 
Full  on  the  friend  with  cloudlefs  vifage  fliine, 
Oft  fullen  iilcnce  fpeaks  a  want  of  fenfe, 
Or  folly  lurks  beneath  the  wife  pretence. 
Is  there  fevere,  who  baulks  the  genial  hour  ? 
He's  not  fo  fober,  were  he  not  fo  four. 

But  above  all,  I  charge  thee  o'er  and  o'er, 
Fair  peace  through  all  her  fecret  haunts  explore  ; 
Confult  the  learn'd  in  life,  (thefe  beft  advife) 
The  good  in  this,  more  knowing  than  the  wife, 
Their  facred  fcience  learn,  and  what  the  art 
To  guard  the  fallies  of  th'  impetuous  heart  ; 
With  temper  due  th'  internal  poife  to  keep, 
Not  foaring  impudent,  nor  fervile  creep  ; 
How  fure  thyfelf,  thy  friends,  thy  God  to  pleafe, 
Firm  health  without,  within  unfhaken  peace  ; 
Left  keen  defire,  ftill  making  new  demands, 
Should  raife  new  foes  unnumber'd  on  thy  hands  : 
Or  hope,  or  fear  infpire  th'  unmanly  groan, 
For  things  of  little  ufe,  perhaps  of  none  . 
Who  beft  can  purchafe  virtue's  righteous  dow'r, 
The  fage  with  wifdom,  or  the  king  with  pow'r  : 
Or  if  the  mighty  bleffmg  {lands  confin'd, 
To  the  chafte  nature  and  the  heav'n-taught  mind  ; 
And  chief  th'  important  leffon  wife  attend, 
What  makes  thee  to  thyfelf  thyfelf  's  beft  friend  : 
If  gold  a  pure  tranquillity  bellows, 
Or  greatnefs  can  infure  a  night's  repofe  ; 
Or  muft  we  feek  it  in  the  fecret  road 
That  leads  through  virtue  to  the  peaceful  God  ; 
A  (haded  walk,  where,  feparate  from  the  throng, 
We  fteal  through  life  all  unperceiv'd  along. 

For  me,  afraid  of  life's  tempeftuous  gale, 
I  make  to  port,  and  crowd  on  all  my  fail. 
Soon  may  the  peaceful  grove  and  fhelter'd  feat 
Receive  me  weary  in  the  kind  retreat  ; 
Bleft  if  my  ****  be  the  deftin'd  fhade, 
Where  childhood  fported,  of  no  ills  afraid, 
Ere  youth  full  grown  its  daring  wing  difplay'd. 
That  often  croft  by  life's  inteftine  war, 
Forefaw  that  day  of  triumph  from  afar, 
When  warring  paffions  mingling  in  the  fray, 
Had  drawn  the  youthful  wand'rer  from  his  way  : 
But  recollecting  the  fhort  error,  mourn'd, 
And  duteous  to  the  warning  voice  return'd. 
No  more  the  paffions  hurrying  into  ftrife, 
My  foul  enjoys  the  gentler  calms  of  life. 
.Like  Tityrus,  blefs'd  among  the  rural  fhades, 
Whofe  hallow'd  round  no  guilty  wifh  invades  ; 
No  joy  tumultuous,  no  depreffmg  care  ; 
All  that  I  want  is  Amaryllis  there  ; 
While  filver  Forth  each  fair  meander  leads 
Through  breathing  harvefts  and  empurpl'd  meads; 
Whofe  ruffet  fwains  enjoy  the  golden  dream, 
And  thankful  blefs  the  plenty-giving  ftream. 
There  youth,  convinc'd,  forgoes  each  daring  claim, 
And  fettling  manhood  takes  a  furer  aim  ; 
Till  age  accomplifh  late  the  fair  defign, 


And  calm  poffefs  the  good,  if  age  be  mine. 
What  think'ft  thou  then,  my  friend,  fhall  be 

cares, 
My  daily  ftudics,  and  my  nightly  pray'rs  ? 


my 


Of  the  propitious  Pow'er  this  boon  I  crave, 

Still  to  preferve  the  little  that  I  have ; 

Nor  yet  repugnance  at  the  lot  exprefs, 

Should  fate  decree  that  little  to  be  lefs, 

That  what  remains  of  life  to  heav'n  I  live, 

If  life  indeed  has  any  time  to  give  : 

Or,  if  the  fug'tive  will  no  longer  flay, 

To  part  as  friends  fhould  do,  and  flip  away  r 

Thankful  to  heav'n,  or  for  the  good  fupply'd, 

To  heav'n  fubmiffive  for  the  good  deny'd  ; 

Renounce  the  houfehold  charm,  a  blifs  divine  \ 

Heav'n  never  meant  for  me,  and  I  refign  : 

In  other  joys  th'  allotted  hours  improve, 

And  gain  in  friendfhip  what  was  loft  in  love  : 

Some  comfort  fnatch'd,  at  each  vain  year  return'd, 

When  nature  fuffer'd,  or  when  friendfhip  mourn'd, 

Of  all  that  flock  fo  fatally  bereft, 

Once  youth's  proud  boaft,  alas  !  the  little  left ; 

Thefe  friends,  in  youth  belov'd,  in  manhood  try 'd, 

Age  muft  not  change  through  avarice  or  pride  : 

For  me  let  wifdom's  facred  fountain  flow, 

The  cordial  draught  that  fweetens  every  woe  : 

Let  fortune  kind,  the  jujl  enough  provide, 

Nor  dubious  float  on  hope's  uncertain  tide : 

Add  thoughts  compos'd,  affections  ever  even.— 

Thus  far  fuffices  to  have  afk'd  of  heaven, 

Who,  in  the  difpenfations  of  a  day,  [away  : 

Grants  life,  grants  death ;  now  gives,  now  takes 

To  fcaffold  oft  the  ribbon 'd  fpoiler  brings  ; 

Takes  power  from  ftatefmen,  and  their  thrones 

from  kings ; 

From  the  unthankful  heart  the  blifs  decreed 
But  leaves  the  man  of  worth  ftill  blefs'd  indeed  : 
Be  life  heav'n's  gift,  be  mine  the  care  to  find, 
Still  equal  to  itfelf,  the  balanc'd  mind  ; 
Fame,  beauty,  wealth  forgot,  each  human  toy, 
With  thoughtful  quiet  plcas'd,  and  virtuous  joy; 
In  thefe,  and  thefe  alone,  fupremely  bleft, 
When  fools  and  madmen  fcramble  for  the  reft. 

PINDAR'S  OLYMPIA. 

ODE  I.    TRANSLATED  *. 

WATER,  great  principle  where  nature  fprings, 

The  prime  of  elements,  and  firft  of  things, 
Amidft  proud  riches'  foul-inflaming  ftore, 
As  through  the  night  the  fiery  blaze 
Pours  all  around  the  ftreaming  rays, 
Confpicuous  glows  the  golden  oar. 
But  if  thee,  O  my  foul,  a  fond  defire 
To  fing  the  contefts  of  the  great, 
Calls  forth  t'  awake  th'  etherial  fire, 
What  fubject  worthier  of  the  lyre, 
Olympia's  glories  to  relate  ! 

Full  in  the  forehead  of  the  fky, 
The  fun,  the  world's  bright  radiant  «ye, 

Shines  o'er  each  leffer  flame ; 
On  earth  what  theme  fuffices  more 
To  make  the  mufes'  offspring  foary 
Than  the  Olympian  victor's  fame  ? 
But  from  the  fwelling  column,  where  on  higU 
It  peaceful  hangs,  take  down  the  Doric  lyre, 

*  Lyricorum  Iongt  Pindar  us  princeps,  fpirit'.s  mag- 
nificenti'i^  fententiis,  fyuris,  beatijfima  rerum  verbo- 
remque  cofa,  et  -velut  quodam  eloquently Jiumine ;  prop- 
tur  qua  Horatius  eum  merito  credit  nemir.i  imitadtiltai. 
il.  Inftit.  Oral.  lib.  X.  tap.  I. 
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If  with  fweet  love  of  facred  melody, 
The  fleeds  of  Hiero  thy  breaft  infpirc. 
When  borne  along  the  flow'ry  fide, 
Where  fmooth  Alpheus'  waters  glide, 
Their  voluntary  virtue  flies, 
Nor  needs  the  driver's  roufing  cries, 
But  rapid  fieze  th«  dufty  fpace, 
To  reap  the  honours  of  the  race 

The  merit  of  their  fpeed ; 

And  bind,  with  laurel  wreath,  the  manly  brows 
Of  him,  the  mighty  king  of  Syracufe, 
Delighting  in  the  victor  fteed. 
Far  found  his  glory  through  the  winding  coaft 

Of  Lydia,  where  his  wand'ring  hoft 
From  Elis,  Pelops  led  to  new  abodes ; 

There  profper'd  in  his  late  found  reign, 
Lov'd  by  the  ruler  of  the  m.iin  ; 

When,  at  the  banquet  of  the  gods, 
In  the  pure  laver  of  the  fates  again, 

Clotho,  the  youth  to  life  renew'd, 
With  potent  charm  and  myftic  ftrain, 
When,  by  his  cruel  father  {lain, 

With  ivory  fhoulder  bright  endow'd. 
Oft  fables  with  a  fond  furprife, 
When  fhaded  o'er  with  fair  difguife, 

The  wand'ring  mind  detain  ; 
Deluded  by  the  kind  deceit, 
We  joy  more  in  the  flcilful  cheat 
Than  in  truth's  faithful  ftrain. 
Bert  chief  to  verfe  thefe  wond'rous  pow'rs  belong, 

Such  grace  has  heaven  beftowed  on  fong ; 
.Bleft  parent  !  from  whofe  loins  immortal  joys, 
To  mitigate  our  pain  below, 
Soft'ning  the  anguifh  of  our  woe, 

Are  fprung,  the  children  of  its  voice  : 
Song  can  o'er  unbelief  itfelf  prevail, 

The  virtue  of  its  magic  art, 
Can  make  the  moft  amazing  tale, 
With  fhafts  of  eloquence  aflail, 

Victorious,  the  yielding  heart : 
But  time,  on  never-ceafing  wings, 
Experienc'd  wifdom  flowly  brings, 

And  teaches  mortal  race 
Not  to  blafpheme  the  Holy  One 
That,  deathlefs,  fills  the  heav'nly  throne, 

Inhabiting  eternal  fpace. 
Therefore,  O  fon  of  Tantalus,  will  I 

In  other  guife  thy  wond'rous  tale  unfold, 
And  jufter  to  the  rulers  of  the  Iky, 

With  lips  more  hallow'd  than  the  bards>  of  old. 
For  when  thy  fire,  the  gods  above, 
To  {hare  the  kind  return  of  love, 
Invited  from  their  native  bow'rs, 
To  his  own  lov'd  Sipylian  tow'rs, 
The  tridest  pow'r,  by  fierce  defire,  . 
Subdu'd,  on  golden  fteeds  of  fire 

Thee  bore  aloft  to  Jove  on  high  ; 
Where,  fince  young  Ganymede,  fweet  Phrygian 
Succeeded  to  the  miniftry  of  joy,  U°°y> 

And  nectar  banquet  of  the  fky. 
But  when  no  more  on  earth  thy  form  was  fcen, 

Confpicuous  in  the  walks  of  men, 
Nor  yet  to  footh  thy  mother's  longing  fight, 
The  fearching  train  fent  to  explore 
Thy  lurking  place,  could  thee  reftore, 

The  weeping  fair's  fupreme  delight : 
Then  Envy's  forked  tongue  began  t'  infeft 
Acd  wound  thy  fire's  untainted  fame, 


That  he  to  each  etheml  gueft 
Had  ferv'd  thee  up  a  horrid  feaft, 
Subdu'd  by  force  of  all-devouring  flame  ; 

But,  the  bleft  pow'rs  of  heav'n  t'  accufe, 
Far  be  it  from  the  holy  mufe, 

Of  fuch  a  feaft  impure  ; 
Vengeance  protracted  for  a  time, 
Still  overtakes  the  fland'rers  crime, 

At  heaven's  flow  appointed  hour. 
Yet  certain,  if  the  Pow'r  who  wide  furveys, 
From  his  watch-tow'r,  the  earth  and  feas, 
E'er  dignify 'd  the  periflaable  race  ; 

Him,  Tantalus  they  rais'don  high, 
Him,  the  chief  fav'rite  of  the  flcy, 

Exalted  to  fublimeft  grace. 
But  his  proud  heart  was  lifted  up  and  vain, 
Swell'd  with  his  envy'd  happinefs, 
Weak  and  frail  his  mortal  brain, 
The  lot  fuperior  to  fuftain, 
He  fell  degraded  from  his  blifs. 
For  on  his  head  th'  Almighty  Sire, 
Potent  in  his  kindled  ire, 

Hung  a  rock's  monftrous  weight ; 
Too  feeble  to  remove  the  load, 
Fix'd  by  the  fanclion  of  the  God, 
He  wand'red  erring  from  delight. 
The  watchful  fynod  of  the  ficies  decreed 

His  wafted  heart  a  prey  to  endlefs  woes, 
Condemn'd  aweary  pilgrimage  to  lead, 
On  earth  fecure,  a  ftranger  to  repofe. 
Becaufe,  by  mad  ambition  driv'n, 
He  robb'd  the  facred  ftores  of  heav'n : 
Th'  ambrofial  vintage  of  the  fides 
Became  the  daring  Ipoiler's  prize, 
And  brought  to  fons  of  mortal  earth, 
The  banquet  of  celeftial  birth, 

With  endlefs  ble flings  fraught ; 
And  to  his  impious  rev'lers  pour'd  the  wine, 
Whofe  precious  fweets  make  bleft  the  pow'rs  divine, 

Gift  of  the  rich  immortal  draught. 
Foolifh  the  man  who  hopes  his  crimes  may  lie 

Unfeen  by  the  fupreme  all-piercing  eye  : 
He,  high  enthrcn'd  above  all  heav'ns  height, 
The  works  of  men  with  broad  furvey, 
And,  as  in  the  blazing  flame  of  day, 
Beholds  the  fecret  deeds  of  night. 
Therefore  his  fon  the  immortals  back  again 
Sent  to  thefe  death-obnoxious  abodes, 
To  tafte  his  {hare  of  human  pain, 
Exil'd  from  the  celeftial  reign, 
And  fweet  communion  of  the  gods. 
But  when  the  fleecy  down  began 
To  clothe  his  chin,  and  promife  man, 

The  {hafts  of  young  defire, 
And  love  of  the  fair  female  kind, 
Inflam'd  the  youthful  hero's  mind, 
And  fet  his  amorous  foul  on  fire. 
Won  by  fair  Hippodamia's  lovely  eyes, 

The  PIfan  tyrant's  blooming  prize, 
High  in  his  hopes  he  purpos'd  to  obtain  ; 
O'er  come  her  favage  fire  in  arms, 
The  price  of  her  celeftial  charms : 

For  this  the  ruler  of  the  main 
Invoking  in  the  dreary  folitude, 

And  fecret  feafon  of  the  night ; 
Oft,  on  the  margin  of  the  flood 
Alone,  the  raging  lover  ftood, 
Till  to  hi$  long-defiring  fightj 
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From  below  the  founding  deep?, 
His  fcaly  herds  where  Proteus  keeps, 

The  fav'rite  youth  to  pleafe, 
Dividing  fwift  the  hoary  ftream, 
Refulgent  on  his  golden  team,  jTeas. 

Appear'd  the  trident-fcepter'd  king  of 
To  whom  the  youth :  If  e'er  with  fond  delight, 

The  gifts  of  Venus  could  thy  foul  infpire, 
Reftrain  fell  Oenemaus'  fpear  in  fight ; 
And  me,  who  dare  advent'rous  to  afpire, 
Me  grant,  propitious,  to  fucceed, 
Enduing  with  unrivall'd  fpeed 
The  flying  car,  decreed  to  gain 
The  laurel  wreath,  on  Elis'  plain, 

Victorious  o'er  the  father's  pow'r  ; 
Who  dire,  fo  many  haplefs  lovers  flain, 
Does  ftill  a  maid  the  wond'rous  fair  detain, 

Protractive  of  the  fweet  connubial  hour. 
Danger  demands  a  foul  lecure  of  dread, 

Equal  to  the  daring  deed  ! 
Since  then  th'  immutable  decrees  of  fate, 
Have  fix'd,  by  their  vicegerent  death, 
The  limits  of  each  mortal  breath, 

Doom'd  to  the  urn,  or  foon  or  late  : 
What  mind  refolv'd  and  brave  would  fleep  away 
His  life,  when  glory  warms  the  blood, 
Only  t'  enjoy  fome  dull  delay, 
Inactive  to  his  dying  day, 
''Not  ajming  at  the  fmalleft  good  ? 
But  the  blooming  maid  infpires 
My  breaft  to  far  fublimer  fires, 
To  raife  my  glory  to  the  ikies  : 
Gracious,  O  fav'ring  pow'r  !  give  ear, 
Indulgent  to  my  vow  fincere, 

Prolp'ring  the  mighty  enterprife. 
So  pray'd  the  boy  :  nor  fell  his  words  in  vain, 
Unheeded  by  the  ruler  of  the  main  ; 
A  golden  car,  earth's  fhaking  pow'r  beftow'd, 
And  to  the  glitt'ring  axle  join'd 
Unrivall'd  fteeds,  fleet  as  the  wind  : 

Glad  of  the  prefent  of  the  god, 
The  ardent  youth  demands  the  promis'd  fight : 
In  duft,  the  haughty  parent  laid, 
Neptune  fulfils  the  youth's  delight, 

And  wings  his  chariot's  rapid  flight, 
To  win  the  fweet  celeftial  maid. 
She,  with  fix  fons,  a  fair  increafe, 
Crcwn'd  the  hero's  warm  embrace, 

Whom  virtue's  love  infpir'd  ; 
Upright  to  walk  in  virtue's  ways, 
The  fureft  path  to  nobleft  praife, 

The  nobleft  praife  the  youth  acquir'd. 
Now  by  Alpheus'  flream,  meand'ring  fair, 

Whofe  humid  train  wide  fpreads  the  Pifan  plains, 
A  fepulchre,  fubl'mely  rear  d  in  air, 

All,  of  the  mighty  man  that  was,  contains. 
There  frequent  in  the  holy  {hade, 
The  vows  of  ftranger-chicfs  are  paid, 
And  on  the  facred  altar  lies 
The  victim,  frnoking  to  the  Ikies  ; 
When  heroes,  at  the  folemn  fhrine, 
Invoke  the  pow'rs  with  rites  divine, 

From  every  diftant  foil, 
And  drive  about  the  confecrated  mound 
The  founding  car,  or  on  the  lilted  ground 

Urge  the  fleet  racers, or  the  wreftlers  toi7, 
Happy  the  man  whom  fav'ring  fate  allows 
The  wreuths  of  Pifa  to  furround  his  brows ; 


All  wedded  to  delight,  his  after-day! 
In  calm  and  even  tenor  run, 
The  noble  dow'r  of  conqueft  won, 
Such  confcious  pleafure  fiows  from  praife. 
Thee,  mufe,  great  Hiero's  virtue  to  prolong, 
It  fits,  and  to  refound  his  name  : 
Exalting  o'er  the  vulgar  throng, 
In  thy  fweet  Eolian  fong, 
His  garland  of  Olympian  fame. 

Nor  {halt  thou,  O  my  mufe  !  e'er  find 
A  more  fublime  or  worthier  mind, 

To  better  fortunes  born  : 

On  whom  the  gracious  love  of  God, 

The  regal  pow'r  has  kind  beftow'd, 

And  arts  of  fway,  that  power  t'  adorn. 

Still  may  thy  God,  O  potent  king  !  employ 

His  facred  miniftry  of  joy, 
Solicitous,  with  tutelary  care, 

To  guard  from  the  attacks  of  fate 
Thy  bleflings,  lafting  as  they're  great, 
The  pious  poet's  conftant  pray'r. 
Then  to  the  mighty  bounty  of  the  fky, 
The  mufe  {hall  add  a  fweeter  lay, 

With  wint  fublime,  when  {he  mall  flic 
Where  Cronius  rears  his  cliffs  on  high, 
Smote  with  the  burning  fliafts  of  day  j 
If  the  mufes'  quiver'd  god 
Pave  for  fong  theveven  road, 
With  facred  rapture  warm, 
A  further  flight  aloft  in  air 
Elanc'd,  fh*!l  wing  my  tuneful  fpear, 

More  vigorous  from  the  mufe's.arm. 
To  many  heights  the  daring  climber  fprings, 
Ere  he  the  higheft  top  of  pow'r  {hall  gain  ; 
Chief  feated  there  the  majefty  of  kings, 
The  reft,  at  different  fteps,  below  remain  : 
Exalted  to  that  wondrous  height, 
T'  extend  the  profpecl  of  delight, 
May'ft  thou,  O  Hiero  !  live  content, 
On  the  top  of  all  afcent. 
To  thee,  by  bounteous  fates,  be  giv'n 
T'  inhabit  ftill  thy  lofty  heav'n : 

To  me,  in  arts  of  peace, 
Still  to  converfe  with  the  fair  victor  hoft, 
For  graceful  fong,  an  honourable  boaft, 

Confpicuous  through  the  realms  of  Greece* 

PINDAR'S  OLYMPIA. 


O  SOVEREIGN  hymns  !  that  pow'rful  reign 
In  the  harp,  your  fweet  domain, 
Whom  will  ye  choofe  to  raife ; 
What  god  {hall  now  the  verfe  refound  ; 
What  chief,  for  godlike  deed  renown'd, 

Exalt  to  loftieft  praife  ? 
Pifa  is  Jove's  :  Jove's  conqu'ring  fon 

Firft  the  Olympic  race  ordajn'd  : 
The  firft  fair  fruits'of  glory  won 

The  haughty  tyrant's  rage  reftrain'd. 
He  firft  the  wond'rous  game  beftow'd, 
When  breathing  from  Augean  toil', 
He  confecrates  the  dreadful  fpoils, 
An  off'ring  to  his  father-god. 
Thsroh,  his  virtues  to  approve, 
And  imitate  the  feed  of  Jove, 
Th'  Olympic  laurel  claims, 
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Whofe  fwift-wheel'd  car  has  borne  away 
The  rapid  honours  of  the  day, 

Foremoft  among  che  vi<5lor  names. 
Therefore  for  Theron  praife  awaits, 

For  him  the  lyre  awakes  the  (train, 
The  flranger  welcom'd  at  his  gates 
With  hofpitable  love  humane. 
Fix'd  on  the  councils  of  his  breaft, 
As  on  the  column's  lofty  height 
Remains  fecure  the  building's  weight, 
The  ftru6ture  of  his  realm  may  reft. 
Of  a  fair  ftem,  himfelf  a  fairer  flow'r, 
^Who  foon  tranfplanted  from  their  native  foil, 

Wander' d  many  climates  o'er, 
Till,  after  long  and  various  toil, 
On  the  fair  river's  deftin'd  bank  they  found 

Their  facred  feat,  and  heav'n-chofe  ground  ; 
Where  flood,  delightful  to  the  eye, 
The  fruitful,  beauteous  Sicily, 
And  could  a  num'rous  iflue  boaft,  [the  coaft. 

That  fpread  their  Ittftre  round,  and  flourifh'd  o'er 
The  following  years  all  took  their  filver  flight, 
"With  pleafure  wing'd  and  foft  delight, 
And  every  year  that  flew  in  peace, 

Brought  to  their  native  virtues,  ftore 
Of  wealth  and  pow'r,  a  new  increafe,  [more. 
Fate  Hill  confirm'd  the  fum,  and  bounteous  added 
But  fon  of  Rhe'  and  Saturn  old, 
Who  dofl  thy  facred  throne  uphold 

On  high  Olympus'  hill ; 
"Whofe  rule  th'  Olympic  r&ce  obeys, 
Who  guid'ft  Alpheus"  winding  maze, 

In  hymns  delighting  ftill ; 
Grant,  gracious  to  the  godlike  race, 

Their  children's  children  tofuftain, 
Peaceful  through  time's  ne'er-ending  fpacc, 

The  fceptre  and  paternal  reign. 
For  time,  the  aged  fire  of  all, 

The  deed  impatient  of  delay, 
Which  the  fwift  hour  has  wing'd  away, 

Juft  or  unjuft  can  ne'er  recall. 
But  when  calmer  days  fucceed, 
Of  fair  event  and  lovely  deed, 

Our  lot  ferene  at  lafl ; 
The  memory  of  darker  hours, 
"When  heav'n  fevere  and  angry  low'rs, 

Forgotten  lies  and  paft. 
Thus  wiild  and  lenient  of  his  frown, 

When  Jove  regards  our  adverfe  fate, 
And  fends  his  chofen  bleffings  down 
To  cheer  below  our  mortal  ftate  : 
Then  former  evils,  odious  brood, 
Before  the  heav'n-born  bleffings  fly, 
Or  trodden  down  fubje&ed  lie, 
Soon  vanquifh'd  by  the  vidlor-good. 
"With  thy  fair  daughters,  Cadmus !  beft  agrees 
The  mufe's  fong ;  who,  after  many  woes 
At  laft  on  golden  thrones  of  eafe, 

Enjoy  an  undifturb'd  repofe. 
No  more  they  think  of  Cadmus,  mournful  fwain ! 
Succeeding  joys  difpel  his  former  pain. 
And  Semele,  of  rofy  hue, 
Whom  the  embracing  thunderer  fiew, 
Exalted  now  to  heav'n's  abodes, 
Herfelf  a  gbddefs  blythe,  dwells  with  immortal 
Bath'd  in  ambrofial  odours  of  the  flcy,  [gods. 

Her  long  dimevell'd  treffes  fly : 
>   Her,  Minerva-  ftill  approves ; 


She  is  her  prime  and  darling  jo'y: 
Her,  heav'n's  Lord  fupremely  love»} 
As  does  his  rofy  fon,  the  ivy-crowned  boy. 
Thou  Ino  too !  in  pearly  cells, 
Where  Nereus'  fea-green  daughter  dwells, 

Enjoy 'ft  a  lot  divine  : 
No  more  of  ftrff'ring  mortal  ftrain, 
An  azure  goddeis  of  the  main, 

Eternal  reft  is  thine. 
Loft  in  a  maze,  blind  feeble  man, 

Knows  not  the  hour  he  fure  forefees, 
Nor  with  the  eyes  of  nature  can 

Pierce  through  the  hidden  deep  decrees. 
Nor  fees  he  if  his  radiant  day, 

That  in  meridian  fplendour  glows, 
Shall  gild  his  ev'ning's  quiet  clofe, 
Soft  fmiling  with  a  farewell  ray. 
As  when  the  ocean's  refluent  tides, 
Within  his  hollow  womb  fubfides, 

Is  heard  to  found  no  more ; 
Till  roufing  all  its  rage  again, 
Flood  roll'd  on  flood  it  pours  amain, 

And  fweeps  the  fandy  fhore : 
So  fortune,  mighty  queen  of  life, 

Works  up  proud  man,  her  deftin'd  flavej 
Of  good  and  ill  the  ftormy  ftrife, 
The  fport  of  her  alternate  wave  ; 
Now  mounted  to  the  height  of  blifs, 
He  feems  to  mingle  with  the  fky ; 
Now  looking  down  with  giddy 'eye, 
Sees  the  retreating  waters  fly, 

And  trembles  at  the  deep  abyfs. 
As,  by  experience  led,  the  fearching  mind 
Revolves  the  records  of  flill-changing  fate^ 
Such  dire  reverfes  fhall  he  find, 

Oft  mark  the  fortunes  of  the  great ! 
Now  bounteous  gods,  with  blefllngs  ail  divine, 
Exalt  on  high  the  fceptred  line, 
Now  the  bright  fcene  of  laurell'd  years, 
At  once  quick-lhifting,  disappears  : 
And  in  their  radiant  room  fucceed s 
A  difmal  train  of  ills,  and  tyrannous  mifdeeds. 
Since  die  curft  hour  the  fateful  fon     • 
Plung'd  in  the  guilt  he  fought  to  fhun, 
And  law  beneath  his  hafty  rage 

The  hoary  king,  heav'n's  vi&im,  bked ; 
Deaf  to  a  father's  pleading  age, 
His  erring  hands  fulfill'd,  what  guilty  fate  decreed- 
Erynnis,  dreadful  fury  !  faw 
The  breath  of  nature's  holieft  law, 
She  mounts  her  hooked  car ; 
Through  Phocis'  death-devoted  ground 
She  flew,  and  gave  the  nations  round 

To  the  wide  wafte  of  war  : 
By  mutual  hands  the  brothers  dy'd, 

Furious  on  mutual  wounds  they  run  ; 
Sons,  fathers,  fwell  the  fanguine  tide  ; 

Fate  drove  the  purple  deluge  on. 
Thus  perifh'd  all  the  fated  brood, 

Thus  Eris  wrought  her  dreadful  will; 
When  fated  vengeance  had  its  fill, 
Therfander  clos'd  the  fcene  of  blood. 
He,  fprung  from  beauteous  Argea,  fhone.; 
The  glcfy  of  Adraftus'  throne, 

When  fierce  in  youthful  fire, 
He  rag'd  around  the  Theban  wall, 
And  faw  the  fevenfold  city  fall 
A  vi&im  to  his  fire. 
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From  him,  as  from  a  fecond  root, 

Wide  fpreading  to  the  lofty  Ikies, 
The  fons  of  martial  glory  fhoot, 

And  cluft'ring  chiefs  on  chiefs  arife. 
There  in  the  topmoft  boughs  difplay'd, 
Great  Theron  fits  with  luftre  crown'd, 
And  verdant  honours  bloom  around, 

While  nations  reft  beneath  his  lhade. 
Awake  the  lyre  !  Theron  demands  the  lays, 
Yet  all  too  low  !  Call  forth  a  nobler  ftrain ! 

Decent  is  ev'n  th'  excefs  of  praife  : 
For  Theron  ftrike  the  founding  lyre  again. 
Olympia's flow'ring  wreath  he  fmgly  wears; 
The  Iflhmian  palm  his  brother  fhares. 
Delphi  refounds  the  kindred  name, 
The  youths  contend  alike  for  fame, 
Fair  rivals  in  the  glorious  chafe,  [giddyfpace. 
When  twelve  times  darting  round,  they  flew  the 

Thrice  bleft !  for  whom  the  graces  twine 
•    Fame's  brighteft  plume,  the  wreathe  divine  : 

Loft  to  remembrance,  former  woes 
No  more  reflection's  fting  employ ; 

With  triumph  all  the  bofom  glows, 
Pour'd  through  th'  expanding  heart,  th'  impetuous 
Riches,  that  fmgly  are  poffeft,          [tide  of  joy. 
Vain  pomp  of  life  !  a  fpecious  wafte, 

But  feed  luxurious  pride  : 
Yet  when  with  facred  virtues  crown'd, 
Wealth  deals  its  liberal  treafures  round, 

'Tis  nobly  dignify'd. 
To  modeft  worth,  to  honour's  bands, 

With  confcious  warmth  he  large  imparts ; 
And  in  his  prefence  fmiling  Hands 
Fair  fcience,  and  her  handmaid,  arts. 
As  in  the  pure  ferene  of  night, 

Thron'd  in  its  fphere,  a  beauteous  ftar 
Sheds  its  bleft  influence  from  afar 
At  once  beneficent  and  bright. 
But  hear  ye  wealthy,  hear  ye  great, 
I  fing  the  fix'd  decrees  of  fate, 

What  after  death  remains, 
Prepar'd  for  the  unfeeling  kind 
Of  cruel  unrelenting  mind, 

A  doom  of  endlefs  pains ! 
The  crimes  that  ftain'd  this  living  light, 
Beneath  the  holy  eye  of  Jove, 
Meets  in  the  regions  drear  of  night, 
The  vengeance  but  delay' d  above. 
There  the  pale  {Inner  drear  aghaft, 
Impartial,  righteous,  and  fevere, 
Unaw'd  by  pow'r,  unmov'd  by  pray'r, 
Eternal  jtiftice  dooms  at  laft. 
Far  otherwife  the  fouls  whom  virtue  guides 
Enjoy  a  calm  repofe  of  facred  reft, 

Nor  ligh,t,  nor  made,  their  time  divides, 

With  one  eternal  funfhine  bleft. 
Emancipated  from  the  cares  of  life, 

No  more  they  urge  the  mortal  ftrife; 
No  more  with  ftill-rcvolving  toil, 
They  vex  a  hard,  ungrateful  foil ; 
Nor  plow  the  furges  of  the  main, 
Exchanging  holy  quiet  for  falfe  deceitful  gain. 
But  to  thefe  facred  feats  preferr'd, 
With  gods  they  live,  as  gods  rever'd, 

And  tears  are  wip'd  from  every  eye  ; 
While  banifh'd  from  the  happy  reign, 

The  guilty  fouls  in  darknefs  lie, 
And  weary  out  the  frightful  minifters  of  pain. 
Vor,.  IX. 


So  heav'n  decrees :  The  good  and  juft, 
Who,  true  to  life's  important  truft, 

Have  well  fuftain'd  the  field ; 
Whofe  fouls  undaunted,  undifmay'd, 
Nor  flatt'ring  pleafure  could  perfuade, 

Nor  paflions  taught  to  yield ; 
Thefe  through  the  mortal  changes  paft, 

Still  lift'ning  to  the  heav'nly  lore, 
Find  this  fublime  reward  at  laft, 
The  trial  of  obedience  o'er. 

Then  burfting  from  the  bonds  of  clay, 
Triumphant  tread  the  heav'n -pav'd  road 
That  leads  to  Saturn's  high  abode, 
And  Jove  himfelf  directs  the  way. 
There,  where  the  bleft  refide  at  eafe, 
Bland  Zephyrs  breathe  the  fea-born  breeze 

O'er  all  the  happy  iilj  : 
Unnumber'd  fweets  the  air  perfume, 
'Tis  all  around  one  golden  bloom, 

All  one  celeftial  fmile. 
By  living  ftreams  fair  tress  afcend, 

Whofe  roots  the  humid  waters  lave; 
The  boughs  with  radiant  fruitage  bead, 

Rich  produce  of  the  fruitful  wave. 
Thus  fporting  in  ceieftial  bow'rs, 
The  fons  of  the  immortal  morn, 
Their  heads  and  rofy  hands  adorn, 
With  garlands  of  unfading  flow'rs. 
There  Rhadamanth,  who  great  affcffor  reigns 

To  Rhoea's  fon,  by  ftill  unchanging  right, 
Awarding  all :  To  vice,  eternal  chains ; 

To  virtue  opes  the  gates  of  light. 
Rhsea !  who  high  in  heav'n's  fublime  abodes 
Sits  thron'd,  the  mother  of  the  gods. 
Cadmus  to  this  immortal  choir 
Was  led ;  and  Peleus'  noble  fire  ! 
And  glorious  fon !  fince  Thetis'  love 
Suodu'd  with  pray'r,  the  yielding  mind  of  Jove. 
Who  Troy  laid  proftrate  on  the  plain, 
His  country's  pillar,  He£or,  flain ; 
By  whom  unhappy  Cygnus  bled ; 
By  whom  the  Ethiopian  boy, 
That  fbrung  from  Neptune's  godlike  bed, 
The  aged  Tithon's,  and  Aurora's  higheft  joy. 
What  grand  ideas  crowd  my  brain  ! 
What  images  !  a  lofty  train 
In  beauteous  order  fpring : 
As  the  keen  ftore  of  feather'd  fates 
Within  the  braided  quiver  waits, 

Impatient  for  the  wing : 
See,  fee'they  mount !  The  facred  few 

Endu'd  with  piercing  flight, 
Alone  through  darling  fields  purfue 

Th'  aerial  regions  bright. 
This  nature  gives,  her  chiefeft  boaft  : 
But  when  the  bright  ideas  fly, 
Far  foaring  from  the  vulgar  eye, 

To  vulgar  eyes  are  loft. 
Where  nature  fows  her  genial  feeds, 
A  lib'ral  harveft  ftraight  fucceeds, 

Fair  in  the  human  foil ; 
While  art,  with  hard  laborious  pains, 
Creeps  on  unfeen,  nor  much  attain, 

By  flow  progreffive  toil. 
Rcfembling  this,  the  feeble  crow, 
Amid  the  vulgar  winged  crowd, 
Hides  in  the  dark'ning  copfe  below, 
Vair.,  ftrutting,  garrulous,  and  loud, 
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While  genius  mounts  th'  etheml  height, 
As  th    imperial  bird  of  Jove 
On  founding  pinions  foars  above, 
Arid  dares  the  majelty  of  light. 
Then  fit  an  arrow  to  the  tuneful  firing, 

O  thou  my  Genius  ?  warm  with  facred  flame ; 
Fly  fvvift,  etheri  <1  (haft !  and  wing 

The  godlike  Theron  unto  fame. 
I  folerna  f \vear,  and  holy  truth  atteft, 
That  fole  infpires  the  tuneful  bread, 
That,  never  fince  th'  immortal  fun 
His  radiant  jo-irney  firft  begun, 
To  none  the  gods  did  e'er  impart 
A  more  exalted  mind,  or  wide-diffufive  heart. 
Fly,  envy,  h. nee,  that  durd  invade 
Such  glories,  with  injurious  fhade ; 
Still,  with  fuperior  ludrc  bright, 

His  virtues  fhine,  in  number  more 
Than  are  the  radiant  fires  of  night,  [fhore. 

'  Or  fands  that  fpread  along  the  fea-furrounding 


THE  PARTING  OF  HECTOR  AND 
ANDROMACHE. 

tI;OM  THS  VI.  ILIAD   OF"   HOMER,    TRANSLATED 
LITERALLY. 

Beginning  ver.  407'.  A^ttaws,  tydtnt  <rt  TO  <rav  f&tvo$. 

0  :)    RING  thou!  to  thy  own  ftrength  a  prey, 
Nor  pity  moves  thee  for  thy  infant  ion, 

Nor  miferable  me,  a  widow  foon  ! 

For,  rufliing  on  thy  tingle  nrght,  at  once 

The  Greeks  v/ill  overwhelm  thce  :  Better  far 

1  hid  been  wrapt  in"  earth,  than  live  of  thee 
Forlorn,  and  defolate ;  if  thou  mud  die, 
"What  further  comfort  then  for  me  remain?, 
What  folace,  but  in  tears  ?  No  father  mine, 
Nor  mine  no  venerable  mother's  care. 
Noble  Achilles'  hand  rny  father  il'w, 

And  fpread  deftru&ion  through  Cilicia's  town, 

"Where  many  people  dwelt,  high-gated  Thebes. 

He  flew  Action,  but  defpoii'd  him  not, 

For  inly  in  his  mind  he  fear'd  the  gods; 

But  burnt  iiis  body  with  his  polifh'd  arms, 

And  o'er  him.  rear'd   a   mound :    the   mountain 

The  daughters  fair  of  Egis*bearing  Jove,  [nymphs, 

Planted  with  elms  around  the  facred  place. 

Seven  brothers  HourifiVd  in  rny  father's  houfe ; 

All  in  one  day  defcended  to  the  (hades, 

All  flain  by  great  Achilles,  fwift  of  foot, 

'Midd  their  white  flieep,  and  heifers  flexile-hoof 'd, 

My  mother,  woody  Hypoplacia's  queen, 

Brought  hither,  numhcr'd  in  the  victor's  fpoils ; 

Till  loos' d  from  bands,  for  gifts  of  mighty  price, 

]By  chafe-delighting  Dian'sdart  fhe  fell, 

Sno.'-e  in  my  father's  houfe  :  But,  Heeler,  thou, 

Thou  ari:  my  fire,  my  hoary  mother  thou, 

My  brother  thou,  thou  hufbancl  of  my  youth  ! 

Ah  pity,  Heftor,  then  !  and  in  this  tow'r 

"Whh  n.-,  remain,  nor  render  by  thy  fall 

Kim  a  fad  orphan,  me  a  widow'd  wife. 

Here  at  this  fig-tree  fcation,  where  the  town 

Is  eafiefl  of  aicent,  and  low  the  walls, 

Here  thrice  the  braved  of  the  foes  have  try'd 

To  pal's  ;  each  Ajav,  brave  Idom>; ' 

Th'  Atridce  too,  and  Tydeir,  warlike  Ton; 

Whether  fome  feer,  iu  divination  ftall'd, 


Prompted  th'  attempt,  or  their  own  valour  dar'd 
To  execute  a  deed,  their  wifdom  plan  'd. 

To  whom  plural-nodding  H  &or  thus  reply'd : 
Thefe,  woman,  are  my  care ;  but  miich  1  fear 
The  Trojan  youth  and  long-go wn'd  Trojan  dam-3, 
If,  coward-like,  1  fhun  afar  the  fight : 
Not  fa  m;r  courage  bids ;  for  !  have  learnt 
Still  to  be  brave,  and  foremod  to  defend 
My  father's  mighty  glories,  and  my  own. 
For  well  I  know,  and  in  my  mind  forefee, 
A  day  will  come,  when  facred  Ilion  finks, 
Old  Priam  perimes,  the  people  too 
Of  Priam  afpen-fpear'd  :   Yet  not  fo  much 
The  woes  the  Trojans  yet  in  after-times 
Mad  undergo,  not  Hecuba  herfelf, 
Nor  princely  Priam,  nor  my  brothers  dear, 
vVho  numerous  and  brave,  have  fall'n  in  duit 
Below  the  boading  foe,  didract  my  foul, 
As  thou  :  Then  when  fans  brazen-coated  Greek, 
In  the  fad  day  of  thy  didrefs  fhall  drag 
Thee  weeping ;  or  in  Argos,  breathing  fad, 
To  fome  imperious  midrefs  handmaid,  thou 
Shalt  weave  the  web,  or  fetch  the  water'    weight 
From  MeiTeis  or  Hyperia's  fprings,  againft 
Thy  will,  but  hard  neceflity  compells. 
Then  fhall  he  fay,  who  fees  thee  funk  in  tears, 
Lo !  Hector's   .ife,  who  far  the  chief  of  all 
The  Trojan  deed  fubduing  race  excell'd 
Who  fought  at  Ilion.     Thus  fhall  they  fay. 
But  thee  new  pangs  fhall  feize  ;  on  thee  fhull  come 
Defire  of  luch  a  hufband,  to  repel 
The  evil  hour  :  but  may  I  low  beneath 
The  monumental  earth  be  laid  to  reft, 
Nor  thy  foft  forrows,  nor  the  melting  voice 
Of  thy  captivity  e'er  reach  my  ear. 

•So  faying,  the  illuftrious  Hector  ftretch'd 
His  hands  to  reach  his  child;  the  child  avcrfc, 
In  the  foft  boibm  of  the  fair  zon'd  nurfe 
Weeping,  fell  Back    abhorrent,  from  his  tire 
Of  warlike  afpedl .  for  he  fear'd  the  Jhine 
Of  armour,  and  the  horfe-hair  horrid  creft 
That  nodded  dreadful  on  the  helmet's  top. 
The  loving  father  fmil'd,  the  mother  frniFd; 
Strait  from  his  head  th'  illudrious  Hector  took 
His  helm,  and  plac'd  it  blazing  on  the  ground ; 
Then  fondled  in  his  arms  his  much-lov'd  fon 
He  took ;  thus  praying  Jove,  and  all  the  gods» 

Jove,  and  ye  other  gods,  grant  this  my  ion, 
Grant  he  may  too  become,  as  I  am  now, 
The  grace  of  Troy,  the  fame  n  martial  flren^th, 
And  rale  his  Ilion  with  a  monarch's  fway  ; 
That  men  may  fay  when  he  returns  from  fight, 
"  This  youth  tranfcends  his  fire  :"   Then  may  he 
The  bloody  fpoils  aloft  of  hodile  chiefs  [bear 

In  battle  flain,  and  joy  his  mother's  heart. 

He  faid  :   and  to  his  much-lov'd  fpouie  reflgn'd 
His  child  ;  fhe,  on  her  fragrant  bofom  lull'd 
Smiling  through  tears,  receiv'd  him  :  at  the  tight, 
Compaflion  touch'd  her  hufbnnd's  heart ;  her  cheek 
With  gentle  blandishment  he  fcroak'd,  and  fpoke: 

O  bed  beloved  !  oh  faddrii  not  thy  heart 
With  grief  beyond  due  bounds :   I  truf^,  no  hand 
Shall  fend  me  down  to  fhades  obfcure,  before 
My  day  of  doom  decreed  ;  for  well  I  wee  n 
No  man  of  mortal  men  efcapes  from  death, 
Fearful  or  bold :   whoe'er  is  born  mud  die. 
But  thou  returning  to  thy  home,  attend 
The  ip indie  and  the  loom,  thy  peaceful  cares, 
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And  call  thy  duteous  maidens  round  to  (hare 
Their  taflo  by  thec  a  Hi  m'd  ]  for  war  belongs 
To  men,  and  chief  to  me,  of  Ilion's  foris. 

Thi*  laid,  iiluftrious  Heel  or  feiz'd  his  helm, 
And  to  her  home  return'd  his  much  lov'd  fpoufe, 
Oft  looking  back,  and  fhedding  tears  profuie. 
Thenfuddenat  the  lofty  dome  arriv'd, 
With  cha-nbers  fair  adorn'd,  where  Heftor  dwelt, 
The  godlike  Hedtor !  1'here  again  Ihe  wept ! 
In  his  own  houfe  the  living  Hector  wept ; 
For  now  foreboding  in  their  fears,  no  more 
They  hop'd  to  meet  him  with  returning  ftep 
From  battle  'fcap'd  the  rage  and  force  of  Greece. 

FIRST  SCENE  OF  THE  PHILOCTETES  OF 
SOPHOCLES. 

[ULYSSES  SPEAKS.] 

SON  rif  Achilles !  brave  Neoptolemus, 

You  tread  the  coaft  of  fea-furrounded  Lemnos, 

Where  never  mortal  yet  his  dwelling'  rear'd. 

Here,  in  obedience  to  the  Grecian  chL-fs, 

I  erft  cxpos'd  the  fon  of  noble  Prcan, 

Confuming  with  his  wounds,  and  wafting  Cow 

In  painful  agonies;  wild  from  defnak, 

He  fill'd  the  camp  with  lamentations  loud, 

And  execrations  dire:   No  pure  lib-idon, 

No  holy  facrifice  could  to  the  gods 

Be  ofFer'd  up  :  ill-omen'd  founds  of  woe 

Prof.m'd  the  facred  rites  :   Bat  this  no  more — 

Should  he  difcover  my  return,  'twere  vain 

The  plan  my  wakeful  induftry  has  wove, 

Back  to  reftore  yet  to  the  aid  of  Greece 

This  moft  important  chief.  'Tis  thine,  brave  youth, 

To  ripen  into  deed,  what  I  propofe. 

Caft  round  thy  eyes,  if  thou  by  chance  may'ft  find 

The  double  rock,  where  from  the  winter's  cold 

He  fkrouds  his  limbs,  cr  when  the  fummer  glows 

Amid  the  cool,  the  zephyrs  gentle  breath 

Lulls  him  to  his  repofe ;  fail  on  the  left 

Flows  a  frefa  fourftain  ;  if  the  hero  fees 

This  living  light,  one  of  the  attendant  train 

Speed  with  the  hour  to  glad  my  liil'ning  ears, 

If  in  that  favage  haunt  he  harbours  yet, 

Or  in  fome  other  corner  cf  this  Lie  ; 

Then  farther  I'll  difclofe,  what  chief  imports 

Our  prefent  needs,  and  claims  our  common  care. 


EPISODE  OF  LAUSUS  AND  MEZENT1US. 

FROM  THE   X.  BOOK  OF  VIXGlL's  .2ENEIS. 
Beginning  line  689.      IVrittfn  In  ths  year  1719. 

Now  Jove  inflames  Mezentins  great  in  arms, 

His  ardour  roufes,  and  his  courage  warms  ; 

Fir'd  by  the  god,  to  Turnus  he  fucceeds ; 

Beneath  his  arm  the  Trojan  battle  bleeds  ; 

The  Tufcan  troops  invade  their  common  foe, 

Alike  in  hate  their  kindling  bofoms  glow 

Fierce  to  deftroy,  on  him  alone  they  pour 

Darts  following  darts,  a  thick  continii'd  iliow'r : 

But  he  undaunted,  all  the  ftorm  fuftains, 

And  fcorns  th'  united  fury  of  the  plains ; 

As  lomc  huge  rock  high  tow'ring  'midll  the  waves, 

Of  feas  and  ikies  the  mingling  tumult  braves, 

On  its  eternal  bafis  fix'd  is  fonrid, 

Though  tempefb  rage,  and  oceans  foam  around. 


Firft  by  his  arm  unhappy  Hebrus  bled, 
Thj  iffue  of  fam'd  Dolicaon's  bad  ; 
Then  Latagus  fubmits  to  fate,  hi;  way 
Advci'ic  he  took,  the  chief  with  furious  fway 
Uprear'd  a  pond'rous  rock,  the  fhatter'd  brain 
Confus'd  with  blood  and   gore,    o'erfpreads  the 
At  flying  Palmus  next  his  dart  he  threw,      [plain. 
The  fpeedy  dart  o'ertook  him  as  he  flew, 
Full  in  the  ham  he  feels  the  fmarting  wound, 
Left  by  the  viclor  grov'iing  on  the  ground :     . 
His  arms  furround  his  Laufus*  manly  bread, 
The  waving-  plume  adorns  his  fhining  creft : 
Evas  and  Mimas,  both  of  Trojan  ieed, 
By  the  fame  arm  were  mingled  with  the  dead ; 
Mimas,  companion  of  the  youthful  cares 
Of  Paris,  and  the  equal  of  his  years :  [queen 

For,   big   with    fancy'd    flames,    when   Phrygia's 
Brought  forth  the  caufe  of  woes,  but  ill  forefeea  ; 
T'extend  his  blooming  race,  that  felWame  night 
The  fpoufe  of  Aarycus,  Theano  bright;, 
That  night  fo  fatal  to  the  peace  of  Troy, 
BleR  her  lov'd  hufband  with  a  parent's  joy: 
But  fite  to  diff 'rent  lands  their  deaths  decreed, 
This  in  his  father's  town  was  dooni'd  to  bleed ; 
Unthinking  Mimas,  by  Mesentii;s  flain, 
Now  rolls  hb  carcale  o'er  the  Latian  plain. 
And  as  a  tufky  boar,  whom  dogs  invade, 
Of  Vcfulus  bred  in  the  piny  {hade, 
Or  near  Laurentia's  lake,  with  foreil  maH;, 
His  feafts  obfcene  fupply'd  in  wild  repaft ; 
Rous'd  from  his  favage  haunt,  a  deep  retreat, 
A  length  of  years  his  unmolefled  feat  -, 
\Vhen  once  in  toils  enclos'd  no  flight  appears, 
Turns  fudden,  foaming  fierce,  his  brjfcics  rears; 
All  fafc  at  diftance  {land,  and  none  is  found, 
Whole  valour  dares  infli&  a  nearer  wound  : 
Dreadltls  meanwhile,  to  ev'ry  fide  he  turns, 
His  teeth  he  gnafhes,  and  with  rage  he  burns  j 
Th'  united  vengeance  of  the  field  derides, 
A  foreft  rattles  as  he  lhakes  his  fides : 
So  fare  the  Tufcan  troops ;  with  noify  rage, 
And  fnouts,  in  the  mixt  tumult  they  engage: 
All  from  afar  their  mifiive  weapons  throw, 
Fearful  in  equal  arms  to  meet  the  foe. 
Next,  'Grecian  Acron  ruih'd  into  the  plain, 
Who  came  from  Coritus's  ancient  reign  : 
Kiih  thirft  cf  fame  to  warlike  dangers  led, 
The  joys  untafred  of  the  bridal  bed  ; 
From  far  Mezentius  ey'd  him  with  delight, 
In  arms  refulgent,  as  he  mix'd  in  fight ; 
Full  o'er  his  breaft,  in  gold  and.  purple  known, 
The  tokens  of  his  love  confpicuous  fholie. 
Then,  as  a  lion  thirfting  after  blcod, 
(For  him  perfuades  the  keen  defire  of  food,) 
If,  or  a  friflcing  goat  he  chance  to  view, 
Or  branching  ftag,  that  leads  the  ftately  crew  ; 
Rejoicv°s,  gaping  wide,  he  makes  his  way, 
Furious,  and  clings  incumbent  on  tlie  prey, 
That  helplefs  pants  beneath  his  hc-rrid  paws, 
The  blood  o'erflowing,  laves  his  greedy  jaws: 
So  keen  Mezentius  ruihes  on  each  fee; 
Unhappy  Acron  links  beneath  bis  Mow, 
Mad  in  the  pangs  of  death,  he  fpun>;  the  ground. 
The  blood  diftains  the  broken  fpear  around  : 
Then  fled  Orodes  fhameful  from  the  liri-  ; 
The  vidlor  fcorn'd  th'  advantage  of  his  f 
But  fir'd  with  rage,  thro'  ck:-;vir:g  ranks  'uc  :aa? 
And  face  to  face  oppos'd,  and  man  to  n. 
F  f  ij 
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Not:  guileful  from  behind  his  fpear  to  throw, 
A  \tound  unfeen,  but  flrikes  an  adverfe  blow. 
Then  with  his  foot  his  dying  foe  he  prefs'd, 
Lean'd  on  his  launce,  and  thus  his  friends  addrefs'd: 
l.o  !  where  Orcdes  gafps  upon  the  fand, 
His  death  was  due  to  this  victorious  hand, 
Large  portion  of  the  war  !  Exulting  cries 
Afcend  amain,  and  ring  along-  the  Ikies. 
To  whom  the  vanquifh'd  with  imperfect  found, 
All  weak,  and  faint,  and  dying  of  the  wound  ; 
Nor  long  my  gholt  ihall  unreveng'd  repine^ 
Nor  long  the  triumph  of  my  fall  be  thine ; 
Thee,  equal  fates,  infultinr  man,  remain  ; 
Thee,  death  yet  waits,  ana  this  the  fatal  plain. 
Him,  as  he  roll'd  in  death,  Mezentius'fpy'd, 
He  fmil'd  fevere,  and  thus  contemptuous  cry'd  : 
l)ie  thoa  the  fhTc ;  as  he  thinks  fit,  for  me, 
The  fire  of  heav'n  and  earth,  let  Jove  decree. 
He  faid  :  and  piill'd  the  weapon  from  the  wound ; 
The  purple  life  ebb'd  out  upon  the  ground : 
Death's  clay-cold  hand  fhut  up  the  finking  light, 
And  o'er  his  clofing  eyes  drew  the  dark  mift  of 

By  Caedicus'  great  arm  Alcathous  fell ;      [night. 
Facrator  fent  Hydafpes  down  to  hell : 
Parthenius  dies,  by  Rapo  (lain  in  fight; 
And  Orfes  vaft,  of  more  than  mortal  might. 
Next  funk  two  warriors,  Clonius  the  divine, 
And  Ericetes  of  Lycaon's  line  ; 
The  iffue  of  the  god,  their  deaths  renown'd, 
"Whole  forked  trident  rules  the  deep  profound. 
Kis  courfer  imobedient  to  the  rein, 
Great  Ericetes  tumbled  to  the  plain. 
Prone  as  he  lay,  fvvift  fled  the  thirity  dart, 
/Mid  found  the  mortal  paflage  to  his  heart. 
Then  lights  the  victor  from  his  lofty  fteed, 
And  foot  to  foot  engag'cl  made  Cloniu?  bleed. 
Then  Lycian  Agis,  boaflful  of  his  might, 
Frovok'd  the  braveft  foe  to  fmgle  light ; 
H'm  boldly  Tufcan  Valerus  aflail'd, 
And  in  the  virtues  of  his  fire  prevail'd. 
By  Salius'  arm  the  fwift  Antroniusbkd  ; 
Nealces  javelin  frruck  the  victor  dead  ; 
Xealces,  flciii'd  the  founding  dart  to  throw, 
And  wing  the  treach'rous  arrow  to  the  foe. 
Mars,  raging-  god,  undftern!  the  war  confounds; 
Equals  the  victor's  fhouts,  and  dying  founds. 
Encount'ring  various  on  th'  imbattl'd  field, 
Now  fierce  they  ruin,  now  fierce  retreating,  yield. 
With  equal  ragd,  each  adverfe  battle  glows, 
Nor  flight  is  known  to  thefe,  nor  known  to  thofe. 
Tyfiphone  enjoys  the  direful  fight 
Pale,  furious,  fell !  and  dorms  arnidft  the  fight. 
The  gods,  from  Jove's  immortal  dome  furvey 
Each  army  toiling,  through  the  dreadful  d-ay  ; 
With  tender  pity  touch'd,  lament  the  pain, 
That  human  life  is  deftin'd  to  fuilain. 
On  either  fide  two  deities  are  feen  ; 
Jove's  awful  confort,  and  foft  beauty's  queen  : 
The  wife  of  Jove  the  conqu'ror's  palm  implores, 
Soft  beauty's  qu  en  her  Trojans'  lofs  deplores. 

Again,  his  jav'iin  huge,  Mezentius  wields, 
Again  turrralt  ous  he  invades  the  fields. 
Large  as  Orion,  when  the  giant  fhalks, 
A  bulk  imrp.cnfe  !  through  Nereus  midrrioft  walks; 

re  .':•-  ci-.'iivcs  his  way  ;  (he  billows  braves, 
His  fm'wy  fnovldrrs  tow'r  above  the  waves  ; 
B  raring  an  aih,  increas'd  in  ftfength  with  years, 
Tha*  huge  'tipoii  th?  mountr.in'y  height  av 


He  ftrides  along,  each  flcp  the  earth  divides  j 

In  clouds  obfcure  his  lofty  head  refides  : 

In  ftature  huge,  amidft  the  war's  alarms, 

Such  fhone  the  tyrant  in  gigantic  arms. 

Him  as  exulting  in  the  ranks  he  ftood, 

At  diftance  feen,  and  rioting  in  blood, 

./Eneas  haftes  to  meet ;  in  all  his  might 

He  Hands  collected,  and  awaits  the  fight : 

Firft  meafuring,  as  he  ftood  in  act  to  throw, 

With  nice  furvey,  the  diftance  of  his  foe  : 

This  arm,  this  fpear,  he  cry'd,  afiert  my  might;' 

Theft  are  my  gods,  and  thefe  afiifl  in  fight : 

His  armour  from  the  boaftful  robber  won, 

Shall  tow'r  a  trophy  to  my  conq'ring  fon. 

He  faid  ;  and  flings  the  dart  with  dreadful  force  } 

The  dart  drove  on  unerring  from  the  courfe  ; 

It  reach'd  the  Ihield,  the  fhield  the  blow  repell'd  i 

Nor  fell  the  jav'iin  guiltlefs  on  the  field  ; 

But  piercing  'twixt  the  fide  and  bowels,  tore 

The  fam'd  Anthores,  and  deep  drank  the  gore : 

He,  in  his  lufky  years,  from  Argos  fent, 

With  fam'd  Alcides,  on  his  labours  went : 

Tir'd  with  his  toils,  a  length  of  woes  o'erpaft, 

In  the  Evandrian  realm  he  fix'd  at  laft : 

Call'd  back  again  to  war,  where  glory  calls, 

Unhappy,  by  a  death  unmeant,  he  falls  : 

To  heav'n  his  mournful  eyes,  the  dying  throws: 

In  his  laft  thoughts  his  native  Argos  rofe. 

Straight  then,  his  beaming  lance  the  Trojan  threw 5 

Swift  biffing  on  the  wind  the  weapon  flew  ; 

The  plates  of  threefold  brafs  were  forc'd  to  yield; 

And  three  bull's  hides  that  bound  the  folid  fhield : 

Deep  in  his  lower  groin,  an  arm  fo  ftrong, 

Drove  the  fharp  point,   but  brought   not  death 

Then  joyful  as  the  Trojan  hero  fpy'd  [along. 

The  fpouting  blood  pour  down  his  wounded  fide, 

Like  lightning,  from  his  thigh  his  fword  he  drew, 

And  furious  on  th'  aftonifh'd  warrior  flew. 

As  Laufus  faw,  full  fore  he  heav'd  the  figh  ; 
The  ready  tear  flood  trembling  in  his  eye  : 
His  father's  danger  touch'd  the  youthful  chief : 
With  pious  hafle  he  ran  to  his  relief. 
Nor  fhak  thou  fink  unnoted  to  the  tomb, 
Unfung  thy  noble  deed,  and  early  doom : 
If  future  times  to  fuch  a  deed  will  give 
Their  faith,  to  future  times  thy  name  fhall  live. 
Difabled,  trembling  for  a  death  fo  near, 
The  father  flow-receding,  drags  the  fpear : 
juft  in  that  moment,  as  fufpended  high 
The  flaming  fword  fhone  adverfe  to  the  fky, 
The  daring  youth  rulh'd  in,  and  fronts  the  foe, 
And  from  his  father  turns  th'  impending  blow. 
His  friends,  with  joyful  fliouts,  reply  around ; 
Through  all  their  echoes,  all  the  hills  refound  ; 
As  wond'ring  they  beheld  the  wounded  fire, 
Protected  by  the  fon,  from  fight  retire. 
A  dark'ning  flight  of  finging  fhafts  annoy, 
From  ev'ry  quarter  pour'd,  the  Prince  of  Troy  : 
He  Hands  againft  the  fury  of  the  field, 
And  rages,  cover'd  with  his  mighty  fhield. 
And  as  when  ftormy  winds  encount'ring  loud, 
Euril  with  rude  violence  the  bellowing  cloud, 
Precipitate  to  earth,  the  tempeft  pours 
The  vexing  hailftones  thick  in  founding  fhow'rs: 
The  delug'd  plains  then  ev'ry  plowman  flies, 
And  ev'ry  hind,  and  trav'ller  fhelter'd  lies ; 
Or,  when  the  rock  high  over-arch' d  impends, 
Ofj  when  the  river's  fhelving  bank  defends  j 
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That,  pow'rful  o'er  the  ftorm,  when  bright  the  ray 

Shines  forth,  they  each  may  exercife  the  day. 

Loud  {bunds  the  gather'd  ftorm  o'er  all  the  field 

The  cloud  of  war  pours  thund'ring  on  his  fhield. 

Yet  ftill  he  £ry'd  with  friendly  care  to  fave 

Th*  unhappy  youth,  unfortunately  brave. 

Ah !  whither  doft  thou  urge  thy  fatal  courfe, 

In  daring  deeds !  unequal  to  thy  force  ? 

Too  pious  in  thy  love,  thy  love  betrays ; 

Norfuchthe  vigour  crowns  thy  youthful  days. 

Not  thus  advis'd  the  youth  ftill  fronts  the  foe 

Exulting,  and  provokes  the  ling'ring  blow  : 

For  now,  his  martial  bofom  all  on  fire, 

The  Trojan  leader's  tide  of  rage  fwell'd  higher  ; 

For  now,  the  fitters  view'd  the  fatal  ftrife, 

And  wound  up  the  laft  threads  of  Laufus'  life  : 

Deep  plung'd  the  fhining  falchion  in  his  breaft, 

Pierc'd  his  thin  armour,  and  embroider'd  veft, 

That,  rich  in  ductile  gold,  his  mother  wove 

With  her  own  hands,  the  witnefs  of  her  love. 

His  breaft  was  fill'd  with  blood;  then,  fad  and  flow 

Through  air  refolv'd,  the  fpirit  fled  below  : 

As  ghaftly  pale,  the  chief  the  dying  ipy'd, 

His  hands  he  ftretch'd  to  heav'n,  and  pitying  figh'd; 

His  fire  Anchifes  rofe  an  image  dear 

Sad  in  his  foul,  and  forc'd  the  tender  tear. 

"What  praife,  O  youth  !  unhappy  in  thy  fate, 

What  can  ./Eneas  yield  to  worth  fo  great  ? 

Worth,  that  diftinguilh'd  in  thy  deed  appears, 

Ripe  in  thy  youth,  and  early  in  thy  years : 

Thy  arms,  once  pleafmg  objedb  of  thy  care, 

Inviolate  from  hoftile  fpoil  I  fpare  ; 

Thy  breathlefs  body  on  thy  friends  beftow, 

To  mitigate  thy  penfive  fpirit's  woe, 

If  ought  below  the  feparate  foul  can  move, 

Solicitous  of  what  is  done  above  ; 

(Yet  in  the  grave,  perhaps,  from  ev'ry  care 

Releas'd,  nor  knowledge,  nor  device  is  there;) 

That,  gather'd  to  thy  fires,  thy  friends  may  mourn 

Thy  haplefs  fall,  and  dull  to  duft  return  : 

This  be  thy  folace  in  the  world  below, 

'Twas  I  the  great  ./Eneas  ftruck  the  blow. 

He  faid  ;  and  beck'ning,  chides  his  friends  delay  ; 

And  pious  to  affift,  direcls  the  way, 

To  rear  him  from  the  ground,  with  friendly  care ; 

Difhonour'd  foul  with  blood,  his  comely  hair. 

The  wretched  father  now,  by  Tyber  fhore 
Wafh'd  from  hisftreaming  thigh,  the  crimfon  gore : 
Pain'd  with  his  wound,  and  weary  from  the  fight, 
A  tree's  broad  trunk  fupports  his  drooping  weight : 
A  bough,  his  helmet  beaming  far,  fullains  : 
His  heavier  armour  reft  along  the  plains. 
Panting,  and  fick,  his  body  downward  bends, 
And  to  his  breaft  his  length  of  beard  defcends ; 
He  leans  his  careful  head  upon  his  hand  ; 
Around  him  wait  a  melancholy  band  : 
Much  of  his  Laufus  afks,  and  many  fent, 
To  warn  him  back,  a  father's  kind  intent : 
How  vainly  lent !  for  breathlefs  from  the  field 
They  bear  the  youth,  extended  on  his  fhield  ; 
Loud  wailing,  mourn'dhim  flain  in  early  bloom, 
Mighty,  and  by  a  mighty  wound  o'er  come. 

Far  off  the  founds  of  wee  the  father  hears; 
He  trembles  in  the  forelight  of  his  fears : 
With  duft  the  hoary  honours  of  his  head 
Sad,  he  deforms,  and  cleaves  into  the  dead. 
Then  both  his  hands  to  heav'n  aloft  he  fpread  ; 
And  thus,  in  fulhiefs  of  his  ibrrows,  faid  ; 


Dould  then  this  luft  of  life  fo  warp  my  mind, 
That  I  could  think  of  leaving  thee  behind 
Whom  I  begot,  unhappy  in  my  ftead 
To  meet  the  warrior,  and  for  me  to  bleed  ? 

w  fate  fevere  has  ftruck  too  deep  a  blow, 
Now  firft  I  feel  a  wretched  exile's  woe. 
And  is  it  thus  I  draw  this  wretched  breath, 
Sav'd  by  thy  wound,  and  living  by  thy  death  ? 
[  too,  my  fon,  with  horrid  guilt  profan'd 
Thy  facred  virtues,  and  their  luftre  ftain'd  : 
Outcaft,  abandon'd  by  the  care  of  heav'n, 
From  empire,  and  paternal  fceptres  driv'n, 
My  people's  hatred,  and  infuitingfcorn, 
The  merit  of  my  crimes,  I've  juftly  borne  : 
To  thoufand  deaths  this  wicked  foul  could  give, 
Since  now  'tis  crime  enough  that  1  can  live, 
Can  yet  fuftain  the  light,  and  human  race, 
Wretch'd  as  I  am: — but  ftiort  fhall  be  the  fpace. 
He  faid;  and  as  he  faid,  he  rear'd  from  ground 
His  fainting  limbs,  yet  ftagg'ring  from  the  wound: 
But  whole  and  undiminifh'd  ftili  remains 
His  ftrength  of  foul,  unbroke  with  toil  and  pains. 
He  calls  his  fteed,  fuccefsful  from  each  figh:, 
With  whom  he  march'd,  his  glory  and  delight ; 
With  words  like  thefe  his  confcious  fteed  addrefs'd, 
That  mcurn'd,  as  with  his  mafter's  ills  opprelVd : 
Rhcebus,  we  long  have  liv'd  in  arms  ccmbin'c!, 
(If  long  the  frail  poflefllons  of  mankind ;) 
This  day  thou  fhait  bring  back,  to  crown  onr  toils, 
The  Trojan  hero's  head,  and  glitt'rmg  fpoils 
Torn  from  the  bloody  man  !  with  me  fhalt  take 
A  dear  revenge,  for  murder'd  Laufus'  fake  . 
If  ftrength  fhall  fail  to  ope  the  deftin'd  way, 
Together  fall,  and  prefs  the  Latian  clay; 
For,  after  me,  1  truft  thou  wilt  difdain 
A  Trojan  leader,  and  an  alien  rein. 
He  faid.     The  fteed  receives  his  wonted  weight, 
The  tyrant  arm'd,  and  furious  for  the  fight : 
His  blazing  helmet,  formidably  grac'd 
With  nodding  hcrfe-hair  bright'ning  o'er  the  creft : 
With  deathful  jav'lins  next  he  fills  his  hands  ; 
And  fpurs  his  fteed,  and  feeks  the  fighting  bands  ; 
Grief  mix'd  with  madncfs,  fhame  of  former  flight, 
And  love  by  rage  inflam'd  to  defp'rate  height, 
And  confcious  knowledge  of  his  valour  wrought 
Fierce  in  his  breaft,  and  boil'd  in  ev'ry  thought. 
He  calls  .ffineas  thrice  :  Tfineas  heard 
The  welcome  lound;  and  thus  his  pray'r  prcfrrr\f, 
May  Jove,  fuprcme  of  gods,  who  rules  on  high  I 
And  he,  to  whom  'tis  giv'n  to  rule  the  fky, 
Far  fhooting  king !  infpire  thee  to  draw  near 
S\yift  to  thy  fate,  and  grant  thee  to  my  fpear. 
But  he  : — My  Laufus  ravifh'd  from  my  fight, 
Me,  with  vain  words,  O  !  cruel,  would1!*  affright ; 
With  age,  with  watchings,  arid  with  labours  worn, 
Death  is  below  my  fear,  and  God  I  fccrnl 
I  come  refolv'd  to  die ;  but,  ere  1  go, 
Receive  this  dart    the  prefent  of  a  foe. 
He  faid :  the  jav'lin  hifs'd  along  the  ikies  ; 
Another  after,  and  another  flic's; 
Thick,  and  inceflant,  as  he  rides  the  field ; 
Still  all  the  ftorm  fuftains  the  golden  Ihicld, 
Firm,  as  ./Eneas  ftood:  thrice  rode  he  round. 
Urging  his  darts,  the  compafs  of  the  ground:    ' 
Thrice  v/heei'd  JEueas;  thrice  his  buckler  bears 
About,  a  brazen  wood 
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Much  pond'ring  in  his  mind  the  chief  revolv'd 
Each  riling  thought ;  at  laft  he  fprings  refolv'd  : 
Full  at  the  warrior  ileed,  the  hcftile  wood   [blood. 
He  threw,  that  pierc'd  his  hrain,  and  drank  the 
Stung  with  the  pain,  the  fteed  up-rear'd  on  high 
His  founding  hoofs,  and  lafh'd  the  yielding  iky  : 
Frone  fell  the  warrior  from  his  lofty  height ; 
His  fhoulders  broad  rcceiv'd  the  courfer's  weight. 
From  hoft  to  hoft  the  mingling  fhcuts  rebound, 
Deep  echoing  all  in  fire  the  heav'ns  refound  ; 
Unfheath'd  his  flaming  blade,  jEneas  flies, 
And  thus  addrefs'd  the  warrior  as  he  lies : 
Say,  where  is  now  Mezentiuc  great,  and  bold, 
That  haughty  fpirit,  fierce,  and  uncontroui'd  ? 
To  wrhom  the  Tufcan,  with  recover' d  breath, 
As  faint  he  viev/d  the  ikies,  recall'd  from  death  : 
Doft  thou  the  ftroke,  infuhing  man  !  delay  ? 
Hafcc  !  let  thy  vengeance  take  its  deflin'd  way  : 
Death  never  can  difgrace  the  warrior's  fame 
Who  dies  in  fight ;  nor  conqueft  was  my  aim : 
Slain  favage  !  by  thy  hand  in  glorious  ftrife, 
Not  fo  my  JLauius  bargain'd  fqr  my  life  : 
Depriv'd  of  him,  fole  object  of  my  love, 
I  fcek  to  die  ;•— -for  joy  is  none  above. 
Yet,  piteous  of  my  fate,  this  grace  allow, 
If  phy  to  the  vanquifh'd  foe  be  clue, 
Suffer  my  friends  my  gatber'd  bones  to  burn, 
And  decent  lay  me  in  the  funeral  urn  : 
Full  well  I  know  my  people's  hate,  decreed 
Againft  the  living,  will  purfuc  the  dead  ; 
My  breathlefs  body  from  their  fury  fave, 
And  grant  my  fon  the  partner  of  my  grave. 
He  fa  id, 'and  ftedfaft  cy'd  the  viclor  foe. 
Then  gave  his  breail  undaunted  to  the  blow. 
The  rufhing  blood  diftain'd  his  arms  around  ; 
The  foul  indignant  fought  the  fhades  profound. 

KING  LEAR'S  SPEF-CH  TO  EDGAR, 

TAKING  A  VIEW  OF  MAN   FROM  THE   SIDE   OF  HJS 
MISERIES. 

Is  man  no  more  than  this  ?  Confider  him,  well. 
Thou  ow'ft  the  worm  no  filk,  the  beaft  no  hide, 
the  fheep  no  wool,  the  cat  no  perfume.  Ha  ! 
here's  three  of  us  are  fophifticated.  Thou  art 
the  thing  itfdf;  unaccommodated  man  is  no 
more  but  fuch  a  poor,  bare,  forked  animal  as 
thou  art.  Off,  off,  you  lending^ ;  come  unbut 
ton  here.  SIIAKSPEARE. 

SEE  where  the  folitary  creature  {lands, 
Such  as  he  iffued  out  of  nature's  hands  ; 
No  hopes  he  knows,  no  fears,  no  joys,  no  cares, 
Nor  pleafure's  poifon,  nor  ambition's  fnares  ; 
But  fhare?,  from  felf-forg'd  chains  cf  life  releaft, 
The  foreft  kingdom  with  his  fellow  beaft. 
Yes,  all  we  fee  cf  thee  is  nature's  part ; 
Thou  art  the  creature's  felf  ;• — the  reft  is  art. 
For  thee,  the  fkilfnl  worm  of  fpccicus  hue. 
No  finning  threads  of  duciile  radiance  drew  ; 
For  thee  jio  fun  the  rip'ning  gem  refin'd ; 
No  bleeting  innocence  the  fleece  refign'd  : 
The  hand  of  luxury  ne'er  taught  to  pour 
O'er  thy  feint-limbs,  the  oil's  refreshing  fhow'r  : 

f  d  the  flinty  rock ;  his  drink,  his  food, 
The  running  brook,  and  berries  of  the  wood. 
"Whr.t  have  we  added  to  this  plain  account  ? 

1  ucns  ?  vvhat  defzrcs :  a  hrge  rfnj.cv.ct ! 
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Dloth'd,  fed,  warm'd,  cool'd,  each  by  his  brother's 
We  live  upon  the  wide  creation's  fpoil.  [toil, 

it,  monarch,  quit  thy  vain  fuperfluous  pride  ; 
Lay  all  thy  foreign  ornaments  a  fide  : 
Bid  art  no  more  its  fpurious  gifts  limply  ; 
Be  man,  mere  man;  thirft,  hungcr3  grieve,  and  die 

TO  A  SWALLOW, 

FROM  ANACREON. 

MALICIOUS  bird!  what  punifhment, 
Due  to  thy  crimes,  can  love  invent  ? 
Or  clip  thy  wings,  or  cut  thy  tongue, 
And  fpoil  thy  flight,  and  future  fong  ; 
That  thus,  unfcafonable  gueft, 
Thou  dar'ft  difturb  a  lover's  reft, 
And  tear  the  maid,  profuie  of  charms, 
My  fair  Marja,  from  my  arms. 

TO  A  DOVE. 

FROM  ANACREON. 

SAY,  beauteous  dove,  where  doft  thou  fly  I 
To  what  new  quarter  of  the  iky 
Doft  thou  with  filken  plumes  repair, 
To  fcent  with  fweets  the  ambient  air  ? 
Stay,  gentle  bird,  nor  thou  fefufe 
To  bear  along  a  lover's  vows. 

O  tell  the  maid,  of  me  belov'd, 
O  tell  how  confiant  I  have  prov'd  ; 
How  fhe  to  me  all  nymphs  excell'd, 
The  firft  my  eyes  with  joy  beheld  ; 
And  fince  fhe  treats  me  with  difdain, 
The  firit  my  eyes  beheld  with  pain. 
Yet  whether,  to  my  wifhes  kind, 
She  hear  my  pray'r  with  gracious  mind? 
Or,  unrelenting  of  her  will, 
Her  hot  difpler.fure  kindle  ftill, 
I,  in  her  beauty's  chains  bound  faft, 
Shall  view  her  with  indiff  rence  laft. 
Fly  fwift,  my  dove,  and  fwift  return 
With  anfwer  back  to  thofe  that  mourn : 

0  !  in  thy  bill,  bring  foft  and  calm 
A  branch  of  filver-flow'ring  palm. 
But,  why  fhrould  1  thy  flight  xlelay  ? 
Go  fleet,  my  herald,  ipeed  away, 

THE  XIX.  ODE  OF  ANACREON. 

FAIR  Nipbe,  old  times  furvey'd, 
In  Phrygian  hills,  a  marble  maid. 
Chang'd  Pandion  !  to  the  fwallow's  hue, 
On  fwallow's  wings  thy  daughter  flew. 

But  I  a  looking-glafs  would  be, 
That  thou  might'if  fee  thyfclf  in  me. 
No  ;  I  would  be  a  morning  gown, 
That  fo  my  dear  might  be  put  on. 
But  I  a  filver  dream  would  flow, 
To  waft  thy  fkin,  as  pure  as  Inow. 

1  would  myfelf  in  ointment  pour, 

To  blithe  thee  v,  ith  the  fragrant  fhow'r.. 
But  I  would  be  thy  tucker  made, 
Thy  lovely  fweiiing  bofom's  fhade. 
1  would,  a  diamond  necklace,  deck 
The  comely  rifing  of  thy  neck. 
I  would  thy  ilender  feet  enclofe, 
Tc  trer.d  ca  ir"  trsuclvnu'd  te  ih 
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THE  XXI.  ODE  OF  ANACREON. 
FILL  with  Bacchus'  bleffmgs  fraught, 
Yc  virgins,  fill  a  mighty  draught . 
Long  (ince  dry'd  up  hy  heat,  1  faint, 
I  fcarcely  breathe,  and  feverifh  pant. 

O  !  with  thefe  frefher  flow'rs,  renew 
The  fading  garland,  on  my  brow, 
For,  oh  !  my  forehead's  raging  heat 
Has  rifled  all  their  graces  fweet ; 
The  rage  of  third  I  yet  can  quell, 
The  rage  of  heat  I  can  repell ; 
But,  love,  thy  heat  which  burns  my  foul, 
What  draughts  can  quench  ?  what  fhades  can  cool  ? 

THE  XXII.  ODE  OF  ANACREON. 

COMF,  fit  beneath  this  fhade  with  me, 
My  lovely  maid,  how  fair  the  tree  ! 
Its  te  der  branches  wide  prevail, 
Obedient  to  each  breathing  gale  ; 
Summer's  loom  induftricus  weaves, 
In  mazy  veins  the  filken  leaves, 
Soft  as  the  milky  veins  1  view, 
O'er  thy  fair  breaft  rneand'ring  blue  ; 
Hard  by  a  fount  with  murm'ring  noife 
Runs  a  fweet  perfuafive  voice ; 
What  lover,  fay,  my  lovely  maid, 
So  ioolifh  as  to  pafs  this  fhade  ? 

BY  various  youths  admir'd,  by  all  approved, 
By  many  fought,  by  one  fincerely  lov'd, 
Chief  of  Edina's  fair  I  flourifh'd  long, 
Fi.il  in  the  dance,  the  vifit,  and  the  fong  ; 
Beauty,  good  nature,  in  my  form  combin'd, 
My  body  one  adorn'd,  and  one  my  mind. 
When  youthful  years,  a  foe  to  lonely  nights, 
Impells  young  hearts  to  Hymen's  chafte  delights, 
!  view'd  th'  admiring  train  with  equal  eye, 
True  to  each  hope,  and  faithful  to  each  figh  : 
The  happy  hours  of  admiration  paft, 
The  hand  of  nuptial  love  was  giv'n  at  laft  ; 
Not  to  the  faithful  youth  my  charms  infpir'd 
Nor  thofe  who  fought  my  charms,  nor  who  ad- 
He  not  preferr'd  for  merit,  wit,  or  fenfe,    [mir'd  ; 
Not  choi'e,  but  fuffer  with  indifference, 
Who  neither  knew  to  love,  or  be  belov'd, 
Approv'd  me  not,  and  juft  not  difapprov'd, 
]Nor  warmth  pretended,  nor  affedtion  fliow'd  ; 
Alk'd,  not  implor'd  ;  I  yielded,  not  beftow'd  : 
Without  or  hopes,  or  fears,  I  join'd  his  fide, 
His  miftrefs  neyer,  and  but  fcarce  his  bride. 
No  joys  at  home,  abroad  was  only  fhow  ; 
I  neither  gain'd  a  friend,  nor  loft  a  foe ; 
For,  loft  alike  to  pleafure,  love,  and  fame, 
My  perfon  he  enjoys,  and  I  his  name. 
Yet  patient  dill  I  lead  my  anxious  life, 
Pleas'd  that  I'm  call'd  my  formal  hufband's  wife. 

LOVE  TURNED  TO  DESPAIR. 

'Tis  paft  !  the  pangs  of  love  are  paft, 

I  love,  I  love  no  more  ; 
Yet  who  would  think  I  am  at  laft 

More*  wretched  than  before  ? 
How  blefs'd,  when  firft  my  heart  was  freed 

From  love's  tormenting  care, 
If  cold  indiff  'rence  did  fucceed, 

Inftcad  of  fierce  defpair  ? 


But  ah  !  how  ill  is  he  releas'd, 

Though  losre  a  tyrant  reigns, 
When  the  fucceffor  in  his  brea£l 

Redoubles  all  his  pains : 
In  vain  attempts  the  woeful  wight, 

That  would  defpair  remove, 
Its  little  finger  has  more  weight, 

Than  all  the  loins  of  love  : 
Thus  the  poor  wretch  that  left  his  dome, 

With  fpirit  foul  accurft, 
Found  fev'n,  returning  late,  at  home 

More  dreadful  than  the  firft. 
Well  hop'd  I  once  that  conftancy 

Might  foften  rigour's  frown, 
Would  from  the  chains  of  hate  fet  free, 

And  pay  my  ranfom  down  : 
But  ah !  the  judge  is  too  fevere, 

I  fink  beneath  his  ire ; 
The  fentence  is  gone  forth,  to  bear 

Defpair's  eternal  fire. 
The  hopes  of  finners,  in  the  day 

Of  grace,  their  fears  abate  ; 
But  ev'ry  hope  flies  far  away, 

When  mercy  fhuts  her  gate  : 
The  fmalleft  alms  could  oft  fuffice 

Love's  hunger  to  afTuage  ; 
Defpair,  the  worm  that  never  dies, 

Still  gnaws  with  ceafelefs  rage. 

THE  YOUNGEST  GRACE. 

A  LOVE-ELEGY. 

Addrejj'ed  to  a  Lady  'ivbo  bad  jujl  jinijked  her  fifteenth 
1C  ear. 

His  fait  sm  aecumulcm  doxis  et  fungar  inani 
Munerc •-  VIRG.  JEneid  vi. 

As  beauty's  queen,  in  her  aerial  hall, 

Sublimely  ieated  on  a  golden  throne, 
Before  her  high  tribunal  fumrnon'd  all 

Who  or  on  earth,  fea,  air,  her  empire  own. 
Firft  came  her  fon,  her  pow'r,  her  darling 

Whofe  gentleft  breath  can  raife  the  fiercefc  flame, 
Oft  working  mifchicf,  though  his  end  be  joy, 

And  though  devoid  of  fight,  yet  fure  of  aim. 
With  him,  his  youthful  confort,  fad  no  more 

Pfcyche,  infranchis'd  from  all  mortal  pain, 
Who,  ev'ry  trial  of  obedience  o'er, 

Enjoys  the  bleflings  of  the  heav'nly  reign. 
Next,  as  it  well  befeem'd,  the  tuneful  nine, 

Daughters  of  memory,  and  dear  to  Joxre, 
Who,  as  they  lift,  the  hearts  of  men  incline 

7\>  wit,  to  mufic,  poetry,  or  love. 
She,  who  with  milder  breath  infj-.iring  fills 

Than  ever  zephyr  knew,  the  heart-born  figh, 
Or  elfe  from  nature's  pregnant  fource  diftils 

The  tender  drops  that  fwell  the  love-fick  eye. 
Or  file,  who  from  her  copious  ftore  affords, 

When  love  decrees,  the  faithful  youth  to  blefs, 
The  facred  energy  of  melting  words, 

In  the  dear  hour,  and  fcafon  of  fuccefs. 
Laft  in  the  train,  two  fi/lers  fai    appear'd,  [fweet  j 

Sorr'v.-ing  they  feem'd,  yet  feem'd  their  forrow 
Nor  ever  from  the  ground  their  eyes  they  rocir'd, 

Nor  tripp'd,  as  they  were  wont,  on  mowy  fe«c« 
The  Cyprian  goddefs  caft  her  eyes  around, 

And  ga/'d  o'er  all,  -»vitli  ever  new  del.-pht: 
F  f  iiij 
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So  bright  an  hoft  was  no  where  to  be  found  : 

Her  heart  dilates,  and  glories  in  its  might. 
But  when  without  their  lov'd  companion  dear, 

Two  folitary  graces  hand  in  hand 
Approach'd,  the  goddefs  inly  'gan  to  fear 

What  might  befal  the  youngeft  of  the  band. 
Ah  !  whither  is  retir'd  my  darling  joy, 

My  youngeft  grace,  the  pride  of  all  my  reign, 
Firfl  in  my  care,  and  ever  in  my  eye, 

Why  is  fhe  now  the  lag  of  all  my  train  ? 
Ah  me  !  fome  danger  threats  my  Cyprian  flate, 

Which,  goddefs  as  I  am,  I  can't  forefee  ; 
Some  dire  difafler  labours,  (ah  my  fate  !) 

To  wrefl  love's  fceptre  from  my  fon  and  me. 
She  wept :  not  more  fhe  wept,  when  firft  her  eyes 

Saw  low  in  duft  her  Ilion's  tow'ry  pride  ; 
Nor  from  her  breafl  more  frequent  burft  the  fighs, 

When  her  lov'd  youth,  her  dear  Adonis  dy'd. 
Yet,  yet,  fhe  cry'd,  I  will  a  monarch  reign, 

In  my  laft  deed  my  greatnefs  fhall  be  feen  : 
Ye  loves,  ye  fmiles,  ye  graces,  all  my  train, 

Attend  your  mother,  and  obey  your  queen. 
Wifdom's  vain  goddefb  weaves  fome  treach'rous 
wile, 

Or  haughty  Juno,  henv'n's  relentlefs  dame  : 
Hafle  !  bend  each  bow,  hafle!  brighten  ev'ry  fmile, 

And  launch   from   ev'ry   eye  the  light'ning's 

flame. 
Then  had  fell  difcord  broke  the  golden  chain 

That  does  the  harmony  of  all  uphold, 
And  where  thefc  orbs  in  beauteous  order  reign, 

Brought  back  the  anarchy  of  Chaos  old : 
"When  Cupid  keen  unlocks  his  feather'd  ftore, 

When  Venus  burns  with  mere  than  mortal  fire, 
Mortals,  immortals,  all  had  fled  before 

The  loves,  the  gvaces,  and  the  fmiles  in  ire  : 
In  vain,  t'  avert  the  horrors  of  that  hour, 

Anxious  for  fate,  and  fearing  for  his  Iky, 
The  lire  of  gods  and  men  had  try'd  his  pow'r, 

And  hung  his  golden  balances  on  high  : 
Had  not  the  elded  grace,  ferene  and  mild, 

Who  wifli'd  this  elemental  war  might  ceafe, 
Sprung  forward,  with  perfuafive  look,  and  fmil'd 

The  furious  mother  of  defires  to  peace. 
Ah  whence  this  rage,  vain  child  of  empty  fear  ! 

With  accent  mild  thus  fpoke  the  heav'nly  maid: 
What  words,  O  fov'rt  ign  of  hearts  !  fevere 

Have  pafs'd  the  rofes  of  thy  lips  unweigh'd  ? 
Think  net  mankind  forfake  thy  myftic  law  : 

Thy  fon,  thy  pride,  thy  own  Cupido  reigns  ; 
Hard  with  refpeft,  and  feen  with  tender  awe  ; 

Mighty  on  throne's  and  gentle  on  the  plains. 
Remember'fl  not  how  in  the  bleft  abodes 

Of  high  Olympus,  an  ethereal  gueft, 
Mix'd  with  the  fynod  of  th'  aflembled  gods, 

Thou  fhar'd'ft  the  honours  of  th'  ambrofial  feaft  ? 
Celeflial  pleasures  reigning  all  around, 

Such  as  the  poVrs  v.-ho  live  at  eafe  enjoy, 
The  fmiling  bowl  with  life  immortal  crowu'd, 

By  rofy  Hebe,  and  the  Phrygian  boy  :      ' 
Hermes,  fly  god,  refclv'd  thy  fpleen  to  hit, 

Thy  fpleen,  but,  of  itfelf,  too  apt  to  move  ; 
Frone  to  offend  with  oft-miftaking  wit, 

That  foe  perverfe  to  nature  and  to  love. 
Much  gloz'd  he  fpiteful,  how  rebellious  youth, 

Loft  to  thy  fear,  and  recreant  from  thy  name, 
Falfe  to  the  int'reft  of  the  heart,  and  truth 

On  fore'ga  .altars  kindles  impious  Ib.me. 


Much  gloz'd  he  tauntful,  how  to  nobler  aims 

The  youth  awak'ning  from  each  female  wile, 
No  longer  met  in  love's  opprobrious  flames, 

Slaves  to  an  eye,  or  vaffals  to  a  fmile. 
Now  fifteen  years  the  ftill  returning  fpring 

With  flow'rs  the  bofom  of  the  earth  has  fow'd, 
As  oft  the  groves  heard  Philomela  fing, 

And  trees  have  pay'd  the  fragrant  gifts  they 

ow'd, 
Since  our  dear  fifter  left  the  heav'nly  bow'rs : 

So  will'd  the  fates,  and  fuch  their  high  command, 
She  fhould  be  born  in  high  Edina's  tow'rs, 

To  thee  far  dearer  than  all  other  lands. 
There,  clad  in  mortal  form,  fhe  lies  conceal'd, 

A  veil  more  bright  than  mortal  form  e'er  knew ; 
So  fair  was  ne'er  to  dreaming  bard  reveal'd, 

Nor  fweeter  e'er  the  fhad'wing  pencil  drew. 
Where'er  the  beauteous  heart-compeller  moves, 

She  fcattera  wide  perdition  all  around  : 
Bleft  with  celeflial  form,  and  crown'd  with  loves, 

No  fingle  breaft  is  refractory  found. 
Vain  Pallas  now  th'  unequal  conflict  fhuns  ; 

Vain  are  the  terrors  of  her  Gorgon  fhield  : 
Wit  bends  ;  but  chief  Apollo's  yielding  fons  : 

To  thy  fair  doves  Juno's  proud  peacocks  yield. 
No  rival  pow'rs  thy  envy'd  empire  fhare  ; 

Revolted  mortals  crowd  again  thy  fhrine  ; 
Duteous  to  love,  and  ev'ry  pleafmg  care, 

All  hearts  are  hers,  and  all  her  heart  is  thine. 
So  mild  a  fway  the  willing  nations  own  ; 

By  her  thou  triumph'ft  o'er  this  fubje<Sl  ball ; 
Whilft  men  (the  fecret  of  the  fkies  Unknown) 

The  beauteous  apparition  Laura  call. 

TO  MRS.  A.  R. 

Now  fpring  begins  her  fmiling  round, 
Lavifh  to  paint  th'  ename  11' d  ground  : 
The  birds  exalt  their  cheerful  voice, 
And  gay  on  ev'ry  bough  rejoice  : 
The  lovely  graces,  hand  in  hand, 
Knit  in  love's  eternal  band, 
With  dancing  ftep  at  early  dawn, 
Tread  lightly  o'er  the  dewy  lawn  ; 
Where'er  the  youthful  fiflers  move., 
They  fire  the  foul  to  genial  love. 
Now  by  the  river's  painted  fide, 
The  fwain  delights  his  country  bride, 
While  pleas'd  fhe  hears  his  artlefs  vows  j 
Above  the  feather'd  fongfter  woes. 
Soon  will  the  rip'ned  fummer  yield 
Her  various  gifts  to  ev'ry  field  : 
The  fruitful  trees,  a  beauteous  fhow, 
With  ruby-tin<ftur'd  births  fhall  glow : 
Sweet  fmells,  from  beds  of  lilies  borne, 
Perfume  the  breezes  of  the  morn  : 
The  funny  day,  and  dewy  night, 
To  rural  play  my  fair  invite. 
Soft  on  a  l>ank  of  violets  laid, 
Cool  fhe  enjpys  the  ev'ning  fhade  ; 
The  fweets  of  fummer  feaft  her  eye — 
Yet  foon  foqn  will  the  fummer  fly. 
Attend,  my  lovely  maid,  and  know 
To  profit  by  th'  inftrntStive  fhow. 
Now  young  and  blooming  thou  art  feen, 
Frefh  on  the  ftalk,  for  ever  green ; 
Now  does  th'  unfolded  bud  difclofe 
Full  blown  to  fight  the  blufhing  rofe  ; 


POEMS. 


Yet,  once  the  funny  feafon  pafl, 
Think  not  the  coz'ning  fcene  will  laft. 
Let  not  the  flatt'rer  hope  perfuade  ; 
Ah  !  muft  I  fay  that  it  will  fade  ? 
For  fee  the  fummer  pofts  away, 
Sad  emblem  of  our  ewn  decay. 
Now  winter,  from  the  frozen  north 
Drives  his  fliff  iron  chariot  forth  ; 
His  grifly  hand  in  icy  chains 
Fair  Tueda's  filver  flood  conftrains  ; 
Caft  up  thy  eyes,  how  bleak  and  bare 
He  wanders  on  the  tops  of  Yare  ; 
Behold,  his  footfteps  dire  are  feen, 
Confeft  on  ev'ry  withering  green  ; 
Griev'd  at  the  fight,  when  thou  {halt  fee 
A  fnowy  wreath  to  clothe  each  tree : 
Frequenting  now  the  ftream  no  more, 
Thou  fly'ft  difpleas'd  the  frozen  fhore : 
When  thou  fhalt  mifs  the  flow'rs  that  grew 
But  late  to  charm  thy  ravifh'd  view  : 
Shall  I,  ah  horrid  !  wilt  thou  fay, 
Be  like  to  this  fome  other  day  ? 

Yet  when  in  fnow  and  dreary  frofl 
The  pleafure  of  the  field  is  loft, 
To  blazing  hearths  at  home  we  run, 
And  fires  fupply  the  diftant  fun, 
In  gay  delights  our  hours  employ, 
We  do  not  lofe,  but  change  our  joy. 
Happy,  abandon  ev'ry  care, 
To  lead  the  dance,  to  court  the  fair  ; 
To  turn  the  page  of  facrcd  bards  ; 
To  drain  the  bowl,  aud  deal  the  cards. 
But  when  the  lovely  white  and  red, 
From  the  pale  afhy  cheek  is  fled ; 
When  wrinkles  dire,  and  age  fevere, 
Make  beauty  fly  we  know  not  where  ; 
The  fair  whom  fates  unkind  difarm, 
Have  they  for  ever  ceas'd  to  charm  ? 
Or  is  there  left  fome  pleafing  art 
To  keep  fecure  a  captive  heart  ? 
Unhappy  love  !  might  lovers  fay, 
Beauty  thy  food  does  fwift  decay  : 
When  once  that  fhort-liv'd  flock  is  fpent, 
What  art  thy  famine  can  prevent  ? 
Lay  virtues  in  with  early  care, 
That  love  may  live  on  wifdom's  fare. 
Though  ecftacy  with  beauty  flies, 
Efteem  is  born  when  beauty  dies. 
Happy  to  whom  the  fates  decree 
The  gift  of  heav'n  in  giving  thee  : 
Thy  beauty  fhall  his  youth  engage, 
Thy  virtues  fhall  delight  his  age. 

TO  H.  H.  I]M  THE  ASSEMBLY. 

WHILE  crown'd  with  radiant  charms  divine, 
Unnumber'd  beauties  round  thee  fhine  ; 
When  Erfkine  leads  her  happy  man, 
And  Johnfton  fhakes  the  flutt'ring  fan  ; 
When  beauteous  Pringle  fhines  confeft, 
And  gently  heaves  her  fwelling  breaft, 
Her  raptur'd  partner  ftill  at  gaze, 
Purfuing  through  each  winding  maze  ; 
Say,  youth,  and  canfl  thou  keep  fecure 
Thy  heart  from  conqu'ring  beauty's  pow'r  ? 
Or,  haft  thou  not,  how  foon  !  betray 'd 
The  too  believing  country  mai'd  ? 


Whofe  young  and  unexperienc'd  years 
From  thee  no  evil  purpofe  fears ; 
And,  yielding  to  love's  gentle  fway, 
Knows  not  that  lovers  can  betray. 
How  fhall  fhe  curfe  deceiving  men  ? 
How  fhall  fhe  e'er  believe  again  ? 
For  me,  my  happier  lot  decrees 
The  joys  of  love  that  conftant  pleafe  ; 
A  warm,  benign,  and  gentle  flame, 
That  clearly  burns,  and  ftill  the  fame  ; 
Unlike  thefe  fires  that  fools  betray, 
That  fiercely  burn,  but  fwift  decay  ; 
Which  warring  paflions  hourly  raife, 
A  fhort  and  momentary  blaze. 
My  Hume,  my  beauteous  Hume  !  conftrains 
My  heart  in  voluntary  chains  : 
Well  pleas'd,  for  her  my  voice  I  raife  ; 
For  daily  joys  claim  daily  praife. 
Can  I  forfake  the  fair,  complete 
In  all  that's  foft,  and  all  that's  fweet; 
When  heav'n  has  in  her  form  combin'd 
The  fcatter'd  graces  of  her  kind  ? 
Has  fhe  not  all  the  charms  that  lie 
In  Gordon's  blufh,  and  Lockhart's  eye; 
The  down  of  lovely  Haya's  hair, 
Killochia's  fhape,  or  Cockburn's  air  ? 
Can  time  to  love  a  period  bring 
Of  charms,  for  ever  in  their  fpring  ? 
'Tis  death  alone  the  lover  frees, 
Who  loves  fo  Long  as  fhe  can  pleafe. 

TO  A  GENTLEMAN  GOING  TO  TRAVEL. 

'Trahit  fua  qiiewque  volubtas* 

WELL  fung  of  old,  in  everlafting  ftrains, 
Horace,  fweet  lyrift  ;  while  the  Roman  harp 
He  flrung  by  Tyber's  yellow  bank,  to  charm 
Tufcan  Mecenes,  thy  well-judging  ear ; 
How  in  life's  journey,  various  wifhes  lead 
Through  diff ' rent  roads,  to  diff  'rent  ends,  the  racs 
Diverfe  of  human  kind.     The  hero  runs 
Carelefs  of  reft,  of  fultry  Libyan  heat 
Patient,  and  Ruffian  cold,  to  win  renown ; 
Mighty  in  arms,  and  warlike  enterprife ; 
Vain  efforts !  the  coquettifh  nymph  ftill  flies 
His  fwift  purfuit,  and  jilts  ambition's  hope. 
At  home,  this  man  with  eafe  and  plenty  blefs'd 
The  tow'ring  dome  delights ;  and  gardens  fair, 
And  fruitful  fields,  with  fylvan  honours  crown'd 
Stretch'd  out  in  wide  extent ;  the  gay  machine 
Dear  to  the  female  race,  the  gilded  coach, 
With  liv'ry'd  fervants  in  retinue  long, 
Adorn'd  with  fplendent  robes,  the  pompous  train 
Of  pageantry  and  pride.     His  neighbour  fits 
Immur'd  at  home,  a  mifer  dire  !  nor  dares 
To  touch  his  ftore,  through  dread  of  fancy'd  want: 
Tnduflrious  of  gain,  he  treafures  up 
Large  heaps  of  wealth,  to  blefs  a  fpendthrift  heir. 
That  waftes  in  riot,  lux'ry,  and  mifrule, 
The  purchafe  of  his  want';  naught  fhall  he  reck 
His  father's  pine,  when  lavifh  he  ordains 
The  feaft  in  pillar'd  hall,  or  funny  bow'r, 
With  luft-inflaming  wine;   and  wicked  mirth 
Prolong'd  to  morning  hour,  and  guilty  deed. 

Others  again,  the  woods  of  Aftery 
Love  to  inhabit,  or  where  down  the  mount 
Sky-climbing  ParnafT,  her  fweet-founding  \vave 
Caftalia  pours,  with  potent  virtue's  blefs'd  j 
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Pow'rful  to  charm  the  year  of  furious  wrath, 
To  clofe  the  eye  of  anguifli,  or  to  flrike 
The  lifted  dagger  from  defpairing  breaft. 
Such  Addifon ;  and  fuch,  with  laurel  crown'd, 
Immortal  Conureve  ;  fuch  the  mufes'  grace, 
Moeonian  Pope  :  nor  do  the  nine  refufe 
To  rank  with  thefe,  Fergufian  nightingale 
Untaught  with  wood-notes  wild,  fweet  Allan  hight; 
Whether  on  the  flow'r-blufhing  bank  of  Tweed, 
Or  Clyde,  or  Tay's  fmouth-winding  ftream,  his 
Choofe  to  refide  ;  or  o'er  the  fnowy  hills       [mule 
Benlomon,  or  proud  Mormount,  all  the  day, 
Clad  in  tartana,  vary'd  garb,  fhe  roves, 
To  hear  of  kings'  and  heroes'  godlike  deeds : 
Or,  if  delighted  on  the  knee  fhe  lias 
Of  lovely  nymph,  as  happy  lap-dog  grac'd ; 
Intent  to  footh  the  Scottifh  damfel's  ear, 
Cochrane,  or  Hamilton ;  with  pleafing  fong 
Of  him  who  fad  beneath  the  wither'd  branch 
Sat  of  Traquair,  complaining  of  his  lafs  ; 
Or  the  fond  maid,  that  o'er  the  wat'ry  brink 
Wept  fleeplefs  night  and  day  ;  ftill  wafting  o'er 
Her  flying  love,  from  Aberdour's  fair  coait. 

Others  again,  by  party  rage  inflam'd, 
Blindfolded  zeal,  and  fuperftition  dire, 
Offspring  of  ignorance,  and  cloyfter-born, 
With  undiftinguifh'd  violence,  afiault 
Both  good  and  bad 

There  is,  who  ftndious  of  his  fhape  and  mien 
On  drefs  alone  employs  his  care  to  pleafe, 
Afpiring  with  his  ou.  ward  fhow  ;  who,  vain 
Of  flaxen  hair  perfum'd,  and  Indian  cane, 
3Imbroider'd  veft,  and  ftockings  filver-clock'd, 
Walks  through  th'  admiring  train  of  ladies  bright ; 
Sole  on  himfelf  intent ;  beft  liken'd  to 
The  painted  infecft,  that  in  fummer's  heat 
flutters  the  gardens  round,  with  gloffy  wing, 
Diftinct  with  eyes ;  him  oft  the  tender  Mils, 
Efcap'd  from  /ampler  and  the  boarding-fchool, 
Purfues  with  weary  foot,  from  flow'r  to  flow'r, 
Tulip,  or  lily  bright,  or  ruby'd  rofe  ; 
And  often  in  the  hollow  of  her  hand 
Retains  him  captive,  fweet  imprifonment. 
But  ah  !  how  vain  the  joys  the  beau  can  boaft ; 
A  while  he  fhines  in  tavern,  vifit,  dance, 
Unrivall'd,  clad  in  rich  refulgent  garb, 
Lac'd  or  brocaded  ;  till  the  merchant  bold, 
With  meffenger  confpiring,  mortal  dire  ! 
Of  merc'lefs  heart,  throw  him  in  dungeon  deep 
B.eclufe  from  ladies :  what  avails  him  then 
The  love  of  women  ?  or  the  many  balls 
He  made  to  pleafe  the  fair  ?  there  muil  he  lie 
Remedilefs,  if  not  by  pity  won 
Fair  Cytherea,  fea-begotten  dame, 
By  fpoufal  gifts  from  footy  Vulcan  earn 
fallacious  key  ;  as  erft,  by  love  o'er  come, 
He  forg'd  celeftial  arms,  to  grace  her  fon 
Anchifes-born ;  and  in  the  borrow'd  form 
Of  longing  widow,  or  of  maiden  aunt, 
(While  fly  Cyllenius,  with  opiate  charm 
Of  Ceres,  the  ftill-watching  Argus  eyes 
Of  keeper  drench  in  fleep  profound),  releafe 
The  captive  knight  from  the  enchanted  dome. 

Thus  others  choofe,  their  choice  affects  not  me; 
For  each  his  own  delight,  with  fecret  force 
Magnetic,  as  with  links  of  love,  conftrains, 
Behoves  me  then  to  fay  what  bias  rules 
My  inclinations,  fmce  defire  of  fame 
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Provokes  me  not  to  win  renown  in  arms, 
Nor  at  Pieria's  filver  fpring  to  flake 
Th'  infatiate  thirft ;  to  write  en  the  coy  nymph 
Love-labour'd  fcnnet ;  nor  in  well  drefs'd  beau 
To  pleafe  the  lovely  fex :    For  me  at  Keith's 
Awaits  a  bowl,  capacious  for  my  cares  ; 
There  will  I  drown  them  all,  no  daring  thought 
Shall  interrupt  my  m.lrth,  while  there  I  (it 
Surrounded  with  my  friends ;  and  envy  not 
The  pomp  of  needlefs  grandeur,  infclent. 
Nor  fhall  alone  the  bowl  of  punch  delight, 
Compounded  fluid  !  rich  with  juicy  fpcil 
Of  fair  Iberia's  funny  coa.ft,  combhi'd 
With  the  auxiiiar  aid  of  rack  or  rum, 
Barbade,  or  Si  matra,  or  Gears-born  ; 
The  lufcious  fpirit  of  the  caae,  that  in 
Fermenting  cups  with  native  element 
Of  water  mixt,  pure  limpid  {bream  !   unite 
Their  focial  fweets.     For  us,  her  ruddy  foul 
The  Latian  grape  fhall  bleed  ;  nor  will  thy  hilts 
Far-flowing  Rhine  withhold  their  cluft'ring  vines. 
Haffce  then  !  tc  friendfhip  facred  let  us  pour 
Th'  exhilarating  flood,  while,  as  our  hs.nd.3 
In  union  knif,  we  plight  our  mutual  hearts 
Clofe  as  the  loving  pair,  whom  holy  writ 
Renowns  to  future  times,  greai  Jonathan, 
And  JeJTe's  fon:    Now  this  delights  my  foul. 

There  was  a  time  we  would  not  have  refus'd 
Macdougal's  lowly  roof,  the  land  of  ale; 
Flowing  with  ale,  as  e  ft  is  Canaan  faid 
To  flow  with  honey  :  th  re  we  often  met, 
And  quaff 'd  away  our  fpleen,  while  fits  of  mirth 
Frequent  were  heard :  ncr  wanted  am'rous  fong, 
Nor  jocund  dance ;  loud  as  in  Eden  tov/n, 
Where  the  tir'd  writer  pens  the  live  long  day, 
Summons  and  horning,  or  the  fpovfal  band 
Of  Strephon,  and  of  Cloc  lovely  kfs : 
Spent  with  his  toil  when  thirfly  twilight  falls, 
He  hies  him  gladfcme,  to  the  well-known  place, 
Bull-cellar;  or,  O  Johnfioun's,  thine!  where  fond 
Of  drink,  and  knowledge,  crft  philofophers 
Have  met :  or  Gout's  dark  cymmerian  cell, 
Full  many  a  fathom  deep  ;  from  far  he  hears 
The  focial  clamour  through  the  dome  refound ; 
He  fpeeds  amain  to  join  the  jovial  throng. 
So  we  delighted  once  :  The  bowl  meanwhile 
Walk'd  ceafclcfs  ftill  the  round,  to  fonie  fair  came. 
Devoted  ;  thine  Maria  toafled  chief, 
Duty  obfequions  !  and  thy  looks  benign 
Mifs'd  not  their  clue  regard  .  Dundaflea  fair 
Claim'd  next  the  kindred  lay  ;  nor  didft  thou  pafs, 
Conftance,  uncelebrated  or  unfung. 
Hail,  facred  three  !  hail,  fitter  minds !  may  heav'n 
Pour  down  uncommon  blefllngs  on  your  heads. 

Thus  did  our  younger  years  in  pleafing  fcream 
Flow  inoffenfive ;  friendfnip  grac'd  our  days, 
And  dream  of  loving  miftreis  blefs'd  our  night. 
Now  from  thefe  joys  convey'd,  (io  fate  ordains) 
Thou  wandcr'fl  into  foreign  realms,  from  this 
Far,  far  fejoin'd  ;  no  more  with  us  to  drain 
The  ample  bowl:  or,  when  in  heav'n  fublime 
The  monthly  virgin,  from  full  gather'd  globe 
Pours  down  her  amber  ftreams  of  light,  till  wide 
The  ether  flame,  with  choral  fymphony 
Of  voice,  attemper'd  to  fweet  hautboy's  breath^ 
Mixt  with  the  violin's  (liver  found,  below 
The  window  of  fome  maid  belov'd,  fhall  ply 
The  nightly  ferenade  :  To  other  joys 
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Thou  now  muft  turn,  when  on  the  pleating  fhore 

Of  mild  Hefperia,  thou  behold'ft  amaz'd, 

The  venerable  urns  of  ancient  chiefs, 

Who  ftern  in  arms,  and  refolute  to  dare 

In  freedom's  caufe,  have  dy'd,  or  glorious  Hv'cl : 

Camiilus;  Brutus,  great  from  tyrant's  biood  ; 

Coriolanus,  famous  in  exile  ; 

^aurel'd  Zamean  Scipio,  the  fcourge 

Of  Punic  r?ce  ;  or  liberty's  laft  hope, 

Self  murder'd  Cato  ;  confecrate  to  fame 

They  live  for  ever  in  the  hearts  of  men, 

Far  better  monument,  than  coftly  tomb 

Of  Egypt's  kings ;  time  with  definitive  hand, 

Shall  moulder  into  duft,  the  pil'd-up  ftone, 

With  all  its  praifes ;  ah  !  how  vain  is  fame  ! 

With  virtue  then  immortalife  thy  life. 

But  thefe,  fo  potent  nature's  will  decrees, 
Delight  not  me,  on  other  thoughts  intent ; 
Not  ftudious  at  midnight  lamp  to  pore 
The  medal,  learned  coin  !  where  laurel  wreathes 
The  facred  head  of  kings,  or  beauty  bright 
Of  kings  fweet  paramour,  the  letter'd  iage 
Or  prudent  fenator,  by  eating  time 
Defac'd injurious;  the  faithlefs  truft 
Of  human  greatnefs  !  Nor  do  I  incline 
To  pafs  the  frith  that  parts  from  Gallia's  reign 
My  native  coaft,  felicitous  to  know 
What  other  lands  impart :  all  my  delights 
Are  with  my  friends  in  merry  hour,  at  Steel's 
Aflembled,  while  unrefpked  the  glafs          [name, 
Swift  circles  round  the  board,  charg'd  with  fair 
Erfkine,  or  Pringle  thine,  until  the  fun 
That,  fetting,  warn'd  us  to  the  friendly  cups 
Awake,  and  view  our  revels  uncomplete. 
But  if  the  Heaven's  difpofer  of  our  fate, 
Force  me,  unwilling,  fhift  my  native  land; 
O  !  in  whatever  foil  my  weary  feet 
Are  doom'd  to  flray,  O  might  I  meet  my  friend  ! 
Or,  if  the  rifing  fun  fhall  gild  my  fteps 
On  fruitful  fields  of  Ind,  Bengala's  fhore, 
Spice-bearing  Tidor's  ifle,  or  where  at  eve, 
Near  weftern  Califurn,  beneath  the  main 
He  finks  in  gold  ;  or  on  vine-foft'ring  hills 
Of  nearer  Latium,  nurfe  of  kings  and  gods. 
O  !  might  I  view  thee  on  the  flow'ry  verge 
Of  Tyber,  ftream  renow'd  in  poets  fong  ; 
Or  in  the  Roman  flreets,  with  curious  eye 
Studying  the  polifh'd  ftone,  or  trophy'd  arch, 
Trajan,  or  Antonin  ;  wot  long  content 
With  toil  unprofitable.     Thee  I'd  lead 
Well  pleas'd  to  Horace  tomb,  dear  laughing  bard  ! 
Where  the  Falernian  vintage  fhould  infpire 
Sweet  thoughts  of  paft  delight ;  the  goblet  rough 
With  fculptur'd  gold  rofy  from  Chios'  ifle, 
Should  warm  our  hearts  facred  to  Pringle's  cheek 
Still  glowing,  and  to  fweet  Humeia's  lip, 
To  Drummond's  eye,  Maria's  fnowy  breafl 
Soft -heaving,  or  to  lovely  Erfkine's  fmile ; 
While'on  the  wounded  glafs  the  diamond's  path, 
Faithful,  fhall  (how  each  fav'rite  virgin's  name  ; 
Not  without  verfe  and  various  emblem  grac'd  : 
The  Latian  youth  at  merry  revels,  met, 
In  fancy  lhall  admire  the  Scottifh  maid 
Bright  as  the  ruddy  virgin  Roman-born  ; 
Nor  v/ith  their  native  dames  refufe  to  join 
Impartial,  their  health  belov'd  :  and  would 
The  nine  infpire  me  equal  to  my  choice, 
In  lays  fuch  as  the  Roman  fwan  might,  fing, 
Fair  as  Horatian  Lydia  fhould  my  Hume 
For  ever  fiourifh,  or  Naeera  bright, 


Of  foft  Tibullus'  mufe  the  lovely  theme. 

Nor  fhouid  alone  in  melancholy  ftruins, 

Of  cruel  nymph,  and  conftant  vows  refus'd, 

Callus  complain,  when  on  the  flinty  rock, 

Or  wailing  near  earth-diving  Arethufe, 

Sicilian  ftream,  he  made  to  woods  his  moan, 

Despairing  of  his  loves :  Maria's  fcorn 

Cloth'd  in  the  ftyle  of  Mantua,  Ihould  fhinc 

As  thine,  Lycoris  !  theme  of  future  fong 

Surviving  as  itfelf.     Maria's  fcorn 

For  ever  I  endure  :   Ah  !  hard  return 

To  warmth  like  mine :  Nathlefs  the  mourning  mufe 

Muft  praife  the  maid  ftill  beauteous  in  her  eye, 

Crown'd  with  each  lovely  grace,  and  warm  in 

bloom ; 

Though  fullen  to  my  fuit,  her  ear  be  {hut 
A^ainft  my  vows,  ungracious  to  my  love. 

But  this  as  time  directs ;  thy  health  demands 
The  prefent  care,  and  joys  within  our  pow'r ; 
Nor  fhall  we  not  be  mindful  of  thy  love, 
Met  in  our  feftivals  of  mirth :  but  when 
Thou  to  thy  native  Albion  {halt  return, 
From  whate'er  coaft,  or  Ruflia's  northern  bear, 
Inclement  fky  !  or  Italy  the  bleft 
Indulgent  land,  the  mufe's  beft  belov'd  ; 
Over  a  wondrous  bowl  of  flowing  punch 
We'll  plight  our  handsa-new,  atDon's,  orSteel'*— 
Who  bears  the  double  keys,  of  plenty  fign  ; 
Or  at  facetious  Thorn's,   or  Adamfon 
Who  rears  alone  (what  needs  fhe  more  ?)  the  vine, 
Emblem  of  potent  joys  ;  her  felf  with  looks 
Suafive  to  drink,  fills  up  the  brimming  glafs, 
Well-pleas' d  to  fee  the  fprightly  healths  go  round. 

Hail,  and  farewell!  may  Heav'n   detend  thec 
And  to  thy  natal  fhore  and  longing  friends    [fafe; 
Reftore  thee,  when  thy  deftin'd  toils  are  o'er, 
Polifh'd  with  manners,  and  enrich'd  with  arts. 

TO  LADY  MARY  MONTGOMERY. 

SAY,  thou  with  endlefs  beauty  crown'd, 
Of  all  the  youth  that  figh  around, 
Thy  worshippers,  and  anxious  wait 
From  thy  bright  eyes  their  future  fate ; 
Say,  whom  do  moft  thefe  eyes  approve  ; 
Whom  does  Montgomery  choofe  to  love  t 

Not  him  who  ftrives  to  build  a  name. 
From  ruins  of  another's  fame  : 
Who  proud  in  felf-conceit  throws  down. 
His  neighbour's  wit,  to  raife  his  own. 
Shou'd  the  vain  man  expect  fuccefs, 
The  fool  of  compliment  and  drefs  ? 
Thy  eyes  uridazzled  can  behold, 
The  gaudy  nothing  deckt  in  gold. 
Thy  wife  difcernment  foon  diicries, 
Where  folly  lurks  in  wit's  difguife  ;  , 

Trac'd  through  each  fhape  in  which  'tis  feen, 
Through  the  grave  look,  the  folemn  mien  ; 
The  proud  man's  front,  the  vain  man's  walk, 
The  foplin's  drefs,  the  coxcomb's  talk. 
A  large  eftate,  and  little  fenfe, 
To  charms  like  thine  have  no  pretence. 
Shalt  thou,  O  infolent!  prevail? 
Heav'n  never  meant  its  goods  for  fale  : 
Beauty  the  pearl  of  price,  is  giv'n, 
Not  bought,  'tis  the  free  grace  of  heav'n. 

The  happy  youth  with  arts  refin'd, 
Simple  of  heart,  of  ftedfaft  mind  : 
Whom  thirft  of  gain,  could  never  draw 
To  trefpafs  friendflaip's  facred  law  : 
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Whofe  foul  the  charms  of  fenfe  infpire ; 
Who  loves,  where  reafon  bids  admire : 
Cautious  to  fhun,  with  wife  difdain, 
The  proud,  the  airy,  and  the  vain. 
Him  whom  thefe  virtues  fhall  adorn, 
Thou,  fair  Montgomery,  wilt  not  fcorn  r 
Of  all  the  gifts  of 'heav'n  poffeft, 
To  him  thou  yield'ft  thy  willing  breafl ; 
For  him  the  blufh,  with  modeft  grace, 
Glows  rp,fy,  o'er  thy  blooming  face  : 
For  him  thy  panting  bofom  fwells, 
And  on  thy  lips  fuch  fweetnefs  dwells* 
Crown'd  with  fuccefs,  the  happy  boy 
Shall  revel  in  excefs  of  joy  : 
While  in  thy  prefence,  heav'n  appears 
In  fvveets  laid  up  for  many  years. 
The  beau  and  witling  then  fhall  fly, 
The  fop  in  fecret  corner  figh  ; 
Condemn'd  to  cry  in  love's  defpair, 
Ah  f  why  fo  wife  who  was  fo  fair  ? 

Did  thy  example,  beauteous  maid, 
The  reft  of  womankind  perfuade  ; 
Nor  injui'd  merit  would  complain, 
That  it  may  love,  and  love  in  vain : 
Nor  flatt'ry  falfe,  and  impudence, 
Ufurp  the  room  of  bafhful  fenfe  ; 
No  more  at  midnight  ball  appear, 
To  gain  on  beauty's  lift'ning  ear. 
Beauty  would  hear  the  TOWS  of  truth ; 
Nor  love  would  fpeak  with  folly's  mouth. 

Yet  fome  there  are,  the  better  few, 
Wife  thy  example  to  purfue  ; 
Who  rich  in  {tore  of  native  charms, 
Employ  no  artificial  arms. 
Such  heav'nly  Charlotte,  form  divine ! 
Love's  univerfal  kingdom's  thine, 
Anointed  queen  ;  all  unconfin'd, 
Thine  is  the  homage  of  mankind  : 
Thy  fubjedls,  willing  to  obey, 
Blefs  thy  mild  rule,  and  gentle  fway; 
"With  loyal  mind  each  zealous  pays 
His  tribute  duteous  to  thy  praife. 
Yet  nought  to  greatnefs  doft  thou  owe ; 
Thy  merit  from  thy  felf  does  flow  ; 
Alike  our  wonder  and  our  theme, 
In  beauty  as  in  place  fupreme. 
Such  thy  fair  filler  fram'd  to  pleafe, 
Of  afpe6t  gay,  and  graceful  eafe. 
Pure  flows  her  wit,  and  unreftrain'd  5 
By  envy,  and  by  hate  unftain'd : 
Not  as  the  rufhing  torrent  pours, 
Increas'd  by  fnows,  and  wint'ry  ihow'rs ; 
Involving  in  its  furious  fway, 
The  laboring  hindo,  a  helplefs  prey ; 
Now  wide  o'erfpreads  the  watery  fcene, 
And  now  decreas'd,  no  more  is  feen  : 
But  as  a  conftant  river  leads 
Its  winding  ftream  thyough  ptrple  meads; 
That  through  the  blufhing  landfcape  roll'd4 
Reflects  the  bord'ring  flow'rs  in  gold  ; 
And,  borne  along  with  gentle  force. 
Diftributes  wealth  through  all  its  courfe ; 
Nor  does  the  faithful  fpring  deny 
The  alimenta}  juft  fupply. 

Thou,  Douglas  too,  in  whom  combine 
A  fpirit  and  a  noble  line; 
Engaging  looks,  that  mild  infpire, 
Fond  delight,  and  young  defire  ; 
All-winning  fweetnefs,  void  of  pride, 
Thou  haft  no  faults  for  art  to  hide. 


Maria  fuch,  whofe  op'ning  bloom 
Forefhows  the  pregnant  fruits  to  come. 
O  bleft  !  for  whom  the  feafons'  flight 
Ripens  that  harveft  of  delight ; 
To  whom,  the  autumn  fhall  refign, 
To  prefs  the  rich  luxuriant  vine. 
Unwounded  who  can  thee  efpy, 
Maid  of  the  black  and  piercing  eye  f 
Too  rafhly  bold,  we  take  the  field 
Againft  thy  fhafts  with  wifdom's  fhield  : 
Pierc'd  helplefs  in  our  guarded  fide, 
We  fall  the  victims  of  our  pride. 

Nor  Erfkine  lefs  the  fong  demands, 
Not  leaft  in  beauty's  blooming  bands. 
Erfkine,  peculiar  care  of  heav'n. 
To  whom  the  pow'r  of  found  is  giv'n ; 
Artift  divine  !  to  her  belong 
The  heav'nly  lay,  and  magic  fong  : 
How  do  we  gaze  with  vaft  delight 
Her  fingers  fwift  harmonious  flight, 
When  o'er  th'  obedient  keys  they  fly, 
To  waken  llceping  harmony  ? 
Whene'er  fhe  fpeaks,  the  joy  of  all, 
Soft  the  filver  accents  fall : 
Whene'er  fhe  looks,  in  ftill  amaze, 
The  eyes  of  all  enamour  "d  gaze  : 
Each  word  fteals  gently  on  the  ear ; 
'Tis  heav'n  to  fee,  'tis  heav'n  to  hear. 

In  everlafting  blufhes  feen, 
Such  Pringle  fhines  of  fprightly  mien  : 
To  her  the  pow'r  of  love  imparts, 
Rich  gift !  the  foft  fuccefsfuf  arts, 
That  beft  the  lover's  fires  provoke, 
The  lively  ftep,  the  mirthful  joke, 
The  fpeaking  glance,  the  am'rous  wile, 
The  fportful  laugh,  the  vinning  fmile ; 
Her  foul  awak'ning  ev'ry  grace, 
Is  all  abroad  upon  her  face  ; 
In  bloom  of  youth  {till  to  furvive, 
All  charms  are  there,  and  all  alive. 

Fair  is  the  lily,  fweet  the  rofe, 
That  in  thy  cheek,  O  Drummond  !  glows 
Pure  is  the  fnow's  unfnlly'd  white 
That  clothes  thy  bofom's  fwelling  height. 
Majeftic  looks  her  foul  exprefs, 
That  awe  us  from  defir'd  accefs  ; 
Till  fweetnefs  foon  rebuke  the  fear, 
And  bid  the  trembling  youth  dra\v  near. 
See,  how  fublime  fhe  does  advance, 
And  feems  already  in  the  dance  ; 
Exalted  how  fhe  moves  along, 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  graces  flrong ! 
Such  Marchmout's  daughter,  unrcprov'd; 
The  maid  by  men  of  fenfe  belov'd  ; 
Who  knows  -with  modcfty  to  fcorn 
The  titles  that  may  fools  adorn : 
She  claims  no  merit  from  her  blood, 
Ker  greateft  honour  to  be  good : 
Keedlefs  of  pomp,  with  open  heart 
Well  has  fhe  chofe  the  better  part. 
Such  Hamilla's  looks  divine, 
Earth's  wonder,  Tinnegham,  and  thine  I 
Her  foul  all  tendernefs  and  love, 
Gentle  as  the  harralefs  dove  : 
Who  artlefs  charms  without  defign, 
She  !  of  the  modeft  look  benign. 
Eliza  young  in  beauty  bright, 
Though  new  to  every  fofr  dciight, 
Yet  foon  her  conquefts  fhali  exl 
Soon  {hall  the  fprightly  maid  v  • 
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The  rival  of  e"  ch  kindred  name, 
And  triumph  to  her  mother's  fame. 
Full  in  the  pleafing  lift  appears 
Robertoun,  in  prime  of  years  ; 
With  fkill  fhe  does  her  fmiles  beftow, 
For  Pallas  bends  her  Cupid's  bow  : 
Wifely  fhe  fhuns  to  entertain 
The  defigiiing,  and  the  vain  ; 
To  thefe  'tis  all  forbidden  ground, 
Prudence,  a  cherub  guards  her  round> 
With  flaming  fword  fools  to  expel  ; 
In  Paradife  fools  muft  not  dwell. 

Strike  again  the  golden  lyre, 
Let  Hume  the  notes  of  joy  infpire  ; 
O  lovely  Hume  !  repeat  again 
My  lyre  the  ever-pleafing  ilrain. 
Dear  to  the  rmife,  the  mufe  approves 
Each  charm,  the  mufe  the  virgin  loves: 
The  mufe  preferves  in  lafting  lays, 
The  records  of  foft  beauties  praile  ; 
In  vain  would  triumph  beauties  eye, 
Unfung  thefe  triumphs  foon  would  die  ; 
Fate  overcomes  the  fair  and  ftrong, 
But  has  no  pow'r  o'er  facred  fong  ; 
Verfe  the  dying  name  can  fave, 
And  make  it  live  beyond  the  grave. 
Thus  Hume  fhall  unborn  hearts  engage, 
Her  fmile  fhall  warm  another  age  ; 
Her  race  of  mortal  glory  paft, 
Th'  immortal  fame  fhall  ever  laft; 
Laft  fhall  the  look  that  won  my  heart, 
The  pleafing  look  fincere  of  art. 
O  !  pow'rful  of  perfuafive  face, 
Adorn'd  and  perfected  in  grace  ; 
What  joys  await,  joys  in  excefs, 
The  youth  whom  thou  decreefl  to  blefs; 
Ordain'd  thy  yielding  breaft  to  move, 
Thy  breaft  yet  innocent  of  love  ? 

But  who  is  file,  the  gen'ral  gaze 
Of  fighing  crowds,  the  world's  amaze; 
Who  looks  forth  as  the  blufhingmorn 
On  mountains  of  the  eaft  new  born  ? 
Is  it  not  Cochrane  fair  ?  'Tis  fhe 
The  youngeft  grace  of  graces  three^ 
The  eldeft  fell  to  death  a  prey, 
Ah  !  fnatch'd  in  early  flow'r  away  ; 
The  fecond,   manifold  of  charms, 
Bleffes  a  happy  hufband's  arms  ; 
The  third  a  blooming  form  remains  ; 
O'er  all  the  blarnelefs  vi6lor  reigns  : 
Where-e'er  {he  gracious  deigns  to  move, 
The  public  praife,  the  public  love. 

Superior  thefe  fhall  ftill  remain, 
The  lover's  wifh,  the  poet's  ftrain  ; 
Their  beauties  fhall  all  hearts  engage, 
Victorious  over  fpite  and  age  ; 
Like  thee  Montgomery  fhall  they  fhine, 
And  charm  the  world  with  arts  like  thine. 
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tt  through  the  world  fate  led  the  defhn'd  way, 
Tell  me,  my  Mitchell,  in  the  broad  furvey, 
What  country  pleas'd  thy  roving  fancy  moft  ? 
Say,  waft  thou  fmit  with  Baia's  funny  coaft  ? 
Or  wifht  thou  rather  weary  to  repofe 
In  fojue  cool  vale  where  peaceful  Arno  flows  ? 


Or  in  Ombrofa  dream  the  lonely  hour, 

Where  high  arch'd  hills  th'  Etrurian  fhades  em- 

bow'r  ; 

Where  plenty  pours  her  golden  gifts  in  vain, 
That  dubious  fwell  for  Carlos  or  Lorrain  ? 
Or  charm'd  thee  more  the  happy  viny  plains, 
And  lofty  tow'rs,  where  mighty  Louis  reigns  ? 
Say,  is  it  true  what  travellers  report 
Of  glories  fhining  in  the  Gallic  court  ? 
Or,  do  they  all,  though  e'er  fo  pompous,  yield 
To  the  thatch'd  cottage  in  thy  native  field  ? 

But  hark,  methinks  I  hear  thee  anxious  fay, 
That  thou  at  Paleftine  wouldft  choofe  to  ftay. 
Yes,  Paleftine  ;  I  know  the  place  full  well, 
Where  holy  dotards  riot  in  each  cell, 
The  haplefs  peafant  pines  with  want  and  forrow, 
And  all  unpeopled  as  a  royal  burrow  . 
Yet  there  for  ever  would  thy  friend  remain,        ^ 
Rather  than  change^once  more  the  frantic  fcene,X 
And  diftant  hear  the  rollings  of  the  main  ;  j 

Unenvy'd,  calm,  enjoy  a  peaceful  lot, 
My  friends  rememb'ring  nor  by  them  forgot. 

THE  CORYCIAN  SWAIN. 

FROM  GEORG.  IV.  LINE  CXVI. 

BUT,  were  I  not,  before  the  fav'ring  gale, 

Making  to  port,  and  crowding  all  my  failv 

Perhaps  I  might  the  garden's  glories  ling, 

The  double  rofes  of  the  Preftan  fpring  ; 

How  endive  drinks  the  rill,  and  how  arc  feen 

Moift  banks  with  celeri  for  ever  green  ; 

How,  twifled  in  the  matted  herbage,  lies 

The  bellying  cucumber's  enormous  fiae ; 

What  flow'rs  Narciffus  late,  how  nature  weaves 

The  yielding  texture  of  acanthus'  leaves  : 

Of  ivy  pale,  the  culture  next  explore, 

And  whence  the  lover-myrtle  courts  the  fhbre. 

For  I  remember,  where  Galefus  yields 

His  humid  moifture  to  the  yellow  fields, 

And  high  Oebalia's  tow'rs  o'erlook  the  plain, 

1  knew  in  youth  an  old  Corycian  fwain  ; 

A  few  and  barren  acres  were  his  fhare, 

Left  and  abandbn'd  to  the  good  man's  care ; 

Nor  thefe  indulg'd  the  graffy  lawn,  to  feed 

The  fatt'ning  bullock,  nor  the  bounding  fteed, 

Nor  gave  to  cattle  browze,   nor  food  to  kine, 

Bacchus  averfe  refus'd  the  mantling  vine. 

What  happy  nature  to  his  lands  deny'd, 

An  honeft,  painful  induftry  fupply'd ; 

For,  trufting  pot-herbs  to  his  bufhy  ground, 

For  bees,  fair  candid  lilies  flouriAYd  round, 

Vervain  for  health,  for  bread  he  poppies  plants. 

With  thefe  he  fatisfy'd  all  nature's  wants ; 

And  late  returning  home  from  wholefome  toil, 

Enjoy 'd  the  frugal  bounty  of  the  foil. 

His  mind  was  royal  in  a  low  eftate, 

And  dignify'd  the  meannefs  of  his  fate. 

He  firft  in  fpring  was  feen  to  crop  the  rofe, 

In  autumn  firft  t'  unload  the  bending  boughs ; 

For  every  bud  the  early  year  beftow'd, 

A  redd'ning  apple  on  the  branches  ^low'd. 

Ev'n  in  the  rmdft  of  winter's  rigid  reign, 

When  fnow  and  froft  had  whiten'd  o'er  the  plain, 

When  cold  had  fplit  the  rocks,  and  ttript  the  woods, 

And  fhackled  up  the  mighty  running  floods^ 

He  then,  anticipating  fummer's  hopes, 

The  tendrils  of  the  foft  agantlius  crops  5 
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His  induflry  awak'd  the  lazy  fpring, 
And  haften'd  on  the  zephyr's  loit'rin^  wing. 
JFor  this  with  pregnant  bees  ho  chief  was  known 
T'  abound  :  the  balmy  harveffc  all  his  own. 
Succeffive  fwarms  reward  his  faithful  toil ; 
None  prefs'd  from  richer  combs  the  liquid  fpoil. 
He  crown'd  his  rural  orchard's  plain  defign, 
"With  flow'ring  lime-trees,  and  a  wealth  of  pine. 
He  knew,  in  graceful  order,  to  difpofe 
JLarge-body'd  elms,  tranfplanted  into  rows. 
Hard  pear-trees  flourifh'd  near  his  ruftic  dome, 
And  thorns  already  purple  with  the  plumb  ; 
Broad  planes  arofe  to  form  an  ample  bow'r, 
Where  mirth's  gay  fons  refrefh'd  the  fultry  hour. 
But  I  this  grateful  fubject  muft  difcard, 
The  pleafing  labour  of  fome  future  bard. 

THE  RHONE  AND  THE  ARAR. 

Two  rivers  in  fam'd  Gallia's  bounds  are  known, 
The  gentle  Arar,  and  the  rapid  Rhone  ;     [dream, 
Through  pleaiing  banks,  where  love-fick  fhepherds 
Mild  Arar  foftly  fteals  her  ling'ring  ftream  : 
Her  wave  fo  ftill,  tli'  exploring  eye  deceives, 
That  fees  not  if  it  comes,  or  if  it  leaves : 
"With  (liver  graces  ever  dimpled  o'er, 
Reflects  each  flow'r,  and  fmiles  on  ev'ry  ftiore  ; 
Each  youth  with  joy  th'  inchanting  fcene  furveys, 
And  thinks  for  him  the  amorous  ftream  delays ; 
"While  the  fly  nymph  above  unfeen  to  flow, 
To  her  own  purpofe  true,  fteals  calm  below. 
More  rapid  rolls  the  Rhone,  tumultuous  flood, 
All  raging  unwithheld,  and  unwithftood  ; 
In  vain  or  fertile  fields  invite  its  ftay, 
In  vain  or  rougheft  rocks  oppofe  its  way ; 
It  bounds  o'er  all,  and,  infolent  of  force, 
Still  hurries  headling  on,  a  downward  courfe. 
Sometimes,  'tis  true,  we  fnatch  with  painful  fight, 
Acrofs  the  working  foam  a  moment's  light ; 
The  momentary  vifion  fnatch'd  again, 
The  troubled  river  boils  and  froths  amain. 
To  which  of  thefe,  alas  !  ihall  I  confide  ? 
Say,  fhall  I  plunge  in  Rhone's  impetuous  tide, 
And  by  the  various  eddies  roll'd  about, 
Juft  as  the  whirlpools  guide,  fuck'd  in,  caft  out ! 
Till  through  a  thoufand  giddy  circles  toft, 
In  the  broad  ocean's  boundlefs  floods  I'm  loft  ? 
Or,  tell  me,  friend, — lefs  vent'rous,  fhall  I  lave 
My  glowing  limbs  in  Arar's  gentle  wave  ? 
In  whofe  fair  bofom  beauteous  profpects  rife, 
The  earth  in  verdure,  and  in  fmiles  the  fkies  : 
"With  thoughtiefs  rapture  ev'ry  charm  explore, 
Heav'd  by  no  breeze,  or  wafted  tp  no  fhcre  : 
Till  trufting  cred'lous  to  the  falfe  ferene, 
I  fink  to  ruin  in  the  pleafing  fcene. 

THE  PARODY:  BY  MR.  W*****». 

Two  toafts  at  ev'ry  public  place  are  feen, 
Godlike  Elizabeth  and  gentle  Jean  : 
Mild  Jeany  fmiles  at  ev'ry  word  you  fay, 
Seems  pleas'd  herfelf,  and  fends  you  pleas'd  away. 
Her  face  fo  wondrous  fair,  fo  foft  her  hands, 
"We're  tempted  oft  to  think-— fhe  underftands : 
Each  fop  with  joy  the  kind  endeavour  fees, 
And  thinks  for  him  the  anxious  care  to  pleafe  : 
But  the  fly  nymph  has  motives  of  her  own, 
Her  lips  are  open'd,  and— rher  teeth  are  fhown. 


Befs  blunders  out  with  ev'ry  thing  atond, 

And  rattles  uuwithheld  and  unwithftood  : 

In  vain  the  fighing  fwain  implores  a  truce, 

Nor  can  his  wit  one  moment's  paufe  produce  ; 

She  bounds  o'er  all,  and  confcious  of  her  force, 

Still  pours  along  the  torrent  of  difcourfe. 

Sometimes,  'tis  true,  juft  as  her  breath  Jhe  draws, 

With  watchful  eye  we  catch  one  moment's  paufe  : 

But  when  that  inftantaneous  moment's  o'er, 

She  rattles  on  inceffant  as  before. 

To  which  of  thefe  two  wonders  of  the  town, 

Say,  fhall  I  truft,  to  fpend  an  afternoon  ? 

If  Betty's  drawing-room  fhould  be  my  choice,, 

Intoxicate  with  wit,  ftruckdown  with  noife, 

Pleas'd,  and  difpleas'd,  I  quit  the  Bedlam  fcene. 

And  joyful  hail  my  peace  of  mind  again  : 

But  if  to  gentle  Jeany's  I  repair, 

Regal' d  on  fyllabub,  and  fed  on  air, 

With  ftudy'd  rapture  yawning  I  commend, 

Mov'd  by  no  caufe,  directed  to  no  end, 

Till  half  afleep,  though  flatter'd,  not  content, 

I  come  away  as  joylefs  as  I  went. 

SONG. 

TO  A   LADY  WHO   RIDICULED  THE  AUTHOR'S 
LOVES. 

A  FEMALE  friend  advis'd  a  fwain 

Whofe  heart  fhe  wifh'd  at  eafe, 
Make  love  thy  pleafure,  not  thy  pain. 

Nor  let  it  deeply  feize. 

Beauty,  where  vanities  abound, 

No  ferious  pafllon  claims: 
Then,  till  a  phoenix  can  be  found* 

Do  not  admit  the  flames. 

But  griev'd,  fhe  finds  all  his  replies 

(Since  prepofiefs'd  when  young) 
Take  all  their  hints  from  Silvia's  eyes, 

None  from  Ardelia's  tongue. 

Thus,  Cupid,  all  their  aim  they  mifs, 

Who  would  unbend  thy  bow  ; 
And  each  flight  nymph  a  phcenix  is, 

If  thou  would'ft  have  it  fo. 

EPIGRAM 

ON   A  LION   ENRAGED   AT   SEEING  A   LAD   IN  THE 
HIGHLAND   DRESS. 

CALM  and  ferene  th*  imperial  lion  lay, 
Mildly  indulging  in  the  folar  ray, 
On  vulgar  mortals  with  indiff'rence  gaz'd, 
All  unconcern'd,  nor  angry,  nor  amaz'd  ; 
But  when  the  Caledonian  lad  appear'd. 
Sudden  alarm'd,  his  manly  mane  he  rear'd, 
Prepar'd  in  fierce  encounter  to  engage 
The  only  object  worthy  of  his  rage. 

MITHRIDATES. 

ACT   I.       SCENE   I. 
After  the  manner  of  the  French  dramatic  rbyme  of 

RACINE. 
XIPHARES.     ARBATES. 

Xiphares. 

'Ti  s  true,  Arbates !  what  all  tongues  relate, 
Rome  triumphs,  and  my  father  yields  to  fate 2 


POEMS. 


He  whofe  wide  empire  ftretch'd  from  more  to  fhore, 
The  mighty  Mithridates  is  no  more. 
Pompey,  wide  fa-.tt'ring  terror  and  aiTright, 
Surpis'd  his  prudence  in  the  mades  of  night ; 
Through  all  his  camp  a  fudden  ruin  fpread, 
And  heap'd  it  round  with  mount.un.»  of  the  dead : 
On  broad  Euphrates'  bank  the  monarch  lies 
His  diadem  is  fall'n  the  victor's  prize. 
Thus  he  whom  Alia  forty  years  beheld 
Still  fifing  nobler  from  each  well-fought  field, 
Who  bold  aveng'd,  high-rais'd  on  valour's  wings, 
The  common  caufe  of  empire  and  of  kings, 
Dies,  and  behind  him  leaves,  by  fortune  croft, 
Two  fons,  alas !  in  mutual  difcords  loft. 

Arbatss. 

How,  Prince  !  fo  foon  does  fell  ambition  move 
To  break  the  union  of  fraternal  love  ? 

Xipbans. 

Far,  far  fuch  guilt  be  from  Xiphares'  breaft, 
Far  fuch  ambition,  which  the  good  deteft  ; 
Nor  glory  fhinas  fo  tempting  in  my  eye, 
Nor  rate  I  empire  at  a  price  fo  high ; 
True  to  the  kindred  honours  of  my  name, 
I  recognize  a  brother's  jufter  claim  : 
Nor  further  does  my  highc'ft  wHh  afpire, 
Than  thofe  fair  kingdoms  left  me  by  my  fire ; 
The  reft  without  regret  I  fee  become 
His  valour's  purchafe,  or  the  gift  of  Rome. 

A  r  bates. 

The  gift  of  Rome,  fay'ft  ?  can  Pharnaces  owe  ? — 
Can  Mithridates'  fon  ? 

Xiphares. 

Arbates,  know. 

In  vain  Pharnaces  veils  himfelf  in  art, 
Long  fmce  become  all  Roman  at  the  heart ; 
Loft  to  his  father's  glories  and  his  own, 
He  longs  to  mount  a  tributary  throne  : 
Whiift  I,  more  defp'rate  from  my  father's  fate, 
N^urifh  within  my  breaft  immortal  hate. 
But  yet,  not  all  the  rage  that  hatred  breeds, 
Not  ail  the  jealoufies  ambition  feeds, 
Not  all  the  glories  Pontus'  realms  can  boaft, 
Not  thefe  divide  our  wretched  bofoms  moft. 

Arbates. 
What  nearer  care  Xiphares'  fear  alarms  ? 

Xipbares. 

Then  hear  aft onifh'd  friend,  Monimia's  charms, 
Whom  late  our  father  honoured  with  his  vo\vs, 
And  now  Pharnaces  with  bold  zeal  purfues. 
AriatiS. 

Monimia ! 

Xipbares. 

\  love,  nor  longer  will  conceal 
A  flame  which  truth  and  honour  bid  reveal : 
Nor  duty  further  binds  my  tongv.e,  fince  here 
I  now  no  rival  but  a  brother  fear : 
Nor  is  this  flame  the  paflion  of  a  day, 
A  fudden  blaze  that  haftens  to  decay  ; 
Long  in  my  breaft  I  pent  the  rifing  groan, 
Told  it  in  fecret  to  my  heart  alone : 

0  could  I  faithful  to  its  rage,  exprefs 
It's  firft  uneafinefs,  my  laft  diftrefs ! 

But  lofe  not  now  the  moments  to  difclofe 
The  long  long  ftory  of  my  am'rous  woes. 
Suffice  it  thee  to  know,  that  ere  my  fire 
Beheld  this  beauteous  object  of  defire, 

1  faw  and  felt  the  charmer  in  my  heart, 
And  holy  paffion  dignify'd  the  dart, 


My  father  faw  her  too ;  rtor  fought  to  move 
With  vows  that  me  and  virtue  could  approve; 
Haughty  of  fov'reign  rule,  he  hop'd  to  find 
An  eafy  conqueft  o'er  a  woman's  mind : 
But  when  he  found  in  honour  relolute, 
She  fcorn'd  indignant  his  imperious  fuit, 
'Twas  then  he  fent  in  Hymen's  facred  name 
His  diadem,  the  pledge  of  purer  flame. 
Judge  then,  my  friend !  what  agonizing  fmart, 
Tore  up  my  fenfes,  and  transfk'd  my  heart, 
When  firft  from  fame  the  dreadful  tale  I  heard, 
The  fair  Monimia  to  his  throne  preferr'd, 
And  that  Arbates  with  his  beauteous  prey 
Shap'd  for  Nymphea's  walls  the  deftin'd  way. 

'Twas  then  the  more  to  aggravate  my  doom, 
My  mother  liften'd  to  the  arts  of  Rome : 
Whether  by  her  great  zeal  for  me  milled, 
Or  ftung  with  rage  for  her  deferted  bed, 
Betray'd  to  Pompey  (impotent  of  mind) 
The  fort  and  treafures  to  her  charge  confign'cl. 
How  dreadful  did  my  mothers  guilt  appear ! 
Soon  as  the  fatal  tidings  reach'd  my  ear, 
No  more  I  faw  my  rival  in  my  fire, 
My  duty  triumph'd  o'er  my  fond  defire ; 
Alone  in  the  unhappy  man  furvey'd 
The  father  injur'd,  and  the  king  betray'd: 
My  mother  faw  me,  prodigal  of  breath, 
In  ev'ry  field  encounter  ev'ry  death  ; 
Keen  to  redeem  the  honours  of  my  name, 
Repair  her  wrongs,  and  difavow  her  fhame. 
Then  the  broad  Euxine  own'd  my  father's  fwiay, 
I  made  the  raging  Hellefpont  obey ; 
His  happy  veffels  flew  without  controul, 
Wherever  winds  could  waft,  or  oceans  roll. 
My  filial  duty  had  attempted  more, 
Ev'n  hop'd  his  refcue  on  Euphrates'  fhore  ; 
Sudden  I  heard,  amid  the  martial  ftrife, 
A  hoftile  arm  had  cut  his  thread  of  life. 
'Twas  then,  I  own,  amid  my  various  woes, 
Monimia  dear  to  my  remembrance  rcfe : 
I  fear'd  the  furious  king,  the  dire  excefs 
Of  am'rous  rage,  and  jealous  tendernefs : 
Hither  I  flew,  fome  mifchief  to  prevent, 
With  all  the  fpeed  prefaging  paffion  lent  : 
Nor  lefs  my  fears  finifter  omens  drew, 
When  in  thefe  walls  Pharnaces  ftnick  my  view- 
Pharnaces,  full  impetuous,  haughty,  bold, 
Rafh  in  defign,  in  action  uncontroul'd, 
Solicits  the  fair  queen,  again  renews 
His  interrupted  hopes,  and  former  vows, 
Confirms  his  father's  death,  and  longs  to  move 
Her  gentle  bofom  to  more  equal  love. 
I  own,  indeed,  whilft  Mithridates  reign'd, 
My  love  was  by  parental  law  reftrain'd, 
Rever'd  fubinhlive  his  fuperior  pow'r, 
Who  claim'd  my  duty  from  my  natal  hoar; 
Enfranchis'd  by  his  death,  it  fcorns  to  yield 
To  any  other's  hopes  fo  dear  a  field. 
Either  Monimia  adverfe  to  my  claim ; 
Rejects,  ah  heav'n  forbid !  my  tender  claim; 
Or — but  whatever  danger's  to  be  run, 
'Tis  by  my  death  alone  the  prize  is  won. 
'Tis  thine  to  choofe,  which  of  the  two  to 
Thy  royal  mailer's  fon,  or  Pompey 's  flave. 
Proud  of  the  Romans  who  efpoufe  his  caufe, 
Pharnaces  proudly  thinks  to  dictate  laws ; 
But  let  him  know,  that  here  that  very  hour 
My  father  dy'd,  I  knew  no  rival  pow'r. 
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The  realms  of  Pontus  own  his  fov'reign  fway, 
Him.  Colchos  and  its  provinces  obey, 
And  Colchos  princes  ever  did  maintain 
The  Bofphorus  a  pprt  of  their  domain. 

Arbates. 

My  lord,  what  pow'r  I  boaft  you  juftly  claim, 
My  duty  and  affection  are  the  fame ; 
Arbates  has  but  one  plain  point  in  view, 
To  honour  and  his  royal  malter  true : 
Had  Mithridates  reign'd,  nor  force  nor  art 
Had  e'er  feduc'd  this  faithful  loyal  heart ; 
Now  by  his  death  releas'd,  my  duteous  care 
His  royal  will  declar'd,  awaits  his  heir  : 
The  felf-fame  zeal  I  to  your  fuccour  bring, 
With  which  I  ferv'd  your  father  and  my  king, 
Had  heav'n  Pharnaces'  impious  purpofe  iped, 
I  the  firfl  victim  of  his  rage  had  bled  ; 
Thofe  walls  fo  long  his  entrance  which  withftood, 
Ere  this  had  redden'd  with  my  odious  blood. 
Go,  to  the  blooming  queen  your  fuit  approve, 
And  mould  her  gentle  bofom  to  your  love  : 
Affianc'd  in  my  faith,  difmifs  your  fear; 
Either  Arbates  has  no  credit  here, 
Or  elfe  Pharnaces,  by  my  arts  o'ercome, 
Elfewhere  Ihall  boaft  him  of  the  aids  of  Rome. 

EPITAPH 

ON  MR.  BAILL1E  OF  JERVISWOOD. 

THE  pious  parents  rais'd  this  hallow'd  place, 
A.  monument  for  them  and  for  their  race. 
Defendants,  be  it  your  fucceffive  cares, 
That  no  degen'rate  duft  e'er  mix  with  theirs. 

EPITAPH 

ON  MR.  BASIL  HAMILTON. 

THIS  verfe,  O  gentle  Hamilton!  be  thine, 
Each  fofter  grace,  below  thy  darling  fhrine. 
Nature  to  thee,  did  her  beft  gifts  impart, 
The  mUdeft  manners,  and  the  warmeft  heart ; 
Honour  erected  in  thy  breaft  its  throne, 
And  kind  humanity  was  all  thy  own. 

EPITAPH. 

DOES  great  and  fplendid  villany  allure  ? 
Go  learch  in  W— — — 's  trial  for  a  cure. 
Bleft  with  enough,  wouldft  thou  increafe  it  ftill  ? 
Examine  Ch— — 's  life,  and  R— — d's  will. 
Would'ft  thou  be  happy  ?  then  thefe  rules  receive, 
Read  this  verfe  gratis ,  and  thy  foul  fhall  live. 
Learn  from  this  man,  who  now  lies  five  feet  deep, 
To   drink  when   doubting,  ^nd  when    tempted 

fleep : 

This  led  him  fafe  thro'  life's  tempeftuous  fteerage, 
Poor  by  no  place,  ignoble  by  no  peerage  ; 
An  eafy  mind,  by  no  entails  devis'd  ; 
An  humble  virtue,  by  no  kings  excjs'd : 
Stated  no  law  cafe,  and  no  critic  quoted ;     [voted. 
Spoke  what   he  thought,    and  never  fwore  nor 
Courts  he  abhorr'd,  their  errors,  their  abufes, 
St.  James,  Verfailles;  all,  all,  but  Sancta  Crucis*: 
There  where  no  ftatefman  buys,  no  bifhop  fells; 
A  virtuous  palace,  where  no  monarch  dv/eiis. 


With  kind  Bargeny,  faithful  to  his  word,      [lord; 
Whom  heav'n  made  good  and  focial,  though  a 
The  cities  view'd  of  many-languag'd  men, 
Popes,  pimps,kings,gamefters;  and  faw  all  was  vain. 
Enjoy'd,  what  Hopetoun's  groves  could  never  yield, 
The  philofophic  rapture  of  the  field ! 
Nor  afk'd,  nor  fear'd.     His  life,  and  humble  lays, 
No  critic's  envy,  and  no  flatt'rers  praife. 
Sure  thofe  who  know  how  hard  to  write  and  live, 
Would  judge  with  candour,  pity  and  forgive. 
Know'n  but  to  few,  as  if  he  ne'er  had  been, 
He  ftolc  through  life  unheeded  and  unfeen. 
He  often  err'd,  but  broke  no  focial  duty ; 
Unbrib'd  by  ftatefmen,  and  unhurt  by  beauty. 

PSALM  LXV.  IMITATED. 

THRICE  happy  he !  whom  thy  paternal  love 
Allows  to  tread  the  radiant  courts  above, 
To  range  the  climes  where  pure  enjoyments  grow, 
Where  bleflings  fpring,  and  endlefs  pleafures  flow  : 
Awful  in  majefly,  thy  glories  fhine, 
Thy  mercy  fpeaks  its  author  all  divine. 
Thy  tender  and  amazing  care  is  ownTd, 
Where-e'er  old  ocean  walks  his  wavy  round  ; 
Thofe  that  explore  the  terrors  of  the  main, 
Embroil'd  with  florms  in  fearch  of  paltry  gain, 
Where  tides  encounter  with  tumultuous  roar, 
Derive  their  fafety  from  thy  boundlefs  pow'r : 
Within  their  ftated  mounds  thy  nod  contains 
The  lawlefs  waves,  where  headlong  tumult  reigns ; 
At  thy  defpotic  call  the  rebels  ceafe, 
Sink  to  a  fouling  calm, — and  all  is  peace. 
Thofe  that  inhabit  earth's  remoteft  bound, 
Trembling  furvey  thy  terrors  all  around, 
When  kindling  meteors  redden  in  the  air, 
And  fhake  thy  judgments  from  their  fanguine  hair ; 
At  thy  command  fair  blufhes  lead  the  day, 
And  orient  pearls  glow  from  each  tender  fpray, 
Night  with  her  folemn  gloom  adores  a  God, 
And  fpreads  her  fable  horrors  at  his  nod, 
Whole  nature  cheerful  owns  her  Maker's  voice, 
Each  creature  fmiles,  and  all  his  works  rejoice. 
Thy  bounty  flreams  in  foft  defcending  (how'rs, 
And  Awakens  into  bloom  the  drooping  flow'rs; 
Pregnant  on  high  thy  cloudy  citterns  move, 
And  pour  their  genial  treafures  from  above ; 
Earth  fmiles,  array 'd  in  all  her  youthful  charms."^ 
Her  flow'ry  infants  ope  their  blufhing  arms,       > 
And  kindling  life  each  vernal  bloffom  warms,     j 
Thus  the  glad  year  with  circling  mercies  crown'd, 
Enjoys  thy  goodnefs  in  an  endlefs  round. 
Whene'er  thou  fmil'ft,   frefh  beauties  paint  the 
And  flow'rs  awaken'd. vegetate  to  birth.       [earth 
The  dreary  wilds,  whece  no  delights  are  found, 
Where-  never  fpring  adorn'd  the  fterile  ground, 
At  thy  command  a  pompous  drefs  affume, 
Fair  rofes  glow,  and  op'ning  lilies  bloom : 
Here  verdant  hills  arife  on  ev'ry  fide, 
And  fiioo't  their  tops  aloft  with  confcious  pride ; 
There  lowing  herds  adorn  the  fertile  foil, 
And  crown  with  fleecy  wool  the  fliepherd's  toil : 
While  tender  lambs  their  infant -voices  raife, 
And  fvveetly  bleat  th'  Almighty  Giver's  praife. 
Here  loaded  vallics  fmile  with  waving  corn, 
And  golden  profpects  ev'ry  field  adorn  ; 
They  fhcut  for  joy,  and  lowly  bending  fing, 
With  fwcet  harmonious  note?,  their  gracious  King- 
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Albion  exult !  Thy  fons  a  voice  divine  have  heard, 
The  Man  of  Thebes  hath  in  thy  vales  appear'd. 
Hark !  with  frefh  rage,  and  undiminifh'd  fire, 
The  fweet  enthufiaft  fmites  the  Britijb  lyre ; 
The  founds  that  echo'd  on  Alplens*  ftreams, 
Reach  the  delighted  ear  of  liftening  Thames  »• 
Lo  !  fvvift  acrofs  the  dufty  plain 
Great  Therons  foaming  courfers  ftrain ! 
What  mortal  tongue  e'er  roll'd  along 
Such  full  impetuous  tides  of  nervous  fong  ? 
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THE  LIFE  OF  G.  WEST. 


GILBERT  WEST  was  the  fon  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Weft,  prebendary  of  Winchester,  and  was  born  in 
1706.  His  father  was  of  an  ancient  family,  und  eminent  for  his  worth  and  learning.  He  fuperin- 
tended  the  Oxford  edition  of  "  Pindar,''  in  folio,  with  the  Greek  Scholia,  1697.  Bilhop  Burnet  gave 
him  the  living  of  Hundred  ia  Berkihire  ;  and,  in  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne,  Lord  Orford  procured 
Jiim  a  flail  in  the  Cathedral  of  Winchefter.  At  the  acceflion  of  King  George,  he  was  appointed 
one  of  his  firft  Chaplains,  and  had  a  promife  from  his  Majeily  of  the  firft  vacant  Bilhopric,  which 
he  did  not  live  to  obtain.  He  died  in  i;iS. 

His  mother,  Maria  Temple,  was  fifter  to  Sir  Pvichard  Temple,  Bart,  afterwards  Lord  Cobham, 
a  woman  of  exemplary  prudence,  piety,  and  virtue,  who  loft  her  right  of  inheritance  to  her  brother's 
Cffate,  by  marrying  a  man  without  one ;  and  her  fifter,  Hefther,  married  to  Richard  Gren- 
ville,  Efq.  of  Wotton  in  Buckinghamihire,  and  her  ifTue,  received  the  honours  and  fortune  he  had 
to  bequeath,  with  remainder  to  her  fifter  Chriftian,  married  to  Sir  Thomas  Ly ttleton,  Bart,  of  Hag- 
ley  in  Worcefterfnire,  and  her  iffue.  She  married  a  fecond  hufband,  Sir  John  Langham,  Bart,  of 
Cottefbroke  in  Northamptonlhire. 

His  mother,  purpofmg  to  educate  him  for  the  church,  foon  after  his  father's  death,  fent  him  to 
Eton  fchool,  of  which  he  became  Captain,  and  went  off  to  Oxford,  and  became  a  Student  of  Chrift- 
Church. 

His  ftudious  and  ferious  turn  inclined  him  to  embrace  the  clerical  profeilion ;  but  he  was  feduced 
to  a  more  airy  mode  of  life,  by  obtaining  a  Cornetcy  in  his  uncle's  Regiment  of  Horfe. 

He  continued  fome  time  in  the  army ;  though  it  is  reafonable  to  fuppofe  that,  as  his  uncle  ex» 
empted  him  from  country  quarters,  he  never  funk  into  a  mere  foldier,  nor  ever  loft  the  love,  or 
negle&ed  the  purfttit  of  learning ;  and  afterwards,  finding  himfelf  more  inclined  to  civil  employ 
ment,  he  refigned  his  commiffion,  and  engaged  in  bufinefs,  with  other  young  gentlemen,  trained  by 
government  for  public  fervice,  under  Lord  Townfnend,  then  Secretary  of  State,  with  whom  he  at 
tended  the  King  to  Hanover, 

Lord  Townfhend  fhowed  him  particular  marks  of  his  regard ;  and  Walpole  teftified  the  ftrongeft. 
inclination  to  ferve  him  ;  but  Lord  Cobham's  oppofition  to  the  adminifl ration  obftrucSted  his  pre 
ferment  ;  the  minifter  acknowledging,  that  he  muft  not  expedt  to  have  his  merit  diftinguifhed  by 
government,  as  any  favours  conferred  on  him  would  be  imputed  as  done  to  his  uncle. 

Finding  that  he  was  to  be  facrificed,  he  took  his  leave  of  the  fecretary's  office,  and  all  views  of 
advancing  his  fortune  ;  his  uncle  difiuading  him  from  going  to  the  Temple,  where  he  had  been  en 
tered,  and  ftudying  the  law,  which  he  propofed  to  himfelf,  as  his  laft  refource. 

His  adherence  to  Lord  Townfhend  ended  in  nothing  but  a  nomination,  May  1729,  to  be  Clerk 
Extraordinary  of  the  Privy  Council,  procured  of  the  Duke  of  Devonfhire,  then  Prefident  of  the 
Council,  by  one  of  his  fons,  with  whom  he  had  contracted  a  friendfhip  at  fchool,  which  produced 
no  immediate  profit ;  for  it  only  placed  him  in  a  ftate  of  expectation  and  right  of  fucceflion ;  and 
it  was  very  long  before  a  vacancy  admitted  him  to  profit. 

Soon  afterwards,  he  married  a  daughter  of  Mr.  Bartiett,  and  fettled  himfelf  in  a  very  plcafant 
Uoufc  at  Wickham  in  Kent,  where  he  devoted  himfelf  to  learning  and  to  piety. 
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He  was  very  often  vifited  by  his  coufm  Lyttleton,  and  Pitt,  who,  when  they  were  weary  of  fa&ioa. 
and  debate,  ufed  at  Wickham  to  find  books  and  quiet,  a  decent  table,  and  literary  converfation. 
Lyttleton's  epigram  to  him  in  1744,  contains  a  jyft  character  both  of  the  rnafter  and  of  his  habi 
tation. 

Fair  nature's  fweet  fimplicity, 

With  elegance  refin'd, 
Well  in  thy  (eat,  my  friend,  I  fee, 

But  better  in  thy  mind. 
To  both,  from  courts  and  all  their  flate,  * 

Eager  I  fly,  to  prove 
Joys  far  above  a  courtier's  fate, 
Tranquillity  and  love. 

There  is  a  walk  at  Wickham  made  by  Pitt ;  and,  what  is  of  far  more  importance,  at  Wickham, 
Lyttleton  received  that  conviction  which  produced  his  "  Diflertatioti  on  the  converlion  of  St.  Paul.'* 
Hammond  alfo  came  often  from  the  bufy  world  to  fee  him,  and  found  at  Wickham  a  temporary 
relief  from  the  anxieties  of  love. 

And  you,  O  Weft,  with  her,  your  partner  dear, 
Whom  focial  mirth  and  ufeful  fenfe  commend, 

With  learning's  feaft  my  drooping  mind  {hall  cheer, 
Glad  to  efcape  from  love  to  fuch  a  friend 

Of  his  piety,  the  influence  has  probably  been  extended  far  by  his  Ohfirvntions  on  the  Rrfnrretfion  of 
Chrijl,  publilhed  in  1747,  for  which  the  Univerfity  of  Oxford  created  him  a  Doclor  of  Laws,  by  di 
ploma,  March  30,  1748  ;  and  would  doubtlefs  have  reached  yet  farther  had  he  lived  to  complete 
what  he  had  for  feme  time  meditated,  the  Evidence  of  the  Truth  of  the  Netu  Tefament. 

Of  his  learning,  the  prefent  collection  exhibits  evidence,  in  his  verfion  of  Pindar,  which  wotiM 
have  been  yet  fuller  if  the  Drffertation  on  the  Olympic  Games,  which  accompanies  it,  had  not  been 
omitted.  "  I  am  now  reviling  and  preparing  for  the  prefs,"  he  writes  Dr.  Doddridge,  March  14. 
1748,  "  fome  papers  which  have  lain  by  me  many  years;  the  tranflations  of  fome  Odes  of  Pindar,  and 
feme  other  pieces,  both  in  verfe  and  profe,  tranflated  from  the  Greek,  to  all  which  will  be  prefixed 
a  Differtation  on  the  Olympic  Games,  which  yet  wants  fomething  of  being  finifhed.  Though  1  look 
upon  thefe  fubje&s  as  mere  trifles  in  comparifon  of  the  other,  \pbfcri>ations  upon  Gclfus~\  yet  I  am, 
fenfible  they  have  a  weight,  indeed  too  great  a  weight  in  the  opinion  of  the  world. 

Hx  nug:e  fevia  ducent 
In  bona,  laudatum  femel,  acceptumque  benigne. 

*  Works  of  this  kind  fometimes  gain  a  man  a  reputation  and  authority  which  may  ferve  hirn^ 
upon  better  and  more  ufeful  fubjecls.  You  will  not  think  I  am  either  too  vain  or  fanguine  in  my 
expectations,  when  I  tell  you  that  thefe  papers  haye  pafled  their  examination,  and  received  the  ap 
probation  of  Mr.  Lyttleton,  the  belt  critic,  the  heft  friend,  and  the  befl  man  in  this  world." 

In  1749,  he  publilhed  his  verfion  of  the  Odes  of  Pi.iJ.;r,  with  a  dilTcrtation  on  the  Olympic  Games, 
and  notes  critical  and  explanatory,  in  4to. ;  which  was  praifed  in  a  recommendatory  "  Ode,"  by 
Dr.  Warton,  the  prefent  refpectable  mafter  pf  Winchefter  fchool. 

The  fame  year,  he  tranflated  from  the  Greek,  the  Hymn  of  Cleantles ,  at  the  requeft  of  Dr.  Doddrige, 
to  whom  he  writes,  "  I  am  weary  pf  translating ;  but  wpuld  willingly  put  a  force  upon  myfelf  to 
oblige  you." 

In  1/5  T,  he  wrote  his  Canto  on  Education,  in  thp  manner  of  Spenfer,  which  received  the  approba 
tion  of  Dr.  Doddridge.  In  return,  he  writes  him,  "  I  am  glad  my  Canto  pleated  you ;  though,  to 
tell  you  the  truth,  I  expected  no  lefs,  You  are  a  lover  of  the  author  as  well  as  of  virtue  and  religion, 
and  mull  therefore  be  difpqfed  to  read  it  ^svith  a  favourable,  if  not  a  partial  eye." 

This  was  followed,  or  preceded,  by  another  .poem  in  the  fame  ftunza,  and  a  tranflation  of  the  If  hi', 
wnia  in  Tauris,  from  the  Greek  of  Euripides,  with  critical  remarks  and  hiftorkiil  explanations,  and  a 
verfioa  of  a  part  pf  the  Argonaut  Jes  of  Apvllonius  RL<., 

His  income  was  not  large,  und  his  friends  endeavoured,  but  without  fuccefs,  to  obtain  an  augmen 
tation.  It  is  reported  that  the  education  of  the  young  prince  was  offered  to  hirn,  1  u£  that  he  re^» 
quired  «  a  more  extenfive  power  of  fuperimendence  than  it  \va,s  thought  prqper  to  allow  hirn^' 
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Tn  1752,  h'c  fucceedeVl  to  one  of  the  lucrative  clcrkfliips  of  the  Privy  Council ;  and  when  Pitt  was 
made  Paymafter-General,  he  had  it  in  his  power  to  make  him  Treafurer  of  Chelfea  Hofpital. 

Soon  after,  he  published  his  Pcems  and  Transitions,  which  he  affectionately  infcribed  to  his  two 
illuftrious  friends,  Pitt  and  Lyttleton. 

He  was  now  fufficiently  rich  ;  but  wealth  came  too  late  to  be  long  enjoyed ;  nor  could  it  fave 
him  from  the  calamities  of  life. 

In  1755,  he  loft  his  only  foil,  in  the  2Otu  year  of  his  age  ;,an  affliction  which  he  felt  very  fevcrely. 
The  year  after,  a  ilroke  of  the  pally  brought  to  the  grave,  in  the  emphatical  language  of  Dr. 
Johnfon,  "  one  of  the  few  poets  to  whom  the  grave  might  be  without  its  terrors."  The  exprefiion 
might  be  interpreted  to  the  dilhonour  of  poetry ;  but,  as  it  otight  rather  to  be  conlidered  as  a  pointed 
fentence,  than  a  jufh  cenfure,  it  would  be  improper  to  take  notice  of  it.  He  died  March  26,  1756, 
in  the  5Oth  year  of  his  age. 

His  works,  in  profe  and  verfe,  containing  the  Odes  of  Pindar,  a  DiJTirtation  on  the  Olympic  Games, 
Gymnajlic  JSxtrctj/fs,  a  Dialogue  from  Lucian,  Ipbigenia  in  Tattris,  jAffonaui'ics  of  Apollonius  Rhod'nis,  tz 
Dialogue  of  Plato,  a  Dramatic  Poem  of  Lucian  upon  the  Gout,  the  Injlitution  of  the  Order  of  the  Garter,  a 
dramatic  poem,  and  Original  Poems  on  federal  occajlons,  were  re-printed  in  $  vols.  limo.  1766.  The 
Odes  of  Pindar,  and  the  Poems  on  fevcral  occajlons,  were  printed  in  the  collection  of  "  The  Englifh 
Poets,"  1779  and  1790.  The  anonymous  tranflation  of  the  Six  Olympic  Odes  of  Pindar,  omitted  by 
Weft,  publifhcd  in  1775,  is  incorporated  with  the  tranflation  of  Weft  in  the  prefent  edition  ;  and 
The  Injlltution  of  the  Order  of  the  Garter •,  omitted  in  the  collection  of  "  The  Englifh  Poets,"  is  now  ar 
ranged  with  his  Original  Poems, and  Truncations  from  Apollonius  Rhoditts.  "  The  Swallows,"  an  elegy, 
printed  in  the  "  Adventurer,"  and  attributed  by  Hawkefworth  to  Weft,  was  the  production  of 
Jago,  the  "  poet  of  the  birds." 

The  works  of  Weft  bear  ample  teftimony  of  his  genius  and  learning ;  and  his  contemporaries  are 
lavifh  in  praife  of  his  piety,  probity,  and  amiable  benevolence. 

Pope,  the  moft  celebrated  of  his  poetical  contemporaries,  in  teftimony  of  his  efteem,  left  him  j  I. 
in  his  will,  "  to  be  laid  out  on  a  ring,  or  any  other  memorial,"  and  200  1.  "  after  the  deceafe  of 
Mrs.  Blount."  "  Crafhaw,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  is  now  not  the  only  maker  of  verfes  to  whom  may 
be  given  the  venerable  names  of  Poet  and  Saint. 

Of  his  private  character,  and  domeftic  habits,  the  following  account  is  given  in  the  "  Gentleman's 
Magazine,"  1783,  from  the  MSS.  of  Mr.  Jones,  once  Curate  to  Young  at  Welwyn,  and  afterwards 
Vicar  of  Hitchin,  and  well  known  by  the  active  fhare  he  took  in  the  "  Free  and,  Candid  Difquifi- 
tions."  It  will  be  no  difparagement  to  thefe  particulars,  to  obferve,  that  they  have  furnifhed  fome 
wfeful  hints  to  Dr.  Johnfon,  in  the  improved  edition  of  his  "  Lives  of  the  Poets." 

"  Mr.  Weft  was  a  perfon  of  great  difcernment,  and  of  a  very  quick  apprehenfion,  and  readily 
faw  into  men  and  things.  He  was  lively  and  agreeable  in  converfation,  and  very  much  of  a  gentle 
man  in  all  his  behaviour. 

"  I  have  heard  him  fay,  that  in  his  younger  days  he  had  gone  over  into  the  quarters  of  infidelity. 
His  uncle,  the  late  Lord  Cobham,  did  all  in  his  power  to  inftill  fuch  principles  into  his  mind,  and 
that  of  his  coufin  Lyttleton,  when  they  paid  their  vifits  to  him.  But  the  latter,  he  faid,  happily 
flood  his  ground,  and  made  little  or  no  progrefs  in  thefe  perverfe  principles. 

"  When  his  Treattfe  on  the  Refurretllon,  &c.  was  firft  advertifed  in  the  public  papers,  numbers  of 
thofe  who  had  conceived  an  opinion  of  his  continuing  a  ftaunch  unbeliever,  fent  for  it  to  his  book- 
feller,  hoping  to  find  their  own  dilbelief  therein  confirmed.  But,  finding  themfelves  difappointed, 
fome  of  them  were  pleafed  afterwards  to  rank  him  in  the  clafs  even  of  Methodifts,  others  ranked 
him  among  the  Socinians.  But  his  true  character,  to  my  certain  knowledge,  was  a  Chriftian,  a 
Scholar,  and  a  Gentleman. 

"  His  uncle  (even  after  the  publication  of  his  Treatift  on  the  Rtfurreflicn}  left  him  a  legacy  of 

1000  1. 

"  He  was  very  regular  and  exemplary  in  family  religion-*  offered  up  prayers  (thofe  of  thr  public 
liturgy)  every  day,  when  well,  at  eleven  in  the  morning  ;  and  then,  when  the  weather  was  fair,  rode 
.out  for  his  health,  On  Sundays,  he  went  to  church  (not  to  that  of  his  own  parifh,  but  to  that  of 
^t.  James's,  Dr.  Clarke's  church),  and  at  evening  ordered  his  ferrants  to  come  into  the  parlour,  when 

Cg  iij 


470  THE   LIFE   OF    G.   WEST. 

he  read  to  them  the  late  Dr.  Clarke's  fermons,  and  then  went  to  prayer?.  He  read  them  always 
himfelf. 

"  One  thing  was  fomewhat  fingular ;  he  always  faid  grace  himfelf  at  his  table,  though  a  clergyman 
was  prefent.  He  gave  me  his  reafons  of  his  own  accord,  and  I  did  not  difapprove  them. 

"  He  bore  his  laft  illnefs  in  a  very  exemplary  manner,  very  patient,  and  entirely  refigned  to  the 
Divine  Will. 

"  He  had  formed  an  excellent  defign  of  proving  the  authenticity  of  the  New  Teftament,  from 
many  obfervations  that  had  occurred  to  him  from  time  to  time,  which  he  had  begun  to  note  down  ; 
and  I  remember  he  fliowed  me  fome  valuable  hints  that  hctd  been  communicated  to  him  by  Dr. 
Doddridge,  particularly  drawn  from  the  concefllons  of  Celfus  and  others,  arnongft  the  more  early  op- 
pofers  of  Chriflianity.  He  feemed  to  delight  in  that  fubject,  and  to  be  fully  refolved  to  purfue  it 
if  God  ihould  give  him  opportunities.  I  have  heard  him  expatiate  upon  it  in  converfatioa,  with, 
great  clearnefs  of  judgment  and  ftrength  of  argument.  What  became  of  his  preparatory  papers 
upon  it,  fince  his  deceafe,  I  know  not ;  but  have  reafon  to  believe,  from  what  I  have  heard,  that  they 
were  foon  after  deftroyed,  with  many  others,  and  perhaps  all  that  he  had  left  remaining  upon  any 
topics  of  theology.  Let  his  memory  be  ever  dear  to  me,  and  facred  to  the  friends  of  Chriftianity  in 
all  fucceeding  ages." 

His  poetical  character,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  is  candid  and  judicious,  and  may  be  generally 
allowed  ;  but  with  fome  exceptions  in  favour  of  the  Cl>onifes  in  The  Injlitution  of  the  Order  of  the  Garter* 
unjuftly  overlooked ;  and  making  due  allowance  for  his  injurious  and  degrading  eilimate  of  the 
merit  of  poetical  imitation. 

"  Of  his  tranflations,  1  have  only  compared  the  firfl  Olympic  Ode  with  the  original,  and  found  my 
expectation  furpaffed,  both  by  its  elegance  and  exactnefs.  He  does  not  confine  himfelf  to  his  authorxs- 
train  of  ilanzas ;  for  he  faw  that  the  difference  of  the  languages  required  a  different  mode  of  ver- 
fification.  The  firfl  flrophe  is  eminently  happy  ;  in  the  fecond  he  has  a  little  ftrayed  from  Pindar's 
meaning,  who  fays,  "  If  thou,  my  foul,  wifheft  to  fpeak  of  games,  look  not  on  the  defert  Iky  for  a 
planet  hotter  than  the  fun,  nor  {hall  we  tell  of  nobler  games  $han  thofe  of  Olympiad  He  is  fome- 
times  too  paraphraflical.  Pindar  beftows  upon  Hiero  an  epithet  which,  in  one  word,  figniiies  delight- 
r'sg-  in  borfes ;  a  word,  which,  in  the  tranflation,  generates  thefe  lines : 

Hiero' s  royal  brows,  whofe  care 

'Tends  the  courfer's  noble  breed  ; 
Pleas'd  to  nurfe  the  pregnant  mare.; 

Pleas'd  to  train  the  youthful  fteed.  * 

"  Pindar  fays  of  Pelops,  that  "  he  came  alone  in  the  dark  to  the  White  Sea,"  and  Weft  : 

Near  the  billow-beaten  fide 
Of  the  foam-befilver'd  main, 
Darkling  and  alone  he  ftood. 

which,  however,  is  lefs  exuberant  than  the  former  paflage. 

"'  A  work  of  this  kind,  muft,  in  a  minute  examination,  ciifcover  many  imperfections  ;  but  Weft5* 
verfion,  fo  far  as  I  have  confidered  it,  appears  to  be  the  product  of  great  labour  and  great  abilities. 

**  His  Injlitution  of  the  Garter,  is  written  with  fufficient  knowledge  of  the  manners  that  prevailed 
in  the  age  to  which  it  is  referred ;  and  with  great  elegance  of  diction ;  but  for  want  of  a  procefs  of 
events,  neither  knowledge  nor  elegance  preferve  the  reader  from  wearinefs. 

"  His  Imitations  of  Spenfer  are  very  fuccefsfully  performed,  both  with  refpect  to  the  metre,  the 
language,  and  the  fiction ;  and  being  engaged  at  once  by  the  excellence  of  the  fentJments  and  the 
artifice  of  the  copy,  the  mind  has  two  amufements  together.  But  fucli  compofitions  are  not  to  be 
reckoned  among  the  great  achievements  of  the  intellect,  becaufe  their  effect  is  local  and  temporary ; 
they  appeal  not  to  reafon  or  pafiion,  but  to  memory,  and  prefuppofe  an  accidental  or  artificial  ftate 
of  mind.  An  imitation  of  Spenfer,  is  nothing  to  a  reader,  however  acute,  by  whom  Spenfer  haa 
never  been  perufed.  Works  of  this  kind  may  deferve  praife,  as  proofs  of  great  induflry  and  great 
nicety  of  obfervation  ;  but  the  highefl  praife,  the  praife  of  genius,  they  cannot  claim.  The  nobleft 
"beauties  of  art  arc  thofe  of  which  the  effect  is  co-extended  with  rational  nature,  or  at  leaft  with  the" 
•whole  circle  of  polifhed  life;  what  is  lefs  than  this  can  be  only  pretty,  the  play-thing  of  fafhion,  and 
the  amufement  of  a  day." 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 

WILLIAM  PITT, 

Pay-Mafter-General  of  his  Majefly's  Forces, 
One  of  his  Majefly's  mofl  Honourable  Privy  Council ; 

And  to  the  Honourable 

SIR  GEORGE  LYTTLETON,  BART. 

One  of  the  Lords  Commiffioners  of  the  Treafury ; 

THESE  POEMS 

Are  infcribed  by  the  Author ; 

Who  is  defirous  that  the  Friendfhip, 

With  which  they  have  for  many  Years  honoured  him, 

And  the  fincere  Affection  and  high  Efleem, 

Which  he  hath  conceived  for  them, 
From  a  long  and  intimate  Knowledge 
Of  their  Worth  and  Virtue, 

May  be  known 

Wherever  the  Publication  of  the  enfuing  Pieces 
Shall  make  known  the  Name  of 

GILBERT  WEST. 


THE- SONG  OF  ORPHEUS,  AND  THE  SETTING  OUT  OF 

THE  ARGO. 

FROM  THE  ARGONAUTICKS  OF  APOLLONIUS  RHODIUS. 


THEN  too  the  jarring  heroes  to  compofe 
Th'  inchanting  bard,  Oeagrian  Orpheus  rofe, 
And  thus,  attuning  to  the  trembling  firings  : 
His  foothing  voice,  of  harmony  he  fings. 

In  the  beginning  how  heaven,  earth,  and  fea, 
In  one  tumultuous  chaos  blended  lay  ; 
Till  nature  parted  the  conflicting  foes, 
And  beauteous  order  from  diforder  rofe  : 
How  roll'd  inceflant  o'er  th'  ethereal  plain 
Move  in  eternal  dance  the  ftarry  train  ; 
Ho\v  the  pale  orb  of  night,  and  golden  fun, 
Through  months  and  years  their  radiant  journeys 
run ;  [woods, 

Whence  rofe   the  mountains  clad  with  waving 
The  rufhing  rivers,  and  refounding  floods, 
With  all  their  nymphs ;  from  what  celeftial  feed 
The  various  tribes  of  animals  proceed. 
Next  how  Ophion  held  his  ancient  reign, 
With  hisfam'd<:onfort,  daughter  of.  the  main  : 


On  high  Olympus'  fnowy  head  enthron'd, 
The  new-created  world  their  empire  own'd  -. 
Till  force  fuperior,  and  fuccefslefs  war, 
Divefted  of  their  crowns  the  regal  pair  ; 
On  Saturn's  head  Ophion' s  honours  plac'd, 
And  with  his  coniort's  glories  Rhea  grac'd. 
Thence  to  old  Ocean's  watery  kingdoms  hurl'd 
Thus  they  refign'd  the  fceptre  of  the  world : 
And  Saturn  ruTd  the  b^fs'd  Titanian  gods, 
While  infant  Jove  poffefs'd  the  dark  abodes 
Of  Dice's  cave  ;  his  mind  yet  uninform'd 
With  heavenly  wifdom,  and  his  hand  unarm'd: 
Forg'd  by  the  Cyclops,  earth's  gigantic  race, 
Flam'd  not  as  yet  the  lightning's  fcorching  blaze. 
Nor  roar'd  the  thunder  through  the  realms  »- 

bove, 
The  flrength  and  glory  of  almighty  Jove. 

This  faid,  the  tuneful  bard  his  lyre  unftrung, 
And  ceas'd  th.'  iachanting  mufic  of  his  tongue. 
G  g  iii  j 
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But,  with  the  found  entranced,  th'  attentive  ear 
Thought  him  ftill  finging,  ftill  flood  fix'd  to  hear. 
Jn  fiient  rapture  every  chief  remains, 
And  feels  within  his  heart  the  thrilling  {trains. 
Forthwith  the  bowl  they  crown  with  rofy  wine, 
And  pay  due  honours  to  the  power  divine. 
The  pure  libations  on  the  fire  they  poiir, 
While  rifmg  flames  the  myilic,  tongues  devour. 

Now  fable  night  afcenda  her  Harry  throne, 
And  Argo's  chiefs  her  drowfy  influence  own. 
33ut  when  the  bright-ey'd  morning  rear'd  her 

head, 

And  look'd  o'er  Pelion's  futnmits  ting'd  with  red ; 
1-jght  Ikimm'd  the  breezes  o'er  the  watery  plain, 
And  gently  fwell'd  the  fluctuating  main. 
Then  Tiphys  rofe,  and,  fummon'd  by  his  care, 
Umbark'd  the  heroes,-  and  their  oars  prepare. 
Portentous  now  along  the  winding  fhores 
Hoarfe-founding  Pagafean  Neptune  roars. 
Impatient  Argo  the  glad  fignal  took, 
While  from  her  vocal  -keel  loud  murmurs  broke  ; 
Tier  keel  of  facred  oak  divinely  wrought 
Itonian  Pallas  from  Didona  brought.          , 

On  their  allotted  pofts  now  rang'd  along 
In  feemly  order  fate  the  princely  throng  : 
J-'aft  by  each  chief  his  glittering  armour  flames ; 
The  midmoft  ftation  bold  Ancaeus  claims, 
With  great  Alcidcs^.  whofe  enormous  might 
Arm'd  with  a  maify  club  provokes  the  fight, 
Now  plac'd  befide  him  :  in  the  yielding  flood 
The  keel  deep-finking  feels  the  demi-god. 

Their  haufers  now  they  loofe,  and  on  the  brine 
To  Neptune  pour  the  confecrated  wine. 
Then  from  his  native  fhores  fad  Jafon  turns 
JHEis  oft-reverted  eye,  and  fiient  mourns. 
As  in  Ortygia,  or  the  Delphic  fane, 
Or  where  Ifmenus  laves  Bceotia's  plain, 
Apollo's  altars  round,  the  youthful  choir, 
The  dance  according  with  the  founding  lyre, 
The  hallow'd  ground  with  equal  cadence  beat, 
And  move  in  meafure  their  harmonious  feet : 
Together  fo  Theffalia's  princes  fweep 
"With  well-tim'd  oars  the  filver-curlicg  deep. 
While,  raifing  high  the  Thracian  harp,  prefides 
[Melodious  Orpheus  and  the  movement  guides. 
On  either  fide  the  dafhing  furges  broke, 
And  fierce  remurmur'd  to  each  mighty  ftroke  ; 
Thickflafh'd  the  brazen  arms  with  fbreaming  light, 
While  the  fwift  bark  purfues  her  rapid  flight, 
And  ever  as  the  fea-green  tide  fhe  cleaves, 
Poams  the  long  trad;  behind,  and  whitens  all  the 

waves  : 

So  fhines  the  path,  acrofs  fome  verdant  plain 
Trac'd  by  the  footfteps  of  the  village  fwain. 

Jove  on  that  day  from  his  celeftial  throne, 
And  all  th'  immortal  powers  of  heaven  look'd 
The, godlike  chiefs  and  Argo  to  furvey        [down, 
As  through  the  deep  they  urg'd  their  daring  way. 
Then  too  on  Pelion's  cloud-top'd  fummit  flood 
The  nymphs,  and  fauns,  and  fillers  of  the  wood, 
With  wonder  viewing  the  tall  pine  below, 
That;  (haded  once  the  mountain's  ihaggy  brow, 
Now  fram'd  by  Pallas  o'er  the  founding  fea 
Theffalia's  mighty  heroes  to  convey. 
But,  lo  !  from  Pelion's  higheft  clift  defcends, 
And  downward  to"  the  fea  his  footfteps  bends 
The  Centaur  Chiron  ;  on  the  beach  he  ftood 
And  dipp'd  his  fetlocks  in  the  hoary  flood*. 
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Then  waving  his  broad  hand,  the  bark  he  nalei, 
And  fpceds  with  profperous  vows  the  parting  fails. 
With  him  advanc'd  his  confort  to  the  Ihore  5 
The  young  Achilles  in  her  arms  fhe  bore  : 
Then,  railing  high  in  air  the  pleafmg  load, 
To  his  fond  lire  the  fmiling  infant  fhow'd. 

THE  STORY  OF  PHINEUS. 

THE  following  day  Bithynia's  coafl  they  reach^ 
And  fix  their  haufers  to  the  flickering  beach. 
There  on  the  margin  of  the  beating  flood 
The  mournful  manficns  of  fad  Phineus  flood, 
Agenor's  fon  ;  whom  heaven  ordain'd  to  bear 
The  grievous  burden  of  unequal'd  care. 
For  taught  by  wife  Apollo  to  defcry 
Th'  unborn  events  of  dark  futurity, 
Vain  of  his  fcience,  the  prefumptuous  feer 
Deign'd  not  Jove's  awful  fecrets  to  revere  ; 
But  wantonly  divulg'd  to  frail  mankind 
The  facred  purpofe  of  th'  omnifcient  mind. 
Hence  Jov$.  indignant  gave  him  length  of  days, 
But  quench'd  in  endlefs  fhade  his  vifual  rays. 
Nor  would  the  vengeful  god  permit  him  taile 
The  cheerful  bleffings  of  the  genial  feaft ; 
Though  the  large  tribute  of  the  nations  round 
Their  prophet's  board  with  wealth  .and  plenty 

crown'd. 

For,  lo !  defcending  fudden  from  the  fky, 
Round  the  pil'd  banquet  fhrieking  harpies  flie, 
Who  with  rapacious  claws  inceffant  tear 
Forth  from  his  famifh'd  lips  th'  untafted  fare. 
Yet  would  fome  flender  pittance  oft  remain, 
What  might  fuffice  to  keep  up  life  and  pain. 
But  then  fuch  odours  the  foul  fcraps  exhal'd, 
That  with  the  ftench  the  lothing  ftomach  fail'd, 
Aloof  the  hungry  guefts  and  wondering  ftood, 
While  their  fick  hearts  abhorr'd  the  putrid  food. 

But  now  the  princely  crew  approaching  near, 
The  welcome  found  invades  the  prophet's  ear. 
Taught  by  th'  infpiring  god  that  now  was  come 
The   long-wifh'd  period    of    heaven's   vengeful 

doom, 

That  by  thefe  heroes  deflin'd  aid  reftor'd, 
Peace  fhould  thenceforward  blefs  his  feaftful  board. 
Then  heaves  he  from  the  couch  his  haggard  head, 
Like  fome  pale,  lifelefs,  vifionary  fhade, 
And  leaning  on  his  ftaff  with  faultering  fleps, 
Along  the  walls  his  way  exploring  creeps. 
Difeas'd,  enfeebled,  and  by  age  unbrac'd, 
Trembled  his  tottering  limbs  as  forth  he  pafs'd. 
Shrunk  was  his  form,  adufl  with  want  and  care, 
And  burfling  through  his  hide  the  pointed  bone* 

appear. 

But  faint  and  breathlefs  as  he  reach'd  the  gate, 
Down  on  the  threfhold  over-toil'd  he  fate. 
In  dizzy  fumes  involv'd,  his  brain  runs  round, 
And  fwims  beneath  his  feet  the  folid  ground. 
No  more  their  functions  the  frail  fenfes  keep, 
And  fpeechlefs  finks  the  feer  in  death-like  ilecp. 

This  faw  the  chiefs  amaz'd,  and  gather'd  rouud; 
When  from  his  labouring  lungs  a  hollow  found, 
With  breath  and  utterance  fcarce  reeovcr'd  broke, 
And  thus  th'  enlighten'd  feer  prophetic  fpoke: 

"  Princes  of  Greece,  attend  ;  if  ye  be  they 
Whom  o'er  the  main  Theffalia's  pines  convey, 
And  Jafon  leads  to  Colchos'  magic  land, 
Such  is  your  cruel  tyrant's  ftern  command. 


POEMS. 


473 


Yes,  ye  be  they;  for  yet  my  mental  eye 
Undimm'd  part,  prefent,  future,  can  defcry. 
Thanks  to  thy  fon,  Latona,  who  bellows 
This  grace,  this  only  folace  of  my  woes. 
By  Jove,  to  whom  the  fuppliant's  caufe  belongs, 
Who  hates  the  mercilefs,  who  avenges  wrongs, 
By  Phoebus,  by  Saturnia  wife  of  Jove, 
By  all  the  blefs'd  immortal  powers  above, 
Who  lead  you  o'er  the  main  with  watchful  care, 
O  help  !  O  fave  from  famine  and  defpair 
A  wretch  ill-fated,  to  affliction  born, 
Nor  leave  me  here  unpitied  and  forlorn. 
For  not  thefe  orbs  alone  depriv'd  of  fight 
Vindictive  heaven  hath  veil'd  in  doleful  night ; 
But  to  extreme  old  age  his  cruel  law 
Dooms  me  th'  unwailing  thread  of  life  to  draw. 
Nor  end  my  forrows  here  ;  a  heavy  chain 
Of  woes  fucceeds,  and  pain  ilill  link'd  to  pain. 
From  fecret  haunts  aerial,  unexplor'd, 
Flights  of  devouring  harpies  vex  my  board. 
Swift,  inilantaneous,  fudden  they  defcend, 
And  from  my  mouth  the  tafteful  morfel  rend. 
Meanwhile  my  troubled  foul,  with  woes  opprefs'd, 
No  means  of  aid,  no  comfort  can  fuggefl. 
For  when  the  feaft  I  purpofe  to  prepare, 
They  fee  that  purpofe,  and  prevent  my  care. 
But  cloy'd  and  glutted  with  the  lufcious  fpcil 
With  noifome  ordure  parting  they  defile 
Whate'er  remains,  if  ought  perchance  remain, 
That  none  approaching  may  the  flench  fuilain, 
Though  his  ftrong  heart  were  wrapt  in  plated  mail, 
'The  filthy  fragments  fuch  dire  fleams  exhale  : 
Yet  me  fell  hunger's  all-fubduing  pain 
Compells,  reluctant,  lothing,  to  remain  ; 
Compells  the  deadly  odours  to  endure, 
And  gorge  the  craving  maw  with  food  impure. 
From  thefe  invaders  (fo  hath  fate  decreed) 
By  Boreas'  offspring  (hall  my  board  be  freed. 
Nor  on  a  ftranger  to  your  houfe  and  blood, 
O  fons  of  Boreas,  is  your  aid  beilow'd. 
Phineas  behold,  Agenor's  haplefs  fon, 
Once  for  prophetic  Ikill  and  riches  known  ; 
Who,  while  I  fway'd  the  Thracian  fceptre,  led 
Your  dower'd  fifler  to  my  fpoufal  bed." 
Here  Phineus  ceas'd,  each"  pitying  hero  groans, 
But  chief,  O  Boreas,  thy  relenting  fons 
Feel  kind  compaffion  fwelling  in  their  fouls, 
While  down  their  cheeks  the  generous  torrent  rolls. 
Then  Zetes  near  approaching,  clofely  prefs'd 
His  hand,  and  thus  the  labouring  feer  addreis'd  : 

"  O  moil  difajlrous  of  all  human  kind, 
Whence  fprung  the  evils  thato'erwhelm  thy  mind? 
Haft,  thou,  intrufled  with  the  book  of  fate, 
By  folly  merited  celeflial  hate  ? 
Hence  falls  thr>  indignation  on  thy  head  ? 
Fain  would  the  fons  of  Boreas  grant  thee  aid ; 
Fain  would  they  execute  what  heaven  ordains, 
But  awful  dread  their  willing  hands  reftrains. 
To  frighted  mortals  well  thy  fufferings  prove, 
How  fierce  the  vengeance  of  the  gods  above. 
Then  fwear,  or  never  (hall  this  righteous  fvvord, 
Though  drawn  for  thy  deliverance,  aid  afford  ; 
Swear,  that  th*  affiftance  which  our  arms  fhail  lend, 
Shall  no  immortal  angry  God  offend."  [wide 

He  fpoke  ;  when  ftraight  tow'r'd  heav'n  difclofing 
His  fnghtlefs  balls,  the  fenior  thus  rcply'd : 

"  My  fon,  th'  injuftice  of  thy  tongue  reflrain, 
Nor  let  fuch  thoughts  thy  pious  foul  profane  : 


By  Phoebus,  heavenly  Augur,  who  infpires 

My  confcious  bofom  with  prophetic  fires  : 

By  this  my  wretched  lot  of  woe  and  care, 

Thefe  eyes  involved  in  dark'ning  clouds,  I  fwear, 

By  the  fell  demons  of  the  realms  below, 

Whom  ever  unpropitious  may  I  know, 

From  their  refentments  not  in  death  fecure, 

If  falfely  their  dread  godheads  I  adjure  : 

That  your  aflifting  hands  mall  never  move 

Wrath  or  difpleaftire  in  the  powers  above." 

Then  acquiefcing  in  the  folemn  prayer, 
To  aid  the  prophet  Boreas'  fons  prepare. 
The  ready  youth  a  banquet  fpread,  the  lafl 
That  thofe  fell  harpies  were  decreed  to  tafte : 
Nigh  fland  the  brothers,  ardent  to  oppofe 
With  glittering  faulchions,  their  invading  foes. 
But  fcarce  the  firfl  fvveet  morfel  Phineus  took. 
When  from  the  clouds  with  fwift  prevention  broke 
Swift  as  the  lightning's  glance,  or  ftornay  blaft 
Whofe  rapid  fut y  lays  the  forefl  wafle, 
Shrill  clamouring  for  their  prey  the  birds  obfcene, 
The  watchful  heroes  fhouting  rufh'd  between ; 
But  they  with  fpeedieft  rage  the  cates  devour'd, 
And  round  intolerable  odours  pour'd  ; 
Then  o'er  th'  ./Egean  far  away  they  flew ; 
Upfpringing  fwift  with  threatning  blades  purfue 
The  feather'd  chiefs.     That  day  Saturnius  fteel'd 
Their  vigorous  nerves  with  force  untaught  toyield; 
And  did  not  Jove  their  wearying  ftrength  fuilain, 
Their  flitting  pinions  had  they  fpread  in  vain  : 
For  when  to  Phineus  furious  they  repair, 
Or  quitting  Phineus  feek  the  fields  of  air, 
The  light  wing'd  monfters  fleeter  than  the  wind, 
Leave  the  impetuous  zephyrs  far  behind. 
As  when  the  hound  experienc'o1.  in  the  chafe, 
Through  fome  wide  forefl  o'er  the  fcented  grafs 
A  bounding  hind  or  horned  goat  purfues> 
And  near  his  panting  ptey,  and  nearer  views ; 
Eager  he  ftretches  the  fhort  fpacc  to  gain, 
And,  fnapping,  grinds  his  gnafhing  fangs  in  vain  : 
So,  ever-near  th'  infulting  chiefs  purfiied  : 
The  harpies  fo  their  catching  hands  elude. 
But  now  far  off  in  the  Sicilian  main, 
By  the  wing'd  brothers,  fons  of  Boreas,  flail*, 
The  race  of  harpies  (though  heav'n  difallow'd) 
Had  flain'd  the  Plotian  ifles  with  facrcd  blood  ; 
Their  fore  diftrefs  had  Iris  not  furvey'd, 
And  darting  from  the  fkies  the  heroes  ftaid. 
O  fons  of  Boreas,  the  dread  laws  above 
Permit  ye  not  to  wound  the  dogs  of  Jove. 
And,  lo  !  my  oath  I  pledge,  that  never  more 
Shall  thofe  fell  dogs  approach  Blthynia's  fliore. 
This  laid,  adjuring  the  tremendous  floods, 
Moll  fear'd,  mofl  honour'd  by  th'  immortal  gods : 
By  the  flow-dripping  urn  of  Styx  fhe  fwore, 
The  prophets  peaceful  manfions  evermore 
From  thofe  rapacious  fpoilers  Ihould  be  free  ; 
Bitch  was  the  fatal  filler's  fixt  decree. 
The  goddefs  fwore,  the  brothers  flraight  obey, 
And  back  to  Argo  wing  their  airy  way. 
The  Strophades  from  thence  derive  their  name, 
The  Plotian  iflands  flyFcl  by  ancient  fame. 
Then  part  the  harpies  and  Thauniantian  maid, 
In  thoufand  various  mingling  dies  array'd. 
Thefe  to  the  grots  retir'd  and  dark  retreat 
Of  Dicle's  caverns  in  Minoian  Crete. 
While  the  gay  goddefs  of  the  Avatery  bow 
Guin'd  in  a  moment  high  Olympus'  brow. 
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Meanwhile  the  princes  in  the  cleanfii^  wave 
With  purifying  rites  the  fenior  lave. 
Next  from  the  fpoil,  which  on  Bybricia's  fhore 
jFrom  vanquifh'd  Amycus  ftern  Pollux  tore, 
A  victim  they  felect  with  pious  care  ; 
And  footh  the  gods  with  facrifice  and  prayer. 
Then  in  the  palace  each  heroic  gueft 
Partakes  the  pleafures  of  the  fumptuotis  feaft. 
"With  them  fat  Phineus,  and  refrefh'd  his  foul 
With  favory  viands  and  the  cheering  bowl. 
Unfatiated  he  feeds,  and  bates  in  ftreams 
Of  ecftafy  beyond  the  blifs  of  dreams. 

THE  HYMN  OF  CLEANTHES  *. 

O  UNDER  various  facred  names  ador'd  ! 
Divinity  fupreme  !  all  potent  lord  ! 
Author  of  nature  !  whofe  unbounded  f\vay 
And  legiflative  power  all  things  obey  ! 
Majeftic  Jove  !  all  hail !  To  thee  belong 
The  fuppliant  prayer,  and  tributary  fong  : 
To  thee  from  all  thy  mortal  offspring  due  ; 
Trom  thee  we  came,  from  thee  our  being  drew  ; 
Whatever  lives  and  moves,  great  Sire  !    is  thine, 
Embodied  portions  of  the  foul  divine. 
Therefore  to  thee  will  I  attune  my  firing, 
And  of  thy  wondrous  power  for  ever  ling. 
The  wheeling  orbs,  the  wandering  fires  above, 
That  round  this  earthly  fphere  inceffant  move, 
Through  all  this  boundlefs  world  admit  thy  fway, 
And  roll  fpontaneous  where  thou  point' ft  the  way. 
Such  is  the  awe  impreft  on  nature  round 
When   through   the  void  thy  dreadful  thunders 

found, 

Thofe  flaming  agents  of  thy  matchlefs  power  : 
Aflonilh'd  worlds  hear,  tremble,  and  adore. 

*  Cleanthes,  the  author  of  this  hymn,  •voas  af>oick 
philofopber,  a  difciple  of  Zeno.  He  it-rote  many  pieces •, 
none  of  -which  are  come  doivn  to  us,  but  this  and  a  feiv 
fragments^  tubich  are  printed  by  H,  Stephens  ^in  a  collec 
tion  of  philifophical  poems .  'This  hymn  ivas  tranjlated  at 
the  requeji  of  a  very  learned  and  ingenious  friend  of  mine, 
ivho  ivas  plfftftd  tofindfuchjuflfentimenis  of  the  Deity 
In  a  heathen,  andfo  much  feetry  in  a  philofopher. 


THUS  paramount  to  all,  by  all  obey'd, 

Ruling  that  reafcn  which  through  all  convey'd 

Informs  this  general  mafs,  though  reign'ft  ador'3, 

Supreme,  unbounded,  univerfal  lord. 

For  nor  in  earth,  nor  earth-encircling  floods, 

Nor  yon  ethereal  pole,  the  feat  of  gods, 

Is  aught  perform'd  without  thy  aid  divine  ; 

Strength,  wifdom,  virtue,  mighty  Jove,  are  thine ! 

Vice  is  the  aft  of  man,  by  paffion  toft, 

And  in  the  fhorelefs  fea  of  folly  loft. 

But  thou,   what  vice  diforders,  canft  compofe  ; 

And  profit  by  the  malice  of  thy  foes ; 

So  blending  good  with  evil,  fair  with  foul, 

As  hence  to  model  one  harmonious  whole ; 

One  univerfai  law  of  truth  and  right ; 

But  wretched  mortals  fhun  the  hea\en!y  light ; 

And,  though  to  blefs  directing  ftill  their  choice, 

Hear  not,  or  heed  not,  reafon's  facred  voice, 

That  common  guide  ordain' d  to  point  the  road 

That  leads  obedient  man  to  folid  good. 

Thence  quitting  virtue's  lovely  paths  they  rove, 

As  various  objects  various  paffions  move.        [war 

Some   through  oppofin^  crowds  and  threatning 

Seekpower'sbrightthrone,andfame'striurnphalcar, 

Some,  bent  on  wealth,  purfue  with  endlefs  pain 

Oppreflive,  fordid,  and  difhoneft  gain  : 

While  others,  to  foft  indolence  refign'd, 

Drown  in  corporeal  fweets  th'  immortal  mind. 

But,  O  great  Father,  thunder-ruling  god ! 

Who  in  thick  darknefs  mak'ft  thy  dread  abode  ! 

Thou,  from  whofe  bounty  all  good  gifts  defcend* 

Do  thou  from  ignorance  mankind  defend ! 

The  clouds  of  vice  and  folly,  O  controul ; 

And  fhed  the  beams  of  wifdom  on  the  foul ! 

Thofe  radiant  beams,  by  whofe  all  piercing  flame 

Thy  juftice  rules  this  univerfal  frame." 

That,  honour'd  with  a  portion  of  thy  light, 

We  may  effay  thy  goodnefs  to  requite 

With  honorary  fongs  and  grateful  lays, 

And  hymn  thy  glorious  works  with  ceafelcfs  praifc, 

The  proper  tafk  of  man ;  and  fure  to  fing 

Of  nature's  laws,  and  nature's  mighty  king, 

Is  blefs  fupreme.     Let  gods  with'  mortals  join ! 

The  iubjedl  may  tranfport  a  breall  divine. 
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THE  TRIUMPHS  OF  THE  GOUT, 

TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  GREEK  OF  LUCIAN. 
"  Tollere  nodofam  nefcit  medicina  podagram." 


OVID, 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


GODDESS  OF  THE  GOUT. 

OCYPUS. 

PHYSICIAN. 

NURSE. 


MESSENGER. 
MOUNTEBANKS. 
CHORUS. 
SPIRITS. 


SCENE    LIES   IN    THEBES. 


SCENE,  A  CHAMBER. 

Enter  Ocypus  *  lame,  and  leaning  on  the  nurfe. 

Gcyp.  WHENCE,   without  wound,    proceeds  this 

horrid  pain, 

That  robs  me  of  th   afliflance  of  my  feet  ? 
While,  like  a  bow-firing  by  the  forceful  arm 
Of  fome  bold  archer  ftrain'd,  the  cracking 
finews  [plain, 

Labour  and  flretch  ;  and  force  me  to  coni- 
That  length  of  time  but   ftrengthens   the 

difeafe. 
Nur.  Raife  thyfelf  up,  my  fon,  nor  bear  fo  hard, 

Left,  helplefs  as  thou  art,  with  thee  I  fall. 
Ccyf.  Lefs  weighty  then,  to  humour  thee,  I'll  lean, 
And  reft  upon  my  foot,  and  bear  my  pain. 
For  flrame  it  is,  that  youth  ihould  afk  the  aid 
Of  fuch  a  prating,  old,  decrepit  wretch. 
Nur.  Forbear,  vain  boy,  thy  fcoffing  infolence. 
Nor  vaunt  too  much  thy  youth ;  for  well 

thou  know'ft, 

In  ficknefs  youth  is  impotent  as  age. 
Be  govern'd;  for  this  arm  fliould  I  withdraw, 
Thou  fall'ft,  while  my  old  feet  unfhaken 

ftand. 
Ocyp.  But  if  thou  fall'ft,  through  age  thou  fall'ft, 

not  ficknefs : 

Old  age  is  weak,  though  prompt  and  wil 
ling  ever— 

*  Otyfutj  thefcn  of  Podalirius  and  Aftafia,  ivas  emi 
nent  fur  hisjlrengtb  and 'beauty ,  a  great  lover  of  bunting  t 
and  all  gymnafticc  exercifes.  This  young  man,  having 
been  accujiomed  to  infult  and  deride  tvhomfoever  befaiu 
grievoujty  ajflicled  ivitb  the  gout ',  telling  them  at  the  fame 
time  that  their  pains  •were  nothing,  brought  upon  bimft-lf 
the  indignation  of  the  goddefs  ii-ho  prefides  over  that  i/if- 
temper,  and  was  at  to/i,  />y  tit  violence  of  the  difeafe, 
driven  to  a  recantation.  Lucian  had  compofed  an  entire 
drama  upon  thisfubjetf ;  but  as  «nly  the  beginning  of  this 
piece  remains,  I  have  tranfated  it,  and,  iuith  very  little 
alteration  in  either,  have  made  it  a  part  of  his  other  dra 
ma,  ivbcfefubjeit  is  the  triumph  oftbegvut  over  phyfic. 
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Nur.  Leave  arguing ;  and  tell  me  by  what  chance 

This  pain  hath  got  pofiemon  of  thy  toe. 
Qcyp.  As  in  the  courfe  I  exercis'd,  awry    / 

My  ancle  turn'd,  and  thence  the  pain  enfued, 
Nitr.  Why,  as  the  fellow  faid,  who  carelefs  fat 
Clipping  his  grifly  beard,  then  run  again. 
Qcyp.  Or  wreftling  might  I  not  the  hurt  receive, 
When  lock'd  together  were  our  grappling 

limbs  ? 

Nur.  A  trufty  champion  by  my  troth  thou  art^ 
If  all  thy  fury  light  upon  thyfelf. 
But  this  is  a  mere  circle  of  evafions, 
And  I  myfelf  the  like  difcourfe  have  held 
In  former  times  and  try'd  to  varnifh  o'er, 
Ev'n  to  my  deareft  friends,  th'  unpleafing 

truth  ; 

But  now \vheneveryfwellingmemberfpeaks. 
And  burning  colours  torture  thy  who  lebody— 

Enter  PHYSICIAN. 
Phy.  O  !  where  is  Ocypus,  illuftrious  youth  ? 
For  lame,  I  hear,  are  his  victorious  feet» 
And  therefore  to  affift  him  am  I  come. 
But  fee  !  where  carelefs  on  the  couch  diffus'd,. 
Supine  he  lies ! — Heaven  grant  thee  health, 

my  fon, 

And  to  thy  feet  reflore  their  wonted  ftrength. 
Declare  to  me,  O  Ocypus,  the  caufe 
Of  thy  complaint :  perhaps  my  powerful  art 
May  for  thy  anguifh  find  fome  quick  relief, 
Ocyp.  Intolerable  pain  my  foot  confumes. 
Phy.  Whence  came  it  ?    how  ?   what  accident  ? 

explain. 

Ocyp.  Or  in  the  {training  race,  or  haply  while 
My  gymnick  exercifes  1  perform'd, 
Some  hurt  from  my  companions  I  receiv'd. 
Phy.  Then  where's  the  fore  and  angry  inflam 
mation  ? 

And  why  no  fomentation  on  the  part  ? 
Ocyp.  The  woollen  bandage  I  abhor. 
Nur.  Alas ! 

How  baneful  is  the  pride  of  handfome  looks 
Phy.  What  therefore  muft  be  done  ?  ftiall  I  lay 
open 
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Ocyp 
Phy. 


Ocyp 
Nur 


Thy  tumid  foot  ?  But,  Ocypus,  be  fure 
If  once  I  feize  upon  it,  I  fhall  drain, 
At  many  bleeding  wounds,  thy  arteries. 
Put  all  thy  new  devices  now  in  practice, 
So  from  this  horrid  pain  my  foot  be  freed. 
Then  lo  !  my  fteely  inftrument  I  draw, 
This  crooked,  fharp,  blood-thirfting  inftru 
ment. 
Hey  !  ho ! 

Phyfician,what  doft  thou  intend  ? 
Would'ft  thou  with  {harp  incifions  vex  him 
more  ?  [danger  ? 

And,  without  knowing  why,  his  foot  en- 
He  hath  abus'd  thee  with  an  idle  tale. 
For  neither  in  the  ftraining  race,  nor  while 
His  gymnic  exercifes  he  perform'd, 
From  his  companions  did  he  hurt  receive. 
Then  liften  to  my  tale.     Healthful  he  came, 
And  all  unwounded  home  ;  and  greedily 
The  evening  feaft  devour'd,  and  drain'd  the 

bowl; 

Then  falling  on  the  couch  fecurely  flept. 
But  at  midnight  awaking,  loud  he  roar'd. 
As  fmitten  by  fome  god:  fear  feiz'd  us  all. 
And,  Oh !  he  cried,  whence  came  this  dire 

mifchance  ? 

Some  torturing  demon  feizes  on  my  foot. 
Thus  on  his  couch  up-fitting  all  night  long 
His  foot  in  fad  folemnity  hemoan'd. 
But  when  the  cock's  fhrili  founding  trump 

proclaims 

The  dawning  day,  lamenting  forth  he  comes, 
And  on  my  (boulder  leans  his  feverifh  hand, 
While  his  difabled  footfteps  I  upheld, 
All  that  he  told  thee  is  a  forg'd  device 
To  veil  the  fecret  of  his  dire  difeafe, 
Which  now  in  every  limb  begins  to  rack  him, 
Nor  yet  is  able  to  extort  the  truth. 
Old  age  is  ever  arm'd  with  mighty  words  ; 
Vaunting  in  fpeech,  but  impotent  in  action. 
He,  who  when  fick  his  nurfing  friends  de 
ceives, 
Like  the  ftarv'd  wretch  that  hungry  maftic  * 

chews, 

But  cheats  himfelf,  and  fofters  his  difeafe. 
Thou  cheateft  all;  now  that,  now  faying  this, 
ConfefTmg  pain,  but  not  explaining  what. 
And  how  fhall  1  explain  it  ?  I  indeed 
Know  that  I  fuffer  pain  ;  and  that  is  all. 
When  pain,  without  apparent  caufe,  invades 
The  fwelling  foot,  a  man  may  pleafe  himfelf 
In  hunting  after  this  and  that  folution, 
But  can't  miftake  the  nature  of  his  evil. 
And  now  hear  this,  howe'er  unpleafing  truth, 
At  length,  with  vengeance  due,  'tis  come  up 
on  thee. 

It  ?  what  ?  alas !  what  terrible  difeafe, 
That  needs  fuch  preface  to  its  horrid  name  ? 
The  gout,  O  wretched  Ocypus,  whofe  pangs 
And  gnawing  tortures  thou  didft  once  deride. 
.  But  what,  O  fkilful  artift,  what  fay'ft  thou  ? 
Farewell,  to  ferve  thee  I  neglect  myfelf. 


Pby. 
Pby. 

Ocyp. 
Nur. 


*  Majlic  Is  a  %reat jlrengthcner  of  tlejlotnacb^  and 
confequently  promotes  appetite  ;  which  to  a  man  dying  of 
tunger  is  Jo  far  from  being  a  relief^  that  it  rather  in- 
freafes  bis  complaint ;  this  I  take  to  be  the  meaning  of  this 
fa/age. 


Ocyp. 

Phy. 
Ocyp. 
PLy. 

Ocyp, 
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What  accident  or  bufmefs  calls  tliee  hence  * 

Into  a  curelefs  evil  thou  art  fall'n. 

Muft  I  then,  ever  lame,  tormented  ever, 

Drag  on  a  life  of  everlafting  woe  ? 

Fear  not :  thou  fhalt  not  be  for  ever  lame. 

What  worfe  have  I  to  fear  ? 

On  either  leg 

Her  galling  fetters  will  thegoddefs  bind. 
Alas !  in  t'other  fympathifing  foot 
Methinks  I  feel  a  new  unufual  pain. 
Or  am  I  motionlefs?  Or  wherefore  dread  I 


[rt/ing  up. 

feet  on  eai 


Ph. 


Ph. 


Ocyp 


To  place  thefe  once  fo  nimble  feet  on  earth  ? 
Seiz'd  like  a  child  with  vain  and  fudden  fear: 
Now  by  the  gods,  th'  immortal  gods,  I  beg, 
If  aught  thy  art  fuggeft  of  aid  or  comfort, 
Thy  friendly  help  impart,  and  heal  my  pain, 
Or  furely  I  fhall  die  :   within  I  feel 
The  fecret  venom,  and  the  thrilling  arrow 
That  pierces  through  my  feet,  and  tears  my 

finews. 

Not  to  amufe  thee  with  unmeaning  words, 
Like  ibme  of  thofe  who  call  themfelves  phy- 

ficians, 

But  of  the  healing  fcience  nothing  know, 
I'll  briefly  fhow  the  ftate  of  thy  complaint : 
An  infurmountable  and  flrong  difeafe 
Is  fall'n  upon  thee  :  bonds  more  hard  and 

ftubborn 
Than  thcfe   fheel-temper'd   fhackles,  whick 

the  hand 

Of  juflice  fixes  on  the  bold  offender  : 
A  dreadful,  undifcover'd,  fecret  ill, 
Whofe  burden  human  nature  fcarce  can  bear. 
Alas  !  oh  !  oh  !  what  inward  fmart  is  this, 
That  penetrates  my  foot  ?  oh!  on  thy  arm 
Support  me,  ere  1  fall,  and  lead  me  on 
As  the  young  fatyrs  reeling  Bacchus  lead. 

\_falls  on  the  couch. 
There  leave  him  on  the  couch;  refrefhing 

fleep        , 
His  much-exhaufted  fpirits  will  recruit. 

\_Exeunt  Nurfe  and  Pbyfician, 

Ocvvusfolus. 

O  horrid  name  !  detefted  by  the  gods ! 
Gout,  rueful  gout !  of  fad  Cocytus  born  f 
Whom  in  the  mirky  caves  of  Tartarus 
The  fiend  Megsera  in  her  womb  conceiv'd, 
And  nouriuYd  at  her  breaft  :  Ale&o  too 
With  her  fell  milk  the  wayward  infant  fed. 
But  oh!  what   god  brought  thy  difaftrous 

power 

To  taint  this  light,  and  harafs  human-kind? 
If  punifhment  condign  purfue  the  dead, 
For  crimes  committed  in  their  days  of  nature. 
What  need  was  therein  Pluto's  dreary  realms 
With  ftreams  forbidden  Tantalus  to  vex  ? 
To  whirl  Ixion  on  the  giddy  wheel  ? 
And  weary  Sifyphus  with  fruitlefs  toil  ? 
It  fure  had  been  fufficient  punifhment 
Had  each  offender  the  fharp  pains  endur'd 
That  tear  this  meagre  miferable  carcafc : 
While  through  th'  obilrucled  pores  theilrug- 

ling  vapour 

And  bitter  diftillation  force  their  way. 
Ev'n  through  the  bowels  runs  the  icalding 

plague, 
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And  waftes  the  fiefh  with  floods  of  eddying 

fire. 
So  rage  the  flames  in  ^Etna's  fulphureous 

womb  . 

So  'twixt  Charybdis  and  vex'd  Scylla  rave 
Th'  imprifon'd  tides,  and  in  wild  whirlpools 

tofs'd  [foaming  furge. 

Dafh'd   'gainft   the   mouldering    rocks    the 
O  evil  unexplor'd  !  how  oft  in  vain 
We  fondly  try  to  mitigate  thy  woes, 
And  find  no  comfort,  by  falfe  hopes  abus'd. 


Scene  changes,  and  d/fto-vers  the  Chorus,  confining  of 
Gouty  Men  and  Women,  marching  in  Proteffion  to 
the  temple  of  tie  Gout,  iv'ttb  Mafic  and  Dancing. 

CHORUS. 

To  tender  Attis,  beardlefs  boy, 
The  howling  Phrygian  throng, 

On  Cybele's  high  mountain  chant 
Th'  enthufiaitic  fong. 

On  yellow  Tmolus'  flowery  top 

The  JLydian  youth  around 
For  Comus  mix  the  warbling  voice 

And  flute's  melodious  found. 

With  clafhing  arms,  in  frantic  mood, 

The  mad  Idaean  train 
Attemper  to  the  Cretan  dance 

Their  holy  ritual  ftrain. 

To  Mars,  the  furious  God  of  war, 
The  fwelling  trumpets  breathe, 

Preluding  to  contentious  ftrife, 
To  battle,  blood,  and  death. 

But  we,  O  Gout,  afflictive  power  ! 

We  thy  fad  votaries, 
In  fighs  and  groans  to  thee  perform 

Our  annual  facrifice  : 

When  ufher'd  by  the  blufhing  hours 

The  genial  fpring  appears  ; 
And  every  flower-embroider'  d  vale 

Its  verdant  mantle  wears  : 

When  zephyr  on  each  pregnant  tree 

Calls  forth  the  tender  leaves; 
And  her  lad  neft  the  fwallow  builds 

Beneath  the  friendly  caves  : 

When  in  the  grove,  at  midnight  hour, 

Difconfolate,  aione, 
For  Itys  loft  th'  Athenian  bird 

Renews  her  plaintive  moan. 

[Exit  Chorus 

SCENE,  A  CHAMBER. 

OCYPUS  folus. 

Ocyp.  Come,  O  my  comfort,  my  fupporter,  come 
My  ftaff,  my  third  beft  leg,  O  !  now  uphol 
My  tottering  footfteps,  and  direcl:  my  way 
That  lightly  on  the  earth  my  foot  may  tread 
Wretch,  from  thy  pallet  raife  thy  heavy  limbs 
And  quit  the  cover'd  clofenefs  of  the  room. 
Dilpel  the  cloud,  that  weighs  thy  eyelid 
In  open  day,  and  in  the  golden  fun  [down 
pn  purer  a'ij  thy  enliveu'd  fpirit  i'eaft. 


For  now  my  willing  mind  invites  me  forth  j 
But  the  weak  fiefh  refufes  to  comply. 
Be  refolute,  my  foul  •,  for  well  thou  know'ft, 
The  gouty  wretch,  that  would,  but  cannot 

move, 

Ought  to  be  number'd  with  th' inactive  dead. 
Come  on. 

[Exit  OCYPUS, 

SCENE  ctjmges. 

Enter    Oc\pus,    ivho  drf covers    the    Chorus    before 
Temple  offering  Sacrifices  to  the  Gout^  'with 
and  Dancing.     Dance. 

Ocyp. — But  who  are    they,    whofe   hands  with 
crutches  fill'd, 

Whofe  toffmg  heads  with  eldern  garlands 
bound, 

Seem  in  wild  dance  fome  feaft  to  celebrate  ? 

Do  they  to  thee,  Apollo,  Paeans  fing?  [brows. 

Then  would  the  Delphic  laurel  {hade  their 

Or  chant  they  rather  Bacchanalian  hymns  ? 

Then   would   their  temples    be   with    ivy 
wreath'd, 

Whence  yre  ye,  ftrangers?  fpeak:  the  trutk 
declare. 

Declare,  O  friends,  what  deity  ye  worfhip. 
Chor.  But  who  art  thou,  that  mak'ft  us  this  de 
mand  ?  [ferr'd, 

Thou  too,  as  from  thy  crutch  may  be  in-» 

And  hobbling  pace,  thou  art  a  votary 

Of  the  invincible  divinity. 
Ocyp.  I  am  ;  nor  am  unworthy  of  the  name. 

Chorus.  When  Cyprian  Venus,  queen  of  love, 
In  pearly  dews  fell  from  above, 
Nereus  amafs'd  her  fcatter'd  frame, 
And  form'd  the  fair-proportion' d  dame, 

Faft  by  the  fountains  of  the  deep, 
Where  on  their  ouze  the  furges  deep, 
On  her  broad  bofom  Tethys  laid 
The  partner  of  Jove's  regal  bed. 

Minerva,  virgin  bold  and  wife, 
From  the  great  Monarch  of  the  ikies, 
Saturnian  Jove,  her  birth  receiv'd, 
In  his  immortal  brain  conceiv'd. 

But  old  Ophion,  hoary  god, 

Our  goddefs  firft  embrac'd  ; 
Firtt  in  his  fond  paternal  arms 

The  mighty  infant  plac'd. 

What  time  primeval  Chaos  ceas'd, 

And  night  eternal  fled ; 
Bright  role  the  morning,  and  the  fun 

His  new-born  radiance  fhed. 

Then  from  the  womb  of  fate  fprung  forth 
The  Gout's  tremendous  power, 

Heaven  with  portentous  thunders  rung, 
And  hail'd  her  natal  hour. 

Clotho  receiv'd  and  fvvath'd  the  babe, 
Thence  at  the  ftreaming  breaft 

•Of  wealth  by  foftering  Plutus  fed, 
Her  awful  force  increas'd. 

Oc\p.  Say  by  what  rites  myfterious  to  her  altar 
TY^II  the  dread  power  her  votaries  admit  ? 
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Cbo.    Nor  *  with  the  biting  fteel  ourfelves  we 

wound,  [ground ; 

Or  fprinkle  with  our  blood   the  hallow 'd 
Nor  are  our  necks  with  galling  collars  worn ; 
Or  livid  backs  with  founding  fcourges  torn  : 
Nor  at  the  altar,  when  the  victim  dies, 
Gorge  we  the  raw  and  bleeding  facrifice  : 
But  when  the  fpring  the  rifmg  fap  impells. 
And   the  young  elm  with  genial  moifture 

fwells. 

When  in  the  hedges  on  the  budding  fpray 
The  blackbird  modulates  her  various  lay  : 
Then  unperceiv'd  fhe  drives  her  piercing  dart, 
And  wounds  the  inmoft  fenfe  with  fecret 

fmart ; 

The  hip,  the  nervous  thigh,  the  ankles  fwell, 
The  bending  knee,  and  firm  fupporting  heel : 
The  ftrong-knit  fhoulder  and  the  fine wy  arm, 
And  hand  mechanic,  feel  th'  inteftine  harm, 
Through  every  joint  the  thrilling  anguifh 

pours,  [devours; 

And  gnaws,  and  burns,  and  tortures,  and 
Till  length  of  fufFering  the  dire  power  ap- 

peafe, 

And  the  fierce  torments  at  her  bidding  ceafe. 
Ocyf.  Unweeting  then  her  votary  am  I. 

Thou,  goddefs,  gentle  and  benign,  approach ! 
And  I,  with  thefe  thy  votaries,  will  begin 
Thy  facred,  folemn,  cuftomary  fong. 

\JDance. 

Chorus.  Thou  air,  be  ftill ;  thou  Iky,  ferene ; 

Thy  gcpans,  thou  gouty  wretch,  forbear : 
Propt  on  her  ftaff,  behold  the  queen 

Deigns  at  our  altars  to  appear  ! 

\¥he  Goddsfs  of  tie  Gout  defcends  or  enters.'] 
Hail !  gentleft  of  the  heavenly  powers  ! 

Propitious  on  thy  fervants  fmile  ; 
And  grant  in  fpring's  fermenting  hours 

A  quick  deliverance  from  our  toils. 
Godd.  Lives  there  on  earth   to  whom  I  am  un 
known, 

Unconquerable  queen  of  mighty  woes ! 
Whom  nor  the  fuming  cenfer  can  appeafe, 
Nor  victim's  blood  on  blazing  altars  pour'd. 
Me  not  Apollo's  felf  with  all  his  drugs, 
High  Heav'ns  divine  phyfician,  can  fubdue ; 
Nor  his  learn'd  fon,  wife  ./Efculapius. 
Yet,  ever  fince  the  race  of  man  begun, 
All  have  eflay'd  my  fury  to  repel, 
Racking  th'  invention  of  ftill-bafHed  phyfic. 
Some  this  receipt  'gainfl  me,  fome  that  ex 
plore,  [herb, 
Plantane  they  bruife,   the  parfleys  odorous 
The  lenient  lettuce,  and  the  purflain  wild. 
Thefe  bitter horehound,  and  the  watery  plant 
That  on  the  verdant  banks  of  rivers  grows  ; 
Thofe  nettles  crufh,  andcomfrey's  vifcid  root, 
And  pluck  the  lentils  in  the  ftanding  pools. 
Some  parfnips,  fome  the  gloffy  leaf  apply 
That  fhades  the  downy  peach,  benumbing 

henbane,  [bulb, 

The   poppies  foothing  gum,    th1  emollient 
Rind  of  the  Punic  apple,  fleawort  hot, 

*  The  Chorus  here  allude  to  fever al  religious  ceremo 
nies  performed  by  feveral  Pricjls  to  'heir  Gods.  Vbe 
Scripture  mentions  the  Priejis  if  Baal  cutting  andjl-ajh- 
ir>g  tbemfdi'ss  with  knives r  Sj'c. 


The  coftly  frankinceftfe,  and  feardiing  root 
Of  potent  hellebore,  foft  fenugreek 
Temper'd  with  rofy  wine,  collamphacum, 
Nitre  and  fpawn  of  frogs,  the  cyprefs-cone, 
And  meal  of  bearded  barley,  and  the  leaf 
Of  colwortsunprepar'd,  and  ointments  made 
Of  pickled  garus,  and  (O  vain  conceit !) 
The  dung  of  mountain-goats,  and  human 

ordure, 

The  flower  of  beans,  and  hot  farcophagua. 
The  poifonous  ruddock  *,  fome,  and  fhrew- 

moufe  boil, 

The  weafel  fome,  the  frog,  the  lizard  green, 
The  fell  hyasna,  and  the  wily  fox,       [goat. 
And  branching  flone-buck  f  bearded  like  a 
What  kind  of  metals  have  ye  left  untry'd  ? 
What  juice  ?  what  weeping  tree's  medicinal 

tear  ? 

Whatbeafls,  what  animals,  have  not  beflow'd 
Their  bones,  or  nerves,  or  hides,  or  blood, 

or  marrow, 

Or  milk,  or  fat,  or  excrement,  or  urine  ? 
The  draught  of  four  ingredients  fome  com- 

pofe,  [lief. 

Some  eight,  but  more  from  feven  expect  re- 
Some  from  the  purging  hiera  feek  their  cure, 
On  myftic  verfes  vainly  fome  depend ; 
The  tricking  Jew   gulls  other  fools  witl^ 

charms ; 

While  to  the  cooling  fountains  others  fly, 
And  in  the  cryflal  current  feek  for  health. 
But  to  all  thefe  fell  anguifli  I  denounce, 
To  all  who  tempt  me  ever  more  fevere. 
But  they  who  patiently  my  vifit  take, 
Nor  feek  to  combat  me  with  anodynes, 
Still  find  me  gentle  and  benevolent. 
For  in  my  rites  whoe'er  participates, 
His  tongue  with  eloquence  1  ftrait  endow, 
And  teach  him  with  facetious  wit  to  pleafe, 
A  merry,  gay,  jocofe  companion  boon  : 
Round  whom    the    noify   crowd   incelTant 

laugh,  * 

As  to  the  baths  the  crippled  wretch  is  borne. 
For  that  dire  Ate,  of  whom  Homer  fings, 
That  dreaded  powerful  deity  am  1 : 
Who  on  the  heads  of  men  infulting  tread, 
And  filent,  foft,  and  unobferv'd  approach. 
But  as  for  me  the  add  drop  defcends, 
The  drop  of  anguiih,  I  the  Gout  am  call'd. 
Now  then,  my  votaries  all,  my  orgies  fing", 
And  praife  v/ith  hymns  th'  unconquerable 

goddefs. 

Chorus.  Hear,  ftubborn  virgin,  fierce  and  flrong,- 

Impracticable  maid ! 
O  liften  to  our  holy  fong ! 
And  grant  thy  fervants  aid  ! 

Thy  power,  imperious  dame,  difmays 

The  monarch  of  the  dead, 
And  ftrikes  the  ruler  of  the  feas 

And  thundering  Jove  with  dread. 

Thee  foft  repofing  beds  delight 
And  flannel's  warm  embrace, 


*   A  lind  of  red  land-toad. 
f  A  beajl  ivithfiaggy  hair  and  a  beard  Ufa  a 
but  othcrivife  like  ajlag. 
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And  bandag'd  kgs  nor  fwift  in  flight, 
Nor  vidlors  in  the  race. 

Thy  flames  thr  tumid  ankles  feel, 
The  finger  maim'cl,  the  burning  heel, 

And  toe  that  dreads  the  ground. 
Thy  pains  unclo-'d  our  eye-lids  keep, 
Or  grant  at  belt  tumultuous  fleep 

And  {lumbers  never  found. 

Thy  cramps  our  limbs  diftort, 
Thy  knots  our  joints  invade : 

Such  is  thy  cruel  fport ! 
Inexorable  maid ! 

Enter  Jife/Jenrer,  ivith  tiuo  Mountebanks  bound, 
M?f.  O  !  MiArefs,  opportunely  art  thou  met. 
Attend  no  vain  or  idle  tale  1  bring, 
But  well  fupported  by  authentic  fa&s. 
As  through  the  town  (for  fothoudidlt  enjoin) 
With  flow  and  gentle  pace  I  lately  rang'd, 
Searching  if  haply  I  might  chance  to  find 
A  mortal  bold  enough  to  brave  thy  power  ; 
There  quiet  all,  and  patient,  I  beheld, 
Subdu'd,  O  goddefs,  by  thy  mighty  arm. 
All   but   thefe    two    prefumptuous    daring 

wretches, 

Who  to  the  gaping  crowd  with  oaths  deny'd 
To  pay  due  reverence  to  thy  deity, 
Boafting  that  they  would  banifh  thee  from 

earth :  [bound, 

Wherefore  with  fetters  ftrong  their  legs  I 
And  after  five  days  march  have  brought 

them  hither, 

A  weary  march  of  twice  five  hundred  feet. 
GodJ.  Swift  haft  thou  come,  my  winged  meiTenger. 
Say,  from  what  regions,  through  what  rugged 

paths, 

Haft  thou  thy  tedious  longfome  way  purfued  ? 
Explain,  that  I  may  comprehend  thy  fpeed  ? 
.  Five  flairs,  whofe  weak  and  difiocated  frame 
Trembled  beneath  my  tread,  defcending 
Firft  to  the  level  pavement  I  arriv'd,  [down , 
That  'gainft  my  feet  its]  arring  furface  turn'd ; 
Which  having  with  uncafy  footfteps  crofs'd, 
I  enf-.er'd  next  the  rough  and  fi:nty  flreet, 
Whofe  pointed  ftones  the  goury  foot  abhors . 
Here  meeting  with  a  fmooth,  though  flippery 

path, 

I  hurried  on,  but  with  backfliding  hafte, 
The  trodden  flime  my  tottering  ankle  turn'd. 
Thus  as  I  journey'd,  down  on  every  fide 
The  dreaming  fweat  defcended,  and  my  legs 
Faint  and  relax'd  no  longer  firmly  trod. 
Thence  lab'ringin  each  limb,  and  overtoil'd, 
A  broad,  but  dangerous  way  receiv'd  ms 

next : 

For  on  each  hand  the  whirling  chariots  flew, 
And  urg'd,  and  prefs'd,  and  drove  me  fafter 
But  I  with  nimble  action  ply'd  iny  feet,    [on; 
And  quick  into  an  alley  ftept  afide, 
Till  every  rattling  hafty  wheel  was  pafs'd. 
For,  as  to  thee,  O  goddefs,  I  belong'd, 
Thy  votary,  I  ought  not,  could  not,  run. 
.  Servant,   thou  haft  not  well  performed  in 

vain, 

Ifor  fhall  thy  prompt  obedience  want  reward. 
In  recompence  this  pleating  boon  receive, 
'Three  years  of  light  und  gentler  pain?  to  bean 


But  ye,  moft  impious  heaven-abandon'd  vil 
lains,  [dare 
What  and  whence  are  ye,  that  fo  proudly 
The  lifts  to  enter  with  the  mighty  Gout, 
Whofe  power  not  Jove  himfelf  can  overcome  ? 
Speak,  wretches — many  a  hero  have  I  tam'd, 
As  all  the  wife  and  learn'd  can  teftify. 
Priam  *  was  gouty,  as  old  poets  fing, 
And  by  the  gout  the  fwift  Achilles  fell. 
Bellerophon,  and  Thebes'  unhappy  lord, 
The  mig;hty  Oedipus,  my  prowefs  own'd, 
And,  of  maim'd  Pelops'  race,  young  Phlift- 

henes. 

He  too,  who  led  to  Troy  his  warrior  bands, 
The  halting  fon  of  Pazas  felt  my  dart, 
And  by  my  dart  the  f  J  ,ord  of  Ithaca, 
Not  by  the  poifonous  trygon's  bone  expir'd. 
Wherefore,  ill-fated  wretches,  be  affur'd, 
Your  wicked  deeds  lhall  meet  their  due  re- 

j  Mo.  Syrians  we  are,  in  fair  Damafcus  born.  [ward. 
But  urg'd  by  want,  and  hungry  poverty, 
O'er  earth  and  fea  like  vagabonds  we  roam, 
And  with  this  ointment,  which  our  father 

gave, 
We  comfort  and  relieve  the  fick  and  lame. 

Godd.  What  is  your  ointment,  fay,  and  how  pre- 

zMo.  We  dare  not  tell,  to  fecrecy  oblig'd  [par'd  ? 
Both  by  the  folemn  oath  of  our  profeifion, 
And  laft  injunctions  of  a  dying  father ;  [tue 
Who  charg'd  us  to  conceal  the  powerful  vir- 
Of  this  our  medicine,  whofe  ftrong  efficacy, 
O  gout,  can  ev'n  thy  madding  fires  allay. 

Godd.  Ha  !  miferable  wretches,  fay  ye  fo  ? 

Is  there  on  earth  a  medicine,  whofe  effecl; 
My  power  is  not  fufficient  to  controul  ? 
Come  on,  upon  this  iffue  let  us  join. 
Let  us  experience  now  the  prevalence 
Of  your  ftrcng  medicine  or  my  raging  flames. 
Hither,  tormenting  fpirits,  who  prefide 
O'er  my  diftracting  forrows,  hither  come. 

Spirits  defcend. 

Thou  from  the  tender  fole  to  every  toe 
Round  all  the  foot  the  burning  anguiih  fpread. 
Thou  in  the  heel  fhalt  fettle  from  the  thigh, 
Thou  on  the  knee  fhalt  pour  the  bitter  drop, 
And  each  of  you  a  finger  fhall  torment. 

Spir.  Behold,  O  queen,  thy  orders  are  perform'cj. 
See!  where  the  wretches  maiir.'d  and  roar 
ing  lie, 
Their  limbs  diftorted  with  our  fierce  attack. 

Gcdd.  Now,  friends,  inform  us  of  the  truth ;  declare 
If  aught  your  boafted  ointment  now  avail. 
For  if  my  forces  it  indeed  fubdue, 
Far,  to  the  dark  receffes  of  the  earth, 

*  Priam  was  gouty,  &c.]  Lucian  had  this  cir- 
cumjlance  from  feme  fecn.  t  hljlories  that  are  not  come 
doivn  to  us  ;  or  pojjibly  there  may  be  fome  conceit  "which 
tue  do  not  underjland,  fince  one  cannot  help  thinking  that 
he  alludes  to  the  lamenefs  of  Philocletes,  "which  he  got  by 
ii •;  fiitl  of  one  of  Hercules'  arrows  on  his  foot ;  and  to 
the  "wound  "which  Achilles  received  in  his  heel  front 
Paris,  ivhich  ivound  ivas  the  occafion  of  his-  death. 

•j-  Telegonvi,  the  fon  of  UlyJJes  by  Circe,  coming  t» 
Ithaca  to  fee  his  father,  ivas  denied  entrance  by  thefer- 
wants ;  upon  ivhich  a  quarrel  cr.fucd,  in  ivhich  he  un 
fortunately  Jleiv  his  father  Ulyffts  ivith  a  fpear  or  ar- 
rr,tv,  pointed  ivitb  tbt  bcm  of  a  trygon^  a  fro/fer.ousjijb. 
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The  depths  profound  of  Tartarus,  I'll  fly, 
Henceforth  unknown,  unhonour'd,  and  un- 

feen. 

I  Mo.  Behold  the  ointment  is  apply'd  !  but,  oh  ! 
The  flames  relent  not.     Oh !  I  faint,  I  die ! 
A  fecret  poifon  all  my  leg  confumes. 
Not  fo  pernicious  is  the  bolt  of  Jove  : 
Nor  rages  fo  the  wild  tempeftuous  fea  : 
Nor  more  refiftlefs  is  the  lightning's  blaft. 
Sure    three-mouth' d    Cerberus   my   {mews 

gnaws : 

Or  OB  my  fleih  fome  poifonous  viper  preys ; 
Or  to  my  limbs  th'  envenom'd  *  mantle 

clings, 
Drench'd  in  the  Centaur's  black  malignant 

gore !  [ledge 

O  queen,  have  mercy !  freely  we  acknow- 
That  nor  our  ointment,  nor  aught  elfe  on 
Thy  unrefifted  fury  can  reflrain,  [earth 

O  mighty  conquerefs  of  human  kind  ! 
Qtyf.  "  I  too,  O  potent  goddefs,  grace  implore. 
"  Once  in  the  wanton  pride  of  vigorous  youth, 
"  Vain  of  my  beauteous  limbs  and   active 

ftrength, 

"  I  niock'd  thy  dolors,  and  thy  power  defy'd. 
"  But  now  chaftis'd  by  thy  afflictive  arm, 
"  And  by  thy  nearer  influence  fubdued, 
"  My  impious  vaunts,  O  goddefs,  I  retrac~b, 
"  Adore  thy  might,  anddeprecate  thy  wrath." 
Codd.  Spirits,  forbear,  and  mitigate  their  woes. 

See  they  repent  them  of  the  dire  contention. 
Now  let  the  world  confefs  my  ftubborn 

power, 
Nor  mov'd  by  pity,  nor  by  drugs  fubdued. 

Goddefs  and  Spirits  re-afcend. 

*  The  mantle  of  the  Centaur  NeJJus,  iuho  having 
proffered  Hercules  his  fervicc  to  carry  his  ivife  over  the 
river  Evenus,  ivhen  he  had  her  on  the  other  fide  ivould 
have  forced  her.  Whereupon  Herculgs  Jhot  him  'with 
tin  arroiv.  NeJ/us,  feeing  he  mtifi  die^  in  revenge  pre- 
fents  Deianira  ivith  his  mantle  Jiained  iv'ith  his  oivn 
bloody  telling  her  it  'was  a  charm  for  love.  She  believ 
ing  thist  ivhen  Hercules  ivasfacrificing  in  Mount  Oeta, 
fent  him  this  mantle  to  put  on  ;  ivbich  he  no  fooner  did, 
but  the  poifon  ivorked fo  Jlrongly  thqt  he  greiv  mad,  and 
tbreiv  bimfelfinto  thejire. 


Cho.    In  vain  with  mimic  flames  Salmoneus  ftrovfe 

To  emulate  the  bolts  of  thundering  Jove  ; 

To  deepeft   hell  with  fcorching   lightning 

.  driven,  [heaven. 

Too  late  he  own'd  the  ftronger  power  of 

The  fatyr  Marfyas  blew  his  boaftful  reed, 
And,  Phoebus,  ftrike,  he  cry'd,  thy  rival 
firings.  [deed, 

Stript  of  his  fkin,  he  mourns  the  impious 
While  round  the  bleeding  trophy  Pythius 
fings. 

Robb'd  of  her  children,  in  eternal  woe, 
In  ftreams  eternal  while  her  forrows  flow, 
Sad  Niobe  laments  the  fatal  hour, 
That  urg'd  her  to  provoke  Latona's  power. 

Thee,  Pallas,  fkill'd  in  every  work  divine, 

Foolifti  Arachne  at  the  loom  defy'd ; 
Inceflant  thence  fhe  draws  the  filmy  twine, 
Memorial  of  her  fond  prefumptuous  pride. 

Taught  by  the  vengeance  of  the  gods  above» 
Latona,  Pallas,  Pythian  Phoebus,  Jove, 
To  mortals  be  this  fage  inftru&ion  given, 
"  That  man,  though  bold,  is  not  a  match  for 
heaven."  [Dance. 

Cho.    O  awful  Gout,  whofe  univerfal  fway 

The  trembling  nations  on  the  earth  obey, 
Our  torments,  gracious  fovercign,  O  affuage ! 
Be  fhort  our  pangs,  be  moderate  thy  rage ! 

Many,  various,  are  the  woes 

That  this  fcene  of  life  compofe. 

Ufe  with  reconciling  balm 

Can  our  throbbing  forrows  calm  ; 

Can  our  fliarpeft  pains  beguile, 

And  bid  gouty  wretches  fmile. 

Hence  companions  of  my  care, 

Learn  with  patient  hearts  to  bear, 

To  expect  with  fouls  unmov'd 

Ills  ye  have  already  prov'd. 

If  feverer  woes  invade, 

Heaven  will  grant  you  ftrength  and  aid. 

Who,  impatient  of  his  pain, 

Bites,  and  gnaws,  and  lhakes  the  chain, 

Laughter  he  and  fcorn  fhall  move, 

Such  is  the  decree  of  Jove. 
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ON  THE  ABUSE  OF  TRAVELLING. 

A    CANTO. 
IN  IMITATION  OF  SPENSER. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


Archimage  tempts  the  Red-Crofs  Knight 

From  love  of  Fairy  land, 
With  fhew  of  foreign  pleafures  all, 

The  which  he  doth  withitand. 


"WisE  was  that  Spartan  Law-giver  of  old, 
Who  rais'd  on  Virtue's  bafe  his  well-built  Hate', 
Exiling  from  Tier  walls  barbaric  gold, 
With  all  the  mifchicfs  that  upon  it  wait, 
Corruption,  luxury,  and  envious  hate; 
And  the  diftinclions  proud  of  rich  and  poor, 
Which  among  brethren  kindle  foul  debate, 
And  teach  ambition  that  to  fame  would  foar, 
To  the  falfe  lure  of  wealth  her  {looping  wing  to 

lower. 

Yet  would  corruption  foon  have  entrance  found, 
And  all  his  boafted  fchemei  eftfoon  decay'd, 
Had  not  he  caft  a  pow'rful  circle  round, 
Which  to  a  difhance  the  arch  felon  fray'd, 
And  ineffectual  his  foul  engines  made  : 
This  was,  to  weet,  that  politic  command, 
Which  from  vain  travel  the  young  Spartan  ftay'd, 
Ne  fuffer'd  him  forlake  his  native  land, 
To  learn  deceitful  arts,  and  fcience  contraband. 

Yet  had  the  ancient  world  her  courts  and  fchools; 
Great  kings  and  courtiers  civil  and  refin'd; 
Great  rabbins  deeply  read  in  wifdom's  rules, 
And  all  the  arts  that  cultivate  the  mind, 
Embellifh  life,  and  poliili  human-kind. 
Such,  Afia,  birth-place  of  proud  monarchy, 
Such,  eider  Egypt,  in  thy  kingdoms  fhin'd, 
Myftmous  Egypt,  the  rank  nurfery 

Of  fuperftition^  fond,  and  learned  vanity. 
But  what  accomplifhnienL?,  what  arts  polite, 
Did  the  young  Spartan  want  his  deeds  to  grace, 
Whofe  manly  virtues,  and  heroic  fpright, 
Check'd  by  no  thought  impure,  no  falfehoodbafc, 
With  natural  dignity  might  well  outface 
The  glare  of  manners  falfe,  ar'd  mimic  pride  ? 
And  wherefore  fhould  they  range  from  place  to 

place, 
Who  to  their  country's  love  fo  firm  were  ty'd, 

All  homely  as  fhe  was,  that  for  her  oft  they  dy'd  ? 
And  *  footh  it  is  (with  reverence  may  ye  hear, 
And  honour  due  to  paffion  fo  refin'd) 
The  ftrong  affection  which  true  patriots  bear 
To  their  dear  country  zealous  is  and  blind, 


*  Tr*u:b. 
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And  fond  as  is  the  love  of 
So  that  they  may  riot  her  dafecls  cfpy, 
Ne  other  *  paragone  may  ever  find, 
But  gazing  on  her  with  an  awful  eye 
And  fuperftitious  zeal,  her  learn  to  deify. 

And,  like  as  is  the  faith  unfound,  untrue, 
Of  hiitl  who  wandering  aye  from  fair  to  fair, 
Conceiveth  from  each  object  pafilon  new, 
Or  from  hi;  heart  quite  drives  the  troublous 
So  with  the  patriot-lover  doth  it  fare,        [care  ; 
Who  through  the  world  delighting  aye  to  rove, 
Kis  country  chaageth  with  each  change  of  air, 
Or  weening  the  delights  of  all  to  prove, 
On  none,  or  all  alike,  beftows  his  vagrant  love. 

f  Als  doth  corruption  in  a  diftant  foil, 
With  double  force  J  affay  the  youthful  heart, 
Expos'd  fufpccTilefs  to  the  traitor's  wile, 
Expos'd  unwarn'd  to  pleafure's  poifon'd  dart, 
Expos'd  unpractis'd  in  the  world's  wide  mart^ 
Where  each  on,  lies,  impofes,  and  betrays, 
Without  a  friend  due  counfel  to  impart, 
Without  a  parent's  awe  to  rule  his  ways, 
Without  the  check  of  fhame,  or  ipur  of  public  praifc. 

§  Forthy,  falfe  Archimago,  traytor  vile, 
Who  burnt  'gainft  Fairy-land  with  ceafelefs  ire. 
'Gan  caft  with  foreign  pleafures  to  beguile 
Her  faithful  knight,  and  quench  the  heavenly 
That  did  his  virtuous  bofom  aye  infpire        [fire 
With  zeal  unfcign'd  for  her  fef  vice  true, 
And  fend  him  forth  in  chivalrous  attire, 
Arm'd  at  all  points  adventures  to  puriue,  .N 
And  wreak  upon  her  foes  his  vowed  vengeance  due. 

So  as  he  journeyed  upon  the  way, 

Him  foon  the  fly  enchaunter  |j  over-hent, 

::kc  a  fairy  knight  in  armour  gay,     [bent, 
Wi.l>.  pajnted  fhield,  and  fpear  right  forward 
In  knJghtly  ^  guife  and  fhcw  of  **  hardiment, 
That  aye  prepared  was  for  bloody  fight. 


*  Rival,  or  on?  to  compare  ivitf)  her. 
•}•  Moreover,  befides.  \  Affault. 

§    therefore,  |j    (jvertook. 

f  lajbiw,  **   Courure* 

Ji  h 
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Whereat  the  *  Elfin  knight  with  fpeeches  gent 
Him  firfl  faluted,  who,  well  as  he  might, 
Him  fair  falutes  again,  as  f  feemeth  courteous 
knight. 

Then  'gan  he  J  purpofe  frame  of  valiant  deeds 
Atchiev'd  by  foreign  knights  of  §  provvefs  great, 
And  mighty  fame,  which  emulation  breeds 
In  virtuous  breafl,  and  kindleth  martial  heat  ; 
Of  arts  and  fciences  for  warrior  ||  meet, 
And  knight  that  would  in  feats  of  arms  excel, 
Or  him,  who  ^i  liefer  choofing  calm  retreat, 
With  peace  and  gentle  virtue  aye  would  dwell, 
Who  have  their  triumphs,  like  as  hath  Bellona  fell. 

Thefe  as  he  faid,  befeemed  knight  to  know, 
And  all  be  they  in  Fairy-lond  ytaught, 
Where  every  art  and  all  fair  virtues  grow  ; 
Yet   various    climes    with    various    fruits  are 

fraught, 

And  fuch  in  one  hath  full  perfection  **  raught 
The  which  no  fkill  may  in  another  rear. 
So  gloz'd  th'  enchaunter  till  he  hath  him  brought 
To  a  huge  rock  that  clomb  fo  high  in  air, 
That  from  it  he  f-f  uneath  the  murmuring  furge 
mote  hear. 

Thence  the  fait  wave  beyond  in  profpecl:  wide 
A  fpacious  plain  the  falfe  enchaunter  fhow'd, 
With  goodly  caftles  deck'd  on  every  fide, 
A'nd  filver  ftreams,  that  down  the  champain 

flow'd, 

And  wafh'd  the  vineyards  that  befide  them  flood, 
And  groves  of  myrtle  ;  als  the  lamp  of  day 
His  orient  beams  difplay'd  withouten  cloud, 
Which  lightly  on  the  gliftening  waters  play, 
And  tinge  the  caftles,  woods,  and  hills,  with  purple 

ray. 

So   fair   a   laridfcape   charm'd   the  wondering 

knight; 

And  eke  the  breath  of  morning  frefh  and  fweet 
Infpir'd  his  jocund  fpirit  with  delight, 
And  eafe  of  heart  for  foft  perfuafion  meet. 
Then  him  the  traitor  bafe  'gan  fair  entreat, 
And  from  the  rock  as  downward  they  defcend, 
Of  that  bleft  Ibnd  his  praifes  'gan  repeat, 
Till  he  him  moved  hath  with  him  to  JJ  wend  ; 
So  to  the  billowy  fhore  their  hafty  march  they 

bend. 

There  in  a  painted  bark  all  trim  and  gay, 
Whofe  fails  full  glad  embrac'd  the  wanton  wind. 
There  fat  a  ftranger  §§  wight  in  quaint  array, 
That  fcem'd  of  various  garbs  ||  [|  attone  combin'd, 
Of  Europe,  Afric,  eaft  and  weftern  Ipde. 
Als  round  about  him  many  creatures  flood, 
Of  feveral  nations  and  of  divers  kind,      [dow'd, 
Apes,  ferpents,  birds  with  human  fpeecb.  en- 
And  monfters  of  the  land,  and  wonders  of  the 
flood. 

He  was  to  weet  a  mighty  traveller, 
Who  curiofity  thereafter  f  <f  hight 


*  Fairy.  f  Befeemetk. 

|   Difcourfc,  or  argument.         §   Might,  valour. 

I)    Proper,  fit. 

**  ' 


eacb'd. 
Togo. 
Together. 


Rather. 
Hardly. 

Man  or  ivoman. 


And  well  he  knew  each  coaft  and  harbour  fair, 

And  every  nation's  latitude  and  fite, 

And  how  to  fteer  the  wandering  bark  aright. 

So  to  him  ftrait  the  falfe  encounter  bore, 

And  with  him  likewife  brought  the  red-crofs 

knight . 

Then  fairly  him  befought  to  waft  them  o'er ; 
Swift  flew  the  dauncing  bark,  and  reach'd  the  ad- 

verfe  fhore. 

There  when  they   landed  were,  them  ran  to 
A  bevy  bright  oi  damfels  gent  and  gay,    [greet 
Who  with  foft  fmiles  and  falutation  fweet, 
And  courteous  violence  would  force  them  ftayr 
And  reft  them  in  their  bower  not  far  away  ; 
Their  bower  that  mofl  luxurioufly  was  *  dight 
With  all  the  dainties  of  air,  earth,  and  fea, 
All  that  mote  pleafe  the  tafte  and  charm  the 
fight,  [bright. 

The  pleafure  of  the  board,  and  charm  of  beauty 

Als  might  he  therein  hear  a  mingled  found 
Of  fe^ft  and  fong  and  laughing  jollity, 
That  in  the  lioife  was  all  diftin&ion  drown'd      . 
Of  graver  fenfe,  or  mufic's  harmony. 
Yet  \vere  there  fome  in  that  blithe  company 
That  aptly  could  difcourfe  of  virtuous  lore, 
Of  manners,  wifdcm,  and  found  policy  ; 
Yet  f  nouid  they  often  ope  their  facred  ftore, 
Ne  might  their  voice  be  heard  mid  riot  and  uproar. 

Thereto  the  joys  of  idlenefs  and  love, 
And  luxury,  that  befots  the  nobleft  mind, 
And  cuftom  prevalent  at  diftance  drove 
All  fenfe  and  relifh  of  a  liTgher  kind, 
Whereby  the  foul  to  virtue  is  refin'd. 
Inftead  whereof  the  arts  of  flavery 
Were  taught,  of  flavery  perverfe  and  blind, 
That  vainly  boafts  her  native  liberty,         [tony, 
Yet  wears  the  chains  of  pride,  of  lull,  and  glut- 

Of  which  the  red-crofs  knight  right  well  aware, 

Would  in  no  wife  agree  with  them  to  go, 

A'beit  with  courtly  glee  their  leader  fair, 

|  Flight  Foliteffa  him  did  kindly  woo. 

But  all  was  falfe  pretence  and  hollow  fhow, 

Falfe  as  the  flowers  which  to  their  breafls  they 

ty'd, 

Or  thofe  which  feemed  in  their  cheeks  to  glow, 
For  both  were  falfe,  and  not  by  nature  dy'd, 
Falfe  rivals  of  the  fpring,  and  beauty's  rofy  pride. 

Then  from  behind  them  fhraightway  'gan  ad- 
An  uncouth  flripling  quaintly  habited,   [vaunee 
As  for  fome  revel  mafk,  or  antic  daunce, 
All  chequer'd  o'er  with  yellow,  blue,  and  red ; 
Als  in  a  vizor  black  he  fhrouds  his  head, 
The  which  he  tofled  to  and  fro  amain, 
And  §  eft  his  lathy  falchion  brandifhed, 
As  if  he  meant  fierce  battle  to  fj  darra'in, 
And  like  a  wanton  ape  eft  fkipp'd  he  on  the  plain, 

And  eft  about  him  fkip'd  a  gaudy  throng 
Of  youthful  gallants,  frolic,  trim,  and  gay, 
Chanting  in  carelefs  notes  their  amorous  fongv 
Match'd  with  like  carelefs  giiefts,  like  amorous 
\  play. 

Als  were  they  gorgeous,  drefs'd  in  rich  array, 


Adorned,  fet  forth. 
CaHcd.          §  Often. 


f    Would  not. 
||   Attentft-. 
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Aud  well  accepted  of  that  female  train, 
Whole  hearts  to  joy  and  mirth  devoted  aye, 
Each  proffer'd  love  receive  without  difdain, 
Aud  part  without  regret  from  each  late  favour'd 
fwain. 

And  now  they  do  accord  in  wanton  daunce 
To  join  their  hands  upon  the  flowery  phin  ; 
The  whiles  wiih  amoroiis  leer  and  eyes  aikaunce 
Each  damfel  fires  with  love  her  glowing  twain ; 
Till,  all  impatient  of  the  tickling  pain, 
In  fudden  laughter  forth  at  once  they  break, 
And  ending  fo  their  daunce,  each  tender  twain 
To  ihady  bowers  forthwith  thenifelves  betake, ' 
Deep  hid  in  myrtle  groves,  befide  a  Hirer  lake. 

Thereat  the   red-crofs  knight  was  much   en- 

mov'd, 

And  'gan  his  heart  with  indignation  fwell, 
To  view  in  forms  fo  made  to  be  belov'd, 
Ne  faith,  ne  truth,  ne  heavenly  virtue  dwell ; 
But  luft  inftead,  and  falfehood,  child  of  hell ; 
And  glutton  floth,  and  love  of  gay  attire : 
And  footh  to  fay,  them  well  could  parallel 
Their  lufty  *  paramours  in  vain  defire ;          { 
W-'II  fitted  to  each  dame  was  every  gallant  fquire. 

Yet  when  their  fovereign  calls  them  forth  to 
arms,  [vere, 

Their  fovereign,  whofe  f  behefts  they  moft  re- 
Right  wifely  can  they  menage  war's  alarms, 
And  wield  with  valour  great  the  martial  fpear, 
So  that  their  name  is  dreaded  far  and  near. 
Oh  !  that  for  liberty  they  fo  did  fight ! 
Then  need  not  fairy-land  their  prowefs  fear, 
Ne  give  in  charge  to  her  adventurous  knight 
Their  friendfhip  to  beware,  and  fenfe-deluding 
fleight. 

But  not  for  liberty  they  wsgen  war, 
But  folely  to  f  aggrate  their  mighty  lord, 
For  whom  their  deareft  blood  they  nillen  §  fpare, 
When  fo  him  lifteth  draw  the  conquering  fword ; 
So  is  that  idol  vain  of  them  addr'd, 
Who  ne  with  might  beyond  his  meaneft  thrall 
Endued,  ne  with  fuperior  wifdom  ftor'd, 
Sees  at  his  feet  prortrated  millions  fall, 
And  with  religious  dread  obey  his  princely  call. 

•Thereto  fo  high  and  (lately  was  his  port, 
That  all  the  petty  kings  him  fore  envy'd, 
And  would  him  imitate  in  any  fort, 
With  all  the  mimic  pageantry  of  pride, 
And  worfhip'd  be  like  him,  and  deify'd, 
Of  courtly  fycophants  and  j)  caitifs  vile, 
Who  to  thofe  fer vices  themfelves  apply 'd, 

•   And  in  that  fchool  of  fervitude  erewhile  [guile. 

Had  learn'd  to  bow,  and  grin,  and  flatter,  and  be- 

For  to  that  feminary  of  falhions  vain 
The  rich  and  noble  from  all  parts  repair, 
Where  grown  enamour' d  of  the  gaudy  train, 
And,  courteous  haviour  gent  and  debonair, 
They  caft  to  imitate  fuch  femblaunce  fair ; 
And,  deeming  meanly  of  their  native  lond, 
Their  own  rough  virtues  they  difdain  to  wear, 
And  back  returning  dreft  by  foreign  hond, 
Ne  other  matter  care,  ne  other  uriderftond: 


Cc 


\  Pltafs, 


Wherefore  th'  enchaunter  vile,  who  fore  was 

griev'd 

To  fee  the  knight  reject  thofe  damfels  gay, 
Wherewith  he  thought  him  fure  to  have  de- 

ceiv'd, 

Was  minded  to  that  court  him  to  convey, 
And  daze  his  eyen  with  majefty's  bright  ray  : 
So  to  a  ftately  caftle  he  him  brought, 
Which  in  the  midft  of  a  great  garden  lay, 
And  wifely  was  by  cunning  craftefmen  Wrought, 
And   with   all  riches    deck'd   furpaffing  human 

thought. 

There  underneath  a  furriptuous  canopy, 
That  with  bright  ore  and  diamonds  glitter'd  fafj 
Sate  the  fwoln  form  of  royal  *  furqucdry, 
And  deem'd  itfelf  f  allgates  fome  creature  rare, 
While  its  own  haughty  Hate  it  mote  compare 
With  the  bafe  countenance  of  the  vafTal  fry, 
That  feem'd  to  have  nor  eye,  nor  tongue,  nor 
Ne  any  fenfe,  ne  any  faculty,  [ear  ; 

That  did  not  to  his  throne  owe  fervile  rruniftry. 

Yet  wift  he  not  that  half  that  homage  low 
Wasrat  a  wizard's  fhrine  in  private  pay'd, 
The  which  conducted  all  that  goodly  fhow, 
.And  as  he  lift  th'  imperial  puppet  play'd, 
By  fecret  fprings  and  wheels  right  wifely  madej 
That  he  the  fubtle  wires  mote  not  \  avize, 
But  deem  in  footh  that  all  he  did  or  faid, 
From  his  own  motion  and  free  grace  did  rife, 
And  that  he  juflly  hight  immortal,  great,  and  wifea 

And  eke  to  each  of  that  fame  gilded  train, 
That  meekly  round    that    lordly  throne  did 

ftand, 

Was  by  that  wizard  ty'd  a  magic  chain, 
Whereby  their  actions  all  he  mote  command, 
And  rule  with  hidden  influence  the  land. 
Yet  to  his  lord  he  outwardly  did  bend, 
Arid  thofe  fame  magic  chains  within  his  hand 
Did  feem  to  place,  albeit  by  the  end 
He  held  them  faft,  that  none  them  from  his  gripe 

mote  rend. 

He  was  to  weet  an  old  and  wrinkled  mage, 
Deep  read  in  all  the  arts  of  policy, 
And  from  experience  grown  fo  crafty  fage, 
That  none  his  fecret  counfels  mote  defcry, 
Ne  fearch  the  mines  of  his  deep  fubtlety. 
Thereto  fair  peace  he  lov'd  and  chcrifh'd  ; 
And  traffic  did  promote,  and  induftry, 
Whereby  the  vulgar  were  in  quiet  fed, 
And  the  proud  lords  in  eafe  and  plenty  wallowed. 

Thence  all  the  gorgeous  fplendour  of  the  court, 
§  Sith  the  fole  bufmefs  of  the  rich  and  great, 
Was  to  that  hope-built  temple  to  refort, 
And  round  their  earthly  god  in  glory  wait, 
Who,  with  their  pride  to  fwell  his  royal  ftate, 
Did  pour  large  fums  of  gold  on  every  one, 
Brought  him  by  harpies  fell,  him  to  aggrate, 
And  torn  from  peafants  vile,  beneath  the  throne, 
Who  lay  deep  funk  in  earth,  and  inwardly  did 
grcan. 

Behold,  fays  Archimage,  the  envy'd  height 
Of  human  grandeur  to  the  gods  ally'd!  . 


Pride.  f  By  all  means, 

Dtfcovfrt  perceive.          §  Since. 
H  h  i] 
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Behold  yort  fun  cf  power,  whofe  glorious  light, 
O'er  this  rejoicing  land  out-beaming  wide, 
Calls  up  thofe  princely  flowers  on  every  fide  ; 
Which  like  the  painted  daughters  of  the  plain 
Ne  toil,  ne  fpin,  ne  ftain  their  filken  pride 
With  care,  or  forrow,  fith  withouten  pain, 
Them  in  eternal  joy  thofe  heavenly  beams  main 
tain. 

Them  morn  and  evening  joy  eternal  greets, 
And  for  them  thoofands  and  ten  thoufands*moil, 
Gathering  from  land  and  ocean  honied  fweets 
For  them  who  in  foft  indolence  the  while 
And  flumbering  peace  enj'oy  the  lufcious  fpoil ; 
And  as  they  view  around  the  careful  bees 
f  Forefpent  with  labour  and  inccfllint  toil, 
With  the   fweet  contraft  learn   themfclvcs  to 

pleafe, 
And  heighten  by  compare  the  luxury  of  eafe. 

Ungenerous  man,  quoth  then  the  fairy  knight, 
That  can  rejoice  to  fee  another's  woe ! 
And  thou,  unworthy  of  that  glory  bright;, 
Wherewith  the  gods  have,  deck'd  thy  princely 
That  doth  on  floth  and  gluttony  beftow  f^brow, 
The  hard-earn'd  fruits  of  induftry  and  pain, 
And  to  the  dogs  the  labourer's  morfel  throw, 
Unmindful  of  the  hand  that  fow'd  the  grain, 
The  poor  earth-trodden  root  of  all  thy  greatnefs 
vain. 

O  foul  abufe  of  facred  majefty, 
That  boafteth  her  fair  felf  from  heaven  y-fprong  ! 
Where  arc  the  marks  of  thy  divinity  ? 
Truth,  mercy,  iuftice  fteady,  bold  and  ftrong, 
To,a<d  the  meek,  and  curb  oppreffive  wrong? 
Where  is  the  care  and  love  of  public  good, 
That  to  the  people's  father  doth  belong  ? 
Where  the  vice-gerent  of  that  bounteous  God, 
"Who  bids  difpenfe  to  all,  what  he  for  all  beilow'd  ? 

Dwell'ft-  thou  not  rather,  like  the  prince  of  helL 
In  Pandimonium  full  of  ugly  fiends  ? 
ibifiimulation,  difcord,  malice  fell, 
Recklcfs  ambition,  that  right  onward  $  wends, 
Though  his  wild  march  o'erthrow  both  fame 

and  friends, 

And  virtue  and  his  country ;  crooked  gr.ile, 
Obliquely  c  eeping  to  his  treacherous  ends, 
And  flattery,  carsrd  afiuflln,  who  the  while 
He  hold?  "he  murderous  knife;,  can  fawn,  and  kifs, 
and  fmile. 

Then  'gun  he  ftrait  unvail  the  mirror  bright, 
The  which  fair  §  Una  gave  him  heretofore, 
Ere  he  as  yet,  with  ||  Paynim  foe  to  fight, 
For  foreign  land  had  left  his  native  ihore. 
This  in  his  careful  breaft  he  always  bore, 
And  on  it  oft  would  caft  his  wary  eye ; 
For  it  by  magic  framed  was  of  yore, 
So  that  no  faifehood  mote  it  well  abye, 
33ut  it  was  plainly  feen-,  or  fearfully  did  fly. 

This  on  that  gay  afTembly  did  he  turn, 
And  faw  confounded  quite  the  gaudy  fcene  ; 

*   Work  lard.  f   ^itc  fpent. 

$    Gees. 

§   Una  in  Sfienfer  reprefents  Truth.     See  B.  I.  Fairy 

Ufffl. 

Heathen ,  tie  ttfual  enewy  of  Knight-err  ants  in  Sficnfer. 


Saw  the  clofe  fire  that  inwafdly  did  burn, 
And  wafle   the   throbbing   heart   with  fccret 

*  teen  ; 

Saw  bde  dependence  in  the  hanghty  mien 
Of  lords  and  princes  ;  faw  the  magic  chain 
That  each  did  wear,  but  deem'd  he  wore  unfeen, 
That  whiles  with  count'naunce  glad  he  hid  his 

pain,  [fwain. 

And  homage  did  require  from  each  poor  lowly 

And  though  to  that  old  mage  they  louteddown, 
Yet  did  they  dearly  wifh  for  his  decay  : 
Als  trembled  he,  and  aye  upon  the  throne 
Of  his  great  lord  his  totterring  ftepsdid  flay, 
And  oft  behind  him  ikulk'd  for  great  difmay  ; 
Als  {hook  the  throne,  when  fo  the  villain  crew, 
That  underneath  opprefs'd  and  groveling  lay, 
Impatient  of  the  grievous  burthen  grew, 
And  loudly  for  redrefs  and  liberty  did  fue. 

There  mote  he  likewife  fee  a  ribbald  train 
Of  dancers,  broiderers,  ilaves  of  luxury, 
Who  caft  o'er  all  thofe  lords  and*  ladies  vain 
A  veil  of  femblaunce  fair,  and  richeft  dye, 
That  none  their  inward  bafenefs  mote  defcry. 
But    nought  was  hidden   from   that  mirrour 

bright, 

Which  when  falfe  Archimago  'gan  efpy, 
He  feared  for  himfelf,  and  warn'd  the  knight 
From  fo  detefted  pluce  to  maken  fpeedy  flight. 

So  on  he  pafled,  till  he  comen  hath 
To  a  fmall  river,  that  full  flow  did  glide, 
As  it  uneath  mote  find  its  watry  path 
For  ftones  and  rubbifh,  that  did  choak  its  tide, 
So  lay  the  mouldering  piles  on  every  fide, 
Seem'd  there  a  goodly  city  once  had  been, 
Albeit  now  fallen  were  her  royal  pride, 
Yet  mote  her  ancient  greatnefs  ftill  be  feen, 
Still  from  her  ruins  prov'd  the  world's  imperial 
queen. 

For  the  rich  fpoil  cf  all  the  continents, 
The  boaft  of  art  and  nature  there  was  brought, 
'Corinthian  brafs,  Egyptian  monuments, 
With  hieroglyphic  fculptures  all  inwrought, 
And  Pa1  ian  marbles,  by  Greek  artifts  taught 
To  coupterfe.it  the  forms  of  heroes  old, 
And  fct  before  the  eye  of  fober  thought 
Lycurgu.s,  Homer,  and  Alcides  bold.          [told. 
All  thefe  and  many  more  that  may  not  here  be 

There  in  the  middeft  of  a  ruin'd  pile, 
That  feem'd  a  theatre  of  circuit  vaft, 
Where  thoufands  might  be  feated,  he  erewhile 
Difcover'd  hath  an  uncouth  trophy  plac'd; 
Seem'd  a  huge  heap  of  ftone  together  cail 
In  nice  diforder  and  wild  fymmetry, 
Urns,  broken  freezes,  ftatues  half  defac'd, 
And  pedeftals  with  antique  imagery 
Embofs'd,  and  pillars  huge  of  coflly  porphyry. 

Aloft  on  this  ftrange  bails  was  f  ypight 
With  <^irlonds  gay  adorn'd  a  golden  chair, 
In.  v  hich  aye  fouling  with  felf-bred  delight, 
In  carelefs  pride  reclin'd  a  lady  fair, 

*   Pain,  angu'ijb. 
\  Placed. 
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And  to  foft  mufic  lent  her  idle  ear  ; 
The  which  with  pleafure  fo  did  her  enthral, 
That  ibr  aught  elie  fhe  had  but  little  care, 
For  wealth,  or  fame,  or  honour  feminal, 
Or  gentle  love,  fole  king  of  pleafures  natural. 

Als  by  her  fide,  in  richeft  robes  array'd, 
An  eunuch  fate,  of  vifage  pale  and  dead, 
Unfeefnly  paramour  for  royal  maid  ! 
Yet  him  {he  courted  oft  and  honoured, 
And  oft  would  by  her  place  in  princely  *  fled, 
Though  from  the  dregs  of  earth  he  fpringen 

were, 

And  oft  with  regal  crowns  fhe  deck'd  his  head, 
And  oft,  to  iboth  her  vain  and  foolifh  ear, 
She  bade  him  the  great  names  of  mighty  f  Kefars 

bear. 

Thereto  herfelf  a  pompous  title  bore, 
For  fhe  was  vain  of  her  great  anceftry, 
JBut  vainer  ftill  of  that  prodigious  ilore 
Of  arts  and  learning,  which  the  vaunts  to  lie 
In  the  rich  archives  of  her  treafury. 
Thefe  fhe  to  ftrangers  oftentimes  would  mow, 
With  grave  demean  and  folenin  vanity, 
Then  proudly  claim  as  to  her  merit  due, 
The  venerable  praife  and  title  of  Vertu. 

Vertu  fhe  was  J  yclept,  and  held  her  court 
With  outward  fhows  of  pomp  and  majefty, 
To  which  nathelefs  few  others  did  refort, 
But  men  of  bafe  and  vulgar  induftry. 
Or  fuch  perdy  as  of  thrm  cozen'd  he, 
Mimes,  fidlers,  pipers,  eunuchs  fqueaking  fine, 
Painters  and  builders,  fons  of.mafonry, 
Who  well  could  rneafure  with  the  rule  and  line, 
And  all  the  orders  five  right  craftily  define. 

But  other  (kill  of  cunning  architect, 
How  to  contrive  the  houfe  for  dwelling  beft, 
With  felf-fufficient  fcorn  they  wont  neglect, 
As  correfponding  with  their  purpofe  leafl  ; 
And  herein  be  they  copied  of  the  reft, 
Who  aye  pretending  love  of  fcience  fair, 
And  generous  purpofe  to  adorn  the  breaft 
With  liberal  arts,  to  Vertu's  court  repair, 
Yet  nought  but  tunes  and  names,  and  coins  away 
do  bear. 

For  long,  to  vifit  her  once-honour'd  feat 
The  ftudious  fons  of  learning  have  forbore  : 
Who  whilom  thither  ran  with  pilgrim  feet 
Her  venerable  reliques  to  adore, 
And  load  their  bofom  with  the  facred  ftore, 
Whereof  the  Ts/orld  large  treafure  yet  enjoys. 
But  §  fithence  fhe  declin'd  from  wifdom's  lore, 
They  left  her  to  difplay  her  pompous  toys 
To  virtuofi  vain,  and  wonder-gaping  boys. 

Forthy  to  her  a  numerous  train  doth  ||  'long 
Of  ufliers  in  her  court  well  pra&ifed, 
Who  aye  about  the  monied  ftranger  throng, 
Offering,  with  fhows  of  courteous  <[  bountihed, 

*  Seat  or  place. 

•J*  Emperors. 

\   Called  or  named. 

§  Since. 

U    Belong. 

^   Good-nature  or  civility. 


Him  through  the  rich  apartments  all  to  lead, 
And  ihow  him  all  the  wonders  of  her  frate, 
Whofe  names  aud  price  they  wifely  can  *  areed, 
And  tell  of  coins  of  old  and  modern  date, 
And  picluresfalfe  and  true  right  well  difcriminate. 

Als  are  they  named  after  him,  whofe  tongue 
Shook  the  dicliuor  in  his  curule  chair, 
And  thundering  through  the  Roman  fenate,rung 
His  bold  Phillippicks  in  Antonius'  ear  ; 
Which  when  the  fairy  heard,  he  figh'd  full  dear, 
And,  catting  round  his  quick  difcerning  eje, 
At  every  j-  deal  he  dropt  a  manly  tear, 
As  he  the  ilately  buildings  mote  delcry, 
Baths,  theatres,  and  fanes,  in  mouldeiing  frag 
ments,  lie. 

And,  oh  !  imperial  city  !  then  he  faid, 

How   art  thou    tumbled   from    thine   Alpine 

throne  ! 

Whereon,  like  Jove  on  high  Olympus'  head, 
Thou  fitted!!  erll  unequai'd  and  alone,  [known: 
And  madeft  through  the  world  thy  greatnefs 
While  from  the  wellern  ifles  to  Indus'  fhore, 
From  fevtfn-mouth'd  Nilus,  to  the  frozen  Don, 
Thy  dradded  bolts  the  flrong  pounc'd  eagle 

bore, 
And  taught  the  n  tions  round  thy  fafces  to  adore, 

And  doth  among  thy  reliques  nought  remain, 
No  little  portion  of  that  haughty  fpright, 
Which  made  thee  whilom  fcorn  ibft  pleafure's 

chain, 

And  in  free  virtue  place  thy  chief  delight, 
Whereby  through  ages  fhone  thy  glory  bright  ? 
And  is  there  nought  remaining  to  coiiiound 
Thofe  who,  regardlefs  of  thy  woeful  plight, 
With  idle  wonder  view  thy  ruins  round, 
And    without    thought    furvey   thy  memorable 
wound  ? 

Arife,  thou  genuine  Cicero,  and  declare 
That  all  theie  mighty  ruins  fcatter'd  wide 
The  fepulchres  of  Roman  virtue  were, 
And  trophies  vaft  of  luxury  and  pride, 
Thole  fell  difeafes  whereof  Rome  erft  dy'd. 
And  do  you  then  with  vile  mechanic  thought 
Your  courfe,  ye  fons  of  fairy,  hither  guide, 
That  ye  thofe  gay  refinements  may  be  taught, 
Which  liberty's  fair  lond  to  ihame  and  thraldonj 
brought  ? 

Let  Rome  thofe  vaflal  arts  now  meanly  boaft, 
Which  to  her  vanquifh'd  thralls  fhe  erfl  refign'd  ; 
Ye  who  enjoy  that  freedom  fhe  has  loft, 
That  great  prerogative  of  human-kind, 
Clofe  to  your  hearts  the  precious  jewel  bind, 
And  learn  the  rich  poffeffion  to  maintain, 
Learn  virtue,  jufticc,  conftancy  of  mind, 
Not  to  be  mov'd  by  fear  or  pleafurc's  train  ; 
Be  thefe  your  arts,  ye  brave  ;  theie  only  are  hu-» 
mane. 

As  he  thus  fpake,  th'  cnchaunter  half  afham'd 
Wifl  not  what  fitting  anfwer  to  devife, 
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Als  was  his  caitivc  heart  well  nigh  inflam'd, 
By  that  fame  knight  fo  virtuous,  brave,  and 

wife, 
That  long  he  doubts  him  farther  to  entife. 


But  he  was  harclen'd  and  remorfelefs  grown, 
Through  practice  old  of  villainy  and  vice  ; 
So  to  his  former  wiles  he  turns  him  foon, 
As  in  another  place  hereafter  fhall  be  fhown. 


EDUCATION.      A   POEM. 

WRITTEN  IN  IMITATION  OF  THE  STYLE  AND  MANNER  OF  SPENSER'S  FAERY 

QUEEN. 


INSCRIBED  TO  LADY  LANGHAM,  WIDOW  OF   SIR   JOHN  LANGHAM,  BARONET. 

<c  Unum  fludium  vere  liberate  eft,  quod  liberum  facit.  Hoc  fapientias  ftudium  eft,  fublime,  forte, 
"  magnanimum  :  castera  pufilla  et  puerilia  funt.— Plus  fcire  velle  quam  fit  fatis  intemperantias  genus 
"  eft.  Quid,  quod  ifta  liberalium  artium  confedatio  moleftos,  verbofos,  intempeftivos,  fibi  placemen 
"  facit,  et  ideo  non  dicentes  necefiaria,  quia  fupervacua  didicerurit."  SEN.  Ei>.  88, 


O  GOODLY  difcipline  1  from  heaven  yfprong  ! 
Parent  of  fcience,  queen  of  arts  refin'd  ! 
To  whom  the  graces,  and  the  nine  belong : 
O  !  bid  thofe  graces,  in  fair  chorus  join'd 
With  each  bright  virtue  that  adorns  the  mind  ! 

0  bid  the  mules,  thine  harmonious  train, 
"Who  by  thy  aid  erfl  humaniz'd  mankind, 
Tnfpe<5t,  direct,  and  moralize  the  ftrain, 

That  doth  eflay  to  teach  thy  treafures  how  to  gain ! 

And  thou,  whofe  pious  and  maternal  care, 
The  fubftitute  of  heavenly  Providence, 
With  tendereft  love  my  orphan  life  did  rear, 
And  train  me  up  to  manly  ftrength  and  fenfe  ; 
With  mildeft  awe,  and  virtuous  influence, 
Directing  my  unpra&is'd  wayward  feet 
To  the  frnooth  walks  of  truth  and  innocence  ; 
Where  happinefs  heart-felt,  contentment  fweet, 
Philofpphji  divine,  aye  hold  their  bleft  retreat. 

Thou,moflbelov'd,moft  honour'd,moftrever'd! 
Accept  this  verfe,  to  thy  large  merit  due  ! 
And  blame  me  not,  if,  by  each  tye  endear'd, 
Of  nature,  gratitude,  and  friendfhip  true, 
The  whiles  this  moral  theft's  I  purfue, 
And  trace  the  plan  of  goodly  *  nurture  o'er, 

1  bring  thy  modeft  virtues  into  view  ; 

And  proudly  boaft  that  from  thy  precious  ftore, 
Which  erft  enrich' d  my  heart,  I  drew  this  facred 
lore. 

And  thus,  I  ween,  thus  ihall  I  beft  repay 

The  valued  gifts,  thy  careful  love  beftow'd  ; 

If,  imitating  thee,  well  as  I  may, 

I  labour  to  duTufe  th'  important  good, 

Till  this  great  truth  by  all  be  underftood, 

"  That  all  the  pious  duties  which  we  owe, 

*'  Our  parents,  friends,  our  country,  and  our 

God; 

"  The  feeds  of  every  virtue  here  below, 
«£  From  difcipline  alone,  and  early  culture,  grow." 

*  Nurture^  Education* 


CANTO    I. 

ARGUMENT. 

The  knight,  as  to  *  Padia's  h  oue 

He  his  young  fon  conveys, 
Is  ftaid  by  Cuftom  ;  with  him  fights, 

And  his  vain  pride  difdays. 

A  GENTLE  knight  there  was,  whofe  noble  deeds 
O'er  fairy  land  by  fame  were  blazon'd  round  : 
For  warlike  enterprife,  and  fage  f  areeds 
Among  the  chief  alike  was  he  renoAyn'd  ; 
Whence   with  the  marks  of  highefi  honours 

crown 'd 

By  Gloriana,  in  domeftic  peace, 
That  port,  to  which  the  wife  are  ever  bound, 
He  anchor 'd  was,  and  chang'd  the  toiling  feas 
Of  buftling  bufy  life,  for  calm  fequefter'd  eale. 

There  in  domeftic  virtue  rich  and  great, 
As  erft  in  public,  'mid  his  wide  domain, 
J^ong  in  primaeval  patriarchal  ftate, 
The  lord,  the  judge,  the  father  of  the  plain, 
He  dwelt ;  and  with  him,  in  the  golden  chain 
Of  Wedded  faith  ylink'd,  a  matron  fage 
Aye  dwelt ;  fweet  partner  of  his  joy  and  pain, 
Sweet  charmer  of  his  youth,  friend  of  his  age, 
Skill'd  to  improve  his  blifs,  his  forrpws  to  affuage, 

From  this  fair  union,  not  of  fordid  gain, 

But  merit  fimihr  and  mutual  love, 

True  fource  of  lineal  virtue,  fprung  a  train 

Of  youths  and  virgins  ;  like  the  beauteous  grovea 

Which,  round  the  temple  of  Olympic  Jove, 

Begirt  with  youthful  bloom  the  |  parent  tree, 

The  f.'.cred  olive  ;  whence  old  Elis  wove 

*  Ptzdla  is  a  Greek  ivord,Jign}fying  education* 

•}•  Areeds  icotinfils. 

I  Parent  tree,  the  facred  olive.]     This  tree gre-s 
in  the  Alti.f,  or  f  acred  grove   of  Olympic   Jupiter  ai 
Olympiat  facing,  as  the  Eleans  preter.dcd^  been  crigi» 
naily  planted  there  by  Hercules.     It  was  ejteemcafa 
z:id from  that  were  taken  the  Olympic  crown?. 
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Her  verdant  crowns  of  peaceful  viclcry, 
The  *  guerdons  of  bold  ftrength  and  fwift  a<5Hvity. 

So  round  their  noble  parents  goodly  rofe 
Thofe  generous  fcyons:  they  with  watchful  care 
Still,  as  the  fwelling  paffions  'gan  difclofe 
The  buds  of  future  virtues,  did  prepare 
With  prudent  culture  the  young  {hoots  to  rear: 
And  aye  in  this  endearing  pious  toil 
They  by  z  f  palmer  fage  inftruvfi:ed  were, 
Who  from  deep  thought  and   ftudious   fearch 
erewhile  [foil. 

Had  learnt  to  mend  the  heart,  and  till  the  human 

For  by  celeftial  wifdorn  whilom  led  [mind, 

Through   all  th'    apartments   of  th'   immortal 
He  view'd  the  fecret  {lores,  and  mark'd   the  J 
To  judgment,  wit,  and  memory  affign'd ;    [lUd 
And  how  fcnfation  and  reflection  join'd 
To  fill  with  images  her  darkfomc  grotte, 
Where,  variouflly  disjointed  or  combin'd, 
As  reafon,  fancy,  or  opinion  wrought, 
Their  various  mafksthey  play'd,  and  fed  her  pen- 
five  thought. 

||  Alfe  through  the  fields  of  fcience  had  he  flray'd 
With  eager  fearch,  and  fent  his  piercing  eye 
Through  each  learn'd  fchopl,  each  philofophic 

fhade, 

Where  truth  and  virtue  erft  were  deem'd  to  lie ; 
If  haply  the  fair  vagrants  he  §  mote  fpy, 
Or  hear  the  mufic  of  their  charming  lore  : 
But  all  unable  there  to  fatisfy 
His  curious  foul,  he  turn'd  him  to  explore 
The  facred  writ  of  faith  ;  to  learn,  believe,  adore. 

Thence  foe  profefs'd  of  falfehood  and  deceit, 
Thofe  fly  artificers  of  tyranny, 
^[  Aye  holding  up  before  uncertain  feet 
His  faithful  light  to  knowledge,  liberty, 
Mankind  he  led,  to  civil  policy, 
And  mild  religions  charitable  law ; 
That,  fram'dby  mercy  and  benignity 
The  perfecuting  fword  forbids  to  draw, 
And  free-created  fouls  with  penal  terrors  awe, 

**  Ne  with  the  glorious  gifts  elate  and  vaiii 

Lock'd  he  his  wifdom  up  in  churlifh  pride  ; 

But,  {looping  from  his  height,  would  even  deign 

The  feeble  fteps  of  infancy  to  guide. 

Eternal  glory  him  therefore  betide, 

l<et  every  generous  youth  his  praife  proclaim ; 

Who,  wandering  through  the  worlc/->  rude  f< .- 

reft  wide, 

By  him  hath  been  y-taught  his  courfe  to  frame 
To   virtue's  fweet   abodes,   and   heaven- ifpirirg 

fame  ! 

For  this  the  fairy  knight  with  anxir.us  thought, 
And  fond  paternal  care,  his  counfel  pray'd ; 
And  him  cfgentleft  courtefy  befought 
His  guidance  to  vouchiafe  ar-d  friendly  aid ; 
The  while  his  tender  offspring  he  ccnvey'd, 
Through  devious  paths  to  that  feci  re  retreat  $ 
Where  iage  Psdia,  with  each  tuneiul  ma^d, 

*  Guerdons,  rewards. 

•f-  Palmer, pilgrim.      Tht  perfon  farrjiffr.rj'u"]  is  Air. 

aruftcrized'oy  his  tvorks. 
Stcd,  place, ftaiion.  []    Alf",  a'fe,  furil\  •> . 
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On  a  wide  mount  had  fix'd  her  rural  feat, 
'M:d  flowery  gardens  plac'd,  untrod  by  vulgar  feet. 

And  now  forth-pacing  with  his  blooming  heir, 
And  that  fame  virtuous  palmer  them  to  guide  ; 
Arm'd  all  to  point,  and  on  a  courfer  fair 
Y-mounted  high,  in  military  pride, 
His  little  train  before  he  flow  did  ride. 

Him  eke  behind  a  gentle  fquire  *  erifues, 

With  his  young  lord  aye  marching  fide  by  fide. 
His  counfellour  and  guard,  in  goodly  f  thews, 

Who wellhad been  brought  up,  and  nurs'd  by  every 
mufe. 

Thus  as  their  pleafing  journey  they  purfued, 
With  cheerful  argument  beguiling  pain  : 
Ere  long  defcending  from  an  hill  they  view'd 
Beneath  their  eyes  out-ftretch'd  a  fpacious  plain, 
That  fruitful  fliow'd,  and  apt  for  every  grain, 
For  paftures,  vines,  and  flowers ;   while  nature 

fair 

Sweet-fmiling  all  around  with  countenance  \  fain 
Seem'd  to  demand  the  tiller's  art  and  care, 
Her  wildnefs  to  correct,  her  lavifli  wafte  repair. 

Right  good,  I  ween,  and  bounteous  was  the  foil 

Aye  wont  in  happy  feafon  to  repay 

With  tenfold  ufury  the  peafant's  toil. 

But  now  'twas  ruin  all,  and  wild  decay  ; 

Untill'd  the  garden  and  the  fallow  lay, 

The  flieep  {home  down  with  barren    ||  "brakes 

o'er-grown 

The  whiles  the  merry  peafants  fport  and  play. 

All  as  the  public  evil  v/ere  unknown,  r  ^ 

Or  every  public  care  from  every  breaft  was  flown  * 

Aftonifh'd  at  ,a  fcene  at  once  fo  fair 
And  fo  deforrn'd  ;  with  wonder  and  delight 
At  man's  neglect,  and  nature's  bounty  rare, 
In  ftudious  thought  a  while  the  fairy  knighc 
Bent  on  that  goodly  §  lond  his  eager  figlit  : 
Then  forward  rufh'd,  impatient  to  defcry 
What  towns  and  caftlesthcre-in  were  f  empight; 
For  towns  him  feem'd,  and  cafHes  he  did  ipy, 
As  to  th'  horizon  round  he  ftretch'd  -his  roaming 
eye. 

Nor  long  way  had  they  travelled,  ere  they  came 
To  a' wide  ftream,  that  with  tumultous  roar 
Amongft  rude  rocksits  winding  courfe  did  frame. 
Black  was  the  wave  and  fordid,  cover'd  o'er 
With  angry  foam,  and  ftain'd  with  infants'  gore» 
Thereto  along  th*  unlovely  margin  ftood 
A  birchen  grove,  that  waving  from  the  flaore, 
Aye  .caft  upon  the  tide  its  falling  bud, 
And  with  its  bitter  juice  empoiibn'd  all  the  flood,, 

Right  in  the  centre  of  the  vale  empight, 
Not  difiant  far  a  forked  mountain  rofe ; 
In  outward  form  prefenting  to"  the  fight 
That  fam'd  Parnaffian  hill,  on  whole  fair  brows 
7  be  Nine  Aonian  Sillers  wont  repofe  ; 
Likening  to  fweet  Caftalia's  founding  ftream, 
Which  through  the  plains  of  Cirrha  murmuring 

flow  5 

But  this  to  thV  compar'd  more  juftly  fe:m 
Ne  fitting  haunt  for  gods,  ne  worthy  man's  efteem/ 


*   Enf  .,fo'hws. 
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For  this  nor  founded  deep,  nor  fpredden  wide, 
Nor  high  up-rais'd  above  the  level  plain. 
By  toiling  art  through  tedious  years  applied, 
From  various  parts  compil'd  with  iiudious  pain.. 
Was  *  erft  up-thrown  ;  if  fo  it  mote  attain, 
Like  that  poetic  mountain,  to  be  f  hight 
The  noble  feat  of  learning's  goodly  train. 
Thereto,  tae  more  to  captivate  the  fight, 
It  like  a  garden  {air  moft  curioufly  was  {  dight. 

In  figur'd  plots  with  leafy  walls  inclos'd, 
By  meafure  and  by  rule  it  was  out-lay 'd  ; 
With  fymmetry  fo  regular  difpos'd, 
That  plot  to  plot  ilill  aufwcr'd,  (hade  to  (hade  ; 
Each  correfpondent  twain  alike  array'd 
With  like  embellifhments  of  plants  and  flowers, 
Of  flatues,  vafes,  fpouting  founts,  that  play'd 
Through    fhelis  of    Tritons    their    afcending 
fhowers,  [ers- 

And  labyrinths  involv'd,  and  trelice-woven-bow- 
There  likewife  mote  be  feen  on  every  fide 
The  yew  obedient  to  the  planter's  will, 
And  fhapely  box  of  all  their  branching  pride 
Ungently  fhprne,  find  with  prepoiterous  ikill 
To  various  beafts  and  birds  of  fundry  quill  [fize  ; 
Transform'd,  and  human  lhapes  of  monitrous 
Huge  as  that  giant-race,  who,  hill  on  hill  [prize, 
High-heaping,  fought  with  impious  vain  ||  em- 

JPefpke  of  thundering  Jc.ve,  tofcule  the  flcepy  ikies. 
Alfe  other  wonders  of  the  fportive  fhears 
Fair  nature  mif-adorning  there  were  found :, 
Globes,  fpiral  columns,  pyramids  and  piers 
With  fprouting  urns  andbudding'ftatues  crown'd ; 
And  horizontal  dials  on  the  ground 
In  living  box  by  cunning  artifts  trac'd  ; 
And  gallies  trim,  on  no  long  voyage  bound, 
But  by  their  roots  there  ever  anchor'd  faft  [blaft. 

§  All  were  their  bellying  iails  out-fpread  to  every 
O'er  all  appear'd  the  mountain's  forked  brows 
With  terrafles  on  terrafles  up-thro\vn  ; 
And  all  along  arrang'd  in  order' d  rows, 
And  vifto's  broad,  the  velvet.  Hopes  adown 
The  ever-verdant  trees  of  Daphne  fhone. 
But,  aliens  to  the  clime,  and  brought  of  old 
From  Latian  plains,  and  Grecian  Helicon, 
They  flirunk  and  languifh'd  in  a  foreign  mold, 

JBy  changeful  fummers  ftarv'd,    and  pinch'd  by 

winter-s  cold. 

Amid  this  verdant  grove  with  iblemn  ftate, 
On  golden  thrones  of  antique  form  reclin'd, 
In  mimic  majefty  nine  virgins  fate, 
In  features  various  as  unlike  in  mind: 
Alfe  boafted  they  themfelves  of  heavenly  kind, 
And  to  the  fvveet  Parnaflian  nymphs  allied ; 
Thence  round  thtir  brows  the  Delphic  bay  they 

twin'd, 
And  matching  with  high  names  their  apifh  pride, 

£)'er  every  learned  fchool  aye  claim'd  they^to  pre- 

fi,J.c. 

In  antique  ga.rbs  (for  modern  they  difdain'd) 
By  Greek  and  Roman  artifts  *[  whilom  made, 

-  *   Erjij  formerly.  \  H'.gLt ^called,,  named. 

$   Dight  ^  drtp.  \\   Emprlzs,  enferfirifa,  attempt. 

§   Alh,  •  iifed  frequently  ey  tke  old  Englijh  fpets  for 
flibougb. 

*J   Wbiloat,  formerly , 


Of  various  wocfs,  and  vnriouily  diflainM  ? 
With  tints  of  every  hue,  were  they  array'd  j 
And  here  and  there  ambitiouily  difplay'd 
A  purple  fhred  of  fomc  rich  robe,  prepar'd 
Eril  by  the  mufes  o'er  the  Aonian  maid, 
To  deck  great  Tullius  or  the  Llantuan  bar-d  ; 
Which  o'er  each  motley  yell  with  uncouth  fpien-< 
dor  glar'd. 

And  well  their  outward  vefture  did  exprefs 
The  bent  and  habit  of  their  inward  mind, 
Affecling  wifdom's  antiquated  drefs, 
And  ufages  by  time  cafe  far  behind. 
Thence,  to  the  charms  of  younger  fcience  blind, 
The  cuftoms,  laws,  the  learning,  arts  and  phrafe 
Of  their  own  countries  they  wkh  fcorn  deciin'd; 
Ne  facred  truth  herfelf  would  they  embrace, 
Unwarranted,  unknown  in  their  fore-fathers'  days, 

Thus  ever  backward  caft-ing  their  furvey  ; 
To  Rome's  old  ruins  and  the  groves  forlorn  ; 
Of  elder  Athens,  which  in  profpecT;  lay      [turn 
Stretch'd  out  beneath  the  mmmtain  would  thc.y 
Their  bufy  fearch,  and  o'er  the  rubbiih  mourn. 
Then,  gathering  up  with  fuperftitious  care 
Each  little  fcrap,  however  foul  br  torn, 
In  grave  harangues  they  boldly  would  declare, 
This  JEnnrus,  Varro:  This  the  Stagarite  did  wear, 

Yet,  under  n»imes  of  venerable  found,    * 
While  o'er  the  world  they  ftretch'd  their  awful 

rod; 

Through  all  the  provinces  of  learning  own'd 
For  teachers  of  whate'er  is  wife  and  good. 
Alfe  from  each  region  to  their  *  drad  abode 
Came  youth  unnumber'd,  crowding  all  10  tafte 
The  flreams  of  fcience  ;  which  united  flow'd 
Adown  the  mount,  from  nine  rich  fources  caft; 
And  to  the  vale  below  in  one  rude  torrent  pafs'd. 

O'er  every  fource,  protectrefs  of  the  ftream, 
One  of  thofe  virgin  fillers  did  preildc  ; 
Who,  dignifying  with  her  noble  name 
Her  proper  flood,,  aye  pour'd  into  the  tide 
The  heady  vapours  of  fcholaflic  pride 
Defpotical  and  abje-yl,  bold  and  blind, 
Fierce  in  debate,  and  forward  to  decide  ; 
Vain  love  of  praiie,  with  adulation  join'd, 
And  difmgenuous  fcorn,  and  impotence  of  mind. 

Extending  from  the  hill  en  every  fide, 
In  circuit  vaft  a  verdant  valley  fpre  ad  ; 
Acrofs  whofe  uniform  fiat  bofom  glide 
Ten  thoufand  ftreams,  in  winding  mazes  led, 
By  various  Unices  from  one  common  head; 
A  tunbid  mafs  of  waters,  vafl,  profound, 
Hight  of  philology  the  lake  ;  and  fed 
By  that  rude  torrent,  which  with  roaring  found 
Came  tumbling  from  the  hill,  and  flow'd  the  level 

round. 

And  every  where  this  fpacious  valley  o'er, 
Faft  by  each  ftream  was  feen  a  numerous  throng 
Of  beardlefsilriplings  to  the  birch-crown'd  more, 
By  nurfes,  guardians,  fathers,  dragg'd  along: 
Who,  helplefs,  meek,  and  innocent  of  wrong, 
Were  torn  reluctant  from  the  tender  fide 
Of  their  fond  mothers,  and  by  f  faitours  ftrong, 


*  Drad  ',  dreadful. 
^  and  fait  ;  deed, 


f  fuitour,  deer,  from  faire,  to 
,  vfid  by  Sficnftr  in 
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By  power  made  infolent,  and  hard  by  pride, 
*Wcrc  driven  with  furious  rage,  and  lafn'd  into  the 

tide. 

Qn  the  rude  bank  with  trembling  feet  they  flood, 
And,  cafting  round  their  oft-reverted  eyes, 
If  haply  they  mote  'fcape  the  hated  flood, 
Fill'd  all  the  plain  with  lamentable  cries ; 
But  far  away  th'  unheeding  father  flies, 
Conftrain'd  his  ihong  compunctions  to  reprefs ; 
While  clofe  behind,  affuming  the  difguife 
Of  nurturing  care,  and  fmiling  tendernefs,  [prefs. 
With  iecret  fcourges,  arm'd,  thofe  griefly  fattours 

As  on  the  fteepy  margin  of  a  brook, 
When  the  young  fun  with  flowery  Maia  rides  : 
With  innocent  difmay  a  bleating  flock 
Crowd  back,  affrighted  at  the  rolling  tides  : 
The  fhepherd-fwain  at  full  exhorting  chides 
Their  '*  feely  fear ; '  at  length  impatient  grown, 
With  his  rude  crook  he  wounds  their  tender 
And,  all  regardlefs  cf  their  piteous  moan,  [fides; 
Into  the  dafhing  wave  compels  them  furious  down. 

Thus  urg'd  by  maflering  fear  and  dolorous  f  tccn 
Into  the  current  plung'd  that  infant  crowd. 
Right  piteous  was  the  fpedacle,  I  ween, 
Of  tender  ftriplings  ftain'd  with  tears  and  blood, 
Perforce  conflicting  with  the  bitter  flood  ; 
And  labouring  to  attain  the  diftant  fhore, 
Where-holding  forth  the  gown  of  manhood  flood 
The  fyren  liberty,  and  ever-more 
Solicited  their  hearts  with  her  inchanting  lore. 

Irkfome  and  long  the  paffage  was,  perplex'd 
With  rugged  rocks  on  which  the  raving  tide 
By  fudden  burfls  of  angry  tempefts  vex'd  [abide 
Oft  dafh'd  the  youth,  whofe  ftrength  mote  ill 
With  head  up-lifted  o'er  the  waves  to  ride. 
Whence  many  wearied  ere  they  had  o'er-paft 
The  middle  ftream  (for  they  in  vain  have  try'd) 
Again  return'd  J  aftounded  and  aghaft  ; 
Ne  one  regardful  look  would  ever  backward  caft. 

Some,  of  a  rugged,  more  enduring  frame, 
Their  toilfome  courfe  with  patient  pain  purfued; 
And,  though  with  many  a  bruife  and  ||  muchel 

blame, 

Eft  hanging  on  the  rocks,  and  eft  embrued, 
Deep  in  the  muddy  ftream,  with  hearts  fubdued 
And  quail'd  by  labour,  gain'd  the  fhore  at  laft, 
But  in  life's  pra<5Hc  §  lear  tmfkill'd  and  rude, 
Forth  in  that  forked  hill  they  filent  pac'd ; 
Where  hid  in  fludious  fhades  their  fruitlefs  hqurs 
they  wafte. 

Others  of  rich  and  noble  lineage  bred,  [ftrain'd, 
Though  with  the  crowd  to  pals  the  flood  con- 
Yet  o'er  the  crags  with  fond  indulgence  led 
By  hireling  guides,  and  in  all  depths  fuftain'd, 
Skimm'd  lightly  o'er  the  tide,  undipt,  unftain'd, 
Save  with  the  fprmkling  of  the  watery  fpray, 
And  aye  their  proud  prerogative  maintain'd, 
Of  ignorance  and  eafe,  and  wanton  play, 
Soft  harbingers  of  vice,  and  premature  decay. 

*   Scely,  fimble.  •{•   Teen,  fain,  grief \ 

\  Abounded,  ajiotrijbed.        |j  tyfuchef,  jnitch. 
§  jLear,  learning. 


A  few,  alas,  how  few  !  by  heaven's  high  will 
With  fubtle  fpirits  endow'd  and  finews  flrong, 
*  Albe  fore  f  mated  by  the  tempefts  fhrill, 
That  bellow'd  firce  and  rife  the  rocks  among, 
By  their  own  native  vigour  borne  along 
Cut  brifkly  through  the  waves  ;  and,  forces  new 
Gathering'  from  toil,  and  ardour  from  the  throng 
Of  rival  youths,  outftript  the  labouring  crew, 
And  to  the  true   {  Parnaffe  and  heaven-throng'd 
glory  flew. 

Dire  was  the  tumult,  and  from  every  fhore 
Difcordant  echoes  ftruck  the  deafen'd  ear, 
Heart-thrilling  cries,  with  fobs  and  j|  fingultsfore 
Short-interrupted,  the  imploring  tear, 
And  furious  frripes,  and  angry  threats  fevere, 
Confus'dly  mingled  with  the  jarring  found 
Of  all  the  various  fpeeches  that  §  while-ere 
On  Shinar's  wide-fpread  champain  did  aflound 
High  Babel's  builders  vain,  and  their  proud  works 
confound. 


was  the  knight  empaffion'd  at  the  fcene, 
But  more  his  blooming  fon,  whofe  tender  breafb 
Empierced  deep  with  fympathizing  teen 
On  his  pale  cheek  the  figns  of  drad  imprefs'd, 
And  fili'd  his  eyes  with  tears,  which  fore  di- 

ftrefs'd 

Up  to  his  fire  he  rais'd  in  mournful  wife  ;  ;  . 
Who  with  fweet  fmiles  paternal  foon  redrefs'd 
His  troublous  thoughts,  and  clear'd  each  fad 

furmife  ; 
Then  turns  his  ready  fleed,  and  on  his  journey  hies. 

But  far  he  had  not  march'd  ere  he  was  ftay'd 
By  a  rude  voice,  that  like  th'  united  found 
Of  (homing  myriads,  through  the  valley  bray'd, 
And  fhock  the  groves,  the   floods,  and  folid 

ground  : 

The  diftant  hills  rebellow'd  all  around. 
"  Arreft,  Sir  Knight,  it  cried,  thy  fond  career, 
**  Nor  with  prefumptuous  difobedience  wound 
"  That  aweful  majefty  which  all  revere  ! 
"  In  my  commands,  Sir  Knight,  the  voice  of  na- 

"  tionshear  !" 

Ojiick  turn'd  the  knight,  and  faw  upon  the  plain 
Advancing  tow'rds  him  with  impetuous  gait, 
And  vifage  all  inflam'd  with  fierce  difdain, 
A  mcnftrous  giant,  on  whofe  brow  elate 
Shone  the  bright  enfign  of  imperial  ftate  ; 
Albeit  lawful  kingdom  he  had  none  ; 
But  laws  and  kingdoms  wont  he  oft  create, 
And  oft'times  over  both  eredl  his  throne, 
While  fenates,  priefts,  and  kings  his  f  fov'raa 
fceptre  own. 

Cuftom  he  height  ;  and  aye  in  every  land 
Ufurp'd  dominion  with  defpotic  fway 
O'er  all  he  holds  ;  and  to  his  high  command 
Conftrains  even  ftubborn  nature  Jo  obey  ; 
Whom  difpoffefling  oft,  he  doth  affay 
To  govern  in  her  right  :  and  with  a  pace 

'  So  foft  and  gentle  doth  he  win  his  way, 
That  fhe  unwares  is  caught  in  his  embrace, 

And  though  deflower'd  and  thrall'd  nought  feels 
her  foul  difgrace. 


*   Alb e,  although. 

\   Parnaffe,  Parnaffus. 

§   Wlllc-er:. formerly. 


•  Mated,  amazed,f cared. 

||    Singults,jighs. 
*|  Sovran,forfo"vertign, 
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For  nurturing,  even  from  their  tendereil  age, 
The  docile  fons  of  men  withouten  pain, 
By  difciplines  and  rules  to  every  flage 
Of  life  accommodate,  he  doth  them  train 
Infenfibly  to  wear  and  hug  his  chain. 
Alfe  his  behells  or  gentle  or  fevere, 
Or  good  or  noxious,  rational  or  vain, 
He  craftily  perfuade  them  to  revere, 
As  inilitutions  fage,  and  venerable  lear. 

Protector  therefore  of  that  forked  hill, 
And  mighty  patron  of  thofe  fillers  nine, 
Who,  there  enthron'd,  with  many  a  copious  rill 
Teed  the  full  {Ireams,  that  through  the  valley 

{hine, 

He  deemed  was ;  and  aye  with  rites  divine, 
*  Like  thofe,  which  Sparta's  hardy  race  of  yore 
Were  wont  perform  at  fell  Diana's  {brine, 
He  doth  conflrain  his  valTals  to  adore         [lore. 
Perforce  their  facred  names,  and  iearn  their  facred 

And  to  the  fairy  knight  now  drawing  near, 
With  voice  terrific  and  imperious  mien, 
<  All  was  he  wont  lefs  dreadful  to  appear, 
When  known  and  pradis'd  then  at  diflance  feen) 
And  kingly  ftretching  forth  his  fceptre  flieen, 
Him  he  commandeth,  upon  threatened  pain 
Of  his  difpleafure  high  and  vengeance  keen, 
Prom  his  rebellious  purpofe  to  refrain,     [train. 
And  all  due  honours  pay  to  learning's  reverend 

So  faying,  and  foreftalling  all  r«ply, 
His  peremptory  hand  without  delay, 
As  one  who  little  car'd  to  juftify 
His  princely  will,  long  us'd  to  boundlefs  fway, 
"Upon  the  fairy  youth  with  great  difmay 
Sn  every  quaking  limb  convuls'd,  he  lay'd  : 
And  proudly  (talking  o'er  the  verdant  f  lay, 
Him  to  thofe  fcientific  flreams  convey'd, 
With  many  his  young   compeers  therein  to  be 
\  embay'd. 

The  knight  his  tender  fen's  diftrefsful  ||  flour 
Perceiving,  fwift  to  his  affiftance  flew  : 
IMe  vainly  ftay'd  to  deprecate  that  power, 
Which  from  fubmiffion  aye  more  haughty  grew. 
For  that  proud  giant's  force  he  wifely  knew, 
Not  to  be*meanly  dreaded,  nor  defy'd 
With  rafh  prefumption ;  and  with  courage  true, 
Rather  than  ftep  from  virtue's  paths  afide, 
Oft  had  he  fingly  fcorn'd  his  all-difmaying  pride. 

And  now,  difdaining  park,  his  courfer  hot 
He  fiercely  prick'd,  and  couch1  d  his  vengeful 
Wherewith  die  giant  he  fo  rudely  fmot,  [fpear; 
That  him  perforce  conflrain'd  to  §  wend  arrear. 
Who,  much  abafh'd  at  fuch  rebuke  fevere, 
Yet  his  accuftom'd  pride  recovering  foon, 
Forth-with  his  maffy  fceptre  'gan  uprear ; 

*  The  Lacedemonians,  in  order  to  male  their  children 
ttardy,  and  endure  pain  luith  conflancy  and  courage,  ivcre 
accujiomedto  canfe  them  to  be  fcourged  very  fever  ely.  And 
2  myfelf  (fays  Plutarch,  in  his  life  of  Lycurgtts)  have 
feenfeveral  of  them  endure  whipping  to  death,  at  the  foot 
of  the  altar  of  Diana, furnained  Orthia. 

f  Lay,  mead.  \   Embay'd,  bathed,  dipt.  . 

|j    Stour,  trouble,  misfortune 

•§  Wfnd  arrear t 


For  other  warlike  weapon  he  had  none, 
Ne  other  him  behov'd  to  quell  his  boldeft  *  fonc. 

With  that  enormous  mace  the  fairy  knight 
So  fore  he  -j-  bet,  that  all  his  armour  \  bray'd, 
To  pieces  well-nigh  riven  with  the  might 
Of  fo  tempeftuous  flrokes  ;  but  he  was  ftay'd, 
And  ever  with  deliberate  valour  weigh'd 
The  fudden  changes  of  the  doubtful  fray  ; 
From  cautious  prudence  oft  deriving  aid, 
When  force  unequal  did  him  hard  aflay  : 
So  lightly  from  his  fteed  he  lept  upon  the  lay. 

Then  fwift! y    drawing  forth  his  §  trenchant 

blade, 

High  o'er  his  head  he  held  his  fenceful  fhield ; 
And  warily  forecafting  to  evade 
The  giant's  furious  arm  about  him  wheel'd, 
With  reftlefs  fteps  eye  traveifing  the  field. 
And  ever  as  his  foe's  intemperate  pride, 
Through  rage  defencelefs,  mote  advantage  yield, 
With  his  fharp  fword  fo  oft  he  did  him  ||  gride, 
That  his  gold-fandal'd  feet  in  crimfon  floods  were 

dy'd. 

His  bafer  parts  he  maim'd  with  many  a  wound ; 
But  far  above  his  utmofl  reach  were  ^  pight 
The  forts  of  life  :  ne  never  to  confound 
With  utter  ruin,  and  abolifh  quite 
A  power  fo  puifiant  by  his  fingle  might 
Did  he  prefume  to  hope  :  himfelf  alone 
From  lawlefs  force  to  free,  in  bloody  fight 
He  flood ;  content  to  bow  to  cuftom's  throne, 
So  reafon  mote  not  blufh  his  fovran  rule  to  own. 

So  well  he  warded,  and  fo  fiercely  prefs'd 
His  foe,  that  weary  vex'd  he  of  the  fray  ; 
Yet  **  nould  he  algates  lower  his  haughty  creft; 
But  malking  in  contempt  his  fore  difmay, 
Difdainfully  releas'd  the  trembling  prey, 
As  one  unworthy  of  his  princely  care  ; 
Then  proudly  calling  on  the  warlike  j-f  fay 
A  fmile  of  fcorn  and  pity,  through  the  air 
'Gan  blow  his  fhrilling  horn  ;  the  blafl  was  heard 
afar. 

Eftfoons  aflonifh'd  at  th'  alarming  found, 
The  fignal  of  diftrefs  and  hofhile  wrong, 
Confus'dly  trooping  from  all  quarters  round 
Came  pouring  o'er  the  plain  a  numerous  throng 
Of  every  fex  and  order,  old  and  young ; 
The  vaflals  of  great  cuftcm's  wide  domain, 
Who  to  his  lore  inur'd  by  ufage  long, 
His  every  fummons  heard  with  pleafure  fain, 
And  felt  his  every  wound  with  fympathetic  pain. 

They,  when  their  bleeding  king  they  did  be 
hold, 

And  faw  an  armed  knight  him  {landing  near, 
Attended  by  that  palmer  fage  and  bold ;       [ere 
Whofe  venturous  fearch  of  devious  truth  while- 
Spread  through  the  realms  of  learning  horrors 

drear, 

Y-feized  were  at  firft  with  terrors  great ; 
And  in  their  boding  hearts  began  to  fear, 

*   Fone,foes.  f  Bet,  beat. 

\  Bra^d,  refounded.  §    Trenchant,  cutting, 

||    Gride,  cut,  hack.  f   Pight,  placed, 

**   Naul'.t  he  algates,  "would  not  by  any  mean*. 
ff  Fay,  fairy. 
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Pifienfion  factious,  controverfial  hate. 
And  innovations  ilrange  in  cuilom's  peaceful  ftate. 

But  when   they  faw   the   knight  his  fauchion 

fheathe, 

And  climbing  to  his  fteed  march  thence  away, 
With  all  hoftile  train,  they  'gan  to  breathe 
With  freer  fpirit,  and  with  afpe.&  gay 
Soon  chac'd  the  gathering  clouds  of  black  affray. 
Alfe   their   great  monarch,   cheared  with  the 

view 

Of  myriads,  who  confefs  his  fovereign  fway, 
His  ruffled  pride  began  to  plume  anew  ; 
And  on  his  bugle  clear  a  fhrain  of  triumph  blew. 

There-at  the  multitude,  that  ftood  around, 
Sent  up  at  once  a  univerfal  roar 
Of  boifterous  joy  :  the  fudden-burfting  found, 
Like  the  explofion  of  a  warlike  flore 
Of  nitrous  grain,  th'  afflicted  *  weJkin  tore. 
Then  turning  towards  the  knight,  with  fcoffings 
Heart-piercing  infults,  and  revih'ngs  fore,  [lewd, 
Loud  burjfcs  of  laughter  vain,  and  hiffes  rude, 
As  through  the  throng  he  pafs'd,  his  parting  fleps 
purfued. 

Alfe  from  that  forked  hill  the  boafled  feat 
Of  ffcudious  peace  and  mild  philofophy, 
Indignant  murmurs  mote  be  heard  to  threat, 
Muftering  their  rage  ;  eke  baleful  infamy, 
Rous'd  from  her  den  of  bafe  obfcurity 
By  thofe  fame  maidens  nine,  began  to  found 
Her  brazen  trump  of  blackening  obloquy  : 
While  fatire,  with  dark  clouds  encompaft  round, 
Sharp,  fecret  arrows  Ihot,  and  aim'd  his  back  to 
wound. 

But  the  brave  fairy  knight,  no  whit  difmay'd, 
Held  on  his  peaceful  journey  o'er  the  plain  ; 
With  curious  eye  obferving,  as  he  ftray'd 
Through  the  wide  provinces  of  cuilom's  reign, 
What  mote  afrefh  admonifli  him  remain 
Fail  by-  his  virtuous  purpofe  ;  all  around 
So  many  objects  mov'd  his  juft  difdain ; 
Him  feem'd  that  nothing  ferious,  nothing  found, 
In  city,  village,  bower,  or  caille,  mote  be  found. 

In  village,  city,  caftle,  bower,  and  hall, 
Each  fex,  each  age,  each  order  and  degree, 
To  vice  and  idle  fport  abanclon'd  all, 
Kept  one  perpetual  general  jubilee. 
Ne  fuffer'd  ought  difturb  their  merry  glee  ; 
Ne  fenfe  of  private  lofs,  ne  public  woes, 
Pvcftraint  of  law,  religion's  drad  decree, 
Inteftine  defolation,  foreign  foes, 
Nor  heaven's  tempeftuous  threats,  nor  earth's  con- 
vulfive  throes. 

But  chiefly  they  whom  heaven's  difpofing  hand 
Had  feated  high  on  fortune's  upper  ftage; 
And  plac'd  within  their  call  the  facred  band 
That  waits  on  nurture  and  inftrudlion  fage, 
If  happy  their  wife  f  hefts  mote  them  engage 
To  climb  through  knowledge  to'  more  noble 
And  as  they  mount,  enlighten  every  age  [praife; 
With  the  bright -influence  of  fair  Virtue's  rays  ; 
Which  from  the  awful  heights  of  grandeur  brighter 
blaze. 

*   Welkin,  Jky. 

•j-  Kejls,  bebeftsj  precepts,  commands. 


They,  O  perverfe  and  bafe  ingratitude  ! 
Defpifing  the  great  ends  of  providence, 
For  which  above  their  mates  they  were  endued 
With  wealth,  authority,  and  eminence, 
To  the  low  fer vices  of  brutal  fcafe 
Abus'd  the  menns  of  pleafures  more  refin'd, 
Of  knowledge,  virtue,  and  beneficence  ;  [mind, 
And,    fettering    on   her   throne   th'    immortal 
The  guidance  of  her  realm  to  pafiions  wild  re- 
fign'd. 

Hence  thoughtlcfs,  (hame'efs,  recklefs,  fpiritlefs^ 
Nought  worthy  of  their  kind  did  they  eifayj 
But  or  benumb  d  with  palfied  Idlenefs 
In  merely  living  loiter'd  life  away. 
Or,  by  falfe  tafte  of  pleafure  led  aftray, 
For-ever  wandering  in  the  fenfual  bowers 
Of  feverifli  debauch,  and  luftful  play, 
Spent  on  ignoble  toils  their  active  powers, 
And  with  untimely  blafts  difeas'd  their   vernal 
hours. 

Ev'n  they  to  whom  kind  nature  did  accord 
A  frame  more  delicate,  and  purer  mind,  [board 
Though  the  foul  brothel  and  the  wine-iiain'd 
Of  beaftly  Comus,  loathing  they  declind, 
Yet  their  foft  hearts  to  idle  joys  refign'd ; 
Like  painted  infedts  through  the  fummer-air 
With  random  flight  aye  ranging  unconfin'd; 
And  tailing  every  flower  and  bloffom  fair, 
Withoutea  any  choice,  withouten  any  care. 

For  choice  them  needed  none,  who  only  fought 
With  vain  amufements  to  beguile  the  day ; 
And   wherefore  fhould  they  take   or   care   or 

thought, 

Whom  nature  prompts,  and  fortune  calls  to  play  ? 
"  Lords  of  the  earth,  be  happy  as  ye  may !" 
So  learn'd,  fo  taught  the  leaders  of  mankind; 
Th'  unreafoning  vulgar  willingly  obey, 
And,  leaving  toil  and  poverty  behind,        [find. 
Ran  forth  by  different  ways  the  blifsful  boon  to 

Nor  tedious  was  the  fearch ;  for  every  where, 
As  nigh  great  custom's  royal  towers  the  knight 
Pafs'd  through  th'  adjoining  hamlets,  mote  he 
The  merry  voice  of  feflival  delight  [hear 

Saluting  the  return  of  morning  bright 
With  matin  revels,  by  the  mid-day  hours 
Scarce  ended ;  and  again  with  dewy  night, 
In  cover'd  theatres,  or  leafy  bowers,     [powers. 
Offering  her  evening-vows  to   pleafure's  joyous 

And  ever  on  the  way  mote  he  efpy 
Men,  women,  childicn,  a  prornifcuous  throng 
Of  rich,  poor,  wife  and  fimplc,  low  and  high, 
By  land,  by  water,  paffing  aye  along 
With  mummers,  antics,  mufic,  dance,  and  fong, 
To  pleafure's  numerous  temples,  that  befide 
The  gliilening  ftreams,  or  tufted  groves  among, 
To  every  idle  foot  flood  open  wide, 
And  every  gay  deiire  with  various  joys  fupplied. 

For  there  each  earth  with  diverfe  charms  t» 

move, 

The  fly  inchantrefs  fummoned  all  her  train : 
Alluring  Venus,  queen  of  vagrant  love, 
The  boon  companion  Bacchus,  loud  and  vain, 
And  tricking  Hermes,  god  of  fraudful  gain, 
Who,  when  blind  fortune  throws,  directs  the 
And  Phoebus  tuning  his  foft  Lydiua  ilrain  [die, 
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To  wanton  motions',  and  the  lover's  figh, 
And  thought-beguiling  fhew,  and  maiking  revelry. 

Unmeet  affociates  thefc  for  noble  youth, 
Who  to  true  honour  meaneth  to  afpire; 
And  for  the  works  of  virtue,  faith,  and  truth, 
Would  keep  his  manly  faculties  entire. 
The  which  avizing  well,  the  cautious  fire 
From  that  foft  fyren  land  of  Pleafaunce  vain, 
With  timely  haile  was  minded  to  retire, 
*  Or  ere  the  fweet  contagion  mote  attain  [flain. 
His  fon's  unpractis'd  heart,  yet  free  from  vicious 

So  turning  from  that  beaten  road  afide,    [pac'd, 
Through  many  a   devious  path  at  length  he 
As  that  experienc'd  palmer  did  him  guide, 
Till  to  a  mountain  hoare  they  came  at  laft  ; 
Whofe  high-rais'd  brows  with  fylvan  honours 
Majefticaily  frown'd  upon  the  plain,       [grac'd, 
And  over  all  an  awful  horrour  call. 
Seem'd  as  thofe  villas  gay  it  did  difdain,  [train. 
Which  fpangled  all  the  vale  like  Flora's  painted 

The  hill  afcended  ftrait,  ere-while  they  came 
To  a  tall  grove,  whofe  thick-embowering  lhade, 
impervious  to  the  fun's  meridian  flame, 
Ev'n  at  mid-noon  a  dubious  twilight  made ; 
.Like  to  that  fober  light,  which,  difarray'd 
Of  all  its  gorgeous  robe,  with  blunted  beams, 
Through  windows  dim  with  holy  acts  pour- 

tray'd, 

Along  fome  cloifler'd  abbey  faintly  gleams, 
Abftracting  the  rapt  thought  from   vain   earth- 
mufing  themes. 

Beneath  this  high  o'er-arching  canopy 
Of  cluflering  oaks  a  fylvan  colonnade, 
Aye  liftening  to  the  native  me.lody 
Of  birds  fweet-echoing  through  the  lonely  {hade, 
•  On  to  the  centre  of  the  grove  they  ftray'd  ; 
Which,  in  a  fpacious  circle  opening  round, 
Within  its  fheltering  arms  fecurely  laid, 
Difclos'd  to  fudden  view  a  vale  profound, 
With  nature's  artiefs  fmiles  and  tranquil  beauties 
crown'd. 

There,  on  the  bafis  of  an  ancient  pile,       [wood, 
Whofe  crofs-furmounted   fpire   o'erlook'd   the 
A  venerable  matron  they  e'erwhile 
DifcovefM  have,  befide  a  murmuring  flood 
Reclining  in  right  fad  and  penfive  mood. 
Retir'd  within  her  own  abftracted  breaft, 
She  feem'd  o'er  various  woes  by  turns  to  brood  ; 


The  which  her  changing  chear  by  turns  expreft, 
Now  glowing  with   difdain,  with 


*  over-keft. 


grief  now 


Her  thus  immers'd  in  anxious  thought  profound 
When-as  the  knight  perceiv'd,  he  nearer  drew  ; 
To  weet  what  bitter  bale  did  her  aftound, 
And  whence  th'  occafion  of  her  anguifh  grew. 
For  that  right  noble  matron  well  he  knew ; 
And  many  perils  huge,  and  labours  fore, 
Had  for  her  fake  endur'd  ;  her  vaffal  true, 
Trajn'd  in  her  love,  and  practis'd  evermore 
Her  honour  to  refpect,  and  reverence  her  lore. 

O  deareft  drad!  he  cried,  fair  ifland  queen  ! 
^Mother  of  heroes  !  emprefs  of  the  main  ! 

*    Or  ere,  before. 

j-  Over-left,  far  over-co/l* 


What  means  that  ftorniy  brow  of  troublous  teen  ? 

*  Sith  heaven-born  Peace,  with  all  her  finiling 
Of  fciences  and  arts,  adorns  thy  reign        [tram 
With  wealth  and  knowledge,  fplendour  and  re 
nown  ?  [plain ! 

Each  port  how  throng'd!  how  fruitful  every 
How  blithe  the  country !  and  how  gay  the  town  ! 
While  liberty  fecures  and  heightens  every  boon  ! 

Awaken' d  from  her  trance  of  penfive  woe 
By  thefe  fair  flattering  words,  flic  rais'd  her  head ; 
And,  bending  on  the  knight  her  frowning  brow, 
Mock'fl  thou  my  forrows,  fairy  fon  ?  fb.e  faid. 
Or  is  thy  judgment  by  thy  heart  mifled 
To  deem  that  certain  which  thy  hopes  fuggeft  ? 
To  deem  them  full  of  life  and  *  luftihead, 
Whofe  cheeks  in  Hebe's  vivid  tints  are  dreft, 
And  with  joy's  carelefs  mien,  and  dimpled  fmiles 
impreft  ? 

Thy  unfufpectiHg  heart  how  nobly  good 
I  know,  how  fanguine  in  thy  country's  caufe! 
And  mark'd  thy  virtue,  fingly  how  it  flood 
Th'  affaults  of  mighty  cuftom,  which  o'erawes 
The  faint  and  timorous  mind,  and  oft  withdraws 
From  reafon's  lore  th'  ambitious  and  the  vain 
By  the  fweet  lure  of  popular  applaufe, 
Againft  their  bitter  knowledge  to  maintain 
The   lawlefs  throne  of  vice,   or   folly's  childifh 
reign. 

How  vafl  his  influence,  how  wide  his  fway ! 
Thyfelf  ere-while  by  proof  didfl  underfland : 
And  faw'fl,  as  through  his  realms  thou  took'fl 

thy  way, 

How  vice  and  folly  had  o'erfpread  the  land. 
And  canfl  thou  then,  O  fairy  fon,  demand 
The  reafon  of  my  woe  ?  or  hope  to  eafe 
The  throbbings  of  my  heart  with  fpeeches  bland, 
And  words  more  apt  my  forrows  to  inert  afe, 
The  once  dear  names  of  wealth,  and  liberty,  and 

p.  ace? 

Peace,  wealth,  and  liberty,  that  nobleft  boon, 
Are  blelfings,  only  to  the  wife  and  good.  , 

To  weak  and  vicious  minds  their  worth  un 
known, 

And  thence  abus'd  but  ferve  to  furnifh  food 
For  riot  and  debauch,  and  fire  the  blood 
With  high-fpic'd  luxury;  whence  ffcrife,  debate, 
Ambition,  envy,  faction's  viperous  brood, 
Contempt  of  order,  manners  profligate 
The  fymptoms  of  a  foul,diieas'd,  and  bloated  ftate. 

Ev'n  wit  and  genius,  with  their  learned  train 
Of  arts  and  mufes,  though  from  heaven  above 
Defcended,  when  their  talents  they  profane 
To  varnifh  folly,  kindle  wanton  love, 
And  aid  eccentric  fceptic  pride  to  rove 
Beyond  celeftial  truth's  attractive  fphere, 
This  moral  fyftem's  central  fun,  aye  prove 
To  their  fond  votaries  a  curfe  fevere, 
And  only  make  mankind  more  obftinately  err. 

And  ftand  my  fons  herein  from  cenfure  clear  ? 
Have  they  confidered  well,  and  underflood, 
The  ufe  and  import  of  thofe  bleflings  dear, 
Which  the  great  Lord  of  nature  hath  beftow'4 

*  Silb,ftncc. 

•j-  Liifiibezd,  fircng  hezlibj  vigour, 
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As  well  to  prove  as  to  reward  the  good  ?      [feas 
Whence  are  thefe  torrents  then,  thefe  billowy 
Of  vice,  in  which,  as  in  his  proper  flood, 
The  fell  Leviathan  licentious  plays,         [preys  ? 
And  upon  fhipwreck'd  faith  and  finking   virtue 

To  you,  ye  noble,  opulent  and  great ! 
With  friendly  voice  I  call,  and  honeft  zeal ! 
Upon  your  vital  influences  wait 
The  health  and  ficknefs  of  the  commonweal ; 
The  maladies  you  caufe,  yourfelves  muft  heal. 
In  vain  to  the  unthinking  harden'd  crowd 
Will  truth  and  reafon  make  their  juft  appeal ; 
In  vain  will  facred  wifdom  cry  aloud ;      [blood. 

And  juflice  drench  in  vain  her  vengeful  fword  in 
With  you  muft  reformation  firft  take  place : 
You  are  the  head,  the  intellectual  mind 
Of  this  vaft  body  politic  whofe  bafe, 
And  vulgar  limbs,  to  drudgery  cotlfign'd, 
All  the  rich  ftores  of  fcience  have  refign'd 
To  you,  that  by  the  craftfman's  various  toil, 
The  fea-worn  mariner,  and  fweating  hind, 
In  peace  and  affluence  maintain'd,  the  while 

You,  for  yourfelves  and  them,  may  drefs  the  men 
tal  foil. 

Bethink  you  then,  my  children,  of  the  truft 
In  you  repos'd :  ne  let  your  heaven-born  mind 
Confume  in  pleafure,  or  unactive  ruft  ; 
But  nobly  roufe  you  to  the  taik  affign'd, 
The  godlike  talk  to  teach  and  mend  mankind : 
Learn,  that  ye  may  inftruct :  to  virtue  lead 
Yourfelves  the  way :  the  herd  will  crowd  be 
hind, 
And  gather  precepts  from  each  worthy  deed  : 

«  Example  is  a  leffon,  that  all  men  can  read." 
But  if  (to  all  or  moft  I  do  not  fpeak) 
In  vain  and  fenfual  habits  now  grown  old, 
The  ftrong  Circaean  charm  you  cannot  break, 
Nor  re-affume  at  will  your  native  *  mould, 
Yet  envy  not  the  ftate  you  could  not  hold ; 
And  take  compafllon  on  the  rifing  age : 
In  them  redeem  your  errours  manifold ; 
And,  by  due  difcipline  and  nurture  fage, 

In  virtue's  lore  betimes  your  docile  fons  engage. 
You  chiefly,  who  like  me  in  fecret  mourn 
The  prevalence  of  cuftom  lewd  and  vain ; 
And  you,  who,  though,  by  the  rude   torrent 
Unwillingly  along,  you  yield  with  pain  [borne 
To  hib  behefts,  an  act  what  you  difdain, 
Yet  nourifh  in  your  hearts  the  generous  love 
Of  piety  and  truth,  no  more  reftrain 
The  manly  zeal ;  but  all  your  finews  move 

The  prefent  to  reclaim,  the  future  race  improve  ! 

Eftfoons  by  your  joint  efforts  fhall  be  quell'd 
Yon  haughty  giant,  who  fo  proudly  fwuys 
A  fceptre  by  repute  alone  upheld ; 
Who,  where  he  cannot  dictate  ftrait  obeys. 
Accuftom'd  to  conform  his  flattering  phrafe 
To  numbers  and  high-plac'd  authority, 
Your  party  he  will  join,  your  maxims  praife, 
And,  drawing  after  all  his  menial  fry, 
Soon  teach  the  general  voice  your  act  to  ratify. 

Ne  for  the  atchievcment  of  this  great  emprize 
The  want  of  means  or  counfel  may  ye  dread. 

*  Mouldy  foafe,  form, 


From  my  Twin-daughter's  fruitful  wombs  fhall 
A  race  of  letter' d  fages,  deeply  read  [rife 

In  learning's  various  writ:  by  whom  yled 
Through  each  well-cultur'd  plot,  each  beauteous 

grove, 

Where  antique  wifdom  whilom  wont  to  tread, 
With  mingled  glee  and  profit  may  ye  rove, 
And  cull  each  virtuous  plant,  each  tree  of  know 
ledge  prove. 

Yourfelves  with  virtue  thus    and  knowledge 

fraught 

Of  what,  in  ancient  days  of  good  or  great 
Hiftorians,  bards,  philofophers,  have  taught ; 
Join'd  with  whatever  elfe  of  modern  date 
Maturer  judgment,  fearch  more  accurate, 
Difcover'd  have  of  nature,  man,  and  God, 
May  by  new  laws  reform  the  time-worn  flate 
Of  cell-bred  difcipline,  and  fmoothe  the  road 
That  leads  through  learning's  vale  to  wifdom's 

bright  abode. 

By  you  invited  to  her  fecret  bowers, 
Then  fhall  Psedia  reafcend  her  throne, 
With  vivid  laurels  girt  and  fragrant  flowers ; 
While   from   their    forked    mount   defcending 
Yon  fupercilious  pedant  train  fhall  own    [down 
Her  empire  paramount,  ere-long  by  her 
Ytaught  a  leiTon  in  their  fchools  unknown, 
"  To  learning's  richeft  treafures  to  prefer 
"  The  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  man's  great 
bufmeis  there." 

On  this  prime  fcience,  as  the  final  end 
Of  all  her  difcipline  ond  nurturing  care, 
Her  eye  Pxdia  fixing  aye  fhall  bend 
Her  every  thought  and  effort  to  prepare 
Her  tender  pupils  for  the  various  war, 
Which  vice  and  folly  fhall  upon  them  wage, 
As  on  the  perilous  march  of  life  they  fare 
With  prudent  lore  fore-arming  every  age 
'Gainft  pleafure's  treacherous  joys,  and  pain's  em 
battled  rage. 

Then  fhall  my  youthful  fons,  to  wifdom  led 
By  fair  example  and  ingenuous  praife, 
With  willing  feet  the  paths  of  duty  tread  ; 
Through  the  world's  intricate  or  rugged  ways 
Conducted  by  religion's  facred  rays ; 
Whofe  foul-invigorating  influence 
Shall  purge  their  minds  from  all  impure  allays 
Of  fordid  felfifhnefs  and  brutal  fenfe,    fvolence, 
And  fwell  th'  ennobled  heart  with  blefs  d  bene- 

Then  alfo  fhall  this  emblematic  pile, 
By  magic  whilom  fram'd  to  fympathize 
With  all  the  fortunes  of  this  changeful  ifle, 
Still,  as  my  fons  in  fame  and  virtue  rife,     [ikies 
Grow  with  their  growth,  and  to  th'  applauding 
Its  radiant  crofs  uplift ;  the  while,  to  grace 
The  multiplying  niches,  frefh  fupplies 
Of  worthies  fhall  fucceed,  with  equal  pace 
Aye  following  their  fires  in  virtue's  glorious  race. 

Fir'd  with  th'  idea  of  her  future  fame, 
She  rofe  majeftic  from  her  lowly  ftead ; 
While  from  her  vivid  eyes  a  fparkling  flame, 
Out-beaming,  with  unwonted  light  o'erfpread 
That  monumental  pile ;  and  as  her  head 
To  every  front  fhe  turn'd,  difcovered  round 
The  venerable  front  of  heroes  dead  } 
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Who,  for  their  various  merit  erft  renown'd, 
In  this  bright  fane  of  glory  Ihrines  of  honour  found. 

On  thefe  that  royal  dame  her  raviih'd  eyes 
Would  often  feaft,  and  ever  as  fhe  fpy'd 
Forth  from  the  ground  the  lengthening  ftruc- 

ture  rife 

With  new-plac'd  ftatues  deck'd  on  every  fide, 
Her  parent-brcaft  would  fvvell  with  generous 

pride. 

And  now  with  her  in  that  fequeftsr'd  plain, 
The  knight  awhile  conftraining  to  abide, 
She  to  the  fairy  youth  with  pleafure  fain 
Thofe  fc.ulptur'd  chiefs  did  Ihew,  and  their  great 

lives  explain. 

FATHER  FRANCIS'S  PRAYER. 

Written  in  Lord  Wejlmor eland's  hermitage. 

UE  gay  attire,  ne  marble-hall, 
Ne  arched  roof,  ne  pi&ur'd  wall; 
Ne  cook  of  Fraunce,  ne  dainty  board, 
Beftow'd  with  pyes  of  perigord ; 
Ne  power,  ne  fuch  like  idle  fancies, 
Sweet  Agnes  grant  to  Father  Francis; 
Lee  me  ne  more  myfelf  deceive  ; 
Ne  more  regret  the  toys  I  leave  ; 
The  world  I  quit,  the  proud,  the  vain, 
Corruption's  and  ambition's  train  ; 
But  not  the  good,  perdie,  nor  fair, 
'Gainft  them  I  make  nc  vow,  ne  prayer ; 
But  fuch  aye  welcome  to  my  cell, 
And  oft,  not  always  with  me  dwell ; 
Then  caft,  fweet  faint,  a  circle  round, 
And  blefs  from  fools  this  holy  ground ; 
From  all  the  foes  to  worth  and  truth, 
From  wanton  old,  and  homely  youth ; 


The  gravely  dull,  and  pertly  gay, 
Oh  banilh  thefe,  and,  by  my  fay, 
Right  well  I  ween  that  in  this  age, 
Mine  houfe  fliall  prove  an  hermitage. 

AN  INSCRIPTION  ON  THE  CELL. 

Beneath  thefe  mofs-grovvn  roots,  this  ruftic  cell, 
Truth,  liberty,  content,  feqtiefter'd  dwell; 
Say,  you  who  dare  our  hermitage  difdain, 
What  drawing-room  can  boaft  fu  fair  a  train  ? 

AN  INSCRIPTION  IN  THE  CELL, 

Sweet  bird,  that  fmg'fl  on  yonder  fpray, 
Purfae-unharm'd  thy  fylvan  lay ; 
While  I  beneath  this  breezy  {hade, 
In  peace  repofe  my  carelefs  head  ; 
And  joining  thy  enraptur'd  long, 
Inftru.<5t  the  world-enamour'd  throng, 
That  the  contented  harmlefs  bread 
In  folitude  itfelf  is  bleft. 

INSCRIPTION  ON  A  SUMMER-HOUSE 

BELONGING    TO    MR.    WEST,    AT    WICKHAM,    IN 
KENT. 

(An  imitation  of  Attfonius,  "  Ad  Villam.") 

NOT  wrapt  in  fmoky  London's  fulphurous  clouds 
And  not  far  diftant,  ftands  my  rural  cot : 

Neither  obnoxious  to  intruding  crowds, 
Nor  for  the  good  and  friendly  too  remote. 

And  when  too  much  repofe  brings  on  the  fpleen, 
Or  the  gay  city's  idle  pleafures  cloy ; 

Swift  as  my  changing  wifli,  I  change  the  fcene; 
And  now  the  country,  now  the  town  enjoy. 
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THE 

INSTITUTION 

OF  THE 

ORDER    OF    THE    GARTER; 

A    DRAMATIC    POEM. 


ex  omnibus  Oris 
Evehis  ;    &  meritum,  nort  qua  cunabula  quarirt 
Et  qualis,  non  undefatus  :  fiib  tejle  benigno 
Vivtiur     egregios  invitant  prtemia  mores,  CLAUD, 

HONI  SOIT  QJLTI  MAL  Y  PENSE. 


DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 

EDWARD  the  Third,  King  of  England,  &c. 
PHILIPPA,  Queen  of  England,  &c. 
EDWARD,  Prince  of  Wales. 
JOHN,  *  King  of  France,  &c. 

r  Genius  of  England. 
SPIRITS,  •<  Bards. 

C  Druids. 
Heralds,  Attendants,  &c. 

SCENE, 
Windfor  Park,  with  a  ProfpeA  of  the  Caftle. 


ljb  of 'aerial mufic  at  adijlance,  after  tuhich  the  fol 
lowing  verfes  arefung  in  the  air  by  Spirits,  -while  the 
Genius  ^"England  defcends. 
Fir/1  Spirit. 

HITHER,  all  ye  heav'nly  pow'rs, 

From  your  empyreal  bow'rs ; 

From  the  fields  for  ever  gay, 

From  the  ftar-pav'd  milky  way, 

*  The  Order  of  the  Garter  •was  itiftituted  on  St. 
George's  day,  the  l^d  of  April  1350.  King  'John  came 
into  Ejtjpland  in  1357*  1  have  taken  the  advantage  of 
the  licence  ufually  allowed  to  poets ,  of  departing  a  little 
from  chronology  ;  and  having  poftponed  for  a  feiv  years 
the  iuflitution  of  this  order,  for  the  fake  of  rendering  that 
pilemnity  more  augufl,  by  introducing  King  John  of 
France,  ivho,  though  a  prifoner,  'was  treated  both  by  Ed- 
ivardandhisfon  the  Prince  of  Wales  'with  all  the  regard 
due  to  the  quality  and  virtue  offo  great  a  prince.  To  al 
leviate  his  captivity,  Edward  entertained  him  and  the 
ether  French  prifoner  s  tt:ith  diverjlons  of  various  kinds  : 
among  ivhich  a  tournament  he  held  at  Windfor  on  the 
•2,$d  of  April,  tofolemnize  the  feajl  of  St.  George,  the 
patron  of  the  Order  of  the  Garter,  held  the  chief  place  ; 
and  ivas,  as  Rapin  tells  us,  the  rnoft  fumptnous  and  mag 
nificent  that  had  ever  been  fsen  in  England.  The  duke  of 
£/-abunt,  luitb  fcvtral  other  f over eign  princes,  and  an 
infinite  number  of  knights  of  all  nativny  Wire  frfftnt,  and 
Jflsndidly  entertained. 


From  the  moon's  relucent  horn, 
From  the  ftar  that  wakes  the  morn  j- 
From  the  bow,  whofe  mingling  dyes 
Sweetly  cheer  the  frowning  fkies ; 
From  the  filvcr  cloud  that  fails 
Shadowy  o'er  the  darken'd  vales; 
From  th'  Elyfium's  of  the  iky, 
Spirits  immortal,  hither  fly  ! 

Chorus  of  Spirits. 

Fly,  and  through  the  limpid  air 
Guard  in  pomp  the  Hiding  car, 
Which  to  his  terreflrial  throne 
Wafts  Britannia's  genius  down. 

Second  Spirit. 

Hither,  all  ye  heav'nly  pow'rs! 
From  your  empyreal  bow'rs  ! 
Chiefly  ye,  whofe  brows  divine 
Crown'd  with  ftarry  circlets  mine ; 
Who  in  various  labours  try'd, 
Once  Britannia's  ftrength  and  pride,. 
Now  in  everlafliug  reft 
Share  the  glories  of  the  bled  ! 
Peers  and  nobles  of  the  flcy, 
Spirits  immortal,  hither  fly ! 

Chorus  of  Spirits. 

Fly,  and  through  the  limpid  air 
Guard  in  pomp  the  flidrng  car, 
Which  to  his  terminal  throne 
Wafts  Britannia's  genius  down, 
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Third  Spirit. 

Hither  too,  ye  tuneful  throng, 
Matters  of  inchanting  fong, 
Sacred  bards  !  vvhofe  rapt'rous  flrains 
Sooth  the  toiling  heroe's  pains, 
Sooth  the  patriot's  gen'rous  cares  ; 
Sweetly  through  their  ravifh'd  ears 
Whifp'ring  to  th'  immortal  mind 
Heav'nly  vifions,  hopes  refin'd  ; 
Hopes  of  endlefs  peace  and  fame, 
Safe  from  envy's  blafting  flame, 
Pure,  fincere,  in  thofe  abodes, 
"Where  to  throngs  of  lift'ning  gods, 
Hymning  bards,  to  virtues'  praife, 
Tune  their  never-dying  lays. 
Sweet  encomiafts  of  the  fky, 
Spirits  immortal,  hither  fly  ! 
Chorus  of  Spirits. 
Fly,  and  charm  the  limpid  air, 
While  the  foftly-fliding  car, 
To  his  fea-encircled  throne1 
Wafts  Britannia's  genius  down. 

Chorus  o/"Eards  defcends,  drefs'd  in  long  flowing  Jky-co- 
lour  *d  robes  fpangled  ivith  ftars,  ivitb  garlands  of 
taken  boughs  upon  their  heads  ,  and  golden  harps  in 
their  hands,  made  like  the  Welch,  or  old  Briiifh  harp. 
Before  they  appear,  they  Sttf  the  chorus,  and  after- 
•wards,  as  they  descend,  thefolloivinrfongs  ;  at  the  lajl 
Jlanza  of  ivhich,  the  chariot  of  the  Genius  appears, 
and  defends  gradually  all  the  'while  that  and  the  grand 
chorus  i 


Chorus  of  Bards. 
Gentle  fpirit,  we  obey  ; 
Thus  along  th'  ethereal  way, 
We  attend  our  monarch's  car  ; 
Thus  we  charm  the  lilent  air. 


SONG. 

Flrjl  Sard. 

YE  fouthern  gales,  that  ever  fly 

In  frolic  April's  vernal  train, 
Who,  as  ye  fkim  along  the  fky, 

Dip  your  light  pinions  in  the  main, 
Then  {hake  them  fraught  with  genial  fhow'rs, 

O'er  blooming  Flora's  primrofe  bow'rs: 

Now  ceafe  a  while  your  wanton  fport, 
Now  drive  each  threat'ning  cloud  away ; 

Then  to  the  flow'ry  vale  refort, 
And  hither  all  its  fweets  convey  ; 

And  ever  as  ye  dance  along, 

With  fofteft  murmurs  aid  our  fong. 


SONG. 

Second  Sard. 

But  lo !  fair  Windfor's  tow'rs  appear, 

And  hills  with  fpreading  oaks  imbrown'd 

Hark !  hark  !  the  voice  of  joy  I  hear, 
Sung  by  a  thoufand  echoes  round ;       '• 

And  now  I  view  a  glitt'ring  train, 

In  triumph  march  o'er  yonder  plain. 

Grand  Chorus  of  Spirit!  and  Bards. 

Hail  mighty  nation !  ever  fam'd  in  war  ! 

Lo !  heav'n  defcends  thy  feftivals  to  fhare  j 


To  view  thofe  heroes,  whofe  immortal  pfaile 
Celeftial  bards  fhall  ling  in  living  lays. 

At  the  conclufion  of  this  chorus,  the  Genius  alights  from 
his  chariot,  the  front  ofiuh'uh  rffembling  the  bead  of  a 
man  of  ivar,  is  adorned  ivhh  a  carved  lion,  hddinv 
before  his  breajl  the  arms  of  England,  as  they  ivere 
born?  by  Edward.  Behind,  on  a  raifij  Je  it,  fits  the 
Genius,  leaning  upon  an  anchor  of  filler,  and  bearing 
in  his  right  Imnd  the  vindidta,  or  ivand  of  enfran- 
chifement,  and  in  his  left  a  roll  of  parchment,  upon 
ivhich  is  ivritten,  in  largz  letters  of  gold,  MAGNA 
CHARTA.  On  his  head  is  a  corona  roftrata,  or 
naval  troiun  ;  and  his  robe,  cf  a  fea-green  colour,  is 
embroidtred  ivlth  cornucopia's  and  golden  tridents, 

Genius. 

Difdain  not,  ye  bleft  denizens  of  air, 
To  breathe  this  grofler  atmofphere  a  while, 
Your  fervice  I  fhall  need ;  mean  time  refort 
To  yon  imperial  palace,  and  in  air 
Draw  up  your  fquadrons  in  a  radiant  orbj 
Suspended  o'er  thofe  lofty  battlements, 
Like  the  bright  halo  that  inverts  the  moon, 
Or  Saturn's  lucid  ring  :  thence  fhed  benign 
Your  choiceft  influence  on  the  noble  train, 
There  on  this  folemn  day  affembled  round 
The  throne  of  Britifh  Edward  :  I  awhile 
Muft  here  await  th'  approach  of  other  fpirits, 
Sage  Druids,  Britain's  old  philofophers ; 
Fetch'd  by  my  iummons  from  the  weftern  ifies, 
That,  fcatter'd  o'er  the  rough  Hibernian  flood, 
Seem  like  huge  fragments  by  the  wild  wave  torn 
From  ftormy  Scotland,  and  the  Cambrian  fhore. 
There,  from  the  world  rctir'd,  in  facred  fhades, 
Chiefly  where  Breint  and  Meiriai  wafh'd  the  oak» 
Of  ancient  Mona,  their  academies 
And  fchools  of  fage  and  moral  difcipline 

hey  held ;  and  to  the  neighb'ring  Britons  round, 
From  their  rever'd  tribunals,  holy  mounts, 
Difpens'd  at  once  their  oracles  and  laws. 
Till  fierce  Paulinus,  and  his  Roman  bands, 
Them  and  their  gods  defying,  drove  them  thence 
To  feek  for  fhelter  in  Hibernian  fhades. 
Yet  ftill  enamour'd  of  their  ancient  haunts, 
LJnfeen  of  mortal  eyes,  they  hover  round 
Their  ruin'd  altars,  confecrated  hills, 
])nce  girt  with  fpreading  oaks,  myfterious  rows 

rude  enormous  obelifks,  that  rife 
3rb  within  orb,  ftupendous  monuments 
3f  artlefs  architecture,  fuch  as  now 
3ft  times  amaze  the  wand'ring  traveller, 
By  the  pale  moon  difcern'd  on  Sarum's  plain. 
5ut  hence,  aerial  fpirits  :  lo,  they  come  ! 

Here  the  Spirits  and  Bards,  together  ivith  the  chariot  of 
the  Genius,  reafcend,  and  at  the  fame  titne  the  Druids 
enter  cloth' 'd in  dark-colour' d  coarfe  fluff  gowns  ivhich 
before  hang  no  loiver  than  the  knee,  but  behind  almoji 
touch  the  ground.  The  Jleeties  of  thefe  goivns  reach 
doivn  beloiv  the  elbotv,  and  from  behind  cones  up  a 
fort  of  hood  or  coul,  ivhich  hangs  loofe  about  the  head 
and  fore-head.  From  the  left  Jhoulder  hangs  in  a 
firing  a  kind  of  pouch,  or  fcrip,  and  reJJs  on  the  right 
hip.  In  their  right  hands  they  hold  a  flujf,  ond  in. 
their  hft  an  oaken  branch.  Their  beards  are  very 
large  and  long,  reaching  beloiv  their  ivaifts.  Their 
legs  are  naked ^  and their  feet  Jbod  ivith  fanduls ,  ivliitk 
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*r i  fattened  by  thongs  •wound  about  the  foot  and  tb 
f mall  of  the  leg  *. 

ENTER  DRUIDS. 

Chief  Druid. 

Inform  us,  happy  Ipirit,  protecting  pow'r 
Of  this  our  ancient  country,  wherefore  now 
From  our  fequefter'd  vallles,  penfive  groves 
And  dark  receffes,  then  haft  lummon'd  us 
To  wait  thy  orders  on  this  fiow'ry  hill  ? 

Genius* 

A  great  event,  fage  Druids,  that  no  lefs 
Imports  than  this  your  ancient  country's  fame, 
From  contemplation,  and  your  filent  fhades, 
Calls  you  to  meet  me  on  this  fiow'ry  hill. 

Know,  in  yon  caftle,  tfhofe  proud  battlements 
Sit  like  a  regal  crown  upon  .the  brow 
Of  this  high-climbing  lawn,  doth  Edward  hold 
This  day  his  folemn  feflion,  to  receive 
The  pleas  of  all  th'  afpiring  candidates, 
Who,  fummon'd  by  the  f  herald's  public  voice, 
To  Windfor,  as  to  Fame's  bright  temple,  hafte 
From  every  fhore;  the  noble,  wife,  and  brave, 
Knights,  fenators,  and  ftatefmen,  lords  and  kings ; 
Ambitious  each  to  gain  the  fplendid  prize, 
By  Edward  promis'd  to  tranfcendent  worth. 
For  who  of  mortals  is  fo  great  and  high 
In  the  career  of  virtue  to  contend  ? 
Of  thefe,  felecting  the  moft  glorious  names, 
Doth  England's  monarch  purpofe  to  compofe 
A  princely  brotherhood,  himfelf  the  chief, 
And  worthy  fovereign  of  th'  illuftrious  band  ; 
A  band  of  heroes  lifted  in  the  caufc 
Of  honour,  virtue,  and  celeftial  truth, 
Under  the  name  and  holy  patronage 
Of  Cappadocian  George,  Britannia's  faint. 

Such  is  the  plan  by  gen'rous  Edward  form'd  ; 
A  plan  cT  glory,  that  beyond  the  reach 
Of  his  own  conqu'ring  arms,  ihall  propagate 
The  fovereignty  of  Britain,  and  ere£t 
Her  monarchs  into  judges  of  mankind. 

But  from  this  day's  decifions,  from  the  choice 
Of  his  firft  colleagues,  fhall  fucceeding  times 
Of  Edward  judge,  and  on  his  fame  pronounce. 
For  dignities  and  titles,  when  mifplac'd 
Upon  the  vicious,  the  corrupt  and  vile, 
.Like  princely  virgins  to  low  peafants  match'd, 
Defcend  from  their  nobility,  and  foil'd 
By  bafe  alliance,  not  their  pride  alone 
And  native  fplendor  lofe,  but  lhame  retort 
Ev'n  on   the  facred  throne,   from  whence   they 
So  may  the  luftre  of  this  order  bright         [fprung. 
This  eideft  child  of  chivalry  be  ftain'd, 
If  at  her  firft  efpoufals  her  great  fire, 
Caught  by  the  fpecious  outiides  that  deceive 
And  captivate  the  world,  admit  the  fuit 
Of  vain  pretenders  void  of  real  worth ; 

*  See  a  cut  of  tie  chief  Druid  in  Rowland's  Mono 
ua  rcftaurata,  taken  from  ajlatue,p.  OJ. 

f  Edward  having  communicated  his  intention  of  hijii- 
tuting  the  Order  of  the  Garter  to  the  great  council  of  his 
realm,  and  having  received  their  approbation,  difpatched 
his  heralds  to  federal  parts  of  Europe,  to  invite  all  that 
•ivere  eminent  for  military  •virtue,  &c.  to  be  prefent  at  its 
injlitution.  And  Ins  queen  Philippa,  on  her  part,  offem* 
Ued  a  train  of  3»O  of  the  fairej  ladies  to  grace  the  fo- 
letonity,  and  add  to  its  magnificence, 
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Light  empty  bubbles^  by  the  wanton  gale 
Of  fortune  fwell'd,  and  only  form'd  to* dance 
And  glitter  in  the  fun-fhine  of  a  court. 

Begin  we  then  with  Edward ;  firft  let  him 
At  his  own  high  tribunal  undergo 

The  rigid  inquifition 1  for  fhis 

Have  left  my  lucid  ftar-encircled  throne  : 

For  this,  immortal  fages,  have  requir'd 

Yoar  wife  and  prudent  miniftry,  well  fkill'd 

In  various  fcience  and  tae  human  heart. 

Search  Edward's  to  the  bottom :  found  the  depth*! 

And  fhallows  of  his  foul ;  if  he  poiTefs 

That  firft  of  regal  talents,  to  difcern 

With  quick-ey'd  penetration,  through  the  veil 

Of  art,  each  character's  intrinfic  worth, 

And  all  the  labyrinths  of  the  human  mind. 

Nor  blufh  for  this  good  end  yourfelves  to  wear 

Fallacious  forms  to  plead  the  caufe  of  falfe 

But  fpecious  merit :  at  his  throne  appear 

In  borrow'd  fhapes,  and  there  with  artful  guile^ 

When  the  fhriil  trumpet  cites  the  candidates, 

Urge  your  pretenfions  :  all  the  pow'r  employ 

Of  wit. and  eloquence  :  Edward,  I  truft, 

The  trial  fhall  abide  ;  which  fhall  but  tend 

To  manifeft,  that  not  from  arrogance, 

But  confcious  virtue,  hath  he  thus  afium'd 

Above  all  other  kings,  to  be  the  judge 

And  great  rewarder  of  heroic  deeds. 

Nor  wholly  unaffided  will  I  leave 

My  royal  charge,  but  with  bleft  influence  cleai" 

His  intellectual  eye  from  the  dim  mifts 

It  happly  hath  contracted  from  a  long 

Unebbing  current  of  felicity, 

Unhop'd,  unequall'd  triumphs  from  the  view 

Of  captive  monarchs,  and  the  glitt'ring  throng; 

Who  at  his  fummons  from  all  climates  come, 

To  take,  as  from  their  fovereign,  honours  new* 

When  heav'h  tries  mortals  in  unufual  ways, 

'Tis  fit  it  mould  afford  unufual  aid. 

Now,  fages,  to  yon  fpreadirig  oaks  retire, 
There  wait  my  fummons ;  and  meantime  advife 
How  beft  to  execute  the  taik  enjoin'd. 

Ex.  Gen.  and  Druid^ 

The  SCENE  changes  to  d  large  room  in  th&  cajlle  (St. 
George's  Hall)  at  the  upper  end  of -which  is  a  royal 
canopy  with  the  figure  of  St.  George,  and  the  motto 
of  the  Garter,  HONi  SOIT  OJJI  MAL  Y  PEN"SE, 
beneath  it,  embroidered  in  gold.  Under  this  canopy  ap 
pears  feated  on  an  elevation  of  two  or  three  fieps,  King 
Edward,  in  the  habit  of  fix  Order  of  the  Garter t 
•with  afceptre  in  his  right  hand,  and  a  globe  in  his  left* 
On  his  left  hand  is  feated  $>ueen  Philippa,  "with  a 
crotvn  upon  her  head,  and  drefs'd  in  a  royal  mantle  of 
crimfun  velvet,  powder' d  with  embroider  d  garter s> 
and  an  enamel  d  *  garter  bound  like  a  bracelet  upon  her 
left  arm.  By  herjland  a  great  number  of  ladies  very 
richly  drefs'd.  On  Edward's  right  hand  is  feated 
King  John,  in  the  imperial  robes  of  France  ;  and  ori 
the  fame  fide,  but  ajlep  lower,  fits  Edward  the  Black. 
Prince,  in  the  robes  belonging  to  the  Prince  of  Wales, 
Next  to  Queen  Philippa  are  feated  the  reft  of  Ed« 
Ward's  children  ;  and  next  to  the  Black  Prince,  ori 

*  That  ladies  of  the  Knights  tf  the  Garter  -wore  tbi 
nfign  of  the  order  upon  their  left  armet  may  be  Setn  ifi 
tA/Lmtle's  Hi/lory  of  the  Garter. 
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and  a  great 


the  other  ftde,Jlaad  the  Frsxcb  prifone 

number  of  lords,  tffc.  richly  drejfed. 
On  the  floor ,  at  fame  difianc:,ftands  Garter  king  at  arms 

in  the  habit  of  his  office,  holding  in  his  hand  a  garter, 

•with  the  grand  collar  of  the  order.     Near  him  fland 

other  heralds,  ujhers,  attendants,  Isfc. 
Flourijh  of  trumpets,  kettle-drums,  &c.     After  ivhich, 

Edward,  rifing  up  from  his  throne,  addrejfes  bimfilf 

to  the  ajfembly* 

Edward. 

That  hither  from  your  diilant  refidence, 
JBy  folemn  invitation,  noble  guefts, 
J  have  entreated  your  ilhiflrious  tram, 
Mifconftrue  not  to  levity  and  pride, 
Or  oftentatious  vain  magnificence, 
Unworthy  the  grave  majefty  of  kings, 
Unworthy  your  attention,  my  renown. 
This  bright  affemblage  of  the  wife,  the  brave, 
The  noble,  the  magnificent,  the  fair, 
The  ornaments  of  Europe,  have  I  fought 
To  grace  the  pomp  of  virtue,  to  adorn 
"With  noblefl  offerings  her  unfpotted  fhrine, 
Attracting  thus  to  her  divine  commands 
The  awful  veneration  of  mankind, 
This  was  the  caufe,  great  princes,  this  the  call, 
The  voice  of  virtue,  not  of  England's  king, 
That  with  refpe&ful  zeal  ye  heard  and  follow'd  : 
From.  Burgundy's  rich  vineyards,  from  the  meads 
Of  Hainault  and  Brabant,  the  rocky  wave 
Of  Danube,  from  Germania's  warlike  tow'rs, 
Imperial  mother  of  an  hundred  ftates ; 
From  Spain,  long  exercis'd  by  Moorifh  arms, 
From  Italy's  fair  princedoms,  and  the  walls 
Of  fea-waih'd  Venice,  Adria's  haughty  fpoufe. 
With  me  then,  all  ye  virtuous,  by  what  ftyle 
Recorded  in  the  regifters  of  fame, 
Knights,  fenators,  or  foldiers,  ermin'd  lords, 
Or  fceptr'd  princes ;  from  whatever  clime 
Ye  come,  ennobled  by  heroic  acls, 
With  me  unite  the  fplendor  of  your  names 
To  dignify  th'  erection  of  a  new 
And  noble  order,  which  to  heav'n's  high  praife. 
And  to  heav'ns  champion  Cappadocian  George, 
On  this  his  holy  feftival  I  mean 
To  found,  a  recompence  for  worthieft  deeds. 
Thus  as  the  orient  fun,  ador'd  of  old 
By  proftrate  Perfia,  ow'd  his  deity 
L,efs  to  that  genial  arid  benignant  heat 
That  cherifhes  and  warms  the  feeds  of  life,  [gold, 
Than  to  thofe  gor^wous  beams,  that  deck  with 
'And  crimfon  the  gay  portals  of  the  morn  ; 
So  fhall  this  rifing  order  owe  its  fame 
And  brighteft  luftre  to  the  fplendid  train 
Of  lords  and  purpled  princes,  who  are  met 
This  day  to  ufher  and  adorn  its  birth. 

Nor  deem  that  to  allure  heroic  minds, 
My  private  int'refts  partially  to  ferve, 
To  lift  the  valiant  in  ambition's  caufe, 
And  form  a  league  of  conqueft,  I  have  laid 
In  fubtle  policy  this  great  defign  : 

*  ASHAM'D  BE  HE  WHO  WITH  MALIGNANT  ETE 
So  READS  MY  PURPOSE  :  and  be  he  accurs'd 

*  Edward  being  engaged  in  a  war  with  France ,  fo\ 
ibe  obtaining  that  crown,  in  order  to  draiv  into  England 
treat  multitudes  of  foreigners,  'with  'whom  he  might  ne 
gotiate,  ritlierfcr  their  ferfonalfer  vice  t  or  aids  of  troops 


Whoe'er  in  after-times  lhall 

This  iacred  inflitution.     To  the  world 

here  confign  it,  to  the  good  and  great 
Of  every  age  and  clime,  and  them  alone. 

Now  found  the  trumpet ;  bid  the  candidate? 
With  confidence  appear,  and  urge  their  claims. 

Flour  >Jb  of  trumpets,  l&c.  ivhich  is  anfweredby  another 
trumpet  from  without ;  then  enter  a  grandee  of 'Spain , 
magnificently  attir  d  in  the  Spanijlj  habit,  holding  in 
his  hand  the  pedigree  of  bis  family,  and  preceded  by 
heralds,  &c.  bearing  atchievemenls,  banners,  coats  of 
armour,  helmets,  gaunt'ets,  fpurs,  &c. 

Spaniard. 

llluftrious  monarch  !  emp'ror  of  the  ifles ! 
My  name  is  Guzman — from  thofe  heroes  fprung, 
Who  with  Pelagio  'mid  th'  Aflurian  rocks 
Againft  th'  invafion  of  unnumber'd  Moors, 
Maintain 'd  the  fame  and  empire  of  the  Goths, 
And  founded  at  Oviedo  once  again 
The  Spanifh  monarchy  and  cath'lic  faith, 

to  affijl  him  in  that  undertaking,  ordered,  during  the  truce 
that  tlen  fubjtjled  between  the  tivo  crowns,  publication  to 
be  made  of  a  great  tournament,  to  be  held  at  Windfor ;  an 
expedient,  fays  Rapin,  ivhich  could  not  fail  offuccefs, 
becaufe  it  Was  entirely  agreeable  to  the  tajle  of  that  age. 
Accordingly,  many  perfons  of  dijlindlion  came  over,  to 
all  of  'whom  he  gave  an  honourable  reception,  carejfing 
them  infuch  a  manner  that  they  could  never  fuffit iently 
admire  his  politenefs,  magnificence,  and  liberality.  To 
render  thefe  entertainments  the  more  folemn,  and  to  free 
himf-lf  alfo  from  ihe  ceremonies,  to  which  the  difference 
of  rank  and  condition  tuould  have  fubjefted  him,  he  caufed 
a  circular  hall  of  beards  to  be  run  up  at  Windfor,  2CO 
feet  diameter.  There  it  "was  that  he  feafted  all  the 
knights  at  one  table,  ivhich  was  called  the  Round  Table, 
in  memory  of  the  great  Arthur,  -who,  as  it  is  pretended, 
injlituted  an  order  of  knighthood  by  that  name.  Next 
year  he  caufed  a  morefolid  building  to  be  erecJed,  that  he 
might  continue  yearly  the  fame  diverfions.  Durina  that 
time  he  treated  with  thefe  feveral  lords  about  the  aids, 
wherewith  each  could  furn:Jb  him,  in  proportion  to  his 
forces.  His  rival  king  Philip  could  not  fee  without 
jealoufy,  Spaniards,  Italians,  Germans,  Flemings,  and 
Frenchmen  themf elves  flock  to  England  to  ajjijl  at  thefe 
tournaments.  He  fufpefied  fome  hidden  defign  in  thefe 
entertainments,  and  to  break  Edivard's  meafures,  caufed 
the  like  to  be  publifbed  in  his  dominions  ;  ivbicb  meeting 
with  fuccefs,  proved  a  countermine  to  Edward's  main 
dtjtgn,fo  that  he  did  not  long  continue  to  keep  up  his  round 
table.  From  thence,  however,  it  is  generally  agreed,  be 
took  thejirjl  hint  of  tnjlitating  the  Order  of  the  Garter. 
But  as  his  putpofe  in  erecting  this  order  ivas  very  differ 
ent  from  that  ivhich  bad  induced  him  to  revive  Arthur*? 
round  table,  as  be  bad  in  this  no  private  views,  no  am 
bitious  fcbeme  of  engaging  fuch  as  JJxidd  be  admitted  into 
this  fraternity  to  ajjift  him  in  his  wars,  he  thought pro^ 
per,  in  order  to  obviate  the  likejealoi.Jtcs  andfufpicion  as 
had  alarmed  King  Philip,  to  figntjy  by  his  motto  the 
purity  of  his  intentions,  and  to  retort  Jhame  upon  alt 
thofe  ivho  Jbottld put  any  malignant  conJlrucTton  upon  hit 
dejign  in  injiituting  this  order.  This  therefore  I  take 
to  be  the  true  meaning  and  import  of  the  famous  motto, 
HONI  SOIT  QUI  MAL  Y  PENSE.  The  not  underjla nd- 
ing  the  purport  of  ivhich,  gave  rife,  in  all  probability,  it  . 
that  vulgar  Jiory  nf  the  Countefs  of  Salisbury*  t  garter, 
rejefledby  all  the  bejl  writers. 
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Trahfporting  From  the  mountain's  dreary  womb 
To  glifc'ring  temples  her  moft  holy  altars. 
Thence  on  the  bordering  Moor  their  valiant  fons 
Waging  inceffant  war,  ere  long  rcgain'd 
Their  ancient  realms  of  Leon,  Arragon, 
And  rich  C aft  alia  :  in  which  great  exploits 
My  brave  progenitors,  by  _  valour,  zeal} 
And  loyalty  diftinguifh'd,  from  their  kings 
Gain'd  thofe  high  honours,  princely  figniories, 
And  proud  prerogatives,  which  have  extoll'd 
The  name  of  Guzman  to  inch  envy'd  grandeur, 
That  fcarce  above  it  tow'rs  the  regal  throne. 

Thefe  honours  undiminiih'd,  undefil'd, 
To  me  deliver'd  down,  might  well  content 
A  vulgar  mind  •,  but  fpirits  highly  born 
Ate  full  of  gen'rous  and  afpirihg  thoughts; 
And  ufe  the  vantage  ground  of  rank  and  pow'r 
But  to  afcend  fcill  higher.     Thus  I  come 
Thy  Garter  to  folicit ;  pleas'd,  great  prince, 
With  thee  to  be  enroll'd  thy  brother  knight, 
And  fearing  no  repulfe.     Nobility, 
As  neareft  in  her  orbit,  firfl  receives 
The  beams  of  majefty ;  alone  can  bear 
The  fullnefs  of  that  glory,  which  o'erpotv'rs 
Inferior  natures.     Virtue's  felf  would  bluib, 
Did  fhe  at  once  approach  too  near  the  throne; 
But  the  young  eagle  borne  amid  the  blaze 
Of  glancing  lightnings,  with  undazzled  eye 
Soars  to  the  courts  of  heav'n,  and  perches  bold 
On  the  bright  fcepere  of  imperial  Jove. 

The  greateft  king  is  he,  who  is  the  king 
Of  greatefl  fubje&s.     Seek'ft  thou  to  advance 
The  glory  of  thy  order  ?  To  thyfelf 
Affociate  thofe,  whofe  high-exalted  names 
For  ages  paft  from  envy's  felves  have  forc'd 
Habitual  veneration,  never  paid 
To  new  and  upflart  merit.     Such  am  I, 
Whofe  pure  and  gen'rous  blood  defcending  down 
From  nobleft  fountains,  in  its  courfe  enrich'd 
By  glorious  mixture  with  each  royal  ftream 
That  fair  Iberia  boafts,  might  ev'n  pretend 
To  thy  -alliance,  Edward.     View  this  fcroll, 
The  faithful  blazon  of  my  ancient  line, 
A  line  of  potentates  whofe  every  fon 
Deferv'd  to  wear  the  Garter  I  demand. 
In  me  their  reprefentative,  the  heir 
Of  all  their  honours,  fon  of  their  renown, 
Do  thou  reward  their  virtues  :  in  their  names 
I  claim,  and  on  hereditary  right, 
The  right  of  monarchs,  Edward,  reft  my  plea. 
Ediuard. 

The  high  defert  of  thy  renown'd  forefathers 
"Well  haft  thou  fhown;  but  haft  thou  therefore 
Thyfelf  deferving  to  be  call'd  their  fon  ?     [prov'd 
To  thee  their  profp'rous  virtues  have  indeed 
Tranfmitted  lineal  rank,  and  titles  proud, 
By  them  more  hardly  gain'd ;    for  which  thou 

ftand'ft 

To  cuftoni  and  th'  indulgence  of  thy  country 
Indebted,  Guzman,  in  a  large  account ; 
Which  thou  muft  fit  ft  difcharge  by  noble  deeds > 
Ere  thou  canft  ftyle  thofe  dignities  thine  own. 
This  if  thou  haft  not  paid,  why  doft  thou  feek, 
Like  thriftlefs  prodigals,  to  fwell  the  debt, 
And  overwhelm  thyfelf  with  obligations? 

Virtue  is  honour,  and  the  nobleft  titles 
Are  but  the  public  ftamps  fet  on  the  ore 
To  ajfceitam  its  value  to  mankind. 


It  were  a  kind  of  tfeafon  to  my  crown, 
To  mark  bafe  metal  with  the  royal  imprefs, 
And  put  off  lazy  pride  in  virtue's  name. 

Wouldft  thcu  attain  my  Garter  ?  Seek  it  there 
Where  thy  heroic  anceftors  acquir'd 
Their  glorious  honours,  in  th'  embattl'd  field 
Among  the  fqiiadrcns  of  the  warlike  Moors : 
Or  in  the  council  of  thy  king,  by  truth 
And  wifdom  equal  to  th'  important  truft. 
Be  what  thy  fathers  were,  an-d  then  return 
To  aflc  the  pledge  of  merit  from  my  hand, 
And  be  the  fit  companion  of  a  king.  [Exit  Spaniard. 

Flour Ijk  pf  trumpets )  &c.  'which  ^  as  before,  is  anfivered 
by  another  trumpet  from  without ;  then  enter  an  ufurer 
andfenaior  of  Genoa  (at  that  time  the  bank  of  Eu 
rope^  drzjjed  in  his  fenatorial  gcivn  of  black  velvet^ 
profufely,  but  aiulfwarM-y  adorned  "with  jewels, pearls „ 
and  diamond  necklaces,  per.dents,  bracelets ,  rin^s,  fuck 
as  he  fi*y  be  fuppofed  to  have  received  as  pa'wns,  and 
to  "wear  rather  as  marks  of  his  great  riches,  than  as 
ornaments  of  his  drefs.  He  is  attended  by  a  large  train, 
of  people  of  every  prof eftl on,  appearing  to  be  his  debtors , 
by  their  abjecJ  and  timid  countenances ,  at  the  bead  of 
ivhom,  and  next  to  the  vftirer,  marches  ajlri-vener* 
bearintf  a  large  bundle  cf.bonds,  tnortgugesy  &c. 

Genoefe, 

From  Genoa  the  opulent,  the  bank 
And  treafury  of  the  world,  moft  puifTant  king, 
Invited  by  thy  heralds,  am  I  come 
To  claim  the  honour  by  thy  prornife  due, 
Due  by  thy  justice  to  fuperior  worth ; 
Due  then  to  me,  great  Edward,  who  pofTefs 
That  object  of  the  toils,  the  cares,  the  vows 
Of  all  mankind,  that  comprehenfive  good, 
Source  of  all  pow'f  and  grandeur,  boundlefs  wealth* 

Behold  yon  glitt'ring  train,  whofe  fumptuou* 

pride, 

Bright  with  the  treafures  of  each  precious  mine^ 
Invefls  with  glory  thy  imperial  throne : 
Whence  is  their  dignity  ?  The  ray  auguft, 
That  awes  and  dazzles  the  refpe&ful  crowd, 
Proceeds  it  from  nobility,  from  virtue, 
Their  wifdom,  or  their  valour,  or  their  fame  ? 
Comes  it  not  rather  from  the  beaming  ore  ? 
The  diamond's  ftar-like  radiance  ?  Wealth,  O  kin£j 
Wealth  is  the  fun  that  decks  the  gorgebus  fcene  j 
That  cherifhes,  adorns,  and  calls  to  view 
Thefe  princely  flowers  of  honour,  virtue,  fame, 
Which  in  the  fhades  of  poverty  were  loft. 

Whatever  men  defire  or  venerate, 
On  wealth  attends  ;  ev'n  empire's  felf  is  bought* 
Nor  could  the  m'ghty  Julius  have  attain'd 
By  wifdom  or  by  valour  fov'reign  pow'r, 
Had  not  the  gold  of  vanquifh'd  Gaiil  fubdu'd 
The  liberties  of  Rome.     On  wretched  want, 
Contempt  and  narrow-foul'd  dependence  wait* 
Ev'n  kings,  of  neceflary  wealth  depriv'd, 
In  powerlefs  indigence  lofe  all  refpe<ft, 
All  homage  from  their  fubjecls :  while  the  rich, 
Like  gods  ador'd,  o'er  every  neck  extend 
Their  potent  fceptres,  and  in  golden  chains 
Fierce  faction  and  rebellious  freedom  bind. 

The  glory,  ftrength,  importance  of  a  realm* 
Is  meafur'd  by  its  riches  :  Venice  thus, 
Thus  Genoa's  petty  ftate  out-balances, 
In  Europe's  fcale,  the  bcundlefs  wilds  that  clothe 
With  tributary  furs  the  Ruffian  Czar. 
I  i  ij 
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"With  lite  pre-eminence  exalted  fhines 
In  every  land  above  the  proudeft  names, 
The  bleil  poffcflbr  of  all-worfhipp'd  gold. 

My  birth  or  rank  I  boaft  not  here,  though  born 
A  fenator  <?f  Genoa.     The  defert, 
On  which  I  found  my  claim,  is  all  my  own  ^ 
To  have  adorn'd  and  dignify'd  the  ftate 
Of  my  declining  houfe  with  greater  wealth 
Than  e'er  my  thriftlefs  anceftors  poffefs'd  ; 
Whofe  richeft  acquifitions  were  but  fprlgs 
Of  barren  laurel,  or  the  flaunting  rags 
Of  fome  torn  enfign,  to  their  needy  fort 
A  worthlefs  heritage.     Yet  not  to  fwell 
My  narrow  fortunes  would  my  foul  defcend 
To  the  bafe  methods  of  ignoble  trade, 
And  vulgar  mercantile  purfuit  of  gain. 
Mine  were  the  noble  arts  of  railing  gold 
From  gold,  of  nurfing  and  improving  wealth 
By  gainful  ufe ;  arts  practis'd  heretofore 
By  fenators  and  fages  of  old  Rome, 
liluftrious  Craffus,  and  wife  Seneca. 
Thus  have  I  grac'd  the  fplendour  of  my  name 
With  fuitable  poffeflions ;  thus  I  hold 
In  firm  fubjection  to  my  will  the  poor 
Of  every  rank  and  order,  foldier,  prieft, 
The  vent'rous  merchant,  and  the  fumptuous  lord, 
Who  in  a  lower  vaffalage  to  me, 
Than  to  thy  fceptre,  Edward,  bow  their  heads, 
Pledging  their  lands  and  liberties  for  gold. 

Hence  am  I  bold  to  (land  before  thy  throne 
A  candidate  for  glory's  higheft  prize : 
And  let  me  add,  that  policy  alone 
Should  teach  thy  prudence  to  approve  my  claim ; 
•Should  teach  thee  in  thy  fubje&s  to  excite, 
By  honours  on  fuperior  wealth  beftow'd, 
An  ufeful  emulation  to  be  rich  : 
Which  once  infpir'd,  thy  Albion  fliall  become 
The  firft  of  nations,  thou  the  firft  of  kings. 
Ediuard. 

Hadft  thou  by  op'ning  to  thy  native  land 
The  golden  veins  of  commerce,  by  employing 
The  ufeful  hands  of  induflry  in  works 
Of  national  advantage,  by  uniting 
Remoteft  regions  in  the  friendly  bands 
And  honeft  intercourfe  of  mutual  trade ; 
Hadft  thou  by  thefe.  humane  and  generous  arts, 
Which  thy  miftaken  pride  fo  much  difdains, 
Enrich'd  at  once  thy  country  and  thyfelf, 
Then  not  unworthy  hadft  thou  been  to  wear 
The  brighteft  marks  of  honour ;  but  thy  wealth, 
The  bafe-born  child  of  fordid  ufury, 
That  foe  to  commerce,  nurfe  of  idlenefs, 
Stains  and  degrades  thee  from  thy  noble  birth  j 
Nor  in  the  ufurer  can  I  difcern 
The  fenator  of  Genoa.  .      To  enlarge 
The  mind  with  gcn'rous  fentiments,  to  raife 
Its  aims  by  virtuous  emulation,  here 
I  fit ;  but  not  to  gild  with  honour's  beams 
That  felfifh  paffion  which  congeals  the  heart, 
And  flops  the  ftreams  of  fweet  benevolence, 
Mean  avarice,  the  vice  of  narroweft  fouls, 
Incapable  of  glory..         Wealth,  thou  fay ''ft, 
Can  buy  ev'n  empire,  and  to  Julius  gave 

Dominion  o'tr  his  country. Fataf  gift, 

And  ruinous  to  both  !  But  what  to  Rome, 
What  to  that  Ccefar's  fucceflbrs  avail' d 
The  boundlefs  treafures  of  the  ravag'd  world, 
"When  they  had  loft  their  virtue  ?  Did  not  foou 


The  valiant  fons  of  poverty,  the  GotFij, 
The  Huns  and  Vandals,  from  their  barren  hiils 
And  rugged  woods  defcending,  to  their  fteci 
Subject  the  Roman  gold  ?  Yet  I  deny  not 
The  pow'r  and  ufe  of  riches;  to  the  wife 
And  good,  in  pub-lie  or  in  private  life, 
They  are  the  means  of  virtue,  and  beft  ferve 
The  noblefl  purpofes;  but  in  the  ufe, 
Not  in  the  bare  poffeffion,  lies  the  merit. 
Show  me  thy  merit  then,  thy  bounteous  act*, 
Public  munificence,  or  private  alms, 
The  hungry,  and  the  naked,  and  the  fick, 
Suftain'd  and  cherifh'd  by  thy  faving  hand ; 
Plead  this,  and  I  allow  thy  worthy  claim, 
For  this  is  virtue,  and  deferves  reward.  [Ex.  Gen.. 
Flour IJh  of  trumpets,  &c.  which  is  anfivered  by  afym- 
phony  of  flutes,  via/ins,   &c.  flaying  a  light  amorous 
air  ;  then  appears  a  Neapolitan  courtier,  a  favourite 
of  queen  Joan,  -who-  then  t  eignd  at  Naples,  and  nvbofe 
Court  'was  the  mojl  debauched  and  djjjolute  of  that  age. 
He  comes  in  •with  a  gay  and  affecled  gejlure,  and  is 
drefSdi*  loofe  Jilken  robes,  rich,  but  jinlcal  and  ejfemi-* 
nate  ;  on  his  hair,  'which  is  curled  andfpread  all  over 
hisftoulders  doivn  to  the  middle  of  bis  back,  he  ivears  a 
cbaplet  ofrcfes,  and  is  attended  by  a  train  of  beautiful 
boys,  habited  Hie  Cupids,  and  mujtcians,  -who,  as  be 
marches  to-war  ds  the  throne ,  continue  flaying  their  foft 
and  wanton  airs. 

Neapolitan, 

Not  on  my  wealth,  nor  on  my  noble  blood, 
Shall  I  prefume  to  claim  thy  royal  gift, 
Aufpicious  prince,  but  on  the  ffcill  to  give 
That  fplendor  to  nobility  and  wealth, 
That  elegance  of  tafte,  from  which  alone 
Their  value  they  derive ;  of  this  to  judge, 
This  to  direct,  I  boaft,  fit  arbiter 
Of  all  refined  delights. — But  chief  to  kings 
My  happy  talents  I  devote ;  on  them 
My  genius  waits  with  duteous  care,  and  wafts 
The  golden  cup  of  pleafure  to  their  lips, 
Like  Ganymede  before  the  throne  of  Jove. 
And  who  indeed  would  wifh  to  be  a  god 
Only  to  thunder,  and  to  hear  the  pray'rs 
Of  clam'rous  fuitors  ?  'Tis  the  nectar'd  feaft, 
The  dance  of  graces,  and  the  wanton  charms 
Of  Venus,  fporting  with  the  fmiles  and  loves. 
That  make  the  court  of  heav'n  a  bleft  abode. 
Far  happier  were  the  meaneft  peafant's  lot, 
Who  fleeps  or  fings  in  carelefs  eafe  beneath 
The  fun-burnt  hay-cock,  or  the  flow'ry  thorn^ 
Than  to  be  plac'd  on  high  in  anxious  pride, 
The  purple  drudge  and  flave  of  tirefome  ftate, 
If  to  fuperior  pow'r  fuperior  means 
Of  joy  were  not  annex'd,  and  larger  fcope 
For  every  wifh  the  lavifh  heart  can  form : 
If  the  foft  hand  of  pleafure  did  not  wreathe 
Around  the  royal  diadem,  whofe  weight 
Oppreffive  loads  the  monarch's  aching  brow, 
Her  faireft  growth  of  ever-blooming  flow'rs. 

On  thee,  victorious  prince,  propitious  fortune 
Hath  pour'd  her  richeft  gifts,  renown  and  wealth. 
And  greatnefs  equal  to  thy  mighty  mind ; 
One  only  blifs  is  wanting  to  thy  court, 
Voluptuous  elegance,  the  lovely  child 
Of  eafe  and  opulence;  that  never  comes, 
But  like  a  bird  of  fummer  to  attend 
The  brighteft  fun-fhine  of  a  glorious  ftate, 
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To  her,  and  her  alone  belongs  the  tafk, 
By  learned  delicacy  to  remove 
What  yet  remains  in  this  thy  ancient  realm 
Of  Gothic  barbarifm,  the  ruft  of  war, 

And  valiant  ignorance. Her  artful  hand 

Thy  rugged  Britons  fhall  refine,  and  teach 

More  courtly  manners  to  their  fovereign's  will 

Politely  pliant ;  do  but  thou  command 

Thy  willing  fervant,  with  thy  favours  grac'd, 

From  fair  Joanna' s-ever-fmiling  court, 

Under  whofe  happy  influence  I  wastrain'd, 

From  polilh'd  Naples,  her  delightful  feat, 

The  blooming  goddefs  to  tranfport,  with  all 

Her  train  of  joys,  and  fix  them  here  beneath 

Thy  great  protection.— But  perhaps  thou  fear 'ft 

The  voice  of  cenfure,  and  the  grave  reproof 

Of  moralizing  dullnefs :  idle  fear ! 

The  vulgar  herd,  indeed,  religious  craft 

And  policy  of  ftate  have  well  confin'd 

With  wife  feverity  to  rigid  laws : 

Elfe  would  that  headftrong  beaft,  the  multitude, 

Forget  obedience,  and  its  rider's  voice 

Difdain.     But  fhall  the  rider  put  a  curb 

In  his  own  mouth?  The  laws  that  kings  have  made, 

Shall  they  reflrain  the  makers  ?  Edward,  no  ! 

For  thee  indulgent  juftice  fhall  relax 

Her  harfh  decrees,  and  piety  {hall  wait 

To  give  her  rev'rend  fanction  to  thy  will. 

'Tis  thine  to  rove  at  large  through  nature's  field, 

Crop  every  flow'r,  and  tafte  of  every  fruit; 

By  fvveet  variety  provoking  ftill 

The  languid  appetite  to  new  defires. 

Nor  ufefefs  to  thy  pleafures,  happy  prince, 

Shall  be  my  faithful  fervice ;  nicer  joys, 

Joys  of  a  quicker,  more  exalted  tafte, 

Than  ever  ripen'd  in  this  northern  clime, 

The  growth  of  fofter  regions,  fhall  my  hand 

By  fkilful  culture  in  thy  Britain  raife. 

To  them,  whofe  grofs  and  dull  capacities 
Are  fit  to  bear  the  burthens  of  the  ftate. 
The  lab'ring  mules,  that  through  the  mire  of  forms 
Dra  »  the  flow  car  of  government  along, 
Gladly  the  talk  of  bus'nefs  I  refign. 
Be  mine  the  brighter  province,  to  direct 
Thy  pleafures,  Edward,  minifler  fupreme 
Of  all  thy  fofter  hours  :  to  ferve  the  king 
Be  theirs  the  glory,  let  me  ferve  the  man. 

But  mould  thy  fterner  genius,  only  pleas' d 
With  arms  and  royalty's  important  cares, 
The  duties  of  a  king,  my  gentle  arts 
Too  lightly  prize,  and  thence  reject  my  fuit : 
Permit  at  leaft,  that  to  Philippa's  ear, 
Divine  Philippa,  thine  and  beauty's  queen, 
And  her  attendant  graces,  I  may  plead 
The  caufe  of  blifs,  a  caufe  fo  much  their  own : 
They  will  approve  my  claim,  to  whom  the  cares, 
The  labours  of  my  life,  my  head,  my  heart 

Are  all  devoted Let  me  from  their  hands 

Receive  the  Garter,  and  be  call'd  their  knight. 

Philippa. 

Permit  me,  gracious  Edward,  to  reply 
To  this  irreverent  flatt'rer,  who  prcfumes 
Before  a  matron  and  a  queen  to  plead 
The  caufe  of  vice,  and  impudently  hopes 
To  find  in  her  a  fautrefs  of  his  fuit. 
But  know,  pernicious  fophifter,  my  heart      [rank 
Hath  learn'd  from  Edward's  love,  and  this  high 
3 


Which  I  partake  with  him,  a  noble  pride, 
That  ill  can  brook  the  too  familiar  eye 
And  fancy  tongue  of  riot  and  debauch ; 
In  whofe  unmanner'd  light  fociety, 
Nor  majefty,  nor  virtue  can  maintain 
That  dignity  which  is  their  proper  guard. 

Thy  vile  refinements,  and  luxurious  arts, 
Mifcall'd  politenefs,  Idetcft;  and  feel, 
In  the  foft  duf  ies  cf  a  virtuous  love, 
Such  pure,  ferene  delight,  as  far  tranfcends 
What  thou  ftyl'ft  pleafure,  the  delirious  joy 
Of  an  intoxicated  feverifh  brain. 
Behold  my  royal  lord,  the  firft  and  beft 
Of  kings,  the  love  and  wonder  of  mankind ! 
Behold  my  children,  worthy  their  great  fire, 
The  gen'ral  theme  of  praife  and  benediction  ; 
Thefe  are  my  pleafures ;  can  thy  ikill  beilow 
Superior  blifs  ?  Ah  no,  the  vain  attempt 
Would  only  bring  difguft,  remorfe,  and  fhamc. 

Edward. 

That  I  have  lov'd,  Philippa,  and  eftceni'd  thee 
More  for  thy  virtues  than  thofe  females  charms, 
Which  this  vile  flatterer  deems  fingly  worth 
His  panegyric,   be  thy  happinefs 
And  glory,  as  it  is  thy  Edward's  pride. 

With  the  like  fpirit  have  I  alfo  woo'd 
And  wedded  fov'reign  power  :  nor  weakly  caught 
With  outward  pomp,  or  feeking  to  myfclf 
A  privilege  to  riot  uncontroul'd 
In  fenfual  pleafures,  and  behind  the  throne 
To  laugh  fecurely  at  reftraint  and  law. 
No  :  1  embrac'd  her  as  the  child  of  heav'n, 
Dowr'd  with  the  ample  means  of  doing  good ; 
From  whofe  efpoufals  I  might  hope  to  raife 
An  offspring,  worth  th'  ambition  of  a  king, 
Immortal  glory  !  to  a  gen'rous  mind 
As  far  furpaffmg  a!i  the  wanton  toys, 
Which  he  calls  pleafure,  as  thy  faithful  love 
(The  fweet  o'erflowing  of  heart-felt  delight) 
Excels,  Philippa,  the  lafcivious  fmile 
Of  common  profHtutes,  carefs'd  and  loath'd. 

Hence  from  my  fight  with  thy  detefted  arts, 
Bafe  minifter  of  luxury,  the  bane 
Of  every  flourifhing  and  happy  ftate : 
Prefume  no  more  within  my  court  to  fing 
Thy  Syren-fong,  nor  foften  into  flaves 

And  cowards  my  brave  fubjects. 1  difdai* 

That  elegance,  which  fuch  as  thou  can  teach. 
Virtue  alone  is  elegant,  alone 
Polite  ;  vice  mufl  be  fordid  and  deform'd, 
Though  to  adorn  her  every  art  contend. 
And  rather  would  I  fee  my  Britons  roanj 
Untutor'd  favages  among  the  woods, 
As  once  they  did,  in  naked  innocence, 
Than  polifh'd  like  the  vile  degenerate  race 
Of  modern  Italy's  corrupted  fons. 

Exit  Neap, 

Trumpet founds ,  and  is  at'fivered  from  iviluout  by  an- 
oth£r  tt  umpet,  "which  founds  a  march,  accompanied 
b\  kettle-drums ,  and  other  ivarlike  internments  :  then 
entei  s  ,prec  eded  by f oldie  rs  playing  upon  fifes,  and  others 
bearing  tattered  enftgiu^P.anaards  and 'trophies,  a  leader 
of  mercenary  bands,  completely  artnd  from  bead  t» 
foot,  and  carrying  ir,  his  right  hand  a  baton  cr  trun 
cheon.  On  each  fide  of  him  march  bis  'fquitcs,  one  bear 
ing  is  cf,  the  othsr  lisJKcld.  Behind  himy  as  hi  . 
"  1  i  iij 
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attendants,  tovtts  a  tYaln  'of  officers  andfcldiers  maim- 
td}  and  their  faces  allfeernd  ivith  fears. 

Soldier. 

Nor  riches,  nor  nobility  of  birth, 
Nor  the  foft  arts  of  bafe  efFem'nate  eafe, 
Which  jufliy  thou  rejecleft,  valiant  prince, 
But  thy  own  darling  attribute  I  boafl, 
Undaunted  courage,  try 'd  in  many  a  field, 
In  every  clime,  and  under  every  banner, 
That  for  thefe  forty  fummers  have  been  wav'd 
O'er  Europe's  plains,  by  Ifter,  Rhine  and  Po, 
Hungarian  and  Bohemian,  Flemifh,  French, 
Venetian,  Spanifh,  Guelph  and  Gibbeline  : 
"Whence  in  juft  confidence  fecure  I  come 
This  military  honour  to  demand, 
Due  to  my  toils  and  fervice,  to  my  wounds, 
My  laurels,  and  that  generous  love  of  glory, 
Which  without  any  call,  or  public  caule, 
Or  private  animofity,  alone  [fvvord. 

,Rais'd  my  ilrong  arm,  and  drew  my   dreadful 

Wherever  Mars  his  crimfon  flag  difplay'd, 
That  was  my  country;  thither  fwift  I  bore 
My  ready  valour,  and  the  dauntlefs  band 
Of  various  nations,  under  my  command, 
Prepar'd  to  fell  their  blood,  their  limbs,  their  lives. 
Nor  where  the  right,  nor  where  the  jnfteft  caufe3 

Deign'd  we  to  afk- thofe  intricate  debates 

We  left  to  lazy  penmen  in  the  fhade 
Of  coward  eafe ;  while  our  impetuous  fire 
Still  bore  us  forward,  ardent  to  purfue 
Through  danger's  rougheft  paths  the  ileps  to  fame 
On  fuck  a  fpirit  mould  thy  favour  fmile. 

But  let  me  wonder,  Edward,  that  fo  long 
Thy  ear  the  vain  pretenfions  could  endure 
Of  men  unknown  to  war,  attendants  meet 
Of  feme  luxurious  Afiatic  court, 
pr  female  diftaff-reign ;  but  Anting  ill 
The  prcfsnce  of  a  monarch  great  ^n  arms. 
Kadft  thou  to  thofc  inglorious  fons  of  peace 
Thy  martial  order  giv'n,  the  warrior-faint 
Had  klulh'd  to  fee  his  image  fo  profan'd, 
Which  on  my  manly  breaft,  indented  o'er 
With  many  a  noble  fear,  will  fitly  fhine. 
But  wherefore  {land  I  thus  harranguing  here, 
Unikilful  *?  I  am  in  fmocth  difcourfe, 
The  coward's  argument  ?  Oh  force  alone 
I  reft  my  title  :  let  the  glorious  prize 
Be  hcnj  on  high  amid  the  lifted  field, 
And  let  me  there  difpute  it ;  there  rny  lance 
Skill  plead  my  caufe  far  better  than  my  tongue, 
If  any  Jare  deny  my  rightful  claim. 

J}d"ivara. 

Npt  for  the  brave  alone  have  I  ordain' d 
This  inftitution,  but  for  all  tic-fert, 
All  public  virtue,  Vvifdom,  ail  that  ferves, 
Improves,  defends,  or  dignifies  a  ftate  : 
Though  firft  indeed  to  valour,  as  the  guard 
Of  all  the  reft,  when  in  the  public  caufe, 
With  juftice  and  benevolence  empioy'd. 

But  thou,  bafe  mercenary,  canft  thou  tlare 
The  glorious  name  of  valour  to  ufurp, 
"Who  know'ft  no  public  vaufe,  no  fenfe  of  right, 
Nor  pity,  nor  affection,  nor  rcmorfe  ? 
Who  under  any  chief,  in  any  quarrel, 
Canft  flail)  with  gore  thy  proftituted  arms  ? 
Call  it  Mot  love  of  glory ;  that  is  built 
On  afts,  for  the  "dcliv'rv.vce  offnttak&d ; 


n  gen'rous  principles,  and  noble  fcora 
f  fordid  int'reft  :   call  it  cruel  pride, 
nd  favagencfs  of  nature,  that  delights 
o  conquer,  and  crpprefs,  afflict,  infult ; 
)r  call  it  love  of  plunder,  that  can  draw, 
Jnauthoris'd,  uninjur'd,  unprovok'd, 
"he  fword  of  war  ;  that  bravo-like  can  lift 
'or  hire  the  venal  hand  to  perpetrate 
A.ffaffinations,  murders,  maffacres. 

But  thou  haft  ferv'd  with  courage ;  be  it  fo— — * 
Thou  haft  thy  pay,  and  with  it  thy  reward  : 
"retend  no  farther,  nor  compare  thy  deeds, 
Difnonour'd  by  the  mean  deiire  of  gain, 
With  his,  who  for  his  country  and  his  king 
^efigns  his  eafe,  his  fortuqe,  or  his  life. 
Thofe  battles  thou  haft  fought,  thofe  forty  years 
Df  blood  and  horror,  which  thy  vaunting  tongue 
So  high  hath  founded,  are  indeed  thy  crimes, 
Flagitious  crimes;  for  which  th'  impartial  bar 
Of  reafon  would  condemn  thee,  as  the  foe 
3f  human  nature,  did  not  cuftom  fcreen 
By  her  unjuft  efteem  thy  guilty  head. 
But  hope  not  honour  or  employmen'  here. 
Unfafe  and  wretched  is  that  monarch's  ftate 
Who  weakly  trufto  to  mercenary  bands, 
The  guard  or  of  his  pcrfon,  or  his  realm  j 
Unfaithful^  infolent,  rapacious,  bafe 
He  fcon  fhall  prove  them,  and  become  hirnfelf 
Their  flave,  to  hold  his  kingdom  at  their  will. 
For  this  within  my  Britain  have  I  fought 
To  raife  a  martial  fpirit,  and  ordain'd 
Thefe  new  incitements,  honours,  and  rewards, 
To  virtuous  chivalry,  that  never  king 
Who  wears  hereaker  my  imperial  cruwn, 
May  need  to  ftoop  to  the  .precarious  aid 
Of  venal  foreign  i words  ;  but  in  the  hearts 
Of  his  brave  fubjecls  find  a  stronger  guard, 
Prepar'd  with  zeal  unbought,  ar,d  Englifh  valour., 
His  rights  to  vindicate,  and  favc  their  own. 

Exit  Soldier. 

Trumpet  fauna 's,  to  •which  another  from  without  replies-: 
Then  evters  an  Italian  politician,  habited  like  a  Ve-. 
netian  nobleman^  ivko  advancing  'with  a  foletnn  ami 
important  air  towards  the  throne,  makes  a  loiv  reve 
rence  to  king  Edward,  and  proceeds. 

Politician. 

Well  has  thy  fovereign  wifdom,  royal  judge, 
The  fuit  refus'd  of  theie  pretenders  vain, 
And,  by  rejec"Hn!>;  them,  ernboklen'd  me. 
For  valour,  and  nobility,  and  v/cr.lth, 
Though  by  their  proud  poffeffors,  vaunted  high^ 
Are  but  fubordinate,  the  flaves  arid  tools, 
Net  the  companions,  and  the  counsellors 
Of  godlike  monarchy  ;  whofe  a-.vfal  throne 
By  darkfome  clouds  enveloped,  fur  beyond 
The  ken  of  vulgar  eyes,  iuppcrted  ftatids 
On  that  deep-rcotcu  prep,  tin;  craft  of  ftate, 

Myfterious  policy. Who  belt  hath  learn'd 

Her  wily  IcfFons,  Left  deferves  to  fliare 
The  honours,  counfels,  and  the  hearts  of  kings. 
By  him  ;nftru6ted,  cv'ti  the  mcnncft  prince 
Shall  rife  to  envy'd  greatntis,  Hiall  advance 
His  dreaded  pow'r  above  reilraint  and  fear, 
And  all  the  rules  that  in  fantr.ftic  chains 
Inferior  minds  confine.     Thus  Milan's  dukes, 
Thus  Padua's  lords  above  their  country's  lav/ 3 
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Have  rais'd  their  heads,  and  trampled  to  the  duft 
The  pride  of  freedom  that  e0ays  in  vain 
Their  high  fupcrior  genius  to  controul. 
Thefe  were  my  mailers,  mighty  prince  ;  beneath 
Their  rule,  ancl  in  their  councils  was  I  form'd 
To  know  the  falfe  corrupted  heart  of  man, 
His  every  weaknefs,  every  vice,.  and  thence 
To  tempt  or  break  his  pailions  to  the  yoke  : 
To  fcorn  the  public  as  an  empty  name, 
And  on  the  helplefs  multitude  impofe 
The  adamantine  bonds  of  fraud  and  force. 
Thus  was  I  train'd,  thus  fitted  to  conduct 
The  fate  of  proudeft  empires;  thus  I  come 
To  claim  thy  Garter,  Edward,  the  juft  meed 
Of  worth  pre-eminent,  and  in  return 
My  fervices  to  offer,  which  no  doubt 
Thy  wifdom  gladly  will  accept  :  for  who 
So  fit  to  f.rve  the  majeity  of  kings, 
As  he,  who  flighting  every  meaner  tie, 
Friends,  parents,  country,  to  advance  their  pow'r 
Devotes  his  toil,  experience,  fortune,  fame, 
Nor  other  favour  courts,  nor  refuge  hopes 
"But  in  their  high  ptoteciion  ?  Led  by  me, 
Thou,  royal  Edward,  (halt  attain  that  height, 
That  glorious  fummit  of  imperial  power, 
Which  not  thy  mighty  anceftors  have  reach'd; 
Where  in  a  freer  air,  a  more  enlarg'd 
Horizon,  bounded  only  by  thy  will, 
Thou  lhalt  exalted  fit,  and  view  beneath, 
In  humbler  diftances  and  fafer  bounds, 
Thofe  fubjedts,  who  prefuniptuous  now  approach 
Too  near,  and  with  rude  hands  profane  thy  throne. 

Nor  let  weak  fcruples  check  thy  manly  foul 
In  the  bright  talk  of  glory  ;  know,  great  prince, 
A  king's  divinity  is  fov'reign  pow'r, 
The  only  god,  before  whofe  fhrine  the  wife 
Their  incenie  offer  ;  whence  infpir'd  they  draw 
Divine  ambition,  and  heroic  fcorn 
Of  vulgar  prejudices,  vulgar  fears. 
Virtue's  the  people's  idol,  and  by  them 
Rewarded  well  with  popular  applaufe, 
That  idle  breath,  the  gift  and  prize  of  fools. 
'Tis  thine  to  govern,  not  to  court  mankind, 
Nor  on  their  fmiles  precarious  to  depend, 
But  nobly  force  them  to  depend  on  thine. 
O  facred  fir,  can  virtue  give  thee  this, 
This  bright  fupremacy?  Truft  not  her  boafls, 
Her  idle  pageantry  of  barren  praife  : 
Reject  her  faucy  claims,  importunate, 
And  felf-fupported  ;  nor  admit  her  train, 
Proud  independency,  and  pubilc  zeal, 
Thofe  factious  demagogues,  the  foes  of  kings. 


Are  virtue  then,  and  love  of  public  good, 
The  foes  of  monarchy  ?  and  are  deceit, 
Injuftice  and  oppreffion,  qualities 
Becoming  and  expedient  in  a  king  ? 
Then  know  I  not  to  govern  ;  but  have  nurs'd 
For  twice  thefe  fifteen  years  ev'n  in  my  heart, 
A  pois'nous  viper  ;  nay  unking'  d  myfelf, 
By  yielding  to  reftrain  my  fov'reign  pow'r 
With  laws  and  charters  of  enfranchifement, 
Not  due,  it  feems,  from  monarchs  to  their  flaves. 

But  know,  vile  counfellor  of  infamy, 
That  I  difdain  thy  politics,  thofe  falfe 
And  mallow  politics,  by  which  my  fire, 
Weak  judging  Edward,  was  betray'd  to  fliame 
^nd  foul  deftrudUon,  while  to  fuch  as  thee 


3is  ear  and  heart  incautious  he  refign'd, 

And  was  indeed  their  fiave,  not  England's  king. 

By  maxims  different  far  have  I  fuftain'd 
The  ftrer.gth  and  fplendor  of  my  regal  ftate, 
Dn  the  broad  bafis  of  true  wifdom  fix'd 
With  folid  firmnefs.     By  encouraging 
The  gen'rous  love  of  virtue  and  of  fame, 
That  fource  of  valour,  pledge  of  victory. 

By  granting  to  my  fubjeds,  what  indeed 
Is  their  ^nherent  right,  fecurity, 
The  cheerful  father  of  content  and  peace, 
Of  induftry  and  opulence,  which  fills 
With  fmiling  multitudes  the  l;md,  and  pays 
In  willing  fubfidies  that  prince's  care, 
Who  lays  up  treafure  in  his  people's  hearts, 

By  holding  with  a  firm  impartial  hand 
The  Heady  fcale  of  juftice  ;  not  alone 
Betwixt  my  fubje&s  in  their  private  rights, 
But  in  the  gen'ral,  more  important  caufe 
Betwixt  the  crown  and  them,  the  diff 'rent  claims 
Of  freedom  and  of  juft  prerogative  ; 
Tranfgrefllng  not  myfelf  my  boundlefs  pow'r, 
Nor  fuff 'ring  others  to  tranfgrefs  thofe  laws, 
That  in  their  golden  chain  together  bind, 
For  common  good,  the  whole  united  ftate. 

But  more  than  all,  by  guarding  from  contempt,, 
Or  impious  violation,  that  fupreme 
Protedlrefs  of  ail  government  and  law, 
Religion ;  in  whofe  train  for  ever  wait 
Obedience,  order,  juftice,  mercy,  love, 
A  guard  of  angels  plac'd  around  the  throne. 
Her  facred  counfels  have  I  ftill  rever'd, 
Her  high  commands  enforc'dj  her  pow'r  implor'd, 
O'er  all  my  fubjecT:  nations  to  call  down 
From  heav'nly  wifdom,  her  eternal  fire, 
A  fix'd  fecure  felicity,  beyond 
The  force  of  human  pru-dcnce  to  attain. 

Thefe  are  my  arts  of  government,  thofe  arts 
By  which  my  Britifh  crown  1  have  adyanc'd 
Above  th'  imperial  diadem,  above 
The  pride  of  Afric's,  or  of  Afia's  thrones. 
I  would  not  tell  thee  this,  but  that  thou  feem'fl 
A  ftr,anger  to  my  fame,  as  to  my  realm, 
And  to  the  real  greatnefs  of  a  king, 
Whofe  facred  dignity,  by  thee  traduc'd, 
Much  it  behoves  a  king  to  vindicate  ; 
Not  by  rejecting  only  with  difdain 
Thy  arrogant  pretenfions,  but  in  thee 
Difhonouring  and  branding  with  reproach 
Thy  tenets  alfo,  the  pernicious  lore 
Of  tyrants  and  ufurpers,  which  thy  tongue, 
Blafpheming  juftice,  government,  and  law, 
Hath  in  a  land  of  freedom  dar'd  to  vent. 
Hence !  from  my  kingdom  with  thy  quickeft  fpee<J, 
Left  the  revenge  of  an  infulted  king 
With  fudden  ruin  intercept  thy  flight. 

Exit  Politician. 
King  yohn. 

Permit  me,  Edward,  to  thy  royal  voice 
To  add  my  fuftrage  alfo,  and  with  thee 
Prot  ft  againft  this  coward  policy, 
That  meanly  fkulks  behind  opprobrious  fraud, 
And  low  unprincely  artifice  ;  I  feel 
A  virtue  in  my  heart,  a  gen'rous  pride, 
That  tells  me  kings  were  cloth'd  with  raajefty:, 
Encircled  with  authority,  rever'd, 
And  almoft  deify'd,  to  teach  them  thenca 
That  gocdaefs  and  the  faving  attribute^ 
I  i  iiij 
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Of  heav'n  become  their  office,  juftice  chief, 
And  truth,  the  virtue  of  heroic  minds, 
Which  were  it  banilh'd  from  all  other  breafts, 
Should  dwell  for  ever  in  the  hearts  of  kings. 

Aerial  mufic,  upon  'which  re-enter  thef^e  Druids  ivho 
perfonated  the  Grandee,  Itfc.  in  their  original  cha- 
raflers  and  habit*  o/"Druids,  the  chief  of  ivho/n  ad 
vancing  toivards  the  throne^  address  hlmfelf  to  king 
Edward. 

Chief  Druid. 

Behold  in  us,  great  king,  the  ancient  priefb 
And  judges  of  this  land,  the  Druids  old  : 
Who  late  in  borrow'd  characte,  s  have  flood 
Before  thy  fage  tribunal,  to  prefer 
The  claims  of  valour,  wealth,  nobility, 
And  thofe  foft  fpecious  flatt'rers,  who  beneath 
The  rqfy  wreath  of  pleafure  and  of  love 
Conceal  the  fickly  and  difguftful  brow 
Of  riot  and  debauch,  and  often  win 
From  weak  unmanly  princes  the  rich  prize 
To  virtue  due  and  wifdom,  not  to  thefe 
The  cankers  of  a  ftate  ;  but  leaft  of  all 
Due  to  that  traitor  of  his  king  and  country, 
Who  laboring  to  buiM  up  the  regal  throne 
Beyond  its  due  proportion,  and  the  ftrength 
t)f  thcfe  foundations  which  the  laws  have  laid, 
O'erwhelms  the  people,  and  at  once  o'erturns 
His  royal  fnafter,  places  him  at  beft 
Qn  an  uneafy  tott'fing  pinnacle, 
The  mark  of  execration  and  reproach. 

Thefe  claims  haft  thou  rejected;  like  a  king 
Difcerning  in  mankind,  and  knowing  well 
The  value  of  his  favours  :  like  a  king 
Deferring  the  high  office  of  the  judge 
And  arbiter  of  Europe  :  like  a  king 
Equal  to  his  great  fame,  and  worth  the  care 
Of  thofe  immortal  fpirits,  who  this  day 
Have  quitted  their  celeftial  refidence, 
To  view  and  to  approve  thy  glorious  deeds. 
But    Edward,  be  not  thou  amaz'd  to  find 
That  thofe  who  lately  for  thy  favour  fu'd, 
Were  not  the  perfonages  they  affum'cL 
Q  king  !  thou  art  befct  with  counterfeits 
The  very  oppofite  to  us,  who  ieem 
Far  better  than  they  are.     For  flattery, 
Cameleon-like,  accommodates  with  care 
To  the  court-hue  his  changeful  countenance. 
And  when  a  prince  is  brave,  magnanimous, 
And  high  in  fpirit,  then  ambition  wears 
A  face  of  dignity,  and  nothing  breathes 
But  lofty  enterprifes,  conqueii,  pow'r, 
And  fchemes  of  glory  to  the  fov'reign  ear, 
Pretending  love  and  care  for  his  renown 
With  more  than  duteous  zeal. — Of  thefe  beware  ! 
For  as  the  Theban  queen,  in  fables  old, 


Ev'n  iri  the  moft  belov'd  fufpectlefs  fhapes, 

To  take  a  traitor  to  their  royal  arms. 

But  thou  {halt  know  them,  Edward,  by  their  works. 

And  of  this  truth  be  moft  alTur'd,  that  he, 

Who  in  his  private  commerce  with  mankind 

Is  mean,  dilhoneft,  interested,  falfe, 

Can  ne'er  be  true  to  thee;  nor  can  he  love 

Hi«  yrince,  \vho  feels  not  for  his  country's  good- 

Thus  warn'd.  we  leave  thee,  mighty  prince:  be 
Be  ccnftan  tin  the  paths  of  fair  renown.          [firm, 


Think  it  thy  duty  to  revere  thyfelf 

The  facred  laws  of  chivalry,  the  wife 

Injunctions  by  thy  order  laid  on  all 

The  garter'd  knights ;  fo  ihall  thy  fame  remain 

The  great  example  of  all  future  kings. 

Farewell !  for  Ib  !  the  genius  of  thy  realm 

With  all  his  pomp  attended,  comes  to  fhare, 

And  grace  the  glories  of  this  iignal  day. 

Thefe  clouds  of  fragrance,  that  far-beaming  blaze 

Of  heav'nly  brightnefs,  his  approach  declare. 

Druids  vanijb. 
Flajhes  of  light,  andfymphony  of  aerial  muflc.      Genius^ 

of  England  defcends  in  his  chariot  attended  by  fpirit^ 

and  bards ;    then  alighting^  he  advances  towards  the 

throne,  and  addrejfcs  hlmfelf  to  Ed-ward. 
Genius. 

From  the  gay  realms  of  cloudlefs  day  I  come. 
Where  in  the  glitter  of  unnumber'd  worlds, 
That  like  to  ifles  of  various  magnitudes 
Float  in  the  ocean  of  unbounded  fpace ; 
OH  my  invifible  aerial  throne 
I  fit,  attended  with  a  radiant  band 
Of  fpirits  immortal,  whofe  pure  eflences, 
While  clad  in  human  fhapes  on  earth  they  dwelt. 
Through  the  dull  clay  of  grofs  mortality 
Difclos'd  their  heav'nly  vigour,  and  burft  forth 
In  godlike  virtues  and  heroic  deeds, 
Their  Albion  gracing  with  as  fair  a  growth 
Of  fame,  as  e'er  enrich'd  imperial  Rome. 
Thence  ripe  for  heav'n  and  immortality, 
To  me,  the  genius  of  this  happy  ifle, 
They  fly,  and  claim  the  meed  of  their  defert, 
Celeftial  crowns,  and  ever-living  praife 
Recorded  in  the  fongs  of  heav'nly  bards,         [fing, 
That  round  my  throne  their  hymns  of  triumph 
Attuning  to  the  fweet  harmonious  fpheres, 
Their  undifcording  lyres  and  voice  divine. 

Nor  thus  remov'd  to  heav'n,  and  thus  employ *d 
In  carelefs  raptures,  wont  they  to  forget 
Their  native  country,  and  the  public  weal, 
1  o  which  on  earth  their  labours  and  their  lives 
They  once^evoted  ;  but  purfuing  ftill 
The  bent  and  habit  of  their  fouls,  with  me 
They  watch  the  Britifh  empire,  ftill  intent 
To  check  alternately  th'  encroaching  waves 
Of  regal  pow'r  and  popular  liberty : 
I,  chief  attentive  near  the  royal  throne, 
Take  up  my  watchful  ftation,  to  infufe 
My  fage  and  mod'rate  counfels  in  thofe  ears, 
Which  wifdom  hath  prepar'd  and  purify'd 
To  relifh  honeft,  though  unpleafing  truth. 

Tlius  am  I  always,  though  invifible, 
Attendant,  Edward,  on  thy  glorious  deeds. 
But  on  this  folemn  day  have  I  vouchfaf 'd 
To  manifeft  my  prefence  ;  to  declare, 
Not  in  thofe  whifpers  which  have  often  fpoke 
Peace  to  thy  confcious  heart,  but  audibly 
And  evident  to  all,  th'  affent  of  heav'n 
To  the  great  bufmefs  which  hath  gather'd  here 
This  troop  of  princes  from  all  nations  round. 
Hence  all  may  know  that  virtue  hath  a  train 
More  bright  than  earthly  empire  can  command: 
Know,  that  thofe  actions  which  are  great  and  goodj 
Receive  a  nobler  function  from  the  free 
And  univerfal  voice  of  all  mankind, 
Which  is  the  voice  of  heav'n,  than  from  the  higheft. 
The  moft  illuftrious  act  of  regal  pow'r. 

This  nobler  fan&ion,  Edward,  in  the  name 
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Not  of  this  age  alone,  but  latcft  time, 
Here  do  I  folemnly  annex  to  each 
Of  thy  great  acts,  but  chief  to  this  moft  wife, 
Moft  virtuous  inftitution,  which  extends 
Wide  as  thy  fame,  beyond  thy  empire's  bound, 
A  prize  of  virtue  publifh'd  to  mankind. 
Ye  remitters  of  heav'n,  record  the  deed. 

Bards. 
Now  tune,  ye  bards,  the  Britifh  lyre ; 

Now  wake  the  vocal  firing  ;  [fpire 

While  heav'n  and  earth  in  Edward's  praife  con- 
Join  to  the  gen'ral  voice  your  facred  choir, 

And  on  your  foaring  wing, 
From  time  and  envy  waft  his  glorious  ncmie, 
And  place  it  in  the  fhrine  of  incorruptive  fame. 

Begin :   the  lift'ning  echoes  round 
Shall  catch  with  joy  the  long-forgotten  found, 
And  warbling  through  each  grove  the  Britifh 
flrain  [reign. 

To  Windfor's  fmiling  nymphs,  recal  their  Arthur's 

Ye  nymphs  of  Windfor's  bow'ry  woods, 
Ye  pow'rs  who  haunt  yon  glifc'ning  floods, 
That  with  reluctant  fond  delay 
Around  yon  flow'ry  valley  ftray ; 
Say,  frqm  your  minds  hath  time  eras'd 
The  pleafing  images  of  glory  pafs'd  ? 

Review  ye  now  thofe  fcenes  no  more  ? 
When  nobly  ftain'd  with  Saxon  gore, 
From  Badon's  long-contended  plain 
.Great  Arthur  with  his  martial  train 
To  Windfor's  chofen  fhades  repair'd, 
And  with  his  kryghts  the  feftive  banquet  fhar'd. 

Then  firft  exulting  Thames  beheld 
The  triumphs  of  the  lifted  field ; 
Beheld  along  his  level  meads 
Careering  knights,  encpunt'rlng  fteeds, 
Heroic  games,  whofe  toils  infpire 
The  thirft  of  praife,  and  kindle  martial  fire. 

JFair  peace  in  war's  bright  mail  array'd, 
With  fmiles  the  glorious  lifts  furvey'd  ; 
So  fhould  the  brave  (fhe  cry'd)  prepare 
Their  hearts  and  finewy  arms  for  war  : 
Such  combats  break  not  my  repofe, 
Such  fons  beft  guard  my  rights  from  daring  foes. 

Then  too  in  feaflful  hall  or  bow'r, 
Attendant  on  the  genial  hour, 
The  Britifli  harp  fweet  lyrft  ftrung, 
And  Albion's  generous  victors  fung  ; 
While  valiant  Arthur's  copious  fame 
Inceffant  fed  the  bright  poetic  flame. 

But  mortals  erring  in  excefs, 
O'erwhelm  trie  virtue  they  carefs. 
Thus  Arthur  his  great  ftory  mourn'd, 
By  too  fond  praife  to  fable  turn'd : 
Mourn'd  the  companions  of  his  toils, 
Mock'd  with  falfe  glory  and  fantaftic  fpoils, 

'Till  through  the  dark  romantic  tale, 
Through  fuperftition's  magic  veil, 
Sage  Edward  piercing  view'd,  arid  own'd 
The  chief  with  genuine  luftre  crown'd : 
View'd  the  great  model,  and  reflor'd 
The  long-loft  honours  of  his  martial  board. 

Hail  Britifh  prince  !  thefe  faithful  lays, 
jEttrnal  records  of  heroic  wo.rth, 


Shall  reaffert  thy  ancient  praife, 
And  from  the  cloud  of  fiction  call  thee  forth, 
In  glory's  fphere  thy  orbit  to  reclaim,      [fame. 
And  at  great  Edward's  beam  relume  thy  darken'd 

But  fee  in  heav'nly  panoply  array'd,          [gold, 
Whofe  ft  reaming  radian  s  fkirts  the  clouds  with, 
1  view  Pendragon  burfL  the  veiling  fhade, 
And  all  his  blazing  magnitude  unfold ! 
O'er  yon  broad  tow'r  he  takes  his  airy  ftand, 
And  pointing,  Edward,  to  wards  the  royal  throne^ 
Tohisfam'd  knights  around,  a  laurell'd  band, 
Shows  on  thy  knee  the  bright  flcy-tinctur'd  zone. 

Virtue,  he  cries,  (th*  ethereal  found 
Thy  grofs  material  organ  cannot  hear) 
Virtue  on  earth  by  Britifh  Edward  crown'd. 

Her  rev'rend  throne  once  more  fhall  rear. 

To  her  own  felf-applauding  breaft 
Forc'd  for  reward  no  longer  to  retreat, 
She  fees  her  awful  charms  by  kings  carefs'd, 

Sees  honour  woo  her  for  his  mate. 

Honour,  her  heav'n-elected  fpoafe, 
From  her  embrace  by  lawlefs  pow'r  withheld, 
Now  at  yon  altar  plights  his  holy  vows, 

Vows  by  affenting  Edward  feal'd. 

And  now  the  fair  angelic  bride 
Gath'ring  her  noble  train  from  every  land, 
To  her  late  wedded  lord  with  decent  pride 

Prefents  the  venerable  band. 

The  great  proceflion  Edward  leads  j 
[  fee  yon  hallow'd  dome  with  heroes  throng'd  : 
Inceffant  ftill  the  white-plum'd  pomp  proceeds, 
lal  courfe  p 


Through  time's  eternal 


prolong'd. 


And  you,  dear  partners  of  my  fame, 
Your  ancient  honours  now  again  fhall  boaft; 
This  noble  order  fliall  retrieve  our  name. 

In  vifionary  fables  loft. 

This  from  our  martial  board  deriv'd, 
Thefe  for  our  brethren  let  us  proudly  own, 
More  pleas'd  to  view  our  deeds  by  thee  reviv'd, 
Than  griev'd,  great  king,,  to  be  outdone. 

Chorus. 

Hail  Britifh  prince  !  thefe  faithful  lays 
Shall  reaffert  thy  ancient  praife. 
Nor  thee,  O  Windfor,  fhall  I  pafs  unfung, 
Manfions  of  princes,  and  fit  haunt  of  gods, 
Who  frequent  fhall  defert  their  bright  abodes, 
To  view  thy  facred  walls  with  trophies  hung  ; 
Thy  walls  by  Britifh  Arthur  flrft  renown'd, 
The  early  feat  of  chivalry  and  fame  ; 
By  Edward  now  with  deathlefshonourscrown'da 
lluftrious  by  his  birth,  his  Garter,  and  his  name. 

Genius. 

Conferring  juft  rewards,  moft  worthy  prince, 
s  the  firft  attribute  of  fov'reign  pow'r, 
*Ynd  that  which  beft  diftinguifhes  a  king  : 
~or  punifhment,  and  all  the  nice  awards 
Of  civil  juftice,  by  the  laws  are  fix'd, 
A.nd  kings  but  execute  what  they  decree. 
While  in  rewarding  merit,  uncontroul'd, 
Jnguided,  unaffifted  is  the  hand 
Ofmajefty;  the  prince  hirnfelf  alone 
There  judges,  and  his  wifdom  is  the  law. 
•Veil  does  thy  court,  great  king,  with  every 
every  virtue  fill'd,  this  wifdoia  fhow 
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In  thee  tranfcendent :  well  haft  thou  approv'd 

Its  force  in  this  great  trial,  which  my  pow'r 

Commanded,  in  no  common  ways  to  prove 

Thy  royal  mind.— But  that  a  father's  name 

jMay  not  reftram  thy  juftice  in  the  choice 

Of  the  firft  knights-companions  of  St.  George, 

Myfelf  here  take  upon  me  to  prefent 

A  candidate,  whom,  were  not  he  thy  fon, 

Thou  wouldft  thyfelf  felecl:  from  all  mankind. 

His  modefty  compels  me  to  declare 

That  candidate  is  Edward,  prince  of  Wales. 

Prime  Edward. 

Inhabitant  of  heav'n  !  I  not  prefume 
To  deprecate  or  queflion  that  high  will, 
To  which  it  beft  becomes  me  to  fubmit. 
But,  gentle  fpirit,  be  propitious  to  me  ; 
And  thou,  my  gracious  liege,  if  I  requeft 
That  this  illuftrious  monarch,  whofe  defert 
Is  equal  to  the  grandeur  of  his  crown, 
May  {land  before  me  in  this  lift  of  fame. 

King  John. 

O  generous  youth  !  in  vain  thy  goodnefs  drives 
To  raife  thy  captive  thus  above  his  fortune, 
The  king  that  is  not  free,  is  not  a  king  ; 
Nor  can  thy  bounteous  favour  reconcile 

Honour  and  bondage. To  thy  conqu'ring  fon 

J)o  thou,  great  Edward,  give  this  noble  mark 
Of  profp'rous  virtue ;    ill  becomes  it  me, 
To  wear  at  once  thy  Garter  and  thy  chains. 
Though,  by  my  former  dignity  1  fwear, 
That  were  I  reinftated  in  my  throne, 
The  throne  of  Capet  and  of  Charlemagne, 
Thus  to  be  join'd  in  fellowihip  with  thee, 
Would  be  the  firft  ambition  of  my  foul ; 
A  ray  of  glory  I  would  fue  to  gain, 
And  prize  it  equal  with  my  diadem. 

Genius. 

Wifely  thou  haft  determin'd,  worthy  prince, 
For  thine  and  Edward's  honour,  and  haft  fix'd 
Its  proper  value  on  his  royal  gift, 
Which  as  the  meed  of  merit,  may  become 
The  proudeil  monarchs,  by  this  Garter  mark'd 
For  fomething  more  than  monarihs,  virtuous  men 
This  be  the  giory  of  thy  order,  Edward. 
And  *  never  fhs.ll  it  want  the  greateft  names 
Of  all  fuccegding  times  to  grace  its  annals. 
France,  Sweden,  Poland,  Germany,  and  Spain, 
Each  realm  of  Europe's  wide-extended  bounds, 
Shall  count  among  thy  knights  its  rnightieft  lord 
And  fee,  iri  emulation  of  thy  fame, 
New  royal  founders  of  like  orders  rife. 
Proceed  then,  mighty  king,  and  fet  the  world 
The  precedent  of  glcry  ;  thou  begin 
The  radiant  lift  of  fov'reigns,  while  thy  fon, 
Jjike  a  young  bride,  that  on  her  nuptial  morn 
Leads  on  with  modeft  pride  the  virgin-choir, 
Herfelf  the  brighteft,  heads  the  fhining  band 
Of  knights-companions,  nobly  feconding 
His  father's  glorious  deeds  with  equal  fame. 

Edward. 
The  teftimony  of  heav'n  to  thee,  my  fon, 

*  Befides  the  great  perfons  of  our  oivn  nation,  tha 
lave  been  admitted  of  this  order,  the  Englifi  reader  ma 
be  glad  to  be  informed,  that  in  the  annals  of  the  Gart 
tire  found  the  names  of  Charles  V.  emperor  of  Germany 
cf  Francis  Land  Henry  IV.  kings  of 'francs  ;  and 
(jtiftavus  ddvtyhus  king  of  Sweden. 


'bus  glorioufly  accorded,  renders  vain 

11  farther  trial.         To  my  people's  voice, 

y  this  their  tutelary  pow'r  declar'd, 

Vith  pleafure  I  confent,  directing  ftill 

y  theirs  my  choice,  my  judgment,  my  defires. 
Approach  then,  my  belov'd,  my  noble  fon, 

trength  of  my  crown,  and  honour  of  my  realm  5 
n  whom  my  heart  more  joys,  and  glories  more, 

han  in  the  higheft  pride  of  fov'reign  pow'r. 
Thus  I  admit  thee,  Edward  prince  of  Wales, 

rirft  founder  of  the  order  of  St.  George  ; 

n  evidence  whereof,  about  thy  knee 

bind  this  myftic  Garter  ;  to  denote 

'he  bond  of  honour  that  together  ties 

"he  brethren  of  St.  George  in  friendly  league, 
United  to  maintain  the  caufe  qf  truth 
And  juftice  only'        f  "  May  propitious  heav'n 
Grant  thou  may's  henceforth  wear  it  to  hispraife, 
The  exaltation  of  this  noble  order, 
And  thy  own  glory."— —With  like  reverence, 

Vly  fon,  receive  and  wear  this  golden  chain, 
Grac'd  with  the  image  of  Britannia's  faint, 
Heav'n' s  valiant  foldier,  Cappadocian  George  ; 
In  imitation  of  whofe  glorious  deeds, 
May'ft  thou  triumphant  in  each  ftate  of  life, 
Or  profperous  or  adverfe,  ftill  fubdue 
Thy  fpiritual  and  ca,rnal  enemies  ; 
That  not  on  earth  alone  thou  may'ft  obtain 
The  guerdon  of  thy  valour,  endlefs  praife, 
But  with  the  virtuous  and  the  brave  above, 
In  folemn  triumph,  wear  celeftial  palms, 
To  crown  thy  final  nob  left  viftory." 

Embraces  Pr.  Edw. 

Prince  Ediuard. 

Accept,  my  fovereign  liege    my  grateful  thanks^ 
That  thou  haft  thus  vouchfaf  'd  to  place  thy  fon 
Firft  next  thyfelf  upon  the  roll  of  fame, 
As  he  indeed  is  firft  in  filial  love, 
And  emulation  of  thy  royal  virtues. 
And  may  thy  benediction,  gracious  lord, 
May  thy  paternal  vows  be  heard  in  heav'n ! 
That  he,  whom  thou  haft  lifted  in  the  caufe 
Of  truth  and  virtue,  never  may  forget 
His  vow'd  engagements,  nor  defraud  thy  hopes, 
By  foiling  with  difhonourable  deeds 
The  luftre  of  that  order,  which  thy  name 
Should  teach  him  to  xefpect  and  to  adorn. 

ODE. 
STROPHE  I.    BARDS. 

Celeftial  maid ! 

Bright  fpark  of  that  ethereal  flame, 
Whofe  vivid  fpirit  through  all  nature  fpread, 
Suftains  and  actuates  this  boundlefs  frame  ! 
O  by  whatever  ftyle  to  mortals  known, 
Virtue,  benevolence,  or  public  zeal, 
Divine  affefibr  of  the  regal  throne, 
Divine  proteClrefs  of  the  commonweal, 

*  The  Prince  of  Wales  ad-vances  to  his  father,  and 
kneels  ;  ivhile  the  king,  taking  the  Garter  from  the  he 
rald,  buckles  it  round  bh  left  leg. 

f  Thefenfe,  and  almojl  the  ivords  in  the  vsrfes  of  this 
fpeech,  marked  thus  "  are  taken  from  the  admonition  read 
to  the  knights,  at  the  time  of  their  receiving  the  garter 
and  the  ribbon  or  collar  of  the  order.  Vide  Ajimole's  bJf-*. 
tory  of  the  order  of  the  Garter. 
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O  in  our  hearts  thy  energy  infufe  ! 
Be  thou  our  mule, 
Celeftial  maid, 

And,  as  of  old,  impart  thy  heav'nly  aid 
To  thofe,  whowarm'd  by  thy  benignant  fire, 
To  public  merit  and  their  country's  good 
Devoted  ever  their  recording  lyre, 
Wont  along  Deva's  facred  flood, 
Or,  beneath  Mona's  oak  retir'd, 
To  warble  forth  their  patriot  lays, 
And  nourifh  with  immortal  praife 
The  bright  heroic  flames  by  thee  infpir'd. 

ANTISTROPHE  I. 
I  feel,  I  feel 

Thy  foul-invigorating  heat ; 
My  bounding  veins  diftend  with  fervant  zeal, 

And  to  Britannia's  fame  refponfive  beat. — 

Hail  Albion,  native  country  !  but  how  chang'd 
Thy  once  grim  afpect,  how  adorn'd  and  gay 
Thy  howling  forcfts  !  where  together  rang'd 
The  naked  hunter  and  his  favage  prey ; 
Where  amid  black  inhofpitable  woods 


The  fedge-grown  floods 
All  cheerlefs  ft 


fcray'd. 

their  lonely  wand'ring  courfe  furvey'd, 
Or  tow'r,  or  caftle,  heav'n-afcending  fane, 
Or  lowly  village,  refidence  of  peace 
And  joyous  induftry,  or  furrow'd  plain, 

Or  lowing  herd,  or  filver  fleece 
That  whitens  now  each  verdant  vale 
While  laden  with  their  precious  {lore 
For  trading  barks  to  every  fhore, 
Swift  heralds  of  Britannia's  glory,  fail. 

EPODE  I. 

Thefe  are  thy  fnining  works :  this  fmiling  face 
Of  beauteous  nature  thus  in  regal  ftate, 
Deck'd  by  each  handmaid  art,  each  polifh'd  grace 
That  on  fair  liberty  and  order  wait. 

This  pomp,  thefe  riches,  this  repofe, 
To  thee  imperial  Britain  owes. 
To  thee,  great  fubftitute  of  heav'n, 
To  whom  the  charge  of  earthly  realms  was  giv'n 
Their  focial  fyftems  by  wife  nature's  plan 
To  form  and  rule  by  her  eternal  laws ; 
To  teach  the  felfifh  foul  of  wayward  man 
To  feek  the  public  good,  and  aid  the  common  caufe 

So  didft  thou  move  the  mighty  heart 
Of  Alfred,  founder  of  the  Britifh  ftate : 
So  to  Matilda's  fcepter'd  fon, 
To  him  whofe  virtue  and  renown 
Firfl  made  the  name  of  Edward  great, 
Thy  ample  fpirit  fo  didft  thou  impart : 

Protecting  thus  in  every  age,  . 

From  greedy  power  and  factious  rage, 
The  law  of  freedom,  which  to  Britain's  fhore 
From  Saxon  Elva's  many-headed  flood, 
The  valiant  fons  of  Odin  with  them  bore, 
Their  national,  ador'd,  infeparabk  good. 

STROPHE  II. 
*  On  yonder  plain, 
Along  whofe  willow-fringed  fide 
The  filver-footed  Naiads,  fportive  train, 
Down  the  fmooth  Thames  amid  the  cygnets  glide 
I  law,  when  at  thy  reconciling  word, 
Jnjuftice,  anarchy,  inteftine  jar, 

*  Runnymead  near  Stains ,  'wbere  tbe  Grand  Char 
fef  wasfivnzdby  king  John* 


Defpotic  infolence,  the  wafting  {word, 
And  all  the  brazen  throats  of  civil  war, 
Were  hufh'd  in  peace ;  from  his  imperious  throne 
Hurl'd  furious  down, 
Abafh'd,  difmay'd, 
Like  a  chas'd  lion  to  the  favage  fhade 
Of  his  own  forefts,  fell  oppreffion  fled, 
With  vengeance  brooding  inhis  fullen  breaft. 
Then  juftice  fearlefs  rear'd  her  decent  head, 

Heal'd  every  grief,  each  wrong  redrefs'd  ; 
While  round  her  valiant  fquadrons  flood, 
And  bade  her  awful  tongue  demand, 
From  vanquifh'd  John's  reluctant  hand, 
The  deed  of  freedom  purchas'd  with  their  blood. 

ANTISTROPHE  II. 
O  vain  furmife ! 

To  deem  the  grandeur  of  a  crown 
Confifts  in  lawlefs  pow'r !  to  deem  them  wife 
Who  change  fecurity  and  fair  renown, 
For  deteftation,  fhame,  diftruft,  and  fear ! 
Who,  fhut  for  ever  from  the  blifsful  bow'rs 
With  horror  and  remorfe  at  diftance  hear 
The  mufic  that  inchants  th'  immortal  pow'rs, 
The  heavenly  mufic  of  well-purchas'd  praife, 
Seraphic  lays 
The  fweet  reward 
On  heroes,  patriots,  righteous  kings  conferr'd. 
For  fuch  alone  the  heav'n-taught  poets  fing. 
Tune  ye  for  Edward,  then,  the  mortal  flrain, 
His  name  fhall  well  become  your  golden  firing, 
Begirt  with  this  ethereal  train, 
Seems  he  not  rank'd  among  the  gods  ? 
Then  let  him  reap  the  glorious  meed 
Due  to  each  great  heroic  deed, 
And  tafte  the  pleafures  of  the  bleft  abodes. 

EPODE  II. 

Hail,  happy  prince  !  on  whom  kind  fate  beftows 
Sublimer  joys,  and  glory  brighter  far      f grows 
Than  Creffy's  palm,    and   every  wreath  that 
In  all  the  blood-ftain'd  field  of  profp'rous  war; 
Joys  that  might  charm  an  heavenly  breaft, 
To  make  dependent  millions  bleft, 
A  dying  nation  to  reftore, 
And  fave  fall'n  liberty  with  kingly  pow'r; 
To  quench  the  torch  of  difcord  and  debate, 
Relume  the  languid  fpark  of  public  zeal, 
Repair  the  breaches  of  a  fhatter'd  ftate, 
And  glorioufly  complete  the  plan  of  England's 
Complete  the  noble  Gothic  pile,  [weal  ^ 

That  on  the  rock  of  juftice  rear'd  fhall  ftand, 
In  fymmetry,  and  ftrength,  and  fame, 
A  rival  of  that  boafted  frame 
Which  virtue  rais'd  on  Tiber's  ftrand. 
This,  Edward,  guardian,  father  of  our  ifle, 
This  godlike  talk,  to  few  aflign'd, 
Exalts  thee  ajpove  human-kind, 
And  from  the  realms  of  everlafting  day 
Calls  down  celeftial  bards  thy  praife  to  fing ; 
Calls  this  bright  troop  of  fpirits  to  furvey 
Thee,  the  great  miracle  of  earth,  a  Patriot- King, 

Genius. 

Now  reafcend  your  fkies,  immortal  fpirits ! 
Th'  important  act,  that  drew  you  down  to  earth 
Is  finifh'd.     Spare  we  now  their  mortal  fenfe, 
That  cannot  long  endure  th'  unfhroudcd  beam 
Of  higher  natures.     Well  hath  Edward  laid, 
Under  your  happy  aufpices,  the  bafe 
Of  his  great  order ;  let  him  undifturb'd, 
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But  not  unaided  by  the  heav'nly  powers, 
Complete  th'  illuftrious  work,  which  future  kings, 
Struck  vith  the  beauty  of  the  noble  plan, 
Shall  emuloufly  labour  to  maintain. 

And  may  thy  fpirit,  Edward,  be  their  guide ! 

In  every  chapter,,  thou  henceforth  prefide, 


In  everv  breaft  infufe  thy  virtuous  flame, 
And  teach  them  to  refpe£  their  country'i 
fame. 

Genius  and  Spirits  reafcend  to  a  lout 
fymfbony  ofmuftc* 
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WILLIAM    COLLINS. 

Containing 

ORIENTAL  ECLOGUES,  II  EPISTLE  TO  SIR  THOMAS  I 

•DBS,  DESCRIPTIVE  AND  ALLEGORICAL,         ||  DIRGE  IN  CYMBELJNE, 

&t.  Wt.  fcV. 
To  which  is  prefixed 
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Sweet  Bard !  belov'd  by  every  Mufe  in  vain, 

With  powers  whofe  finenefs  wrought  their  own  decay ; 

Ah !  wherefore,  thoughtlefs,  didft  thou  yield  the  rein 

To  fancy's  will,  and  chafe  her  meteor  ray : 

Ah  !  why  forgot  thy  own  Hyblaan  {train ! 

"  Peace  rules  the  breaft,  where  reafon  rules  the  day." 

LANGHORNE'S  VISIONS  OF  FANCT,, 


EDINBURGH: 
PRINTED  BY  JMUNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE. 


THE  LIFE  OF  COLLINS. 


WILLIAM  COLLINS  was  torn  at  Chichefter  in  Suflex,  on  the  ojth  of  December,  17*1.    His  fa 
ther  was  a  hatter,  of  good  reputation,  and  an  Alderman  of  that  city. 

He  received  his  early  education  in  his  native  place.  In  1733,  he  was  admitted  a  fcholar  of  Win- 
chefler  College,  where  he  continued  feven  years,  under  the  care  of  Dr.  Burton,  and  had  for  his 
fchoolfellow,  Dr.  Warton,  the  prefent  refpectable  matter  of  that  feminary.  He  was  diftinguiflied  for 
his  proficiency  in  claffical  learning,  and  his  turn  for  elegant  compofition ;  but  it  was  obferved,  that  his 
Englilh  exercifes  were  better  than  his  Latin.  His  firft  poetical  production,  was  the  following  epi 
gram  To  M'tfs  Aurelia  C— -r,  on  ber  'weeping  at  her  Sijlers  Wedding,  publifhed  in  the  «  Gentleman's 
Magazine,"  a  repository  in  which  feveral  eminent  men  have  begun  their  literary  career. 

Ceafe,  fair  Aurelia,  ceafe  to  mourn, 

Lament  not  Hannah's  happy  ftate  ; 
You  may  be  happy  in  your  turn, 

And  feize  the  treafure  you  regret. 

"With  love  united,  Hymen  ftands,  » 

And  foftly  whifpers  to  your  charrris, 
"  Meet  but  your  lover  in  my  bands, 

"  You'll  find  your  fitter  in  his  arms." 

In  1740,  he  flood  firft  in  the  lift  of  the  fcholars  to  be  received  in  fucceflion  at  New  College,  Or* 
ford ;  but  unhappily  there  was  no  vacancy.  This  appears  to  have  been  the  original  misfortune  of 
his  life.  In  the  hope  that  a  vacancy  might  foon  happen,  he  became  a  Commoner  of  Queen's  Col 
lege,  probably  with  a  fcanty  maintenance.  During  his  refidence  at  Queen's,  he  was  at  once  di« 
ftinguifhed  for  genius  and  indolence  ;  his  exercifes,  when  he  could  be  prevailed  upon  to  write, 
bearing  the  vifible  characteriftics  of  both.  No  vacancy  happening  in  New  College,  he  was  recom 
mended  by  his  tutor  to  the  fociety  of  Magdalen,  where  he  was  chofen  a  Demy,  in  July  1741.  The 
uncommon  abilities  and  learning  which  he  difplayed  upon  this  occafion  principally  contributed  to 
his  election. 

He  continued  at  Magdalen  College  till  he  had  taken  his  Bachelor's  degree  ;  and  poetry  being  his 
principal  purfuit,  he  wrote,  about  this  time,  his  Epijlle  to  Sir  Thomas  Hantner,  on  his  Edition  of  Sbak- 
fpeare's  Works,  and  his  Oriental  Eclogues,  which  were  publilhed  in  1742,  under  the  title  of  Perjiait 
Eclogues.  Notwithstanding  their  merit,  they  were  not  attended  with  any  great  fuccefs. 

During  his  refidence  at  Magdalen  College,  it  happened  one  afternoon,  at  a  tea  vifit,  when  feveral 
intelligent  friends  were  affembled  at  his  rooms,  Hampton,  the  tranflator  of  "  Polybius,"  as  remarkable 
at  that  time  for  his  haughtinefs  as  for  his  learning,  came  in,  and  being  determined  to  quarrel,  kicked 
the  tea-table  and  all  its  contents  to  the  other  fide  of  the  room.  Collins,  though  of  a  warm  temper, 
•was  fo  confounded  at  the  unexpected  downfal,  and  fo  aftonifhed  at  the  unmerited  infult,  that  he 
took  no  notice  of  the  aggrefibr ;  but,  getting  up  from  his  chair  calmly,  he  began  picking  up  the  fiices 
of  bread  and  butter,  and  the  fragments  of  his  china,  repeating  very  mildly, 

Invenias  etiam  disjecta  membra  poetae. 

As  he  brought  with  him  to  the  univerfity  a  high  opinion  of  his  fchool  acquifitions,  and  a  fove- 
teign  contempt  for  all  academic  ftudies  and  difcipline,  he  never  looked  with  any  complacency  on 
his  fituation,  but  was  always  complaining  of  the  dulnefs  of  a  college  life. 

Weary  of  the  confinement  and  uniformity  of  an  academical  life,  and  fondly  imagining  that  his 
fuperior  abilities  would  draw  the  attention  of  the  great  world,  and  make  his/ortune,  in  1744,  he 
fuddenly  left  the  univerfity,  and  came  to  London,  a  literary  adventurer,  with  many  projects  in  his 
head,  and  very  little  money  in  his  Docket.  To  acquaint  hiznfdf  with  life,  he  commenced  a  man  of 
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the  town,  became  an  affiduous  frequenter  of  the  theatres,  and  fpent  his  time  in  all  the  diffipation  at 
Ranelagh,  Vauxhall,  and  other  places  of  public  reibrt.  In  this  pleafurable  way  of  life,  he  was  foon 
overtaken  by  poverty,  from  which  he  endeavoured  to  efcapc,  by  planning  fckjncs  for  elaborate 
publications.  He  defigned  a  variety  of  works;  but  his  great  fault  was  irrefolution  ;  or  the  frequent 
calls  of  necefiity  broke  his  fchemes,  and  fuffered  him  to  purfue  no  fettled  purpofe. 

"  A  man  doubtful  of  his  dinner,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  or  trembling  at  a  creditor,  13  not  much 
clifpofed  to  abftra<5ted  meditation,  or  remote  inquiries.  He  publifhed  propofals  for  a  Hijlory  of  tbs 
Revival  of  Learning.  I  have  heard  him  fpeak  with  great  kindnefs  of  Leo  X.,  and  with  keen  re- 
fentment  of  his  taftelefs  fucceffor.  But  probably  not  a  page  of  the  hiftory  was  ever  written.  He 
planned  feveral  tragedies ;  but  he  only  planned  them." 

He-was  not,  however,  wholly  idle;  for,  in  1746,  he  publilhed  his  Odes, Defensive  and  Allegorical^ 
the  fuccefs  of  which  was  even  inferior  to  that  of  the  Oriental  Eclogues, 

Millar  the  bookfeller  purchafed  the  copy  at  a  veryhandfome  price  (for  thofe  times) ;  but  the  fale 
was  not  fufficient  to  pay  the  expence  of  printing.  Juflly  offended  at  the  bad  tafte  of  the  public,  as 
foon  as  it  was  in  his  power  to  do  juftice  to  his  own  delicacy,  he  returned  Millar  the  copy-money, 
indemnified  him  for  the  lofs  he  had  fuftained,  and  configned  the  remainder  of  the  impreffion  to  the 
flames. 

It  is  not  furprifmg  that  his  Odes  were  not  popular  at  their  firft  appearance.  Allegorical  and  ab-< 
ftract  poetry  was  above  the  tafte  of  the  times,  and  will  ever  be  above  the  tafte  of  the  bulk  of  readers. 
It  is  in  the  lower  walks,  "  the  plain  and  practical  paths  of  the  mufes  only,"  fays  his  biographer 
and  commentator,  Langhorne,  "  that  the  generality  of  men  can  be  entertained.  The  higher  effort* 
of  imagination  are  above  their  capacity." 

About  this  time  Dr.  Johnfou  fell  into  his  company.  "  His  appearance,"  fays  he,  "  was  decent 
and  manly,  his  knowledge  confiderable,  his  views  extenfive,  his  converfation  elegant.  By  degree* 
1  gained  his  confidence,  and  one  day  was  admitted  to  him  when  he  was  immured  by  a  bailiff  that 
rras  prowling  in  the  ftreet.  On  this  occafion,  recourfe  was  had  to  the  bookfellers,  who,  on  the 
credit  of  a  tranilation  of  "  Ariftotle's  Poetics,"  which  he  engaged  to  write,  with  a  large  commentary, 
advanced  as  much  money  as  enabled  him  to  efcape  into  the  country.  He  fhowed  me  the  guinea* 
fefe  in  his  hand." 

In  1748,  he  wrote  an  Ode  on  the  Death  of  Tlomfon,  and,  about  the  fame  time,  the  beautiful 
Dirge  in  Shakfpeare's  **.  Cymbeline." 

In  1749,  he  wrote  'An  O.le  on  the  Popular  Superjlition  of  the  Hi  Blends,  confidered  as  the  fubjcSl  of  Poetry 
addreffed  to  Mr.  John  Home,  the  author  of  "  Douglas,"  which,  Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  he  fhowed,  in  his 
Jaft  illnefs,  to  Dr.  Warton  and  his  brother,  who  thought  it  fuperior  to  his  other  works ;  but  no 
fearch  has  yet  found  the  manufcript. 

It  happened,  however,  that  Dr.  Carlyle,  minifter  of  Inverefk,  had  the  firft  rude  draught  of  the 
•GJe,  in  the  hand-writing  of  Collins,  but  in  a  mutilated  form,  which  he  communicated  to  the  Royal 
Society  of  Edinburgh,  who  inferted  it  in  the  firft  volume  of  their  "  Tranfactions,"  1788. 

"  The  manufcript,' '  fays  Dr.  Carlyle,  in  his  letter  to  Alexander  Frafer  Tytler,  Efq.  which  accom 
panies  the  communication,  "  fell  into  my  hands,  among  the  papers  of  a  friend  of  mine  and  Mr. 
John  Home's,  who  died  as  long  ago  as  the  year  1/54.  Soon  after,  I  found  the  poem  ;  I  fhowed  it  to 
.Mr.  Home,  who  told  me  that  it  had  been  addreffed  to  him,  by  Mr.  Collins,  on  his  leaving  London 
in  the  year  1749;  that  it  was  haftily  compofed,  and  in  c  or  re  61 ;  but  that  he  would  one  day  find 
leifure  to  look  it  over  with  care.  Mr.  Collins  and  Mr.  Home  had  been  made  acquainted  by  Mr. 
John  Barrow  (the  cordial  youth  mentioned  in  the  firft  ftanza),  who  had  been  for  fome  time  at  the 
Univerfity  of  Edinburgh;  had  been  a  volunteer  along  with  Mr.  Home  in  the  year  1746 ;  had  beea 
taken  prifoner  with  him  at  the  battle  of  Falkirk ;  and  had  cfcaped  together  with  him  and  five  or 
fix  other  gentlemen  from  the  caftle  of  Down.  Mr.  Barrow  reftded,  in  1749,  at  Winchefter,  where 
Mr.  Collins  and  Mr.  Home  were,  for  a  week  or  two,  together  on  a  vifit.  Mr.  Barrow  was  pay- 
mafter  in  America,  in  the  war  that  commenced  in  1756  ;  and  died  in  that  country." 

«  I  thought  no  more  of  the  poem  till  a  few  years  ago ;  when,  on  reading  Dr.  Johnfon' s  life  of 
Collins,  I  conje&ured  that  it  might  be  the  very  copy  of  verfes  which  he  mentions,  which  he  fays 
was  much  praifed  by  fome  of  his  friends,  and  for  the  lofs  of  which  he  exprefies  regret.  I  fought 
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tor  it  among  my  papers;  and  perceiving  that  a  ftanza  and  a  half  were  wanting,  I  made  the  mofl 
diligent  fearch  I  could  for  them,  but  in  vain.  Whether  or  not  this  great  chafm  was  in  the  poem 
pvhen  it  came  into  my  hands,  is  more  than  I  can  remember  at  this  diftance  of  time." 

To  give  a  continued  context,  Mr.  Frafer  Tytler  prevailed  on  Mr.  Henry  Mackenzie,  author  of 
the  w  Man  of  Feeling,"  to  fupply  the  fifth  ftanza  and  half  of  the  fixth.  In  a  fdw  places,  fome 
words,  either  omitted  or  grown  illegible,  were  added  by  Dr.  Carlyle,  and  marked  with  inverted 
commas. 

It  is  to  be  regretted,  that  the  copy  fhown  to  Dr.  Warton  and  his  brother,  which  had  probably  re 
ceived  the  laft  touches  of  a  mafcer's  hand,  is  not  fomewhere  extant ;  yet,  that  fo  much  has  been 
faved,  the  public  is  much  obliged  to  Dr.  Cariyle. 

Soon  after  the  appearance  of  this  curious  and  valuable  fragment  in  the  "  Edinburgh  TrarJacHons,'* 
a  perfect  copy,  faid  to  have  been  found  in  "  the  drawers  of  a  bureau,"  was  printed  at  London, 
in  4to.  by  B  eii  the  bookfeller,  with  a  dedication  to  the  Wartons ;  but  the  evidence  of  its  authenti 
city  was  withheld  from  the  public.  The  lines  that  fupply  the  chafm  in  the  fifth  and  half  of  the 
fixth  ftanza,  introduce  the  execution  of  Charles  I.  the  rebellion  in  1745,  the  battles  of  Prefton- 
pans,  Falkirk,  and  Culloden ;  but  the  ftyle  does  not  feem  to  be  in  the  manner  of  Collins.  This 
copy  has  been  received  into  the  edition  of  the  "  Engliih  Poets,"  1790;  and  reprinted,  with  the 
fupplementary  verfes  from  the  Edinburgh  edition,  in  the  prefent  collection. 

His  misfortunes  had  already  made  a  deep  impreflion  on  his  mind,  but  he  found  fome  confolation 
in  changing  the  fcene,  and  vifiting  his  uncle,  Lieutenant  Colonel  Martin,  who  was  then  with  the 
Britifh  army  in  Flanders.  His  uncle  died,  foon  after  his  arrival,  and  left  him  about  2000  1. ;  a 
fum  which  he  could  fcarcely  think  exhauftible,  and  which  he  did  not  live  to  exhauft.  The  money 
he  obtained  from  the  bookfeliers,  on  the  credit  of  tranflating  "  Ariflotle's  Poetics,"  was  then 
repaid,  and  the  translation  neglected.  But  this  accefllon  of  fortune  came  too  late  to  be  of  any 
effentiai  fervice  to  him.  He  had  been  fo  long  haraffed  by  anxiety,  diflipation,  and  diftrefs,  that 
he  fell  into  a  neryous  difprder,  accompanied  with  an  unconquerable  deprefllon  of  fpirits,  which  at 
length  reduced  the  fineft  underftanding  to  the  moft  deplorable  dulnefs.  -His  diforder  was  not  alie 
nation  of  mind,  but  general  laxity  a*id  fceblenefs,  a  deficiency  rather  of  vital  than  intellectual 
powers.  What  he  fpoke  wanted  neither  judgment  nor  fpirit ;  but  a  few  minute^gxhaufted  him,  fo 
that  he  was  forced  to  reft  upon  his  couch,  tijl  a  fhort  ceflatioA  reftored  his  power^fed  he  was  again 
able  to  talk  with  his  former  vigour. 

The  approaches  of  this  dreadful  malady  he  began  to  feel  foon  after  his  uncle's  death,  and  with 
the  ufual  weaknefs  of  men  fo  difeafed,  eagetly  matched  that  temporary  relief  with  which  the  table 
and  the  bottle  flatter  and  feduce.  But  his  health  continually  declined,  and  he  grew  more  and  more 
burthertfome  to  himfelf.  He  was  for  fome  time  confined  in  a  houfe  of  lunatics,  and  afterwards  re 
tired  to  the  care  of  his  Mer  in  Chechefter;  where  death  came  to  his  relief,  in  1756,  in  the  35th 
year  of  his  age. 

Such  was  the  end  of  Collins,  a  man  of  an  elevated  genius  and  extenfivc  learning,  who  was  loft  to 
the  world  in  the  prime  of  life,  without  availing  hinifelf  of  fine  abilities,  which,  properly  improved, 
might  have  raifed  him  to  eminence  in  any  profeffion,  and  have  rendered  him  a  blefling  to  his  friends, 
and  an  ornament  to  his  country. 

An  account  of  his  perfon,  and  fome  of  his  more  remarkable  particularities,  was  communicated  to 
the  public,  by  an  intelligent  writer,  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  1781. 

"  Collins  I  was  intimately  acquainted  with,  from  the  time  that  he  came  to  refide  at  Oxford.  In 
London  1  met  him  often,  and  remember  he  lodged  in  a  little  houfe  with  a  Mifs  Bundy,  at  the  corner 
of  King's  Square  Court,  Soho,  now  a  warehoufe,  for  a  long  time  together.  How  he  got  down  to 
Oxford  I  do  not  know ;  but  I  myfelf  faw  him  under  Merton  wall  in  a  very  affecting  fituation, 
ftruggling,  and  conveyed  by  force,  in  the  arms  of  two  or  three  men,  towards  the  parifh  of  St.  Cle 
ment,  in  which  was  a  houfe  that  took  in  fuch  unhappy  objects. 

"  He  was  of  a  moderate  ftature,  of  a  light,  and  clear  complexion,  with  grey  eyes,  fo  very  weak 
-  at  times  as  hardly  to  bear  a  candle  in  the  room,  and  often  raifing  within  him  apprehenfions  of  blind- 
nefs.     He  was  paflionately  fond  of  mufic,  good-natured,  and  affable,  warm  in  his  friendfhips,  and 
vifionary  in  his  purfuks,  and,  as  long  as  I  knew  him,  temperate  in  his  eating  and  drinking." 
VOL.  IX.  Kk 


514  THELIFEOFCOLLINS. 

His  character  was  written  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  while  it  was  yet  diftinctly  imprefled  upon  his  me 
mory ;"  and  printed  in  the  twelfth  volume  of  "  The  Poetical  Calendar,"  1764. 

"•  Collins  was  a  man  of  extenfive  literature,  and  of  vigorous  faculties.  He  was  acquainted,  not 
only  with  the  learned  tongues,  but  with  the  Italian,  French,  and  Spanifh  languages.  He  had  em 
ployed  his  mind  chiefly  upon  works  of  fiction  and  fubjects  of  fancy;  and,  by  indulging  fome  pe 
culiar  habits  of  thought,  was  eminently  delighted  with  thofe  flights  of  imagination  which  pafs  the 
bounds  of  nature,  and  to  which  the  mind  is  reconciled  only  by  a  paflive  acquiefcence  in  popular 
traditions.  He  loved  fairies,  genii,  giants,  and  monfters ;  he  delighted  to  rove  through  the  mean 
ders  of  enchantment,  to  gaze  on  the  magnificence  of  golden  palaces,  to  repofe  by  the  water-falls  of 
Elyfian  gardens. 

"  This  was,  however,  the  character  rather  of  his  inclination  than  his  genius  ;  the  grajideur  of 
wildnefs,  and  the  novelty  of  extravagance  were  always  defired  by  him,  but  were  not  always  attain 
ed.  Yet,  as  diligence  is  never  wholly  loft,  if  his  efforts  fometimes  caufed  harfhnefs  and  obfcurity, 
they  fometimes  produced,  in  his  happier  moments,  fublimity  and  fplendour.  This  idea  which  he 
had  formed  of  excellence,  led  him  to  oriental  fictions  and  allegorical  imagery ;  and  perhaps,  while 
he  was  intent  upon  defcripcion,  he  did  not  fufiiciently  cultivate  fcntiment.  His  poems  are  the  pro 
ductions  of  a  mind  not  deficient  in  fire,  nor  unfurniihed  with  knowledge,  either  of  books  or  life, 
but  fomewhat  obftmcted  in  its  progrefs,  by  deviation  in  quefl  of  miilaken  beauties. 

"  His  morals  were  pure,  and  his  opinions  pious.  In  a  long  continuance  of  poverty,  and  long 
habits  of  diflipatipn,  it  cannot  be  expected  that  any  character  fhould  be  exactly  uniform.  There 
is  a  degree  of  want  by  which  the  freedom  of  agency  is  almoft  deftroyed,  and  long  afTociation  with 
feiluitous  companions,  will  at  laft  relax  the  ftrictnefs  of  truth,  and  abate  the  fervour  of  fincerity. 
That  this  man,  wife  and  virtuous  as  he  was,  paffed  always  unentangled  through  the  fnares  of  life, 
it  would  be  prejudice  and  temerity  to  affirm;  but  it  may  be  faid,  that  at  leail  he  preferved  the  fource 
of  action  unpolluted ;  that  his  principles  were  never  Ihaken  ;  that  his  diftinctions  of  right  and  wrong 
were  never  confounded ;  and  that  his  faults  had  nothing  of  malignity  or  defign,  but  proceeded  from 
fome  unexpected  preffure,  or  cafual  temptation. 

"  The  latter  part  of  his  life  cannot  be  remembered  but  with  pity  and  fadnefs.  He  languifhed 
fome  years  under  that  depreflion  of  mind  which  enchains  the  faculties  without  deftroying  them,  and 
leaves  reafon  the  knowledge  of  right  without  the  power  of  purfuing  it.  Thefe  clouds  which  he 
perceived  gathering  on  his  intellects,  he  endeavoured  to  difperfe,  by  travel,  and  parted  into  France; 
but  found  himfelf  constrained  to  yield  to  his  malady,  and  returned. 

"  After  his  return  from  France,  the  writer  of  this  character  paid  him  a  vifitat  Iflington,  where 
he  was  waiting  for  his  filter,  whom  he  had  directed.to  meet  him.  There  was  then  nothing  of  diforder 
difcernible  in  his  mind  by  any  but  himfelf ;  but  he  had  withdrawn  from  ftudy,  and  travelled  with 
no  other,  book  than  an  Engliih  Teftament,  fuch  as  children  carry  to  the  fchool.  When  his  friend 
took  it  into  his  hand  to  fee  what  companion  a  man  of  letters  had  chofen,  "  I  have  but  one  book,'* 
faid  Collins,  "  but  that  is  thebeft.5' 

Of  this  portrait,  the  features  are  certainly  very  ftrong,  but  the  character  does  not  appear  fufficiently 
explicit.  Of  the  genius  of  Collins,  in  particular,  the  picture  is  very  imperfect ;  but  the  veil  which 
is  drawn  over  the  unhappy  circumstances  of  his  life,  b  drawn  by  the  hand  of  humanity. 

His  Oriental  Eclogues,  written  for  the  Entertainment  of  tbt  Ladies  of  Taurzs,  were  reprinted,  in  4to. 
1757.  His  Poetical  Works,  'with  Memoirs  of  ike  Author ',  and  Obfervations  on  his  Genius  and  Writings,  were 
publifhed  by  Langhorne,  in  8vo.  1764.  An  E flay  on  his  Oriental  Eclogues,  appeared  in  a  pofthu- 
mous  volume  of  "  Critical  E  flays/'  by  Scott,  in  1785.  The  "  Obfervations"  of  Langhorne  have  been 
received  into  the  edition  of  the  "  Englifh  Poets,"  I'79O,  and  retained  in  the  prefent  collection. 

Collins  has  written  but  little  ;  and  by  thofe  with  whom  the  bulk  of  an  author's  performances  is 
the  criterion  for  eflimating  his  merit,  he  will  be  deemed  a  minor  poet.  There  are,  however,  volumes 
of  verfes  of  no  mean  character,  which  contain  lefs  genuine  poetry  than  the  few  pages  which  he  pro-* 
duced. 

Of  his  Oriental  Eclogues,  according  to  Dr.  Johnfon,  he  fpoke  with  difapprobation  to  Dr.  Warton 
and  his,  brother,  in  his  laft  illnefs,  as  not  fufEciently  expreflive  of  Afiatic  manners,  and  called 
them  his  Irijb  Eclogues.  It  is  very  probable,  when  his  judgment  was  improved  by  experience,  he 
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might  difcover,  and  be  hurt  by  their  ftiults,  among  which  may  poffibly  be  found  fome  few  in- 
ftances  of  inconfiftence  or  abfurdity.  But  the  idea  of  manners  feems  miftakenly  fubftitutcd  for 
the  idea  of  language.  He'has  feldom  violated  the  great  outline  of  eaftern  cuftoms;  and  his  fubjects 
did  not  often  lead  him  to  a  defcription  of  minute  particulars.  His  diction,  as  Langhorne  has  juftly 
remarked,  is  not  the  diction  of  the  eaft ;  it  is  moftly  fimple,  and  often  elegant,  but  not  flowery  or 
metaphorical.  But  he  feems  rather  miftaken,  when  he  obferves,  that  Collins  was  one  of  the  few 
Poets  who  have  failed  to  Delphi  without  touching  at  Cythcra.  Collins  poflefled  a  mind  that  could 
not  be  infenfible  to  the  amorous  imprefllons.  Of  this,  the  warmth  of  expreflion  with  which  he 
treats  the  paflion  of  love,  in  the  Eclogues,  may  be  thought  a  fufficient  indication.  His  compofitions 
difcover  much  of  the  tender,  though  nothing  of  the  licentious.  The  Eclogues,  with  fome  marks 
of  puerility,  have  nothing  to  fear  from  a  comparifon  with  any  of  their  predeceflbrs.  They  have 
all  the  requifites  of  good  poetry  ;  defcription,  incident,  fentiment,  and  moral.  They  have  fimpli- 
city  of  thought,  and  melody  of  language. 

His  Odes,  defcriptive  and  allegorical,  rank  among  the  firft  lyric  performances  in  the  Englifh  language. 
They  difplay  a  luxuriance  of  imagination,  a  wild  fublimity  of  fancy,  and  a  felicity  of  expreflion  fo 
extraordinary,  that  it  might  be  fuppofed  to  be  fuggefled  by  fome  fuperior  power,  rather  than  to  be 
the  effect  of  human  judgment  or  capacity.  They  entitle  Collins  to  an  indifputable  pre-eminence 
above  all  his  competitors  in  that  province  of  poetry,  except  Dry  den  and  Gray. 

Of  his  firft  ode,  the  meafure  is  happily  chcfen  to  exprefs  that  tendernefs  and  pathos  which  muft 
be  infeparable  from  an  Ode  to  Pity. 

Long,  Pity,  let  the  nations  view 
Thy  fky-worn  robes  of  tendereft  blue, 
And  eyes  of  dewy  light. 

The  deivy  light  is  a  ftroke  which  the  happieft  imagination  alone  could  execute. 
On  a  fubject  of  tendernefs,  Collins  could  not  poffibly  omit  to   mention  his  countryman,  Otway, 
who  was  indeed  "  the  Prieft  of  Pity;"  like  him  ingenious,  and  like  him  unhappy. 

Wild  Arun  too  has  heard  thy  ftrains, 
And  Echo,  'midft  my  native  plains, 

Been  footh'd  by  Pity's  lute  ! 
There  firft  the  wren  thy  myrtles  fhed, 
On  gentleft  Otway's  infant  head ; 

To  him  thy  cell  was  Ihown. 
And  while  he  fung  the  female  heart, 
With  youth's  foft  notes,  unfpoil'd  by  art, 

Thy  turtles  mix'd  their  own ! 

The  Ode  to  Fear  is  fo  nervous,  fo  expreflive,  and  fo  picturefque  throughout,  that  it  may  challenge 
the  whole  compafs  of  allegorical  poetry. 

Ah  Fear !  ah  frantic  Fear  ! 

I  fee,  I  fee  thee  near ! 

I  know  thy  hurried  ftep,  thy  haggard  eye ; 
Like  thee  1  ftart,  like  thee  diforder'd  fly ! 
For  lo !  what  monfters  in  thy  train  appear. 

The  abbreviation  of  the  meafure  in  the  two  firft  lines  is  moft  happily  adapted  to  the  fuddennefs 
of  the  motion  excited.  Danger,  who  is  introduced  in  the  train  of  Fear,  is  fo  characteriftically  de- 
fcribed,  that  there  is  no  looking  upon  the  picture  without  horror. 

Danger,  whofe  limbs  of  giant  mold 
What  mortal  eye  can  fix'd  behold  ? 
Who  ftalks  his  round,  an  hideous  form, 
Howling  amidft  the  midnight  ftorm, 
Or  throws  him  on  the  ridgy  fteep 
Of  fome  loofe  hanging  rock  to  fleep. 

It  is  not  in  the  power  of  human  invention  to  produce  an  image  of  greater  force  and  propriety  than, 
that  which  is  exhibited  in  the  two  iaft  lines,  when  Danger  is  reprefented  as  fleeping  on  the  loofely 
hanging  rock  of  a  precipice.  The  dreadful  beings  that  attend  him  are  defcribed  with  equal  ftrength 
0f  imagination.  The  effects  of  Fear  on  the  Grecian  theatre,  and  the  fuperftition  of  St.  Mark's  Eve, 


5*<  THE    LIFE    OF    COLLINS. 

are  introduced  with  great  poetical  propriety.  Of  the  Ode  to  Simplicity,  it  would  be  fuperfluous  to 
point  out  the  beauties ;  they  are  fo  obvious  that  no  eye  can  overlook  them.  The  allufion  to  fcenei 
of  ancient  enthufiafm  and  poetry  are  happily  defigned,  and  beautifully  exprefled. 

By  all  the  honey'd  ftore 

On  Hybla's  thymy  fhore, 
By  all  her  blooms,  and  mingled  murmurs  dear, 

By  her  whofe  love-lorn  woe, 

In  evening  mufings  flow, 
Sooth'd  fweetly  fad  Ele&ra's  poet's  ear. 

Simplicity  is  efientially  necefiary  to  the  perfection  of  every  poetical  work ;  and  Collins  has  exem 
plified  by  all  his  performances,  but  particularly  by  his  Oriental  Eclogues,  the  truth  of  the  following 
ftanza. 

Though  tafle,  though  genius  blefs 
To  fome  divine  excefs, 

.  Faint's  the  cold  work  till  thou  infpire  the  whole ; 
What  each,  what  all  fupply, 
May  court,  may  charm  our  eye, 
Thou,  only  thou,  cahft  raife  the  meeting  foul ! 

^lis  Ode  tn  the  Poetical  Character  is  fo  extremely  wild  and  extravagant,  that  it  feems  to  have  been 
written  wholly  during  the  tyranny  of  imagination.  It  is  entirely  abftracted,  and.,  in  fpme  parts  it 
may  be  thought  blameably  obfcure ;  but  there  are  fome,  however,  whofe  congenial  fpirits  may  keep 
pace  with  him  in  his  moft  eccentric  flights ;  and,  from  fome  of  his  cafual  ftrokes,  may  catch  thofc 
fublime  ideas  which,  like  him,  they  have  experienced,  but  have  never  been  able  to  exprefs.  Some 
to  whom  Fancy 

The  ceft  of  ampleft  power  has  given, 
To  •whom  the  god-like  gift  afligns, 
To  gaze  her  vifions  wild,  and  feel  unmix'd  her  flame. 

The  Ode  ivrittcn  in  the  Tear  1746,  will  be  more  generally  pleafing,  as  it  is  equally  beautiful  and 
fimple.  The  ftrophe  in  the  Ode  to  Mercy,  affords  the  fineft  fubject  for  a  picture  that  imagination 
can  form. 

O  thou,  who  fit'ft  a  fmiling  bride 

By  Valour's  arm'd  and  aweftil  fide, 
Gentleft  of  iky-born  forms,  and  befl  ador'd : 

Who  oft  with  fongs,  divine  to  hear, 

Win'ft  from  his  fatal  grafp  the  fpear, 
And  hid' ft  in  wreaths  of  flowers  his  bloodlefs  fword  ! 

There  is  fomething  perfectly  claflical  in  Collins's  manner,  both  with  refpect  to  his  imagery  and 
kis  compofition  ;  and  Horace's  rule  of  ut  Picture  Poefis  was  never  better  obferved  than  in  this  in- 
fiance.  The  fame  ftyle  of  painting,  though  fomewhat  bolder,  characterifes  the  Ode  to  Liberty. 

Who  lhall  awake  the  Spartan  fife !  &c. 

The  ruin  of  the  liberties  and  of  the  ftate  of  Rome  is  defcribed  in  a  mofl  pi&urefque  and  pathetic 
Banner. 

No,  Freedom,  no,  I  will  not  tell, 

How  Rome,  before  thy  weeping  face, 

With  heavieft  found,  a  giant-ftatue,  fell, 

PufiVdvby  a  wild  and  artlefs  race, 

From  off  its  wide  ambitious  bafe, 

When  Time  his  northern  fons  of  fpoil  awoke, 

And  all  the  blended  work  of  flrength  and  grace, 

With  many  a  rude  repeated  ftroke, 
And  many  a  barbarous  yell,  to  thoufand  fragments  broke. 

The  ancient  tradition,  that  there  was  formerly  a  temple  of  liberty  in  Britain,  awakes  at  once  the 
and  the  patriotifrn  of  Collins ;  and  he  dwells  with  rapture  on  the  thought. 
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Then  too,  'tis  faid,  an  hoary  pile, 
'Midft  the  green  navel  of  our  iile ; 
Thy  fhrine  in  fome  religious  wood, 
O  foul-enforcing  goddeis  flood,  &c. 

.  tn"  the  Pajlcm,  an  Ode  for  Mvftc,  the  emotions  of  the  foul  are  defcribed,  and  the  movements  of  the 
yerfe  adapted  to  them  with  equal  happinefs.  "  Other  pieces  of  the  fame  nature,"  fays  Langhorne^ 
"  have  derived  their  greateft  reputation  from  the  perfection  of  the  mufic  that  accompanied  them  5 
but  in  this  we  have  the  whole  foul  and  power  of  poetry  :  expreflion  that,  even  without  the  aid  of 
mufic,  ftrikes  to  the  heart,  and  imagery  of  power  enough  to  tranfport  the  attention  without  the 
iorceful  alliance  of  correfpcnding  founds.  Upon  the  whole,  there  may  be  very  little  hazard  in  affert- 
ing,  that  this  is  the  firteft  ode  in  the  Englifh  language.'' 

His  Ode  to  Evening,  is  an  admirable  effort  of  fancy,  expreflion,  and  verfification.  It  is  written  in 
tinrhyming  metre,  a  meafare  in  which,  according  tb  Dr.  Wartori,  he  had  a  defign  of  writing  many 
more  odes.  It  feems  to  be  an  agreed  point,  that  lyric  poetry  canrtot  exift  without  rhyme,  in  our 
language.  In  this  meafure,  however,  Milton  wrote  his  tranflatiori  of  "  The  Fifth  Ode  of  Horace  ;" 
and  there  are  extant,  other  odes  in  our  language,  of  the  trueft  tafte,  written  in  rhyming  metre,  par 
ticularly  fome  trochaics  of  Glover,  which  are  not  inharmonious,  and  Come  lyric  pieces  of  Dr.  Sayers,  an 
elegant  living  poet,  whofe  genius,  like  that  of  Collins,  is  above  the  common  tafte.  But  it  may  be 
doubted,  whether  there  is  fufficient  precifion  and  elegance  in  the  Engliih  language  for  metre  with 
out  rhyme. 

Of  the  Ode  on  the  popular  Superjiition  of  the  Highlands  of  Scotland,  a  fnperficial  reading  will  not  difco- 
ver  its  real  beauties.  It  is  the  facred  charm  of  fimplicity  that  pervades  the  whole.  The  defign  ii 
gracefully  introduced.  The  firft  ftanza  fhows  at  once  the  fentiments  of  his  heart  for  his  friends, 
and  his  tafte  for  poetical  fubjeds.  The  tales  of  the  Fairies,  and  the  legends  of  the  Runic  Bards , 
are  recommended  to  the  poet,  as  they  enlarge  his  province,  and  give  energy  to  the  "  heart-com 
manding  ftrain.  Gray  was  of  the  fame^  opinion.  The  Songs  of  the  Bard's,  in  commemoration  of 
fome  departed  chieftain,  are  finely  introduced.  The  Second  Sight  of  the  Highlanders  is  well  defcribed. 
Of  Mr.  Mackenzie's  fupplefnent,  it  is  fufficient  praife,  that  it  cannot  eafily  be  diftinguifhed  from 
the  context.  The  attributes  of  the  fiend,  who  directs  the  Ignis  fatuns  to  miflead  the  wandering 
traveller,  are  delineated  with  the  clafllcal  pencil  of  Collins.  The  eighth  ftanza  pathetically  defcribes 
the  diftreffed  family  of  one  who  has  been  loft  in  the  fens,  or  in  the  fea : 

For  him  in  vain  his  anxious  wife.fhall.wait, 
Or  wander  forth  to  meet  him  on  his  way,  &c. 

The  wife's  dream,  in  which  fhe  fees  her  hufband's  ghoft,  is  both  natural  and  tender.  The  Spirit 
of  the  Waters,  is  a  fiction  that  powerfully  imprefTes  the  imagination.  The  defcription  of  St.  Kilda 
is  in  a  ftyle  of  beautiful  fimplicity.  Having  exhibited  the  fuperftitions  of  Scotland,  of  which  he 
fiiows  a  perfect  knowledge,  he  recommends  thefe  themes,  which,  "  in  elder  time,  filled  the  hiftoric 
page."  He  cites  the  example  of  Sbabfpeare,  and  of  Ta/o,  and  pays  a  tribute  of  applaufe  to  his  tran~ 
fiatbr,  Fairfax  : 

How  have  I  fat,  where  pip'd  the  penfive  wind, 

To  hear  his  harp,  by  Britifh  Fairfax  ftrung. 
Prevailing  poet !  wnofe  undoubting  mind 

Believ'd  the  magic  wonders  which  he  fuhg ! 

In  the  laft  ftanza,  he  gives  a  picture  of  Scotland,  with  its  friths  and  lakes*  of  which,  as  was  natu 
ral,  he  grows  enamoured,  and  longs  to  travel  into  that  country,  as  Jonfon  had  done  before  him,  on 
a  vifit  to  a  poet : 

Then  will  I  drefs  once  more  the  faded  bower 
Where  Jor.fon  fat  in  Drutnmond's  focial  fliade,  &c. 

The  reading  of  this  beautiful  ode  leaves  on  the  mind  a  tender  forrow  for  the  drooping  hand  thaf 
left  its  work  unfinifhed, 
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The  Odd  to  Peace,  the  Dirge  in  Cymbeline,  Manners,  an  Ode,  the  Odes  on  tie  Death  of  TLoM- 
fon  and  Sir  Claries  Rofs,  are  highly  poetical,  and  have  all  their  brighter  paflages,  which  are 
particularly  marked  out  by  Langhorne.  The  'Epljlle  to  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer,  has  fome  vigorous, 
and  fome  happy  lines ;  though  it  is  the  leaft  interefting  of  his  performances.  The  portraits  from 
Shakfpeare,  are  happily  felecled,  and  forcibly  delineated ;  and  the  lines  with  which  they  are  intro 
duced,  may  reafonably  be  fuppofed  to  have  attracted  the  notice  of  Air.  Boydell,  and  excited  the 
emulation  of  the  Britiih  artifts  of  the  prefent  day. 

O,  might  fome  verfe  with  happieft  Ikill  perfuade 
Exprefiive  picture  to  adopt  thine  aid  ! 
What  wondrous  draughts  might  rife  from  every  page ! 
What  other  Raphaels  charm  a  diftant  age  ! 

To  the  eftimate  of  the  genius  and  writings  of  Collins,  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon  in  the  "  Poetical 
Calendar,"  he  made  the  following  fevere*and  injurious  addition,  in  his  "  Lives  of  the  Poets." 

"  The  diction  of  Collins  was  often  harm,  unfkilfully  laboured,  and  injudicioufly  felected.  He 
affected  the  obfolete,  when  it  was  not  worth  revival,  and  he  puts  his  words  out  of  the  common 
order,  feeming  to  think,  with  fome  later  candidates  for  fame,  that  not  to  write  profe  is  certainly  to 
\vrite  poetry.  His  lines  commonly  are  of  flow  motion,  clogged  and  impeded  with  clufters  of  con- 
fonants.  As  men  are  often  efteemed  who  cannot  be  loved,  fo  the  poetry  of  Collins  may  fometimes 
extort  praife  when  it  gives  little  pleafure." 

A  very  different  opinion  of  his  poetical  excellence  is  maintained  by  critics  of  undoubted  reputa 
tion. 

Mr.  Wartoa,  the  learned  hiflorian  of  Englifh  poetry,  fpeaking  of  Collins,  calls  him  his  lamented 
friend,  "  whofe  odes  will  be  remembered  while  any  tafte  for  true  poetry  remains." 

"  The  genius  of  Collins,"  fays  Dr.  Kflox  in  his  elegant  "  Efiays,"  "  feems,  in  fome  meafure, 
to  have  refembled  that  of  Tiekell.  Dignity,  folemoity,  and  pathos,  are  the  flriking  features  of  his 
compofitions.  None  but  a  true  poet  could  have  written  his  fong  over  Fidde  in  Shakffeare's  Cymbeline." 
Mr.  Potter,  the  ingenious  tranflator  of  "  ./Efchylus"  and  "  Euripides,"  treating  of  the  ode,  aflerts, 
that  Collins  was  the  firft  of  our  poets  who  reached  its  excellence.  "  His  mind  was  impreffed  with  a 
tender  melancholy,  but  without  any  mixture  of  that  fullen  gloom  which  deadens  its  powers  ;  it  led 
him  to  the  fofteft  fympathy,  that  moil  refined  feeling  of  the  human,  heart.  His  faculties  were  vi 
gorous,  and  his  genius  truly  fublime ;  his  ftyle  is  clofe  and  ftrong,  and  his  numbers  in  general  har 
monious;  He  was  well  acquainted  with  ./Efchylus  and  Euripides,  and  drew  deep  from  their  foun 
tains.  His  thoughts  had  a  romantic  caft,  and  his  imagination  a  certain  wild  grandeur  which  fome 
times  perhaps  approaches  to  the  borders  of  extravagance ;  but  this  led  him  to  defcriptions  and  al 
legories  wonderfully  poetical.  Such,  for  inflance,  is  the  antiflrophe  in  his  Ode  to  Liberty,  and  the 
firft  part  of  his  Ode  to  Fear.  JEfchylus  himfeif  has  not  a  bolder  conception,  and  the  grandeur  of 
thought  is  as  greatly  exprefied.  Dr.  Johnfon  fpeaks  of  this  great  poet  with  a  tendernefs  that  reflects 
honour  on  himfeif:  He  allows  him  fometimes  to  have  fublimity  and  fplendour ;  but,  in  the  coldnefs 
of  criticifrn,  exprefles  fome  difapprobation  of  his  allegorical  imagery,  and  is  unjuft  to  his  harmony." 
With  thefe  ingenious  critics,  the  prefent  writer  is  happy  to  agree,  in  giving  Collins  a  much  higher 
rank  as  a  poet  than  Dr.  Johnfon  has  allowed  him ;  but,  while  he  condemns,  with  Mr.  Potter,  the 
excels  to  which  Dr.  Johnfon's  ftrictures  are  carried,  he  acknowledges  that  they  are  not,  in  every 
refpectj  deftitute  of  foundation.  Collins  is  occafionally,  though  not  frequently,  harfli  in  his  numbers; 
his  perfonifications  appear,  in  a  few  inflances,  to  be  multiplied  beyond  juft  caufe ;  and  he  is  fome 
times  blameably  obfcure.  But  when  every  poflible  deduction  is  made  from  his  merit,  he  will  ftill 
{land  entitled  to  a  very  large  proportion  of  praife ;  and  his  Ode  on  tie  PaJTions  muft  ever  be  joined 
with  the  "  St.  Cecilia"  of  Dryden,  and  the  "  Bard"  of  Gray,  as  among^the  toldeft  and  brighteft 
efforts  of  the  lyric  mufe. 
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ORIENTAL  ECLOGUES. 


ECLOUGE  I. 
SELIM;   OR  THE  SHEPHERD'S  MORAL. 

Scene,  a  Valley  near  Bagdat.     Time,  the  Morning. 
YE  Perfian  maids  attend  your  poet's  lays, 
And  hear  how  fhepherds  pafs  their  golden  days, 
Not  all  are  bleft  whom  fortune's  hand  luftains 
With  wealth  in  courts, nor  allthathaunt  the  plains: 
Well  may  your  hearts  believe  the  truths  I  tell ! 
'Tis  virtue  make  the  blifs,  where'er  we  dwell. 

Thus  Selim  fung,  by  facred  truth  infpir'd ; 
Nor  praife,  but  fuch  as  truth  beftow'd,  defir'd : 
Wife  in  himfelf,  his  meaning  fongs  convey'd 
Informing  morals  to  the  fhepherd  maid  ; 
Or  taught  the  fwains  that  fureft  blifs  to  find, 
What  groves  nor  ftreams  bcftow,  a  virtuous  mind. 

When  fvveet  and  biufhing,  like  a  virgin  bride 
The  radiant  morn  refum'd  her  orient  pride,     . 
When  wanton  gales  along  the  vallies  play, 
Breatheon  each  flower,  and  bear  their  fweets  away  : 
By  Tigris'  wandering  waves  he  fat,  and  fang 
This  ufeful  leffon  for  the  fair  and  young, 

Ye  Perfian  dames,  he  faid,  to  you  belong, 
Well  may  they  pleafe,  the  morals  of  my  fong: 
No  fairer  maids,  I  truft,  than  you  are  found, 
Grac'd  with  fcft  arts,  the  peopled  world  around  ! 
The  morn  that  lights  you,  to  your  loves  fupplies 
Each  gentler  ray  delicious  to  your  eyes  : 
For  you  thofe  flowers  her  fragrant  hands  beftow, 
And  yours  the  love  that  kings  delight  to  know. 
Yet  think  not  thefe,  all  beauteous  as  they  are, 
The  bed  kind  bleflings  heaven  can  grant  the  fair ! 
Who  truft  alone  in  beauty's  feeble  ray, 
Boaft  but  the  worth  Baffora's  pearls  difplay ; 
Drawn  from  the  deep  we  own  their  furface  bright, 
But,  dark  within,  they  drink  no  luftrous  light ; 
Such  are  the  maids,  and  fuch  the  charms  they 
By  fenfe  unaided,  or  to  virtue  loft.  [boaft, 

Self-flattering  fex  !  your  hearts  beiieve  in  vain 
That   love  fhall  blind,  when    once  he  fires  the 
Or  hope  It  lover  by  your  faults  to  win,       [fwain  ; 
As  fpots  on  ermin  beautify  the  fkin  : 
Who  feeks  fecure  to  rule,  be  firfl  her  care 
Each  fofter  virtue  that  adorns  the  fair ; 
Each  tender  paffion  man  delights  to  find, 
The  lov'd  perfections  of  a  female  mind  !      [reign, 
Bleft  were   the  days,  when  wifdom  held  her 
And  fhepherds  fought  her  on  the  filent  plain  ; 
With  truth  fhe  wedded  in  the  fecret  grove, 
Immortal  truth,  and  daughters  blefs'd  their  love. 


O  hafte,  fair  maids !  ye  virtues  come  away, 
Sweet  peace  and  plenty  lead  you  on  your  way  ! 
The  balmy  flirub  for  you  fhall  love  our  fhore, 
By  Ind  excell'd,  or  Araby,  no  more. 

Loft  to  our  fields,  for  fo  the  fates  ordain, 
The  dear  deferters  fhall  return  again.  [clear, 

Come  thou,  whofe  thoughts  as  limpid  fprings  arc 
To  lead  the  train  fweet  modefty  appear : 
Here  make  thy  court  amidft  our  rural  fcene, 
And  fhepherd-girls  fhall  own  thee  for  their  queen, 
With  thee  be  chaftity,  of  all  afraid, 
Diftrufting  all,  a  wife  fufpicious  maid ; 
But  man  the  moft— mot  more  the  mountain  doe 
Holds  the  fwift  faulcon  for  her  deadiy  foe. 
Cold  is  her  breaft,  like  flowers  that  drink  the  de\v4 
A  filken  veil  conceals  her  from  the  view. 
No  wild  defires  amidft  thy  train  be  known, , 
But  faith,  whofe  heart  is  fix'd  on  one  alone  : 
Defponding  meeknefs  with  her  downcaft  eyes, 
And  friendly  pity  full  of  tender  fighs  ; 
And  love  the  laft  :  by  thefe  your  hearts  approve, 
Thefe  are  the  virtues  that  muft  lead  to  love. 

Thus  fung  the  fwain ;  and  ancient  legends  fay, 
The  maids  of  Bagdat  verified  the  lay: 
Dear  to  the  plains  the  virtues  came  along, 
The  fhepherds  lov'd,  and  Selim  biifs'd  his  fong. 

ECLOGUE  II. 

HASSAN ;  OR  THE  CAMEL  DRIVER, 
Scene,  the  Defirt.    Time,  Mid-Jay. 

IN  filent  horror  o'er  the  boundlefs  wafte 
The  driver  Haffan  with  his  camels  paft  ; 
One  cruife  of  water  on  his  back  he  bore, 
And  his  light  fcrip  eontain'd  a  fcanty  ftore  : 
A  fan  of  painted  feathers  in  his  hand, 
To  guard  his  fhaded  face  from  fcorching  fand. 
The  fultry  fun  had  gain'd  the  middle  fky, 
And  not  a  tree  and  not  an  herb  was  nigh  ; 
The  beafts,  with  pain,  their  dufty  way  purfue, 
Shrill  roar'd  the  winds,  and  dreary  was  the  view! 
With  defperate  forrow  wild,  th'  affrighted  man 
Thrice  figh'd,  thrice  ftruck  his  breuil,  and  thus 

began  : 

*«  Sad  was  th'  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
"  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way  1" 

Ah  !  little  thought  I  of  the  bhfting  wind, 
The  thfrft,  or  pinching  hunger,  that  I  find  ! 
Bethink  thee,  Haffan,  where  fhall  thirft 
When  fails  this  cruife,  his  unrelenting  rage  ? 
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Soon  mall  this  fcrip  its  precious  load  refign , 
Then  what  but  tears  and  hunger  fhall  be  thine  ? 

Ye  mute  companions  of  my  toils,  that  bear- 
In  all  my  griefs  a  more  than  equal  fhare  ! 
Here,  where  no  fprings  in  murmurs  break  away, 
Or  mofs-crown'd  fountains  mitigate  the  day, 
In  vain  ye  hope  the  »reen  delights  to  know, 
"Which  plains  mere  bleft,  or  verdant  vales  befttTw : 
Here  rocks  alone,  and  taftelefs  fands  are  found, 
And  faint  and  £ckly  winds  for  ever  howl  around. 
*'  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  luc.Td.efs  was  the  d^.y, 
"  When   firft    from    Schiraz'   walls   I    bent  my 
"  way  1" 

Curft  be  the  gold  and  filver  which  perfuade 
Weak  men  to 'follow  far  fatiguing  trade  ! 
The  lily  peace  outfhines  the  filver  (lore, 
And  life  is  dearer  than  the  golden  ore  : 
Yet  money  tempts  us  o'er  the  defeft  brown, 
To  every  diftant  mart  and  wealthy  town. 
Full  oft  we  tempt  the  land,  and  oft  the  fea  : 
And  are  we  only  yet  repaid  by  thte  ? 
Ah  !  why  was  rain  fo  attractive  made,       » 
Or  why  fond  man*fo  eafily  betray'cl  ? 
Why  heed  we  not,  while  mad  we  hafte  along, 
The  gentle  voice  of  peace,  or  pleafure's  fong  ? 
Or  wherefore  think  the  flowery  mountain's  fide, 
The  fountain's  murmurs,  and  the  valley's  pride, 
Why  think  we  thele  lets  pleafing  to  behold, 
Than  dreary  deferts,  if  they  lead  to  gold  ? 
"  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
*'  When    firft   from    Schiraz'   walls   I   bent  my 
"  way  !" 

O  ceafe,  my  fears '. — all  frantic  as  I  go, 
When  thought  creates  unnumber'd  fcenes  of  woe, 
What  if  the  lion  in  his  rage  I  meet ! — 
Oft  in  the  duft  I  view  his  printed  feet: 
And,  fearful  1  oft,  wheri  day's  declining  light 
Yields  her  pale  empire  to  the  mourner  night, 
By  hunger  rous'd,  he  fcours  the  groaning  plain, 
Gaunt  wolves  and  fallen  tigers  in  his  train: 
Before  them  death  with  fhrieks  directs  their  way, 
Fills  the  wild  yell,  and  leads  them  to  their  prey. 
*'  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
"  When   firft    from    Schiraz'    walls  I   bent   my 
"  way  1" 

At  thatxlead  hour  the  fileht  afp  fhall  creep, 
If  aught  of  reft  I  find,  upon  my  flet-p  : 
Or  fome  fwoln  ferpent  twift  his  fcales  around, 
And  wake  to  anguifh  with  a  burning  wound. 
Thrice  happy  they,  the  wife  contented  poor, 
From  luft  of  wealth,,and  dread  of  death  fecure  ! 
They  tempt  no  deferts,  and  no  griefs  they  find  ; 
.Peace  rules  the  day,  where  reafon  rules  the  mind. 
*'  Sad  ifras  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
"  When   firft  from    Schiraz'   walls  I   bent    my 
"  way  !" 

O,  haplefs  youth  !  for  fhe  thy  love  hath  won, 
The  tender  Zara  will  be  moft  undone  !          [maid, 
Big  fwell'd  my  heart,   and  own'd  the  powerful 
When  fafl  ibe  drops  her  tears,  as  thus  (he  faid: 
"  Farewell  the  youth  whom  fighs  could  not  detain, 
'*  Whom  Zara's  breaking  heart  implor'd  in  vain  ! 
"  Yet  as  thou  go'ft,  may  every  blaft  arife 
c<  Weak  and  unfelt  as  thefe  rejected  fighs ! 
'*  Safe  o'er  the  wild,  no  perils  may'ft  thou  fee, 
"  No  griefs  endure,  nor  weep,  falfe  youth,  like 
l"  me." 


O,  let  me  fafely  to  the  fair  return, 
Say  with  a  kifs,  fhe  muft  not,  fhall  not  mourn  ' 
O  !  let  me  teach  my  heart  to  lofe  its  fears, 
Recall'd  by  Wifdom's  voice,  and  Zara's  tears. 

He  faid,  and  cail'd  on  heaven  to  blefs  the  day, 
When  back  to  Schiraz'  walls  he  bent  his  way. 

ECLOGUE  III. 
ABRA;  OR,  THE  GEORGIAN  SULTANA. 

Scene,  a  Foreft.     Time,  the  Evening. 
IN  Georgia's  land,  where  Tefflis'  towers  are  feen/ 
In  diftant  view  along  the  level  green, 
While  evening  dews  enrich  the  glittering  glade, 
And  the  tall  forefts  caft  a  longer  fhade, 
What  time  'us  fweet  o'er  fields  of  rice  to  ftray, 
Or  fcent  the  breathing  mai/e  at  fetting  day  ; 
Amidit  the  maids  of  Zagen's  peaceful  grove, 
Emyra  fung  the  pleafing  cares  of  love. 

Of  Abra  firft  began  the  tender  ftrain, 
Who  led  her  youth  with  flocks  upon  the  plain  : 
At  morn  fhe  came  thofe  willing  flocks  to  lead, 
Where  lilies  rear  them  in  the  watery  mead ; 
From  early  dawn  the  live-long  hours  fhe  told, 
Till  late  at  Client  eve  fhe  penn'd  the  fold. 
Deep  ia  the  grove,  beneath  the  fecret  fhade, 
A  various  wreath  of  odorous  flowers  fhe  made  : 
*  Gay-motley'd  pinks  and  fweet  jonquils  fhe  chofe, 
The  violet  blue  that  on  the  mofs.bank  grows  ; 
All-fweet  to  fenfe,  the  flaunting  rofe  was  there  : 
The  finifh'd  chaplet  well-adorned  her  hair. 

Great  Abbas  chanc'd  that  fated  morn  to  ftray, 
By  love  conducted  from  the  chafe  away  ; 
Among  the  vocal  vales  he  heard  her  fong, 
And  fought  the  vales  and  echoing  groves  among  : 
At.  length  he  found,  and  woo'd  the  rural  maid ; 
She  knew  the  monarch,  and  with  fear  obey'd. 
"  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
"  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd  !" 

The  royal  lover  bore  her  from  the  plain  ; 
Yet  ftill  her  crook  and  bleating  flock  remain  : 
Oft  as  fhe  went,  Ihe  backward  turn'd  her  view, 
And  bade  that  crook  and  bleating  flock  adieu. 
Fair  happy  maid  1  to  other  fcenes  remove, 
To  richer  fcenes  of  golden  power  and  love  ! 
Go  leave  the  fimple  pipe,  and  fiiepherd's  ftrain  j 
With  love  delight  thee,  arid  with  Abbas  reign. 
"  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
"  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd  1'' 

Yet  mid  ft  the  blaze  of  courts  fhe  fix'd  her  love 
On  the  cool  fountain,  or  the  fhady  grove  : 
Still  with  the  fiiepherd's  innocence  her  mind 
To  the  fweet  vale,  and  flowery  mead  inclin'd ; 
And  oft  as  fpring  renew'd  the  plains  with  flowers, 
Breath'd  his  foil  gales,  and  led  the  fragrant  hours. 
With  lure  return  me  fought  the  fylvan  fcene, 
The  breezy  mountains,  and  the  forefts  green. 
Her  rriaicls  around  her  mov'd,  a  duteous  band  ! 
Each  bore  a  crook  all  rural  in  her  hand  : 
Some  fimple  lay,  of  flocks  and  herds  they  fung ; 
With  joy  the  mountain  and  the  foreft  rung. 
"  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
"  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd  1" 

*  That  tbefe  flowers  arc  found  in  very  great 
abundance  in  fame  of  the  provinces  cf  Perjta,  fei 
the  modern  bijiory  of  Mr.  Salmon. 
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And  oft  the  royal  lover  left  the  care 
And  thorns  of  ftate,  attendant  on  the  fair; 
Oft  to  the  fhades  and  low-roof"d  cots  retir'd, 
Or  fought  the  vale  where  firft  his  heart  was  fir'd  : 
A  ruffet  mantle,  like  a  Twain,  he  wore, 
And  thought  of  crowns  and  bufy  courts  no  more. 
"  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
"  And  every  Georgian  maid-like  Abra  lov'd  !" 

Bleft  was  the  life,  that  royal  Abbas  led  : 
Sweet  was  his  love,  and  innocent  his  bed. 
What  if  in  wealth  the  noble  maid  excel ; 
The  fimple  Ihepherd-girl  can  love  as  well. 
Let  thofe  who  rule  on  Perfia's  jewel'd  throne, 
Be  farn'd  for  love,  and  gentleft  love  alone  ; 
Or  wreathe,  like  Abbas,  full  of  fair  renown, 
The  lover's  myrtle  with  the  warrior's  crown. 
O  happy  days  !  the  maids  around  her  fay  ; 
O  hade,  profufe  of  bleffings,  hafce  away  ! 
"  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd  ; 
"  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abfti  lov'd  !" 

ECLOGUE  IV. 

AGIB  AND  SECANDER. ;    OR,  THE  FUGI 
TIVES. 

Scene,   a  Mountain  in   CircaJJla.     Time,    Mid' 

flight. 

IN  fair  Circaflia,  where,  to  love  inclin'd, 
Each  fwain  was  bleil,  for  every  maid  was  kind  ; 
At  that  ftill  hour,  when  awful  midnight  reigns, 
And  none,  but  wretches,  haunt  the  twilight  plains; 
What  time  the  moon  had  hung  her  lamp  on  high, 
And  paft  in  radiance  through  the  cloudlefs  fky  ; 
Sad  o'er  the  dews,  two  brother  mepherds  fled, 
Where  wildering  fear  and  defperate  forrow  led : 
Faft  as  they  preft  their  flight,  behind  them  lay 
Wild  ravag'd  plains,  and  vailies  ftole  away. 
Along  the  mountain's  bending  fides  they  ran, 
Till,  faint  and  weak,  Secander  thus  began  : 
Secander. 

O  flay  thee,  Agib,  for  ray  feet  deny, 
No  longer  friendly  to  my  life,  to  fly. 
Friend  of  my  heart,  O  turn  thee  and  furvey, 
Trace  our  fad  flight  through  all  its  length  of  way! 
And  firft  review  that  long-extended  plain, 
And  yon  wide  groves,  already  patt  with  pain  ! 
Yon  ragged  cliff,  whofe  dangerous  path  we  try'd ! 
And  laft  this  lofty  mountain's  weary  fide  ! 
Agib. 

Weak  as  thou  art,  yet  haplefs  muft  thou  know 
The  toils  of  flight,  or  fome  feverer  woe  ! 
Still  as  I  hafte,  the  Tartar  {hours  behind, 
And  fhrieks  and  forrows  load  the  faddening  wind: 
In  rage  of  heart,  with  ruin  in  his  hand, 
He  blafts  our  harvefts,  and  deforms  our  land. 


Yon  citron  grove,  whence  firft  in  fear  we  came, 
Droops  its  fair  honours  to  the  conquering  flame: 
Far  fly  the  fwains,  like  us,  in  deep  defpair, 
And  leave  to  ruffian  bands  their  fleecy  care. 

Secander. 

Unhappy  land>  whole  bleffings  tempt  the  fword, 
In  vain,  unheard,  thou  call'ft  thy  Perfian  lord  ! 
In  vain  thou  court'ft  Him,  helplefs,  to  thine  aid, 
To  fliield  the  ihepherd,  and  protect  the  maid  I 
Far  off,  in  thoughtlefs  indolence  refign'd, 
Soft  dreams  of  love  and  pleafure  footh  his  mind, 
'Midft  fair  fultanas  loft  in  idle  joy, 
No  wars  alarm  him,  and  no  fears  annoy. 


Yet  thcfe  green  hills,  in  fummer's  fultry  heat, 
Have  lent  the  monarch  oft  a  cool  retreat. 
Sweet  to  the  fight  is  Zabran's  flowery  plain, 
And  once  by  maids  and  fiiepherds  lov'd  in  vain  1 
No  more  the  virgins  fliall  delight  to  rove 
By  Sargis1  bank5;,  or  Irwan's  ftiady  grove,' 
On  Tarkie's  mountain  catch  the  cooling  gale, 
Or  breathe  the  fweets  of  Aly's  flowery  vale  : 
Fair  fcenes  !  but,  ah  !  no  more  with  peace  pofleft, 
With  eafe  alluring,  and  with  plenty  bleft. 
No  more  the  fliepherd's  whitening  tents  appear, 
Nor  the  kind  products  of  a  bounteous  year  ; 
No  more  the  date,  with  fnowy  bloflbms  crown'd  I 
But  ruin  fpreads  her  baleful  fires  around. 
Secander. 

In  vain  Circaflia  boafts  her  fpicy  groves, 
For  ever  fam'd  for  pure  and  happy  loves  ; 
In  vain  fhe  boafts  her  faireft  of  the  fair, 
Their  eyes'  blue  languifti,  and  their  golden  hair  ! 
Thofe  eyes  in  tears  their  fruitlefs  grief  muft  fend  ; 
Thofe  hairs  the  Tartar's  cruel  hand  fliall  rend. 
Agib. 

Ye  Georgian  fwains,  that  piteous  learn  from  far 
Circaffia's  ruin,  and  the  wafte  of  war  ; 
Some  weightier  arms  than  crooks  and  fluffs  pre 

pare, 

To  fliield  your  harvefts,  and  defend  your  fair  i 
The  Turk  and  Tartar  like  defigns  purfue, 
Fix'd  to  deftroy,  and  ftedfad  to  undo. 
Wild  as  his  land,  in  native  deferts  bred, 
By  luft  incited,  or  by  malice  led, 
The  villain  Arab,  as  he  prowls  for  prey, 
Oft  marks  with  blood  and  wafting  flames  the  way; 
Yet  none  fo  cruel  as  the  Tartar  foe, 
To  death  inur'd,  and  nurft  in  fcenes  of  woe. 

He  laid  ;  when  loud  alongthe  vale  was  heard 
A  Ihriller  fhriek,  and  nearer  fires  appear'd  : 
Th'   affrighted  fliepherds,   through  the  dews  of 

night, 

Wide  o'er  the   moon-light   hills    renew'd   their 
flight. 


ODES,  DESCRIPTIVE  AND  ALLEGORICAL. 


ODE  TO  PITY. 

O  THOU,  the  friend  of  man  afllgn'd, 
With  balmy  hands  his  wounds  to  bind, 
And  charoi  his  frantic  woe : 


When  firft  diftrefs,  with  dagger  keen, 
Broke  forth  to  wafte  his  deftin'd  fcene, 
His  wild  unfated  foe  \ 

By  Pella's  bard,  a  magic  name, 

By  all  the  griefs  his  thought  could  frame, 
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Receive  my  humble  rite  : 
Lon.,'.  Pity,  let  the  nations  view 
Thy  iky-worn  robes  of  tendered  blue, 

•  And  eyes  of  dewy  light ! 

But  wherefore  need  I  wander  wide 
To  old  Iliffus'  diftant  fide, 

Deferted  ftream,  and  mute  ? 
Wild  *  Arun  too  has  heard  thy  ftrains, 
And  echo.,  'mi'lft  my  native  plains, 

Been  footh'd  by  Pity's  lute. 

There  firft  the  wren  thy  myrtles  fried, 
On  gentleft  Otway's  infant  head, 

To  him  thy  cell  was  fhown ; 
And  while  he  fung  the  female  heart, 
With  youth's  foft  notes  unfpoil'd  by  art, 

Thy  turtles  mix'd  their  own. 

Come,  Pity,  come,  by  fancy's  aid, 
Ev'n  now  my  thoughts,  relenting  maid, 

Thy  temple's  pride  defign  : 
Its  fouthern  fite,  iis  truth  complete 
Shall  raife  a  wild  enthufiaft  heat, 

In  .all  who  view  the  fhrine. 

There  picture's  toil  fliall  well  relate, 
How  chance,  or  hard  involving  fate, 

O'er  mortal  blifs  prevail : 
The  bufkin'd  mufe  (hall  near  her  (land, 
And  fighing  prompt  her  tender  hand, 

With  each  difaftrous  tale. 

There  let  me  oft,  retir'd  by  day, 
In  dreams  of  paffion  melt  away, 

Allow'd  with  thee  to  dwell : 
There  wafte  the  mournful  lamp  of  night, 
Till,  virgin,  than  again  delight 

To  hear  a  Britifh  ftiell  1 

ODE   TO   FEAR. 

THOU,  to  whom  the  world  unknown 
"With  all  its  fhadowy  fhapes  is  fhown  ; 
Who  feelt  appall'd,  th'  unreal  fcene, 
While  fancy  lifts  the  veil  between : 

Ah,  Fear  1  ah,  frantic  Fear  ! 

I  fee,  I  fee  thee  near. 

I  knew  thy  hurried  ftep,  thy  haggard  eye  1 
Like  thee  I  ftart,  like  thee  diforder'd  fly, 
For,  lo,  what  monfters  in  thy  train  appear ! 
Danger,  whole  limbs  of  giant  mold 
What  mortal  eye  can  fix'd  behold  ? 
Who  ftalks  his  round,  an  hideous  form, 
Howling  amidft  the  midnight  ftorm, 
Or  throws  him  on  the  ridgy  fteep 
Of  fome  loofe  hanging  rock  to  fleep : 
And  with  him  thoufand  phantoms  join'd, 
Who  prompt  to  deeds  accurs'd  the  mind  i 
And  thofe,  the  fiends,  who  near  allied, 
O'er  nature's  wounds  and  wrecks  prefide ; 
While  vengeance  in  the  lurid  air, 
Lifts  her  red  arm,  expos'd  and  bare  : 
On  whom  that  ravening  brood  of  fate, 
Who  lap  the  blood  of  forrow,  wait ; 
Who,  Fear,  this  ghaftly  train  can  fee, 
And  look  not  madly  wild,  like  thee  ? 

*  A  river  in  Suffex. 


EPODE. 
In  earlieft  Greece,  to  thee,  with  partial  choice, 

The  grief-full  mufe  addreft  her  infant  tongue  ; 
The  maids  and  matrons,  on  her  awful  voice, 

Silent  and  pale,  in  wild  amazement  hung. 

Yet  he,  the  bard  *  who  firft  invok'd  thy  name, 
Difdain'd  in  Marathon  its  power  to  feel : 

For  not  alone  he  nurs'd  the  poet's  flame, 

But  reach'd  from  virtue's  hand  the  patriot's 

fteel. 

But  who  is  he  whom  later  garlands  grace, 
Who  left  a  while  o'er  Hybla's  dews  to  rove, 

With  trembling  eyes  thy  dreary  fteps  to  trace. 
Where  thou  and  furies  fhar'd  the  baleful  grove  ? 

Wrapt  in  thy  cloudy  veil  th'  inceftuous  queen  f 
Sigh'd  the  fad  call  her  fon  and  hufoand  heard, 

When  once  alone  it  broke  the  fiient  icene, 

And  he  the  wretch  of  Thebes  no  more  appear'd. 

O  Fear,  I  know  thee  by  my  throbbing  heart, 

Thy  withering  power  infpir'd  each  mournful 

line, 
Though  gentle  pity  claim  her  mingled  part, 

Yet  all  the  thunders  of  the  fcene  are  thine. 
ANTISTROPHE. 

Thou  who  fuch  wenry  lengths  haft  paft, 
Where  wilt  thou  reft,  mad  nymph,  at  laft  ? 
Say,  wilt  thc»r.  fhroud  in  haunted  cell* 
Where  gloomy  rape  and  murder  dwell? 
Or  in  fome  hollow  feat, 
'Gainft  which  the  big  waves  beat, 
Hear  drowning  feamen's  cries  in  tempefts  brought! 
Dark   power,    with   fhuddering  meek  fubmitted 
Be  mine,  to  read  the  vifions  old,  [thought, 

Which  thy  awakening  bards  have  told. 

And,  left  thou  meet  my  blafted  view, 
Hold  each  ftrange  tale  devoutly  true  ; 
Ne'er  be  I  found,  by  thee  o'eraw'd, 
In  that  thrice-hallow'd  eve  abroad, 
When  ghofts,  as  cottage  maids  believe, 
Their  pebbled  beds  permitted  leave, 
And  goblins  haunt  from  fire,  or  fen, 
Or  mine,  or  flood,  the  walks  of  men  ! 

O  thou,  whofe  fpirit  moft  poffeft 
The  facred  feat  of  Shakfpeare's  breaft  I 
By  all  that  from  thy  prophet  broke, 
In  thy  divine  emotions  fpoke  ! 
Hither  again  thy  fury  deal, 
Teach  me  but  once  like  him  to  feel : 
His  cyprefs  wreath  my  meed  decree. 
And  I,  O  Fear,  will  dwell  with  thee ! 

ODE  TO  SIMPLICITY. 

O  THOU,  by  nature  taught, 

To  breathe  her  genuine  thought, 
In  numbers  warmly  pure,  and  fweetly  flrong  : 

Who  firft  on  mountains  wild, 

In  fancy,  lovelieft  child, 

Thy  babe,  and  pleafure's,  nurs'd  the  powers  of 
fong! 

Thou,  who  with  hermit  heart 
Diidain'ft  the  wealth  of  art, 
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And  gauds,  and  pageant  weeds,  and  trailing  pall : 

But  com'ft  a  decent  m.vid, 

In  Attic  robe  array'd, 
O  chafte,  unboaftful  nymph,  to  thee  I  call  I 

By  all  the  honey'd  ftore 

On  Hybla's  thymy  fhore, 
By  all  her  blooms,  and  mingled  murmurs  dear, 

By  her,  whofe  love-lorn  woe, 

In  evening  mufmgs  flow, 
Sooth'd  fweetly  fad  Ele&ra's  poet's  ear : 

By  old  Cephifus  deep, 

Who  fpread  his  wavy  fweep 
In  warbled  wanderings  round  thy  green  retreat, 

On  whofe  enasnell'd  lide, 

When  holy  freedom  died, 
No  equal  haunt  allur'd  thy  future  feet. 

O  fifter  meek  of  truth, 

To  my  admiring  youth, 
Thy  fober  aid  and  native  charms  infufe  I 

The  flowers  that  fweeteft  breathe, 

Though  beauty  cull'd  the  wreathe, 
Still  aflc  thy  hand  to  range  their  order'd  hues. 

While  Rome  could  none  efteem, 

But  virtue's  patriot  theme, 
You  lov'd  her  hills,  and  led  her  laureate  band ; 

But  ftaid  to  ling  alone 

To  one  diftinguifli'd  throne, 
And  turn'd  thy  face,  and  fled  her  alter'd  land. 

No  more,  in  hall  or  bower, 

The  paflions  own  thy  power, 
Love,  only  love,  her  forceleis  numbers  mean  : 

For  thou  haft  left  her  fhrine, 

Nor  olive  more,  nor  vine, 
Shall  gain  thy  feet  to  blefs  the  fervile  fcene. 

Though  tafte,  though  genius  blefs 

To  fome  divine  excefs, 
Faint 's  the  cold  work  till  thou  infpire  the  whole  ; 

What  each,  what  all  fupply, 

May  court,  may  charm  our  eye, 
Thou,  only  thou,  canft  raife  the  meeting  foul  J 

Of  thefe  let  others  afk, 

To  aid  fome  mighty  talk, 
I  only  feck  to  find  thy  temperate  vale : 

Where  oft  my  reed  might  found 

To  maids  and  fhepherds  round, 
And  all  thy  fons,  O  Nature,  learn  my  tale. 

ODE  ON  THE  POETICAL  CHARACTER. 

As  once,  if  not  with  light  regard, 

1  read  aright  that  gifted  bard, 

(Him  whofe  fchool  above  the  reft 

His  lovelieft  Elfin  queen  has  bleft) 

One,  only  one  unrivall'd  fair  *, 

Might  hope  the  magic  girdle  wear, 

At  foternn  tournay  hung  on  high, 

The  wifli  of  each  love-darting  eye  ; 

Lo  !  to  each  other  nymph  in  turn  applied, 

As  if,  in  air  unleen,  fome  hovering  hand, 

Some  chafte  and  angei-friend  to  virgin-ia'-ne, 

*  Florimel.     See  $£etijer,  Leg.  4. 
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With  whifper'd  fpell  had  burft  the  ftartlng  band' 
left  unbleft  her  loath'd  dilhonour'd  fide  ; 
Happier  hopelefs  fair,  if  never 
Her  baffled  hand  with  vain  endeavour 
Had  tonch'd  that  fatal  zone  to  her  denied  ! 
Young  Fancy  thus,  to  me  divineft  name, 
To  whom,  prepar'd  and  bath'd  in  heaven, 
The  ceft  of  amplefl  power  is  given, 
To  few  the  godlike  gift  afligns, 
To  i^ifd  their  bleft  prophetic  loins, 
And  gaze  her  viCons  wild,  and  feel  unmix'd  her 

flame. 

The  band,  as  fairy  legends  fay, 
Was  wove  on  that  creating  day, 
When  he,  who  call'd  with  thought  to  birth 
Yon  tented  iky,  this  laughing  earth, 
And  dreft  with  fprings,  and  forefts  tall, 
And  pour'd  the  main  engirting  all. 
Long  by  the  lov'd  enthufiaft  woo'd, 
Himfelf  in  fome  diviner  moodj 
Retiring,  fate  with  her  alone, 
And  plac'dher  on  hisfapphire  throne, 
The  whiles,  the  vaulted  ihrine  around, 
Seraphic  wires  were  heard  to  found, 
Now  fublimeft  triumph  fwellmg ; 
Now  on  love  and  mercy  dwelling ; 
And  (he,  from  out  the  veiling  cloud, 
Breath'd  her  magic  notes  aloud  : 
Ami  thou,  the  rich-hair'd  youth  of  morn, 
And  all  thy  fubjedl  life  was  born  ? 
The  dangerous  paffions  kept  aloof, 
Far  from  the  fainted  growing  woof: 
But  near  it  fate  ecftatic  wonder, 
Liftening  the  deep  applauding  thunder: 
And  Truth,  in  funny  veft  array'd, 
By  whofe  the  TarfoPs  eyes  were  made  ; 
All  the  fliadowy  tribes  of  mind, 
In  braided  dance  their  murmurs  join'd, 
And  all  the  bright  uncounted  powers, 
Who  feed  on  heaven's  ambrofial  flowers. 
Where  is  the  bard,  whofe  foul  can  now 
Its  high  presuming  hopes  avow  ? 
Where  he  who  thinks,  with  rapture  blind, 
This  hallow'd  work  for  him  defign'd  ? 
High  on  fome  cliff,  to  heav'n  up-pil'd, 
Of  rude  accefs,  of  profpect  wild, 
Where,  tangled  round  the  jealous  fteep, 
Strange  fhades  o'erbrow  the  vallies  deep, 
And  holy  Genii  guard  the  rock, 
"Its  glooms  embrown,  its  fprings  unlock, 
While  on  its  rich  ambitious  head, 
An  Eden,  like  his  own,  lies  fpread. 
I  view  that  oak,  the  fancied  glades  amoa^, 
By  which  as  Milton  lay,  his  evening  eat, 
From  many  a  cloud  that  dropp'd  ethereal  dew, 
Nigh  fpher'd  in  heaven  itsnative  ftrainscouldhear: 
On  which  that  ancient  trump    he  reach'd  was 
Thither  oft  his  glory  greeting-,  [hung  ; 

From  Waller's  myrtle  fliades  retreating, 
With  many  a  vow  from  Hope's  afpiring  tongue, 
My  trembling  feet  his  guiding  fteps  puilue  ; 
In  vain — Such  blifs  to  one  alone, 
Of  all  the  fons  of  foul  was  known, 
And  Heaven,  and  Fancy,  kindred  powers, 
Have  now  o'erturn'd  th'  infpiring  boweis, 
Or  curtain'd  ciofe  fuch  fcene  from  every  future 
view. 


i** 
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ODE. 


Written  in  the  year  1746*. 

How  fleep  the  brave,  who  fink  to  reft, 
By  all  their  country's  wifhes  bleft  ! 
When  Spring,  with  dewy  fingers  cold, 
Returns  to  deck  their  hallow'd  mold, 
She  there  fliall  drefs  a  fweeter  fod, 
Than  Fancy's  feet  have  ever  trod. 

By  fairy  hands  their  knell  is  rung, 
By  forms  unfeen  their  dirge  is  fung; 
There  Honour  comes,  a  pilgrim  gray, 
To  blefs,  the  turf  that  wraps  their  clay, 
And  Freedom  fhall  a  while  repair, 
To  dwell  a  weeping  hermit  there ! 

ODE  TO  MERCY. 

STROPHE. 

O  THOU,  whorfit'ft  a  fmiling  bride 
By  Valour's  arm'd  and  awful  fide, 
Gentle  it  of  Iky-born  forms,  and  belt  ador'd  : 

Who  oft  with  fongs,  divine  to  hear, 

Win'ft  from  his  fatal  grafp  the  fpear, 
And  hid*ft  in  wreaths  of  flowers  hisbloodlefsfword! 

Thou  who,  amidft  the  deathful  field, 

By  godlike  chiefs  alcne  beheld, 
Oft  with  thy  bofom  bare  art  found, 
Pleading  for  him  the  youth  who  finks  to  ground : 

See  Mercy,  fee,  with  pure  and  loaded  hands, 

Before  thy  flirine  my  country's  genius  Hands, 
And  decks  thy  altar  Hill,  though  pierc'd  with  ma 
ny  a  wound  ! 
- .      ANTI3TROPHIE. 

When  he  whom  ev'n  our  joys  provoke, 

The  fiend  of  nature  join'd  his  yoke, 
And  rufh'd  in  wrath  to  make  our  ifle  his  prey ; 

Thy  form,  from  out  thy  fweet  abode, 

O'ertook  him  on  his  blaiied  road( 
And  ftopp'd  his  wheels,  and  look'd  his  rage  away. 

I  fee  recoil  his  fable  fteeds, 

That  b'ore  him  fwift  to  favage  deeds, 
Thy  tender  melting  eyes  they  own  ; 
C  ,r,aid,  for  511  thy  love  to  Britain  mown, 

Where  Juftice  bars  her  iron  tower, 

To  thee  we  build  a  rofeate  bower, 
Thou,  thou  fhalt  rule  our  queen,  and  fhare  our 
monarch's  throne ! 

ODE  TO  LIBERTY. 

STROPHE. 
WHO  fliall  awake  the  Spartan  fife, 

And  call  in  folemn  founds  to  life, 
The  youths,  whofe  locks  divinely  fpreading, 

Like  vernal  hyacinths  in  fullen  hue, 
At  once  the  breath  of  fear  and  virtue  fhedding, 

Applauding  Freedom  lov'd  of  old  to  view  ? 
What  new  Akeus,  fancy-bleft, 
Shall  ling' the  (word,  in  myrtles  dreft, 

At  wifdom's  flirine  a  while  its  flame  concealing, 
(What  place  fo  fit  to  feal  a  deed  renown'd  ?) 

Till  fheher  brighteft  lightnings  round  revealing, 
I|  leap'd  in  glory  forth,  and  dealt  her  prompted 


O  Godclefs,  in  that  feeling  hour, 
When  moft  its  founds  would  court  thy  ears, 

Let  not  my  fhell's  mifguided  power, 
E'er  draw  thy  fad,  thy  mindful  tears. 

No,  Freedom,  no,  I  will  not  tell, 

How  Rome,  before  thy  face, 

With  heavieft  found,  a  giant  ftatue,  fell, 

Pufh'd  by  a  wild  and  artlefs  race, 

From  off  its  wide  ambitious  bafe, 

When  time  his  northern  fons  of  fpoil  awoke, 
And  all  the  blended  work  of  ftrength  and  gracet 
With  many  a  rude  repeated  ftroke, 

And  many  a-barbarous  yell,  to  thoufand  fragment? 
broke. 

EPODE. 

Yet,  ev'n  wheree'er  the  leaft  appear'd, 

Th'  admiring  world  thy  hand  rever'd ; 

Still,  'midft  the  fcatter'd  ftates  around, 

Some  remnants  of  her  ftrcngth  were  found; 

They  favv,  by  what  efcap'd  the  ftorm, 

How  wondrous  role  her  perfect  form  ; 

How  in  the  great,  the  labour'd  whole, 

Each  mighty  mafter  pour'd  his  foul ; 

For  funny  Florence,  feat  of  art, 

Beneath  her  vines  preferv'd  a  part, 

Till  they,  whom  Science  lov'd  to  name, 
(O,  who  could  fear  it  ?)  quench'd  her  flams* 

And,  lo,  an  humbler  relic  laid 
In  jealous  Pifa's  olive  fhade  ! 
See  fmall  Marino  joins  the  theme, 
Though  leaft,  not  laft  in  thy  efteem  ; 
Strike,  louder  ftrike  th'  ennobling  firings 
To  thofe,  whofe  merchants  fons  were  kings ; 
To  him,  whoj  deck'd  with  pearly  pride, 
In  Adria  weds  his  green  hair'd  bride  :     4 
Hail  port  of  glory,  wealth  and  pleafure, 
Ne'er  let  rne  change  this  Lydian  meafure  : 
Nor  e'er  her  former  pride  relate, 
To  fad  Liguria's  bleeding  ftate. 
Ah,  no  !  more  pleas'd  thy  haunts  I  feek, 
On  wilcl  Helvetia's  mountains  bleak  : 
(Where,  when  the  favour'd  of  thy  choice, 
The  daring  archer  heard  thy  voice  ; 
Forth  from  His  eyry  rouz'd  in  dread, 
The  rdvening  eagle  northward  fled.) 
Or  dwell  in  willow'd  meads  more  near, 
With  thofe  *  to  whom  thy  ftork  is  dear  : 
Thofe  whom  the  rod  of  Alva  bruis'd, 
Whofe  crown  a  Britifh  queen  refus'd  ! 
The  magic  works,  thou  feePft  the  ftrains, 
One  holier  name  alone  remains  j 
The  perfect  fpell  fhall  then  avail, 
Hail,  nymph,  ador'd  by  Britain,  hail  I 

ANTISTROPHE. 
Beyond  the  meafure  vaft  of  thought, 
The  works,  the  wizard  time  has  wrought  \ 

*  The  Dutch,  amongjl  who??!  there  are  very  fe- 
vere  penalties  for  thoje  that  are  convifted  of  kill 
ing  this' bird.  They  are  kept  tame  in  almojl  all 
their  towns,  and  particularly  at  the  Hague,  of  the 
arms  oftvhich  they  make  a  part.  The  common 
people  of  Holland  are  faid  to  entertain  a  fuper- 
Ilitious  fent'wient,  that  if  the  whole  fpecies  of 
tbemjijould  become  eKtintf,  they  Jbould  lofe  their 
liberties. 


POEMS. 
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The  Gaul,  'tis  held  of  antique  ftory, 
Saw  Britain  link'd  to  his  now  adverie  ftrand  *, 

No  fea  between,  nor  cliff  fublime  and  hoary, 
He  pafs'd  with  unwet  feet  through  all  our  land. 
To  the  blown  Baltic  then,  they  fay, 
The  wild  waves  found  another  way, 
Where  Orcashowls,  his  wolfifh  mountains  rounding; 

Till  all  the  banded  weft  at  once  'gain  rife, 
A  wide  wild  ftorm  ev'n  Nature's  felf  confounding, 

Withering  her  giant  fons  with  ftrange  uncouth 
furprife. 

This  piliar'd  earth  fp  firm  and  wide, 
By  winds  and  inward  labours  torn, 

In  thunders  dread  was  pufh'd  afide, 

And  down  the  fhouldering  billows  borne. 
And  fee,  like  gems,  hef  laughing  train, 

The  little  ifles  on  every  fide, 
Monaf ,  once  hid  from  thofe  who  fearch  the  main, 

Where  thoufand  elfin  fhapes  abide, 
Anl  Wight  who  checks  the  weltering  tide, 

For  thee  confenting  heav'n  has  each  beftow'd, 
A  fair  attendant  on  her  fovereign  pride  : 

To  thee  this  bleft  divorce  fhe  ow'd, 
for  thou  haft  made  her  vales  thy  lov'd,  thy  lafl 
abode  ! 

SECOND  EPODE. 
Then  too,  'tis  faid,  an  hoary  pile, 
'Midft  the  green  naval  of  our  ifle, 
Thy  fhrine  in  fome  religious  wood, 
G  foul  enforcing  Goddefs,  flood  1 
There  oft  the  painted  native's  feet 
Were  wont  thy  form  celeftial  meet : 
Though  now  with  hopelefs  toil  we  trace 
Time's  backward  rolls,  to  find  its  place  ; 
Whether  the  fiery-trefled  Dane, 
Or  Roman's  felf  o'erturn'd  the  fane, 
Or  in  what  heay'n  left  age  it  fell, 
'Twere  hard  for  modern  long  to  tell. 
Yet  (till,  if  truth  thofe  beams  infufe, 
Which  guide  at  once,  and  charm  the  mufe, 
Beyond  yon  braided  clouds  that  lie, 
Paving  the  light  embroider'd  fky: 
Amidft  the  brighj  pavilion'd  plains, 
The  beauteous  model  ftill  remains. 


*  This  tradition  is  mentioned  by  federal  of  our 
old  biftorifins.  Some  naturalijls  too  have  endea 
voured  to  fupport  the  probability  of  the  fn8,  by 
arguments  drawn  from  the  correfpcndent  difpo- 
Jition  of  the  two  oppojite  coajls.  1  do  not  remem 
ber  that  any  poetical  ufe  has  been  hitherto  made 
•fit. 

f  There  is  a  tradition  in  the  Ifle  of  Man,  that 
a  mermaid  becoming  enamoured  of  a  young  man 
af  extraordinary  beauty,  took  an  opportunity  of 
meeting  him  one  day  as  he  walked  on  the  jbore, 
and  opened  her  pajjion  to  him,  but  was  received 
with  a  coldnefs,  occajioned  by  his  horror  and  fur 
prife  at  her  appearance.  This,  however,  was  fo 
nnfconjlrued  by  the  fea-lady,  that,  in  revenge  for 
bis  treatment  to  her,  fhe  puni/fjed  the  whole 
i/land,  by  covering  it  with  a  mijl,fo  that  all  who 
attempted  to  carry  on  any  commerce  with  it, 
either  never  arrived  at  it,  but  wandered  up  and 
down  the  feat  or  were  on  a  fudden  wrecked  upon 
its  cliffs 


There  hnppier  than  in  iflands  bleft, 
Or  bowers  by  fpring  or  Hebe  dreft, 
The  chiefs  who  fill  our  Albion's  ftory, 
In  warlike  weeds,  retir'd  in  glory, 
Hear  their  conforted  Druids  ling 
Their  triumphs  to  th'  immortal  ftring. 

How  may  the  poet  now  unfold, 
What  never  tongue  or  numbers  told  ? 
How  learn  delighted,  and  amaz'd, 
What  hands  unknown  that  fabric  rais'd  J 
Ev'n  now,  before  his  favour'd  eyes, 
In  Gothic  pride  it  feems  to  rife  1 
Yet  Grecia's  graceful  orders  join, 
Majeftic,  through  the  mix'd  defign  j 
The  fecret  builder  knew  to  choofe, 
Each  fphere  found  gem  of  richeft  hues : 
Whate'er  heaven's  purer  mold  contains, 
When  nearer  funs  emblaze  its  veins  j 
There  on  the  wails  the  patriots  fight 
May  ever  hang  with  irefti  delight, 
And,  grav'd  with  fome  prophetic  rage, 
Read  Albion's  fame  through  every  age. 

Ye  forms  divine,  ye  laureate  band, 
That  near  her  inmoft  altar  ftand  ! 
Now  foothe  her,  to  her  blifsful  train 
Blithe  Concord's  focial  form  to  gain  a 
Concord,  whofe  myrtle  wand  can  fteep 
Ev'n  Anger's  blood-mot  eye.*  in  deep : 
Before  whofe  breathing  bofom's  balm, 
Rage  drops  his  fteel,  and  ftorms  grow  calm  j 
Her  let  our  fires  and  matrons  hoar 
Welcome  to  Britain's  ravag'd  more, 
Our  youths,  enamour'd  of  the  fair, 
Play  with  the  tangles  other  hair, 
Till,  in  one  loud  applauding  found, 
The  nations  fliout  to  her  around, 
O,  how  fupremely  art  thou  bieft, 
Thou,  lady,  thou  lhalt  rule  the  weft  \ 

ODE  TO  A  LADY, 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  COLONEL  CHARLES  ROSS  IN 
THE  ACTION  AT  FONTENOY. 

Written  May  1745. 

WHILE,  loft  to  ail  his  former  mirth, 
Britannia's  genius  bends  to  earth, 

And  mourns  the  fatal  day  : 
While  ftain'd  with  blood  he  ftrives  to  tear 
Unfeemly  from  hisfea-green  hair 

The  wreaths  of  cheerful  May : 

The  thoughts  which  mufing  Pity  pays, 
And  fond  Remembrance  loves  to  raife, 

Your  faithful  hours  attend  : 
Still  Fancy,  to  herfelf  unkind, 
Awakes  to  grief  the  foften'd  mind, 

And  points  the  bleeding  friend. 

By  rapid  Scheld's  defcending  wave 
His  country's  vows  mail  blefs  the  grave, 

Where'er  the  youth  is  laid: 
That  facred  fpot  the  village  hind 
With  every  fweeteft  turf  fhall  bind, 

And  peace  protect  the  fhade. 

O'er  him,  whofe  doom  thy  virtues  grieve,, 
Aerial  forms  fliall  fit  at  eve, 
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And  bend  the  penfive  head ; 
And,  fall'n  to  fave  his  injur'd  land, 
Imperial  Honour's  awful  hand 

Shall  point  his  lonely  bed  ! 

The  warlike  dead  of  every  age, 
Who  fill  the  fair  recording  page, 

Shall  leave  their  fainted  reft  : 
And,  half-reclining  on  his  fpear, 
Each  wondering  chief  by  turns  appear, 

To  hail  the  blooming  gueft. 

Old  Edward's  fons,  unknown  to  yield, 
Shall  crowd  from  Crefly's  laurel'd  field, 

And  gaze  with  fix'd  delight  : 
Again  for  Britain's  wrongs  they  feel, 
Again  they  fnatch  the  gleamy  fteel, 

And  wifli  th'  avenging  fight. 

But,  lo  !  where,  funk  in  deep  defpair, 
Her  garments  torn,  her  bofom  bare, 

Impatient  Freedom  lies ! 
Her  matted  trefies  madly  fpread, 
To  every  fod  which  wraps  the  dead, 

She  turns  her  joylefs  eyes. 

Ne'er  ihall  we  leave  that  lowly  ground, 
Till  notes  of  triumph  burfting  round 

Proclaim  her  reign  reftor'd : 
Till  William  feek  the  fad  retreat, 
And,  bleeding  at  her  facred  feet, 

Prefent  the  fated  fword. 

If,  weak  to  foothe  fo  foft  an  heart, 
Thefe  pi&ur'd  glories  nought  impart, 

To  dry  thy  conftant  tear  : 
If  yet,  in  Sorrow's  diftant  eye, 
Expos'd  and  pale  thou  fee'il  him  lie, 

Wild  warinfultiug  near : 

Wheree'er  from  time  thou  court'ft  relief, 
The  mufe  ihall  ftill  with  focial  grief, 

Her  gentleft  promife  keep : 
Ev'n  humble  Harting's  cottag'd  vale 
Shall  learn  the  fad  repeated  tale, 

And  bid  her  fhepherds  weep. 

ODE  TO  EVENING. 

IF  aught  of  oaten  flop,  or  paftoral  fong, 

May  hope,  chafte  Eve,  to  foothe  thy  modeft  ear, 

Like  thy  own  folemn  fprings, 

Thy  fprings,  and  dying  gales  ; 

O  nymph  referv'd,  while  now  the  bright -hair'd 
Sits  in  yon  weftern  tent,  whofe  cloudy  ikkts,  [Sun 

With  brede  ethereal  wove, 

O'erhang  his  wavy  bed  : 

Now  air  is  hufli'd,  fave  where  the  weak-ey'd  bat, 
With  fliort  ihrill  fhriek  flits  by  on  leathern  wing, 

Or  where  the  beetle  winds 

His  fmall  but  fallen  horn, 

As  oft  he  rifes  'midft  the  twilight  path, 
Againft  the  pilgrim  borne  in  heedlefs  hum  : 

Now  teach  me,  maid  compos'd, 

To  breathe  fome  foften'd  iirain, 

Whofe  numbers  flealing  through  thy  darkening 
May  not  unfeemly  with  its  ftilinefs  fuit,         [vale, 

As,  muling  flow,  I  hail 

Thy  genial  lov'd  return  I 


For  when  thy  folding-ftar  arifing  fliow$ 
His  paly  circlet,  at  his  warning  lamp 

The  fragrant  hours,  and  elves 

Who  flept  in  buds  the  day, 

And  many  a  nymph  who  wreathes  her  brows  with 

fedge, 
And  fheds  the  frefhening  dew,  and  lovelier  ftill, 

The  penfive  pleafures  fweet 

Prepare  thy  fhadowy  car. 

Then  let  me  rove  fome  wild  and  heathy  fcene, 
Or  find  iome  ruin  'midft  its  dreary  dells, 

Whofe  walls  more  awful  nod 

By  thy  religious  gleams. 

Or  if  chill  bluftering  winds,  or  driving  rain, 
Prevent  my  willing  feet,  be  mine  the  hut, 

That  from  the  mountain's  fide, 

Views  wilds,  and  fwelling  floods, 

And  hamlets  brown,  and  dim-difcover'd  fpires, 
And  hears  their  fimple  bell,  and  marks  o'er  all 

Thy  dewy  fingers  draw 

The  gradual  dufky  veil. 

While  Spring  (hall  pour  his  mowers,  as  oft  he  wont, 
And  bathe  thy  breathing  trefles,  meekeft  Eve  ! 

While  Summer  loves  to  fport 

Beneath  thy  lingering  light : 

While  fallow  Autumn  fills  thy  lap  with  leaves, 
Or  Winter  yelling  through  the  troublous  air, 

Affrights  thy  flirinking  train, 

And  rudely  rends  thy  robes : 

So  long,  regardful  of  thy  quiet  rule, 

Shall  Fancy,  Friendfhip,  Science,  fmiling  Peace, 

Thy  gentleft  influence  own, 

And  love  thy  favourite  name  I 

ODE  TO  PEACE. 
O  THOU,  who  bad'ft  thy  turtles  bear 
Swift  from  his  grafp  thy  golden  hair, 

And  fought'ft  thy  native  fides : 
When  war,  by  vultures  drawn  from  far, 
To  Britain  bent  his  iron  car, 

And  bade  his  ftorms  arife  I 

Tir'd  of  his  rude  tyrannic  fway, 
Our  youth  mall  fix  fome  feftive  day, 

His  fullen  fhrines  to  burn  : 
Bat  thou,  who  hear'ft  the  turning  fpheres. 
What  founds  may  charm  thy  partial  ears, 

And  gain  thy  bleft  return  ! 

O  Peace  thy  injur'd  robes  up-bind  ! 
O  rife,  and  leave  not  one  behind 

Of  all  thy  beamy  train  : 
The  Britifh  lion,  goddefs  fweet, 
Lies  ftretch'd  on  earth  to  kifs  thy  feet, 

And  own  thy  holier  reign. 

Let  others  court  thy  tranfient  fmile, 
But  come  to  grace  thy  weftern  ifle, 

By  warlike  honour  led  ! 
And,  while  around  her  ports  rejoice, 
While  all  her  fons  adore  thy  choice, 

With  him  for  ever  wed  ! 

THE  MANNERS.     AN  ODE, 
FAREWELL,  for  clearer  ken  defign'd  j 
The  dim-difcover'd  tra6ts  of  mind  i 
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Truths  which,  from  a&ion's  paths  retir'd, 
My  filent  fearch  in  vain  requir'd  ! 
No  more  my  fail  that  deep  explores, 
No  more  I  fearch  thofe  magic  (hores, 
What  regions  part  the  world  of  foul, 
Or  whence  thy  ftreams,  opinion,  roll : 
If  e'er  I  round  fuch  fairy  field, 
Some  power  impart  the  fpear  and  fhield, 
At  which  the  wizard  pafiions  fly, 
By  which  the  giant  follies  die  ! 

Farewell  the  porch,  whofe  roof  is  feen, 
Arch'd  with  th'  enlivening  olive's  green  : 
Where  fcience,  prank'd  in  tiffued  veft, 
By  reafon,  pride,  and  fancy  dreft, 
Comes  like  a  bride,  fo  trim  array'd, 
To  wed  with  doubt  in  Plato's  (hade  ! 

Youth  of  the  quick  uncheated  fight, 
Thy  walks,  obfervance,  more  invite  ! 
O  thou,  who  lov'it  that  ampler  range, 
Where  life's  wide  profpeifts  round  thee  change, 
And,  with  her  mingled  ions  ally'd, 
Throw'it  the  prattling  page  afide  : 
To  me  in  converfe  fweet  impart, 
To  read  in  man  the  native  heart, 
To  learn,  where  fcience  fure  is  found, 
From  nature  as  me  lives  around  : 
And  gazing  oft  her  mirror  true, 
By  turns  each  Ihifting  image  view  1 
Till  meddling  art's  officious  lore 
Reverfe  ihe  leflbns  taught  before, 
Alluring  from  a  fafer  rule, 
To  dream  in  her  inchauted  fchool ; 
Thou,  Heaven,  whatever  of  great  we  boaft, 
Hail  bled  this  focial  fcience  molt. 

Retiring  hence  to  thoughtful  eel!, 
As  Fancy  breathes  her  potent  fpell. 
Not  vain  (he  finds  the  chanuful  talk, 
In  pageant  quaint,  in  motley  ma(k, 
Behold,  befoje  her  muling  eyes,  . 
The  countlefs  manners  round  her  rife  ; 
While,  ever  varying  as  they  pafs, 
To  Come  Contempt  applies  her  glafs  : 
With  thefc  the  white-rob'd  maid  combine, 
And  thofe  the  laughing  fatyr*  join  ! 
But  who  is  he  whom  now  (lie  views, 
In  robe  of  wild  contending  hues  ? 
Thou  by  the  parfions  nurs'd  ;  I  greet 
The  comic  fock  that  binds  thy  feet  ! 
O  humour,  thou  whofe' name  is  known 
To  Britain's  favour'd  ifle  alone  : 
Me  too  amidft  thy  band  admit, 
There  where  the  young-ey'd  healthful  wit, 
(Whofe  jewels  in  his  crifped  hair 
Are  plac'd  each  other's  beams  to  lhare,. 
Whom  no  delights  from  thee  divide) 
In  laughter  loos'd  attends  thy  fide  1 

By  old  Miletus  *  who  fo  long 
Has  ceas'd  his  love-inwoven  fong  : 
By  all  you  taught  the  Tufcan  maids, 
In  chang'd  Italia's  modern  {hades  : 
By  him  f ,  whofe  knight's  diftinguifh'd  name 
Refin'd  a  nation's  hilt  of  fame  ; 
Whofe  tales  ev'n  now,  with  echoes  fweet, 
Caftilia's  Moorifh  hills  repeat : 

*  Alluding  to  the  Milef.an  talcs.fome  of  the 
garlic/I  ronumces. 
f   \ 


Or  him  f ,  whom  Seine's  blue  nymphs  deplore, 
In  watchet  weeds  on  Gallia's  (hore, 
Who  drew  the  fad  Sicilian  maid, 
By  virtues  in  her  fire  betray'd  : 

O  Nature  boon,  from  whom  proceed 
Each  forceful  thought,  each  prompted  deed  ; 
If  but  from  thee  I  hope  to  feel, 
On  all  my  heart  imprint  thy  feal ! 
Let  forae  retreating  Cynic  find 
Thofe  oft-turn'd  fc rolls  I  leave  behind, 
The  fports  and  I  this  hour  agree 
You  rove  thy  fcene-full  world  with  thee  ! 

THE  PASSIONS. 

AN  ODE  FOR  MUSIC. 

WHEN-  Mufic, heavenly  maid,  was  young, 
While  yet  in  early  Greece  flie  fung, 
The  Paflions  oft,  to  hear  her  (hell, 
Throng'd  around  her  magic  cell, 
Exulting,  trembling,  raging,  fainting, 
PoiTeft  beyond  the  mufe's  painting; 
By  turns  they  felt  the  glowing  maid 
Dillurb'd,  delighted,  rais'd,  refm'd. 
Till  once,  'tis  faid,  when  all  were  fir'd', 
Filt'd  with  fury,  rapt,  infpir'd, 
From  the  fupporting  myrtles  round 
They  fnatch'd  her  inftruments  of  found, 
And  as  they  oft  had  heard  apart 
Sweet  leflbns  of  her  forceful  art, 
Each,  for  madnefs  rul'd  the  hour, 
Would  prove  his  own  expreffiye  power. 

Firft  Fear  his  hand,  its  Ikill  to  try, 

Amid  the  chords  bewilder'd  laid, 
And  back  recoil'd,  he  knew  not  why, 

Ev'n  at  the  found  himfelf  had  made. 

Next  Anger  rufli'd,  his  eyes  on  fire, 
In  lightnings  own'd  his  fecret  ftings, 

In  one  rade  clam,  he  ftruck  the  lyre, 

And  fwept  with  hurried  hand  the  firings. 

With  woeful  meafures  wan  Defpair— 
Low  fullen  founds  his  grief  beguil'd, 

A  iblemn,  flrange,  and  mingled  air, 
'Twas  fad  by  fits,  by  ftarts  'twas  wild. 

But  thou,  O  Hope,  with  eyes  fo  fair, 

What  was  thy  delighted  meafure  ? 

Still  it  whifper'd  promis'd  Pleafure, 

And  bade  the  lovely  fcenes  at  diftance  hail! 
Still  wuuld  her  touch  the  ftrain  prolong, 

And  from  the  rocks,  the  woods,  the  vale, 
She  calPd  on  Echo  (till  through  all  the  fong; 
And  where  her  fweeteft  theme  (he  chofe, 
A  foft  refponfive  voice  was  heard  at  every  clofe, 
And  Hope  inchanted  fmil'd,  and  wav'd  her  golden 

hair. 
And  longer  had  (lie  fung— but,  with  a  frown, 

Revenge  impatient  role, 
He  threw  his  blood-ftain'd  fword  in  thunder  down, 

And,  with  a  withering  look, 
The  war-denouncing  trumpet  took, 
And  blew  a  blaft  fo  loud  and  dread, 
Were  ne'er  prophetic  founds  fo  full  of  woe. 

J  Monjieitr  Le  Sage,  author  of  the  incompara 
ble  adventures  of  Gil  Bias  de  Scintillane^  ivho  died 
in  Paris  in  the  year  1745. 
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And  ever  and  anon  he  beat 

The  doubling  drum  with  furious  heat ; 

And  though  fometirnes,  each  dreary  paufe  be- 
Dejected  Pity  at  his  fide  [tween, 

Her  foul-fubduing  voice  applied, 

Yet  itill  he  kept  his  wild  unaiter'd  mien, 
While  each   ftrain'd  ball  of  fight  ieem'd  burfting 

from  his  head. 
Thy  numbers,  jealoufy,  to  nought  were  fix'd 

Sad  proof  of  thy  diftrefsfui  ftate, 
Of  differing  themes  the  veering  fong  was  mix'd, 

And  now  it  courted  Love,  now  raving  call'd  on 
With  eyes  vp-rais'd,  as  one  inipir'd,  [Hate. 

Pale  Melancholy  i'at  retir'd, 
And  from  her  wild  fequefter'd  feat, 
In  notes  by  diftance  made  more  fweet, 
Pour'd  through  the  mellow  horn  her  penfive  foul : 

And  d'afhing  foit  from  rocks  around, 

Bubbling  runnels  join'd  the  found  ;  [ftole, 

Through  g-ades  and  glooms  the  mingled  meaiure 

Or  o'er  foine  haunted  ftreams  with  lond  delay, 
Round  an  holy  calm  diffufing. 
Love  of  peace  and  lonely  muting, 

In  hollow  murmurs  died  away. 
But,  O,  hoyv  altered  was  its  fprightlier  tone  ! 
When  Cheerfulnefs,  a  nymph  of  healthieil  hue  I 

Her  bow  acrpfs  her  (boulder  flung, 

Her  bufkjns  gemra'd  with  morning  dew, 
Blew  an  inspiring  air,  that  dale  and  thicket  rung, 

The  hunter's  call  to  Faun  and  Dryad  known  ; 

The  oak-crown'd  lifters,  and  their  chafte-ey'd 

Satyrs  and  fylvan  boys  were  feen..  [queen, 

Peeping  from  forth  their  alleys  green  ; 
Brown  Exercife  rejoic'd  to  hear, 

And  Sport  leapt  up,  and  feiz'd  his  beechenfpear. 
Laft  came  Joy's  ecftatic  trial, 
He,  with  viney  crown  advancing, 

Firft  to  the  lively  pipe  his  hand  addreft, 
But  foon  he  faw  the  brifk-awakening  viol, 

Whofe  fweet  entrancing  voice  he  lov'd  the  beft. 
They  would  have  thought,  who  heard  the 

ftrain, 

They  faw  in  Tempe's  vale  her  native  maids, 
Amidft  the  feftal  founding  fliades, 
To  fome  unwearied  minftrcl  dancing, 

While,  as  "bis  flying  fingers  fciiVd  the  firings, 

Love  fram'd  with  Mirth  a  gay  fantaftic  round, 

Loofe  were  her  treffes  feen,  her  zone  unbound, 

And  he,  amidft  his  frolic  play, 
As  if  he  would  the  charming  air  repay, 
Shook  thoufand  odours  from  his  dewy  wings. 
O  Mufic,  fphere-defcended  maid, 
Friend  of  pleafure,  wifdom's  aid, 
Why,  goddefs,  why  to  us  denied  ? 
Lay'fi  thou  thy  ancient  lyre  afide  ? 
As  in  that  lov'd  Athenian  bower, 
You  learn'd  in  all-commanding  power, 
Thy  mimic  foul,  O  nymph  endear'd, 
Can  well  recal  what  then  it  heard. 
Where  is  thy  native  fimple  heart, 
Devote  to  Virtue,  Fancy,  Art  ? 
Arife,  as  in  that  elder  time, 
Warm,  energic,  chafte,  fublime  ! 
Thy  wonders,  in  that  godlike  age, 
Fill  thy  recording  fifter's  page — 
'Tis  faid,  and  I  believe  the  tale, 
Thy  humbleft  reed  could  more  prevail, 


Had.  more  of  ftrer.gth,  diviner  ragf, 
T.ian  all  which  charms  this  laggard  ag«, 
Ev'n  all  at  once  together  found 
Cecilia's  mingled  world  of  found — 
O,  bid  our  vain  endeavours  ceafe, 
Revive  the  jufl  defigns  of  Greece, 
Return  in  ail  thy  fimple  Irate  ! 
Confirm  the  tales  her  fons  relate  ! 

AN  EPISTLE 

ADDRESSED  TO  SIR  THOMAS  HANMER,  ON  HIS 
EDITION  OF  SHAKSPEARE'S  WORKS. 

WHILE,  born  to  bring  the  mufe's  happier  days, 
A  patriot's  hand  protects  a  pott's  Inys ; 
While,  nursed  by  you,  fhe  fees  her  myrtles  bloom, 
Green  and  unwither'd  o'er  his  honour'd  tomb : 
Excufe  her  doubts,  if  yet  fhe  fears  to  tell 
What  iccret  tranfports  in  her  bofom  fwell : 
With  confcious  awe  fhe  hears  the  critic's  fame. 
And  blufhing  hides  her  wreath  at  Shakipeare's 

name. 

Hard  was  the  lot  thofe  injar'd  flrains  enrlur'd, 
Unknown  by  fcience,  an  1  by  years  obfcur'd: 
Fair  Fancy  wept ;  and  echoing  ughs  confefs'd 
A  fixt  defpair  in  every  tuneful  breaft. 
Not,  with  more  grief  th'  afflicted  fwains  appear, 
Whe.n  wintery  winds  deform  the  plenteous  yearj 
When  lingering  froits  the  rum'd  feats  invade' 
Where  Peace  retorted,  and  the  Graces  play'd. 

Each  rifing  art  by  juft  gradation  moves, 
Toil  builds  on  toil,  and  age  on  age  improves: 
The  miiie  alone  unequal  dealt  her  rage, 
And  grac'd  with  noblefl  po.^p  her  earlieft  frage. 
Preferv'd  through  time,  the  (peaking  fcenes  impart 
Each  changeful  with  of  Phaedra's  tortur'd  heart: 
Or  paint  the  curfe  that  mark'd  the  *  ThebanV, 
A  bed  inceftuous,  and  a  father  flain.  [reign» 

With  kind  concern  our  pitying  eyes  o'erflow, 
Trace  the  fad  tale,  and  own  another's  woe. 

To  Rome  remoy'd,  with  wit  fecure  to  pleafe, 
The  comic  fitters  keep  their  native  eafe. 
With  jealous  fear  declining  Greece  beheld 
Her  own  Menander's  art  almoft  excell'd  ! 
But  every  mufe  eflay'd  to  raife  in  vain 
Some  laboured  rival  of  her  tragic  {train; 
IlyfTus'  laurels,  tliough  transfer'd  with  toil,     [foil, 
Droop'd  their  fair  leaves,  nor  knew  th'  unfriendly 

As  arts  expir'.d,  refiftlefs  dulhefs  rofe  ;         [foes. 
Goths,  prielts,  or  Vandals, ---all  were   learning's 
Till  f  Julius  firft  recall'd  each  exil'd  maid, 
And  Cufmo  own'd  them  in  th'  Etrurian  fhade: 
Then,  deeply  fkill'd  in  love's  engaging  theme, 
The  ft»ft  Proveti5al  pafs'cl  to  Arno's  ftream : 
With  graceful  eafe  the  wanton  lyre  he  ftrung. 
Sweet  flow'd  the  lays—but  love  was  all  he  fung. 
The  gay  defcription  could  not  fail  to  move  ; 
For,  led  by  nature,  all  are  friends  to  love. 

But  heaven,  ftill  various  in  its  works,  decreed 
The  perfect:  boaftof  time  fhould  laft  fucceed. 
The  beauteous  union  muft  appear  at  length, 
Of  Tufcan  fancy,  and  Athenian  ftrength  ;    ' 
One  greater  mufe  Eliza's  reign  adorn, 
And  ev'n  a  Shakfpeare  to  her  fame  be  born  ! 

*   The  Oedipus  of  Sophocles. 

f  Julius  II.  the  immediate  fredecejfor  of  Leo  >£ 
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Yet,  ah  !  fo  bright  her  hnorcing's  opening  ray, 
In  vain  our  Britaih  bop'd  an  equal  clay  ! 
No  fecond  growth  the  weftern  ifle  could  bear> 
At  once  exhaufted  with  too  rich  a  year. 
Too  nicely  Jonfoti  knew  the  critic's  part ; 
Kature  in  him  was  almoft  loft  in  art. 
Of  fofter  mold  the  gentle  Fletcher  came, 
The  next  in  order,  as  the  next  in  name. 
With  pleas'd  attention  'midft  his  fcenes  we  fihd 
Each  glowing  thought,  that  warms  the  female 

mind, 

Each  melting  figh,  and  every  tender  tear, 
The  lover's  wifhes,  and  the  virgin's  fear. 
His  *  every  ftrain  the  fmiles  and  graces  own ; 
But  ftronger  Shakfpeare  felt  for  man  alone  : 
Drawn  by  his  pen,  our  ruder  pafiions  Hand 
Th'  unrival'd  picture  of  his  early  hand. 

f  With  gradual  fteps,  and  flow,  exacter  France 
Saw  art's  fair  empire  o'er  her  fhores  advance  : 
By  length  of  toil  a  bright  perfection  knew, 
Correctly  bold,  and  juft  in  all  (he  drew. 
Till  late  Corneille,  with  |  Liican's  fpirit  fir'd, 
Breath'' d  the  free  ftrain,  as  Rome,  and  he  infpir'd  : 
And  claffic  judgment  gain'd  to  fweet  Racine 
The  temperate  ftrength  of  Maro's  charter  line. 

But  wilder  far  the  Britifh  laurel  fpread, 
And  wreaths  lefs  artful  crown  our  poet's  head. 
Yet  he  alone  to  every  fcene  could  give 
Th'  hiftorian's  truth,  and  bid  the  manners  live. 
Wak'd  at  his  call  I  view,  with  glad  furprile, 
Maiettic  forms  of  mighty  monarchs  rife. 
There  Henry's  trumpets  fpread  their  loud  alarms, 
And  laurel'd  conqueft  waits  her  hero's  arms. 
Here  gentler  Edward  claims  a  pitying  figh, 
Scarce  born  to  honours,  and  fo  foon  to  die  ! 
Yet  fhall  thy  throne,  unhappy  infant,  bring 
No  beam  of  comfort  to  the  guilty  king  : 
The  time  (hall  come  when  Glo'fter's  heart  fhall 
In  life's  laft  hours,  with  horror  of  the  deed  :  [bleed 
When  dreary  vifions  fhall  at  laft  prefent 
Thy  vengeful  image  in  the  midnight  tent: 
Thy  hand  unfeen  the  fecret  death  mail  bear, 
Blunt  the  wqak  fword,  and  break  th'  oppreffive 
fpear. 

Where'er   we  turn,  by  fancy  charm'd,  we  find 
Some  fweet  illufion  of  the  cheated  mind. 
Oft,  wild  of  wing,  me  calls  the  foul  to  rove 
"With  humbler  nature,  ia  the  rural  grove  ; 
"Where  fwaius  contented  own  the  quiet  fcene, 
And  twilight  fairies  tread  the  circled  greeri : 
!Drefs'd  by  her  hand,  the  woods  nnd  vallies  fmile, 
And  fpring  ditfufive  decks  th'  inchanted  ifle. 

O,  more  than  all  in  powerful  ger.ius  bleft, 
Come,  take  thine  empire  o'er  the  willing  breaft  ! 
Whate'er  the  wounds  this  youthful  heart  fhall  feel, 
Thy  fongs  fupport  me,  and  thy  morals  heal  1 

*  Their  cbarafiers  are  thus  di/lirig2ti/Jjed  by 
Mr.  Dryden. 

f  About  t-:e  time  of  SbaLfpeare,  the  poet 
Hardy  -was  in  great  repute  in  France.  He  'wrote, 
according  to  Fotitenelle,  Jix  hundred  plays.  The 
French  poets  after  him  applied  thernf elves  in  ge 
neral  to  the  correfi  improvement  cf  the  Jiage, 
which  was  almofl  totally  difregarded  by  thofe  of 
our  own  country,  Jonfon  excepted. 

$   The  favourite  aiitboroftke  elder  Comeille. 
Vol..  IX. 


There  every  thought  the  poets  wftrmth  mnyraife* 

Their  native  muflc  dwells  in  all  the  lays. 

O,  might  fome  verfe  with  happietl  (kill  perfuade 

Expreffive  picture  to  adopt  thine  aid! 

What  wondrous  draughts   might  rife  from  every 

What  other  Raphaels  charm  a  diftaht  age  !  [page  I 

Methinks  ev'n  now  I  view  fome  free  defign, 
Where  breathing  nature  lives  in  every  line  : 
Chafte  and  fubdued  the  modeft  lights  decay 
Steal  into  (hades,  and  mildly  melt  away. 
—And  fee,  where  *  Anthony^  in  tears  approv'd, 
Guards  the  pale  relics  of  the  chief  he  lov'd  : 
O'er  the  cold  corfe  the  waryor  feems  to  bend, 
Deep  funk   in    grief,   and    mourns  his^  murdered 
Still  as  they  prefs,  he  calls  on  all  around,  [friend  ! 
Lifts  the  torn  robe,  and  pcints  the  bleeding  wound. 

But  f  who  is  he,  whofe  brows  exalted  bear, 
A  wrath  impatient,  and  a  fiercer  air? 
Awake  to  all  that  injur'd  worth  can  feel, 
On  his  own  Rome  he  turns  th'  avenging  freel. 
Yet  (hall  not  war's  ini'atiate  fury  fall, 
(So  heaven  ordains  it)  on  the  deftin'd  wall. 
See  the  fond  mother,  'midft  the  plaintive  train, 
Hung  on  his  knees,  and  profkate  on  the  plain  1 
Touch'd  to  the  foul,  in  vain  he  ftrives  to  hide 
The  fon's  affection,  in  the  Roman's  pride  ; 
O'er  all  the  man  conflicting  paflions  rife, 
Rage  grafps  the  fword,  while  pity  melts  the  eyes 

Thus,  generous  critic,  as  thy  hard  infpires, 
The  lifter  arts  (hall  nurfe  their  drooping  fires  : 
Each  from  his  fcenes  her  ftores  alternate  bring, 
Blend  the  fair  tints,  or  wake  the  vocal  firing : 
Thole  Sibyl-leaves,  the  fport  of  every  wind, 
(For  poets  ever  wefe  a  carelefs  kind) 
By  thee  difpos'd,  no  farther  toil  demand, 
But,  juft  to  nature,  own  thy  forming  hand. 

So  fpread  o'er  Greece,  th'  harmonious  whole 

unknown, 

Ev'n  Homer's  numbers  charm'd  by  parts  alone. 
Their  own  Ulyfles  fcarce  had  wander'd  more, 
By  winds  and  waters  caft  on  every  fliore  : 
Wrhen  rais'd  by  fate,  fome  former  Hanmer  join'd 
Each  beauteous  image  of  the  bcundlefs  mind  j 
And  bade,  like  the'e,  his  Athens  ever  claim 
A  fond  alliance  with  the  poet's  name. 

DIRGE  IN  CYMBELINE. 

Sung  by  Cuiderus  and  Arvircgus  over   Fidelet 
Juppofed  to  be  dead. 

To  fair  Fidele's  graffy  tomb 

Soft  maids  and  village  hinds  (ball  bring 
Each  opening  fweet,  of  earlieft  bloom, 

And  rifle  all  the  breathing  fpring. 

No  wailing  ghoft  (hall  dare  appear 
To  vex  with  fhrieks  this  quiet  grove, 

But  fliepherd  lads  affemble  here, 

And  melting  virgins  own  their  love. 

No  wither'd  witch  (hall  here  be  feen, 
No  goblins  lead  their  nightly  crew  ; 

The  female  fays  (hall  haunt  the  green, 
And  drefsthy  grave  with  pearly  dew  ; 

*  See  the  tragedy  of  Julius  Ctefar. 

f  C^riolaniis.     See  Mr.   Spencers  dialogue  on 

the  Gd^cy. 
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The  red -bread  oft  at  evening  hours 

Shall  kindly  lend  his  little  aid, 
"With  hoary  mofs,  and  gather'd  flowers, 

To  deck  the  ground  where  thou  art  laid. 

When  howling  winds,  and  beating  rain, 

In  tempefts  fhake  thy  fylvan  cell; 
Or  'midft  the  chafe  on  every  plain, 

The  tender  thought  on  thee  lhall  dwell. 

Each  lonely  fcene  ftiall  thee  reftore, 

For  thee  the  tear  be  duly  fhed  ; 
Belov'd,  till  life  can  charm  no  more  j 

And  mourn'd,  till  pity's  felf  be  dead. 

ODE 

ON  THE  DEATH  OV  MR.  THOMSON. 

The  Scene  of  the  following  St  annas  isfuppofcd  to 
lie  on  the  Thames,  near  Richmond. 

IN  yonder  grave  a  Druid  lies 

Where  flowly  winds  the  dealing  wave! 

The  year's  belt  fweets  fliall  duteous  rife, 
To  deck  its  poet's  fylvan  grave  1 

In  yon  deep  bed  of  whifpering  reeds 

His  airy  harp  *  (hall  now  be  laid, 
That  he,  whofe  heart  in  Ibrrow  bleeds. 

May  love  through  life  the  foothing  fliade. 
Then  maids  and  youths  (hall  linger  here, 

And,  while  its  founds  at  diftance  fwell, 
Shall  fadly  feem  in  pity's  ear 

To  hear  the  woodland  pilgrim's  knell. 

Remembrance  oft  (hall  haunt  the  (hore 
When  Thames  in  fummer  wreaths  isdreft, 

And  oft  fulpend  the  daftiing  oar 
To  bid  his  gentle  fpirit  reft  1 

And  oft  as  eafe  and  health  retire 

To  breezy  lawn,  or  forett  deep, 
The  friend  fliall  view  yon  whitening  f  fpire, 

And  'mid  the  varied  landfcape  weep. 

But  thou,  who  own'ft  that  earthly  bed, 

Ah  I  what  will  every  dirge  avail  ? 
Or  tears,  wHich  love  and  pity  fhed, 

That  mourn  beneath  the  gliding  fail ! 
Yet  lives  there  one,  whofe  heedlefs  eye 

Shall  fcorn  thy  pale  fhrine  glimmering  near? 
With  him,  fweet  bard,  may  fancy  die, 

And  joy  defert  the  blooming  year. 
But  thou,  lorn  ftream,  whofe  fallen  tide 

No  fedge-crowu'd  fitters  now  attend, 
Now  waft  me  from  the  green  hill's  fide 

Whofe  cold  turf  hides  the  buried  friend  1 
And  fee,  the  fairy  vallies  fade, 

Dun  night  has  veil'd  the  folemn  view  ! 
Yet  once  again,  dear'parted  (hade, 

Meek  nature's  child,  again  adieu  I 
The  genial  meads  \  aflign'd  to  blefs 

Thy  life,  fliall  mourn  thy  early  doom  ! 

**Tbe  harp  ofJEolus,  of  which  fee  a  defer  iption 
in  the  Co/tie  of  Indolence. 

f  iVIr.  Thomfon  'was  buried  in  Richmond  church. 

i  Mr.  Thomfon  rtfidcd  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Rich  .nondfome  time  before  his  death. 


Their  hinds  and  (hepherd  girls  (hall  drefs 
With  fimple  hands  thy  rural  tomb. 

Long,  long,  thy  (lone,  and  pointed  clay 
Shall  melt  the  mufing  Briton's  eyes, 

O!  vales,  and  wild  woods,  fliall  he  fay, 
In  yonder  grave  your  Druid  lies  ! 

VERSES  WRITTEN  ON  A  PAPER, 

WHICH    CONTAINED    A   PIECE  OF  BRIDE-CAKE. 

YE  curious  hands,  that  hid  from  vulgar  eyes, 
By  fearch  profane  fliall  find  this  hollow'd  cake, 

With  virtue's  awe  forbear  the  facred  prize, 
Nor  dare  a  theft,  for  love  and  pity's  fake  I- 

This  precious  relic,  form'd  by  magic  power, 
Beneath  the  fliepherd's  haunted  pillow  laid> 

Was  meant  by  love  to  charm  the  filent  hour, 
The  fecret  prefent  of  a  matchlefs  maid. 

The  Cyprian  queen,  at  Hymen's  fond  requeft, 
Each  nice  ingredient  chofe  with  happieft  art ; 

Fears,  fighs,  and  wifhes  of  th'  enamour'd  breaft, 
And  pains  that  pleafe,  a.re  mixt  in  every  part. 

With  rofy  hand. the  fpicy  fruit  (he  brought, 
From  Paphian  hills,  and  fair  Cytherea's  ifle  ; 

And  temper'd  fweet    with    thefe  the    melting 

thought, 
The  kifs  arabrofial,  and  the  yielding  fmile. 

Ambiguous  looks,  that  fcorn  and  yet  relent, 
Denials  mild,  and  firm  unalter'd  truth, 

Reluclant  pride,  and  amorous  faint  confent, 
And  meeting  ardours,  and  exulting  youth*. 

Sleep,  wayward  God  !  hath  fworn,  while  thefe 
remain, 

With  flattering  dreams  to  dry  his  nightly  tear, 
An/  cheerful  hope,  fo  oft  invok'd  in  vain, 

With  fairy  fongs  (hall  (both  his  penfive  ear. 
If,  bound  by  vows  to  friendfhip's  gentle  fide, 

And  fond  of  foul,  thou  hop'ft  an  equal  grace 
If  youth  or  maid  thy  joys  and  griefs  divide, 

O,  much  entreated  leave  this  fatal  place. 

Sweet  peace,  who  long  hath  fhunn'd  my  plaintive 

-    Confents  at  length  to  bring  me  (hort  delight, 
Thy  carelefs  fteps  may  fcare  her  doves  away, 
And  grief  with  raven  note  ufurp  the  night. 

ODE. 

ON  THE  POPULAR  SUPERSTITIONS  OF  THE  HIGH« 
LANDS  OF  SCOTLAND; 

Ccnjidered  as  thefubjefi  of  Poetry. 
Infcribed  to  Mr.  John  Home. 

HOME,  thou  return'ft  from  Thames,  whofe  Naiads 

long 

Have  feen  thee  lingering  with  a  fond  delay, 
Mid  thofe  foft  friends,  whole  hearts  fome  future 

day, 
Shall  melt,  perhaps,  to  hear  thy  tragic  fong*. 


*  How  truly  did.  Collins  fredifi  Home's  tragic 

eft »»r  r  / 

7 


pctvtrs ,' 


POEMS. 


Go,  net  unmindful  of  that  cordial  youth  * 

Whom,  long  endear'd,  thou  leav'il  by  Lavant's 
Together  let  us  wifh  him  lafting  truth,         [fide  ; 

And  joy  untainted  with  his  deftin'd  bride. 
Go  !  nor  regardlefs,  while  thefe  numbers  boaft 

My  lliort-liv'd  blifsj  forget  my  focial  name  ; 
But  think,  far  oft*,  how,  on  the  fputhern  coaft, 

I  met  thy  friendfhip  with  an  equal  flame  ! 
Frefh  to  that  foil  thou  turn'ft,  where  every  vale 

Shall  prompt  the  poet,  and  his  long  demand  : 
To  thee  thy  copious  fubjecls  ne'er  fliail  fail ; 

Thou  need'ft  but  take  thy  pencil  to  thy  hand, 
And  paint  what  all  believe,  who  own  thy  genial 
land. 

There,  muft  thou  wake  perforce  thy  Doric  quill ; 

'Tis  fancy's  land  to  which  thou  fett'ft  thy  feet ; 

Where  (till,  'tis  faid,  the  fairy  people  meet, 
Beneath  each  birken  fhade,  on  mead  or  hiil. 
There,  each  trim  lafs,  that  fkims  the  milky  ftore 

To  the  fwart  tribes  their  creamy  bowls  allots ; 
By  night  they  ftp  it  round  the  cottage  door, 

While  airy  minftrels  warble  jocund  notes. 
There,  every  herd,  by  fad  experience,  knows 

How,  wing'd  with  fate,  their  elf-fhot  arrows  fly, 
When  the  fick  ewe  her  lummer  food  foregoes, 

Or,  ftretch/d  on  earth,  the  heart-fmit  heifers  lie, 
Such  airy  beings  awe  th'  untutor'd  fvvain  :  [gleet ; 

Nor  thou,  tho'  learn'd,his  homelier  thoughts  ne- 
Let  thy  fvveet  mufe  the  rural  faith  fuflain  ; 

Thefe  are  the  themes  of  fimple,  fure  effect, 
That  add  new  conquefts  to  her  boundlels  reign, 

And  fill,  with  double  force,  her  heart-command 
ing  ftrain. 

Ev'n  yet  preferv'd,,  how  often  may'ft  thou  hear, 

Where  to  the  pole  the  Boreal  mountains  run, 

Taught  by  the  father,  to  his  liftening  fon ; 
Strange  lays,  whofe  power  had  charm'd  a  Spenfer's 

ear. 
At  every  paufe,  before  thy  mind  pofleft, 

Old  Runic  bards  (hall  feem  to  rife  around, 
With  uncouth  lyres,  in  many-colour'd  veft, 

Their  matted  hair  xvith  boughsfantaftic  crown'd: 
Whether  thou  bid'it  the  well-taught  hind  repeat 

The  choral  dirge,  that  mourns  fome  chieftain 

brave, 
When  every  flirieking  maid  her  bofom  beat, 

And  ftre  w'd  with  choiceft  herbs  his  fcented  grave ; 
Or  whether,  fitting  in  the  fhepherd's  fhiel  f, 

Thou  hear'il  fome  founding  tale  of  wars  alarms  5 
When  at  the  -bugle's  call,  v.dth  fire  and  fteel, 

The  fturdy  clans  pour'd  forth   their  brawny 

fwarms,  [arms. 

And  hoftile  brothers  met,  to  prove  each  other's 

'Tis  thine  to  fing,  how,  framing  hideous  fpells, 
In  Sky's  lone  iile,  the  gifted  wizztird-feer, 
Lodg'd  in  the  wintery  cave  with  fate's  fellfpear, 

Or  in  the  depth  of  Uift's  dark  foreft  dwells: 
How  they,  whole  fight  fuch  dreary  dreams  en- 

With  their  own  viiionoft  aftoniih'd  droop,  [grofs, 

*  A  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Barrow,  who 
introduced  Home  to  Collins. 

f  Afiimmfr  h:it,  built  in  the  high  part  cf  the 
mountains,  to  tend  their  flocks  in  th;  ii-arr;i  fea- 
font  wbcn  the  pajture  is  jine. 


When,  o'er  the  %vat*ry  (Irath,  or  quaggy  mofs, 
They  fee  the  gliding  ghofts  unbodied  troop. 

Or,  if  in  fports,  or  on  the  feftive  green, 
Their  deftin'd  glance  fome  fated  youth  defcry, 

Who  now,  perhaps,  in  lufty  vigour  feen, 
And  rofy  health,  fhall  foon  lamented  die. 

For  them  the  viewlefs  forms  of  air  obey; 
Their  bidding  heed,  and  at  their  beck  repair. 

They  know  what  fpirit  brews  the  ftormful  day, 
And  heartlefs,  oft  like  moody  naaunefs,  ft  are 

To  fee  the  phantom  train  their  fecret  work  pre 
pare. 

To  monarchs  dear  *,  fome  hundred  miles  aftray, 

Oft  have  they  feen  fate  give  the  fatal  blow  ! 

The  feer,  in  Sky,  fhriek'd  as  the  blood  did  flow, 
When  headlefs  Charles  warm  on  the  fcaffold  lay  1 
As  Boreas  threw  his  young  Aurora  f  forth, 

In  the  firft  year  of  the  firft  George's  reign, 
And  battles  rag'd  in  welkin  of  the^North, 

They  mourn'd  in  air,  fell,  fell  rebellion  flain  '. 
And  as,  of  late,  they  joy'd  in  Prefton's  fight, 

Saw  at  fad  Falkirk,  all  their  hopes  near  crown'd  I 

*  The  Vth  Jlanza,  and  the  half  of  ths  Vlth, 
in  Dr.  Carlyle's  copy,  printed  in  the  firjl  'volume 
of  the  "  Tranfaftions,"  of  the  Royal  Society  of 
Edinburgh,  being  deficient,  have  been  fupplied  by 
JVlr.  Mackenzie;  wbofe  lines  are  here  annexed, 
for  the purpofe  of  camparifwi,  and  to  dojujlice  to 
the  elegant  author  of  ths  Man  of  Feeling.  / 

"  Or  on  fome  bellying  rock  thatfoades  the  deep, 

"   They  view  the  lurid  Jigns  that  crofs  the  fey, 

*'  Where  in  the  we/I,  the  brooding  tcmpcjls  Lis  • 
"  And  hear  the  Jirji,  faint,  ru filing  pennons  fweep. 
"  Or  in  the  arched  cave,  'where  deep  and  dark 
lf  The  broad,  unbroken  billows  heave  and  fwellt 
*'  In  horrid  mufings  rapt,  they  fit  to  mark 
"   The  laboring  moon  ;  or  lift  the  nightly  yell 
"  Of  that  dread  fpirit,  whofc  gigantic  form 

"   The  feer^s  entranced  eye  can  wsllfurvey, 
lf   Thro"*  the  dim  air  who  guides  the  driving  florin t 

"  And  points  the  wretched  bark  itsdefliri'dprey* 
"  Or  him  who  hovers  on  hisflaggitig  wing, 

"  O'er  the  dire  whirlpool,  that,  in  ocean  s  wajlet 
"  Draws  injlant  down  whatever  devoted  thing 

"  The  failing    breeze   within  its  reach  hath 

11  plaid — 

"  The  dijlant  feamen  bears,  and  flies  with  trem- 
''  bling  hafte. 

*'  Or,  if  on  land  the  fiend  exerts  hisfway, 
"  Silent  he  broods  o'er  quickfana,  bog  or  fen, 

' '  Far  from  thejheltering  roof  and  haunts  ofmen^ 
"  When  witched  darknefs  jb  ut  s  the  eve  of  day, 
"  Andjhrouds  each  Jlar  that  ewQHt  to  cheer  the 
nig1,:!-  ; 

"  Or,  if  the  drifted fnow  perplex  the  way, 

Withtreachcr >nis gleambc hires  thefatcdw igbt, 
"  And  leads  himflmndering  on  and  quite  aftray" 

\  By  young  Aurora,  CoWns  undoubtedly  meant 
tie  fir  ft  appearance  of  the  northern  lights,  which 
happened  about  the  year  1715  ;  at  leajl,  it  is  mo/i 
highly  pr>  '  le  from  tins  peculiar  circumflance, 
that  no  ant  lent  writer  whatever,  has  taken  any 
notice  of  them,  nor  even  any  one  modern,  grew- 
otis  to  the  above  period, 
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They  rav'd  !  divining,  thro'  their  fecond  fight  *. 

Pale,  red  Culloden,  where   thefe  hopes  were 

drown'd  ! 
Jllufi:rious  William  f  !  Britain's  guardian  name  ! 

One  William  fav'd  us  from  a  tyrant's  ftroke  ; 
He,  for  a  fceptre,  gain'd  heroic  fame,          [broke, 

But  thou,  more  glorious,  (lavery's  chain  haft 
To  reign  a  private  man,  and  bow  to  freedom's  yoke  1 

Thefe,  too,  thou'lt  (ing  !  for  well  thy  magic  mvtfe 

Can  to  the  topmoft  heaven  of  grandeur  foar  ; 

Or  ftoop  to  wail  the  fwain  that  is  no  more  ! 
Ah, homely  fwains!  yourhomewardftepsne'erloofe; 

Let  not  dank  Will  J  miflead  you  to  the  heath  : 
Dancing  in  mirky  night,  o'er  fen  and  lake, 

He  glows,  to  draw  you  downward  to  your  death, 
Jn  his  bewitch'd,  low,  marfny,  willow  brake  ! 
What  though  far  oft",  from  ibme  dark  dell  efpied, 

Kis  glimmering  mazes  cheer  th'excurfive  fight, 
Yet  turn,  ye  wanderers,  turn  your  fteps  afide, 

Nor  truft  the  guidance  of  that  faithlefs  light  ; 
For  watchful,  lurking,  'mid  th'  unruftling  reed, 

At  thole  mirk  hours  the  wily  monfter  lies, 
And  liftens  oft  to  hear  the  parting  fteed, 

Arid  frequent  round  him  rolls  his  fullen  eyes, 
If  chance  his  favage  wrath  may  fome  weak  wretch 
furprife. 

Ah,  lucklefs  fwain,  o'er  all  unbleft,  indeed  ! 

Whom  late  liewilder'd  in  the  dank,  dark  fen, 

Far  from  his  (locks,  and  fmoking  hamlet,  then  ! 
To  that  fad  fpot  where  hums  the  fedgy  weed: 

On  him,  enrag'd,  the  fiend,  in  angry  mood, 
Shall  never  look  with  pity's  kind  concern, 

But  inftant,  furious,  raife  the  whelming  flood 
O'er  its  drown'd  banks,  forbidding  all  return  1 

Of,  if  he  meditate  his  wifh'd  efcape, 
To  fome  dim  hill  that  feems  uprifing  near, . 

To  his  taint  eye,  the  grim  and  grifly  fhape, 
In  all  its  terorrs  clad,  (hall  wild  appear. 

Meantime  the  watery  furge  fhali  round  him  rife, 
Pouv'd  fudden  forth  from  every  ivvelling  fource  ! 

What  now  remains  but  tears  and  hopelefs  fighs? 
His  fear-mook  limbs  have  loft  their  youthly  force, 
And  down- the  waves  he  floats,  a  pale  and  breath- 
Ids  ccrfe  ! 

For  him  in  vain  his  anxicvr  xvife  fhall  \vait, 

Or  wander  forth  to  meet  him  on  his  way  ; 
For  him  in  vain  atto-fall  of  the  day, 

His  babes  rtiall  linger  at  th*  unclofing  gate  ! 
Ah,  ne'er  ihall  he  return  !   Alone,  if  night, 

Her  travel'd  limbs  in  broken  (lumbers  fleep  ! 
With  drooping  willows  dreft,  his  mournful  fprite 

Shall  vifit  fad,  perchance,  her  filent  deep  : 
Then  he,  perhaps,  with  moift  and  watery  hand, 

Shall  fondly  feem  to  prefs  her  (huddering  cheek, 
And  with  his  blue-fwoln  face  before  her  ftand, 

And,  ihivering  cold,  thefe  piteous  accents  fpeak: 

*  Second  Jight  is  the  term  that  is  ufed  for  the 
divination  of  the  Highlanders. 

f  The  late  Duke  of  Cumberland,  ivho  defeated 
the  Pretender  at  tie  battle  tf  Culloden. 

\  A  fiery  meteor \  called  by  various  names,  fnch 
as  Will  with  the  Wifpy  Jack  with  the  Lantborn, 
izc.  It  hovers  in  the  air  over  marjljy  and  f <-.'.>> j? 
places. 


"  Purfue,  dear  wife,  thy  daily  toils,  purfue, 
"  At  dawn  or  dufk,  induftrious  as  before; 

"  Nor  e'er  of  me  one  helplefs  thought  renew, 
"  While  I  lie  weltering  on  the  ofier'd  fliore, 

"  Drown'd  by  the  Kelpie's  *  wrath,  nor  e'er  mail 
"  aid  thee  more  !" 

Unbounded  is  thy  range  ;  with  varied  Ikili 

Thy  mufe  may,  like  thofe  feathery  tribes  which 
fpring 

From  their  rude  rocks,  extend  her  fldrting  wing 
Round  the  moift  marge  of  each  cold  Hebrid  ifle, 

To  that  hoar  pile  f  which  ftill  its  ruins  (hows  : 
In  whofe  fmall  vaults  a  pigmy-folk  is  found, 

Whole  bones  the  delver  with  his  fpade  upthrows, 
And  culls  them,  wond'ring,  fr«m  the  hallow'd 

ground ! 
Or  thither  f ,  where  beneath  the  (how'ry  weft, 

The  mighty  kings  of  three  fair  realms  are  laid  ' 
Once  foes,  perhaps,  together  now  they  reft, 

No  ilaves  revere  them,  and  no  wars  invade  : 
Yet  frequent  now,  at  midnight  folemn  hour, 

The  rifted  mounds  their  yawning  cells  unfold, 
Andforththemonarchs  ftalkwith  fovereign  power, 

In  pageant  robes ;  and,wreath'd  with  fheeny  gold 
And  on  their  twilight  tombs  aerial  council  hold. 

But,  oh,  o'er  all,  forget  not  Kilda'srace,      [tides, 

On  whofe  bleak  rocks,  which  brave  the  wafting 

Fair  nature's  daughter,  virtue,  yet  abides. 
Go  I  juft,  as  they,  their  blamelefs  manners  trace  ! 

Then  to  my  ear  tranfmit  fome  gentle  fong, 
Of  thofe  whofe  lives  are  yet  fincere  and  plain, 
1  Their  bounded  walks  the  rugged  cliffs  along, 
And  all  their  profpeft  but  the  wintery  main. 

With  fparing  temperance  at  the  needful  time, 
They  drain  the  fcented  fpring ;  or,  hunger-preft 

Along  th'  Atlantic  rock,  undreading  climb, 
And  of  "its  eggs  defpoil  the  folan's  ||  neft. 

Thus,  blelt  in  primal  innocence  they  live, 
SufhVd,  and  happy  with  that  frugal  fare 

Which  tafteful  toil  and  hourly  danger  give. 
Hard  is  their  (hallow  foil,  and  bleak  and  bare ; 

Nor  ever  vernal  bee  washeard  to  murmur  there  1 

Nor  need'ft  thou  blufli  that  fuch  falfe  themes  en- 
Thy  gentle  mind,  of  fairer  ftores  pofleft ;  [gage 
For  not  alone  they  touch  the  village  brea(t, 

But  fill'd  in  elder  time,  th'  hiftoric  page. 

There,  Shakfpeare's  feif,  with  every  garland 
crown'd, 

Flew  to  thofe  fairy  climes  his  fancy  (heen, 
In  mufing  hour;  his  wayward  fibers  found, 

And  with  their  terrors  dreft  the  magic  fcene. 
From  them  he  fung,  when,  'mid  his  bold  defign, 

Before  the  Scot,  afflidled,  and  aghaft  1 

*  The  nvater  fiend. 

f  One  of  the  Hebrides  is  called  the  ijle  of  Pig 
mies  ;  where  it  is  reported^  that  federal  minia 
ture  bones  oftbe  human  fpecies  have  heen  dug  up 
in  the  ruins  of  a  chapel  there. 

t  Icoknkiil,  one  of  the  Hebrides,  where  near 
fixty  of  the  ancient  Scottijh,  Iri/h,  and  Norwegian 
L;;:gs  are  interred. 

||  An  aquatic  bird  liks  a  goofe,  on  the  eggs  of 
'which  the  inhabitants  of  St.  Kildat  anvthf  r  of  the 
Hebrides,  chiefly  fubjijt. 
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The  fliadowy  kings  of  Banquo's  fated  line, 
Through  the  dark  cave  in  gleamy  pageant  paft. 

Proceed  !  nor  quit  the  tales  which,  {imply  told, 
Could  once  fo  well  my  anfwering  bofom  pierce  ; 

Proceed,  in  forceful  founds,  and  colour  bold, 
The  native  legends  of  thy  land  rehearfe  ; 
To  fuch  adapt  thy  lyre,  and  fuit  thy  powerful  verfe. 

In  fcenes  like  thefe,  which,  daring  to  depart 

From  fober  truth,  are  ftill  to  nature  true, 
And  call  forth  frefh  delight  to  fancy's  view, 
Th'  heroic  mufe  employ  d  her  Taffb's  art ! 

How  have  J  trembled,  when,atTancred'sflroke, 
Its  gufhing  blood  the  gaping  cyprefs  pour'd  ! 

Wken  each  live  plant  with  mortal  accents fpoke, 
And  the  wild  blaft  upheav'd  the  vanifli'd  (word  ! 

How  have  I  fat,  when  pip'd  the  penfive  wind, 
To  hear  his  harp  by  Britiih  Fairfax  ftrung  ! 

Prevailing  poet !  whole  nndoubting  mind, 
Believ'd  the  magic  wonders  which  he  fung  1 

Hence,  at  each  found,  imagination  glows  ! 
Hence,  at  each  picture,  vivid  life  ftarts  here ! 

Hence  his  warm  lay  with  fofteft  fweetnefs  llows' 

Melting  it  flows,  pure,  murmuring,  ftfong  and 

clear,  [monious  ear  1 

And  fills  th'  impaffion'd  heart,  and  wins  th'  har- 

All  hail,  ye  fcenes  that  o'er  my  foul  prevail ! 

Ye  fplendid  friths  and  lakes,  which,  far  away, 

Are  by  irnooth  Annan  *  fili'd,  or  paft'ral  Tay  f , 
Or  Don's  |  romantic  fprings,  at  diftance  hail ! 
The  time  fhall  come,  when  I,  perhaps,  may  tread 

Your  lowly  glens  ||,  o'erhung  with  fpreading 

broom  ; 
Or  o'er  your  ftretching  heaths,  by  fancy  led  ; 

Or  o'er  your  mountains  creep,  in  awful  gloom  I 
Then  will  I  drefs  once  more  the  faded  bower, 

Where  Jonfen  §fat  in  Drummond's  claffic  fhade; 
Or  crop,  from  Tiviotdale,  each  lyric  flower, 

And  mourn,  on  Yarrow's  banks,  where  Willy's 
laid! 

*  \  \  Three  rivers  in  Scotla?id. 

||  Vallies. 

\  Ben  Jo7ifon  •paid  a  vijit  o?ifvot,m  1619,  to 


Meantime,  ye  powers  that  on  the  plains  which  bore 
The  cordial   youth,  on  Lothian's  plains  *,  at 
tend  ! — 
Where'er  Home  dwells,  on  hill,  or  lowly  moor, 

To  him  I  lofe,  your  kind  protection  lend, 
And,  touch'd  with  love  like  mine,  prefer ve  my  ab- 
fent  friend ! 

SONG. 

THE    SENTIMENTS    BORROWED    FROM    SHAKS- 
PEARE. 

YOUNG  Damon  of  the  vale  is  dead, 

Ye  lowland  hamlets  moan  : 
A  dewy  turf  lies  o'er  his  head, 

And  at  his  feet  a  ftone. 

MIS  ftiroud,  which  death's  cold  damps  deftroy, 

Of  fno \v- white  threads  was  made  : 
All  mourn'd  to  fee  fo  fweet  a  boy 

In  earth  forever  laid. 

Pale  panfies  o'er  his  corpfe  were  plac'd, 

Which,  pluck'd  before  their  time, 
Beitrew'd  the  boy  like  him  to  wafte, 

And  wither  in  their  prime. 

But  will  he  ne'er  return,  whofe  tongue 

Could  tune  the  rural  lay  ? 
Ah,  no  !  his  bell  of  peace  is  rung, 

His  lips  are  cold  as  clay. 

They  bore  him  out  at  twilight  hour, 

The  youth  who  lov'd  fo  well : 
Ah  me  !  how  many  a  true-love  mower 

Of  kind  remembrance  fell ! 

Each  maid  was  woe— -but  Lucy  chief, 

Her  grief  o'er  all  was  tried, 
Within  his  grave  fhe  dropp'd  in  grief, 

And  o'er  her  lov'd-one  died, 

the  Scotch  poet  Drummond,  at  his  feat  of  Ha<w~ 
thormh-n,  within  four  miles  of  Edinburgh. 

*    Barrow,  it  fecrns,   was  at  the   Edinburgh 
uni--verjityt  which  is  in  the  county  of  Lothian. 
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THE  genius  of  the  paftoral,  as  well  as  of  every 
other  refpectable  fpecies  of  poetry,  had  its  origin 
in  the  Eaft,  and  from  thence  was  transplanted  by 
the  muies  of  Greece  ;  but  whether  from  the  con 
tinent  of  the  Leflfer  Afia,  or  from  Egypt,  which, 
about  the  era  of  the  Grecian  paftoral,  was  the 
hofpitable  nurfe  of  letters,  it  is  not  eafy  to  deter 
mine.  From  the  fubjedls,  and  the  manner  of  The 
ocritus,  one  would  incline  to  the  latter  opinion, 
while  the  hiitoiy  of  Bion  is  in  favour  of  the  former. 
However,  though  it  mould  ftill  remain  a  doubt 
through  what  channel  the  paftoral  travelled  weft- 
ward,  there  is  not  the  leait  fhadow  of  uncertainty 
?jncerning  its  oriental  origin. 


In  thofe  ages,  which,  guided  by  facred  chrono 
logy,  from  a  comparative  view  of  time,  we  call 
the  early  a^es,  it  appears  from  the  moft  authentic 
hiftorians,  that  the  chiefs  of  the  people  employed 
themfelves  in  rural  exercifes,  and  that  aftronomers 
<*nd  legifiators  were  at  the  fame  time  (hephercis. 
Thus  Strabo  informs  us,'  that  the  Inftory  of  the 
creation  was  communicated  to  the  Egyptians  by 
a  Chaldean  fhepherd. 

From  thefe  circumftances  it  is  evident  not  only 
that  fuch  Ihepherds  were  capable  of"  all  the  dig 
nity  and  elegance  peculiar  to  poetry,  but  that 
whatever  poetry  they  attempted  would  be  of  the 
paftoral  kind  j  would  take  its  fubjecls  from 
Lliij 
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cenes  of  rural  fimplicity  in  which  they  were  con- 
verfant,  and,  as  it  was  the  offspring  of  harmony 
and  nature,  would  employ  the  powers  it  derived 
from  the  former  to  celebrate  the  beauty  and  be 
nevolence  of  the  latter. 

Accordingly  we  find  that  the  moft  ancient 
poems  treat  of  agriculture,  aftronomy,  and  other 
objects  within  the  rural  and  natural  fyftems. 

What  conftitutes  the.  difference  between  the 
Georgia  and  the  Paftoral,  is  love  and  the  collo 
quial  or  dramatic  form  of  compofition  peculiar  to 
the  latter  :  this  form  of  compofition  is  fometimes 
diipenfcd  with,  and  love  and  rural  imagery  alone 
are  thought  fufficicnt  to  diftinguiih  the  paftoral. 
The  tender  pailion,  however,  feems  to  be  efTen- 
tial  to  this  fpecies  of  poetry,  and  is  hardly  ever 
excluded  from  thofe  pieces  that  were  intended  to 
come  under  this  denomination  :  even  in  thofe 
eclogues  of  the  Amcebean  kind,  whofe  only  pur 
port  is  a  trial  of  fkiil  between  contending  fhep- 
hcrds,  love  has  its  ufual  ihare,  and  the  praifes  of 
their  refpective  miftreffcs  are  the  general  fubjects 
of  the  competitors. 

It  is  to  be  lamented  that  fcarce.  any  oriental 
compoiitions  of  this  kind  have  furvived  the  ra 
vages  of  ignorance,  tyranny,  and  time  ;  we  can- 
rot  doubt  that  many  iuch  have  been  extant,  pof- 
iibly  as  far  down  as  that  fatal  period,  never  to  be 
mentioned  in  the  world  of  letters  without  horror, 
when  the  glorious  monuments  of  human  inge 
nuity  perifhed  in  the  allies  of  the  Alexandrian 
library. 

Thofe  ingenious  Greeks  whom  we  call  the  pa 
rents  of  paftoral  poetry  were,  probably,  no  more 
than  imitators,  that  derived  their  harmony  from 
higher  and  remoter  Iburces,  and  kindled  their  po 
etical  fires  at  thofe  then  unextinguiihed  lamps 
•which  burned  within  the  tombs  of  oriental  ge 
nius. 

it  is  evident  that  Homer  has  availed  himfelf  of 
thofe  magnificent  images  and  defcriptions  fo  fre 
quently  to  be  met  with  in  the  books  of  the  Old 
Teftament;  and  why  may  not  Theocritus,  Mof- 
chus,  and  Bion,  have  found  their  archetypes  in 
other  eaftern  writers,  whofe  names  have  perillied 
with  their  works  ?  yet,  though  it  may  not  be  il 
liberal  to  admit  Iuch  a  fuppoiition,  it  would  cer 
tainly  be  invidious  to  conclude,  what  the  malig 
nity  of  cavillers  alone  could  fuggeft  with  regard 
to  Homer,  that  they  deftroyed  the  fources  from 
•which  they  borrowed,  and,  as  it  is  fabled  of  the 
young  of  the  pelican,  drained  their  fupporters  to 
death. 

As  the  Septuagint-tranflation  of  the  Old  Tef 
tament  was  performed  at  the  requeft,  and  under 
the  patronage,  of  Ptolemy  Philadelphia,  it  were 
r.ot  to  be  wondered  if  Theocritus,  who  was  en 
tertained  at  that  prince's  court,  had  borrowed 
fome  of  his  paftoral  imagery  from  the  poetical 
paffages  of  thofe  books. — I  think  it  can  hardly  be 
doubted  that  the  Sicilian  poet  had  in  his  eye  cer 
tain  exprelFjons  of  the  prophet  Ifaiah,  when  he 
wicte  the  following  lines : 


Kvv  let  psv 

A  o& 


,  )•*£»<  ero-ej  wr 


yivciTo,    x&i  a  zrirv$ 


Let  vexing  brambles  the  blue  violet  bear, 
On  the  rude  thorn  Narciflus  drefs  his  hair, 
All,    all   revers'd  —  The    pine   with   pears  be 
crown'd,  [hound. 

And  the  bold  deer  fliall  drag  the  trembling 

The  caufe,  indeed,  of  thefe  phasnomena  is  very 
different  in  the  Creek  from  what  it  is  in  the  He 
brew  poet  ;  the  former  employing  them  on  the 
death,  ihe  latter  on  the  birth,  of  an  important 
perfon  :  but  the  marks  of  imitation  are  never- 
thelefs  obvious. 

It  might,  however,  be  expected,  that  if  Theo 
critus  had  borrowed  at  all  from  the  facred  writers, 
the  celebrated  epithalamium  of  Solomon,  fo  much 
within  his  own  walk  of  poetry,  would  not  cer 
tainly  have  efcaped  his  notice.  His  epithalamium 
on  the  marriage  of  Helena,  moreover,  gave  him 
an  open  field  for  imitation  ;  therefore,  if  he  has 
any  obligations  to  the  royal  bard,  we  may  expect 
to  find  him  there.  The  very  opening  of  the  poem, 
is  in  the  firit  of  the  Hebrew  fon  : 


ong 


The  colour  of  imitation  is  ftill  ftronger  in  the  fol 
lowing  paffage  : 


art,  tevx-ov  txg  ftts 


H  x.K7r;i>x.v7riZPtG-(ro$, 


This  defcription  of  Helen  is  infinitely  above  the 
ftyle  and  figure  of  the  Sicilian  paftoral  —  "  She  is 
"  like  the  rifing  of  the  golden  morning,  when  the 
"  night  departetht  and  when  the  winter  is  over 
"  and  gone.  She  refembleth  the  cyprefs  in  the. 
<'  garden,  the  horfe  in  the  chariots  of  Theflaly." 
Thefe  figures  plainly  declare  their  origin  ;  and 
others,  equally  imitative,  might  be  pointed  out 
in  the  fame  Iclylliuna. 

This  beautiful  and  luxuriant  marriage  paftoral 
of  SoIorncMi  is  the  only  perfect  form  of  the  oriental 
eclogue  that  has  furvived  the  ruins  of  time;  a  hap- 
ptnef>  for  which  it  is,  probably,  more  indebted  to 
its  facred  character  than  to  its  intrinfic  merit. 
Not  that  it  is  by  any  means  deftitute  of  poetical 
excellence  :  like  'all  the  eaftern  poetry,  it  is  bold, 
wild,  and  unconnected  in  its  figures,  alhafiuns,  and 
parts,  and  has  all  that  graceful  and  magnificent 
daring  which  characterifes  its  metaphorical  and 
comparative  imagery. 

In  confequence  of  thefe  peculiarities,  fo  ill 
adapted  to  the  frigid  genius  of  the  North,  Mr. 
Collins  could  make  fewt  little  ufe  of  it  as  a  prece 
dent  for  his  oriental  eclogues  ;  and  even  in  his 
third  eclogue,  where  the  fubject  is  of  a  iimilar 
nature,  he  has  chofen  rather  to  follow  the  mode 
of  the  Doric  and  the  Latin  paftoral. 

The  fcencry  and  fubjects  then  of  the  following 
eclogues  alone  are  oriental  j  the  ftyle  and  colour- 
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treffes  he  could  have  no  idea.— Thefe  are  very 
happily  and  minutely  painted  by  our  defcriptive 
poc:t.  What  fublime  fnnpiicity  of  expretiion ! 
what  nervous  plainnefs  iu  the  opening  of  the 


ihag  are  purely  European  ;  and,  for  this  reafon,  the 
author's  preface,  in  which  he  intimates  that  he 
had  the  original,  from  a  merchant  who  traded  to 
the  Eaft,  is  omitted,  as  being  now  altogether  fu- 
perfluous. 

With  regard  to  the  merit  of  thefe  eclogues,  it 
may  juftly  be  aflerted,  that  in  fimplicity  of  de- 
fcription  and  expreffion,  in  delicacy  and  foitneis 
of  numbers,  and  in  natural  and  unaffected  tender- 
nefs,  they  are  not  to  be  equalled  by  any  thing  of 
the  paftoral  kind  in  the  Englifh  language. 

ECLOGUE  I. 

THIS  eclogue,  which  is  entitled  Selim,  or  the 
Shepherd's  Moral,  as  there  is  nothing  dramatic 
in  the  fubject,  may  be  thought  the  lead  enter 
taining  of  the  four:  but  it  is  by  no  means  the 
leaft  valuable.  The  moral  precepts  which  the  in 
telligent  fhepherd  delivers  to  his  feliow-fwains 
and  the  virgins,  their  companions,  are  fuch  as 
would  infallibly  promote  the  happinels  of  the  paf- 
toral  life. 

In  imperfonating  the  private  virtues,  the  poet 
has  obferved  great  propriety,  and  has  formed  their 
genealogy  with  the  mod  perfect  judgment,  when 
he  reprelents  them  as  the  daughters  of  truth  and 
wifdom. 

The  characteriftics  of  modefty  and  chaftity  are 
extremely  happy  and  peinturefque  : 

"  Come  thou,  whofe  thoughts  as  limpid  fprings 

are  clear, 

To  lead  the  train,  fweet  modefty  appear ; 
With  thee  be  chaftity,  of  all  afraid, 
Diftrufting  all,  a  wife,  fufpicious  maid  ; 
Cold  is  her  breaft,  like  flowers  that  drink  the 

dew. 
A  filken  veil  conceals  her  from  the  view." 

The  two  fimiles  borrowed  from  rural  objects  are 
not  only  much  in  character,  but  perfectly  natural 
and  exprefiive.  There  is,  notwithstanding,  this 
defect  in  the  former,  that  it  wants  a  peculiar 
propriety  ;  for  purity  of  thought  may  as  well  be 
applied  to  chaftity  as  to  modefty  ;  and  from  this 
inftance,  as  well  as  from  a  thouiand  more,  we  may 
fee  the  neceffity  of  diftinguifhing,  in  character- 
iftic  poetry,  every  object  by  marks  and  attributes 
peculiarly  its  own. 

It  cannot  be  objected  to  this  eclogue,  that  it 
wants  both  thofe  eirential  criteria  of  the  paftoral, 
Jove  and  the  drama  ;  for  though  it  partakes  not  of 
the  latter,  the  former  ftill  remains  an  intereft  in 
it,  and  that  too  very  material,  as  it  profefledly 
fonfults  the  virtue  and  happinefs  of  the  lover,  while 
it  informs  what  are  the  qualities 

that  muft  lead  to  love. 

ECLOGUE  II. 

A\L  the  advantages  that  anyfpecies  of  poetry 
can  derive  from  the  novelty  of  the  f  ubjcct  and  fcc- 
nery,  this  eclogue  poflefles.  The  rout  of  a  camel- 
driver  is  a  fcene  that  fcarce  could  exift  in  the  ima 
gination  of  an  European,  and  of  its  attendant  dii- 


pocm: 

"  In  filent  horror  o'er  the  boundlefs  wafte 
The  driver  HafTan  with  his  camels  pait." 

The  magic  pencil  of  the  poet  brings  the  whole 
fcene  before  us  at  once,  as  it  were  by  inchunt- 
ment,  and  in  this  fingle  couplet  we  feel  all  the  ef 
fect  that  arifes  from  the  terrible  wildnefs  of  a  re 
gion  unenlivened  by  the  habitations  of  men.  The 
verfesthat  defcribefo  minutely  the  camel-driver's 
little  provilions,  have  a  touching  influence  on  the 
imaginat^in,  and  prepare  the  reader  to  enter 
more  feelingly  into,  his  future  apprehentipns  of 
diftrefs : 

"  Bethink  thee,  Haflan,  where  fliall  thirft  af» 

fuage, 
"  When  fails  this  cruife,  his  unrelenting  rage  1" 

It  is  difficult  to  fay  whether  his  apoftrophe  to  the 
"  mute  companions  of  his  toils,"  is  more  to  be  ad 
mired  for  the  elegance  and  beauty  of  the  poetical 
imagery,  or  for  the  tendeniefs  and  humanity  of 
the  fentiment.  He  who  can  read  it  without  being 
affected,  will  do  his  heart  no  injuftice,  if  he  con 
cludes  it  to  be  deftitute  of  lenfibility  : 

"  Ye  mute  companions  of  my  toils,  that  bear 
In  all  my  griefs  a  more  than  equal  fhare  ! 
Here,  where  no  fprings  in  murmurs  break  away, 
Or  mofs-crown'd  fountains  mitigate  the  day, 
In  vain  ye  hope  the  green  delights  to  know, 
Which  plains  more  bleft,  or  verdant  vales  be- 

flow  : 

Here  rocks  alone,  and  taftelefsfands  are  found, 
And  faint  and  fickly  winds  lor  ever  howl  a* 
round." 

Yet  in  thefe  beautiful  lines  there  is  a  flight  error, 
which  writers  of  the  greateft  genius  very  fre 
quently  fall  into.'— It  will  be  needlefs  to  obferve 
to  the  accurate  reader,  that  in  the  fifth  and  fixtli 
verfes  there  is  a  verbal  pleonilm  where  the  poet 
fpeaks  of  the  green  delights  of  'verdant  vales. 
There  is  an  overfight  of  the  fame  kind  in  the 
Manners,  an  Ode ;  where  the  poet  fays 

"  Seine's  blue  nymphs  deplore 

In  watchet  weeds- " 

This  fault  is  indeed  a  common  one,  but  to  a  read 
er  of  tafte  it  is  neverchelefs  difguiiful;  and  it  is 
mentioned  here  as  the  c  -for  of  a  man  of  genius 
and  judgment,  that  men  of  genius  and  judgment 
may  guard  againft  it. 

Mr.  Collins  fpeaks  like  a  true  poet,  as  well  in 
fentiment  as  expreffion,  when,  with  regard  to, 
the  thirft  of  wealth,  he  fays,, 

"  \Vhy  heed  we  not,  while  mad  we  hnfte  along 
The  gentle  voice  of  peace,  or  pleafure's  fong  ? 
Or  wherefore  think  the  flowery  mountain's  fide, 
The  fountain's  murmurs,  and  the  valley's  pr:det 
Thy  think  we  thefe  lefs  pleafmg  to  behold, 
Than  dreary  deferts,  if  they  lead  to  gold;" 
k  liij 
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But  however  juft  ihefe  fentiments  may  appear  to 
thofe  who  have  not  revolted  from  nature  and  fim- 
plicity,  had  the  author  proclaimed  them  in  Lom- 
bard-ftreet,  or  Cheapfide,  he  would  not  have  been 
complimented  with  the  understanding  of  the  bell- 
man.r— A  (hiking  proof,  that  our  own  particular 
ideas  of  happinefs  regulate  our  opinions  concern 
ing  the  fenfe  and  wifdom  of  others  ! 

It  is  impoflible  to  take  leave  of  this  mofl  beau 
tiful  eclogue,  without  paying  the  tribute  of  acl 
miration  fo  juftly  due  to  the  following   nervous 
lines: 

"  What  if  the  Jion  in  hi*  rage  I  meet ! 

Oft  in  the  duft  I  view  his  printed  feet  : 
And,  fearful!  oft,  when  day's  declining  light 
Yields  her  pale  empire  to  the  mouftier  night, 
3?y  hunger  rous'd,  he  fcours  the  groaning  plain, 
Gaunt  wolves  and  fullen  tigers  in  his  train  : 
IBeforethem  death  with  fhrieks  directs  their  way, 
Tills  the  wild  yell,    and  leads  ^hem  to  their 
prey.'1 

This,  amongft  many  other  paffages  to  be  met  with 
in  the  writings  of  Collins,  (hows  that  his  genius 
•was  perfectly  capable  ef  the  grand  and  magnifi 
cent  in  defcription,  notwithftanding  what  a  learn 
ed  writer  has  advanced  to  the  contrary.  No 
thing,  certainly,  could  be  more  greatly  conceived, 
or  mure  adequately  exprefled,  than  the  image  in 
the  la  ft  couplet. 

That  deception,  fometimes  ufed  in  rhetpric  and 
poetry,  which  prefents  us  with  an  object  or  fen- 
*<timent  contrary  to  what  we  expected,  is  here  in 
troduced  to  thp  greateit  advantage  ; 

;     *'  Farewell  the  youth,  whom  fjghs  could  not 

detain, 
"Whom  Zara's  breaking  heart  implor'd  in  vain  ! 

Yet,  asthougo'ft,  may  every  blaft  a  rife 

Weak  and  unfelt  as  thefe  rejected  fighs ! 

!Hut  this,  perhaps,  is  rather  an  artificial  prettinefs, 
than  a  real  or  natural  beauty. 

.       ECLOGUE    III. 

THAT  innocent  and  native  fimplicity  of  man- 
rer.%  which,  in  the  firft  eclogue,  was  allowed  to 
ronftitute  the  happinefs  of  love,  is  here  beauti 
fully  defer  ibed  in  its  effects.  The  fultan  of  Per- 
fia  marries  a  Georgian  (hepherclefs,  and  finds  in 
jher  embraces  that  genuine  felicity  which  uhper- 
•verted  nature  alpne  can  bellow.  The  moft  .Mtu- 
Tal  and  beautiful  parts  of  this  f  .hole 

•where  the  fair  fultana  refers  with  fo  much  plea- 
rfute  to  her  paftoral  arnufemerits,  ard  thofs  fcenes 
of  happy  innocence  in  which  me  patted  her  early 
years;  particularly  when,  upon  her.  firft  depar 
ture, 

"  Oft  as  Ihe  went,  Ihe  backward  turn'd  her 

view, 
And  bade  that  crook  and  bleating  flock  adieu.*' 

This  picture  of  amiable  firnplicity  reminds  one  of 
that  pafiage,  where  Proffcrpine,  when  carried  off 
"by  Pluto,  regrets  the  lofs  pi  the  tiy'.vc.s  Ihe  Las 
been  gathering. 


"  Collecti  flores  tunicis  cecidere  remiffis ! 
Tantaque  fimplicitas  puerilibus  adfuit  annis, 
Haec  quoque  virginium  movit  jactura  dolorem.** 

ECLOGUE  IV. 

THE  beautiful,  but  unfortunate  country,  where 
the  fcene  of  this  pathetic  eclogue  is  laid,  had  been 
recently  torn  in  pieces  by  the  depredations  of  its 
favage  neighbours,  when  Mr.  Collins  fo  affectedly 
defcribed  its  misfortunes.  This  ingenious  man 
had  not  only  a  pencil  to  pourtray,  but  a  heart  to 
feel  for  the  miferies  of  mankind  ;  and  it  is  with 
the  utmoft  tendernefs  and  humanity  he  enters  in 
to  the  narrative  of  Circaffia's  ruin,  while  he  rea 
lizes  the  fcene,  and  brings  the  prefent  drama  be 
fore  us.  Of  every  circumftance  that  couid  poffibly 
contribute  to  the  tender  effect  this  paftoral  was 
defigned  to  produce,  the  poet  has  availed  himfelf 
with  the  utmoft  art  and  addrefs.  Thus  he  pre 
pares  the  heart  to  pity  the  diftreffes  of  Circaffia, 
by  representing  it  as  the  fcene  of  the  happieft 
love. 

"  In  fair  Circaffia,  where,  to  love  inclin'd, 
Each  fwain  was  bleft,  for  every  maid  was  kind." 

To  give  the  circumftances  of  the  dialogue  a  more 
affecting  lolemnity,  he  makes  the  time  midnight, 
and  defcribes  the  two  fhepherds  in  the  very  adfc 
of  flight  from  the  deftruction  that  fwept  over 
their  country : 

"  Sad  o'er  the  dews,  two  brother  fhepherds  fled» 
Where    wildering  fear  and   defperate    forrow 
'    led:" 

There  is  a  beauty  and  propriety  in  the  epithet 
ivildering,  which  ftrikes  us  more  forcibly,  the 
more  we  confider  it. 

The  opening  of  the  dialogue  is  equally  happy, 
natural,  and  unaffected;  when  one  of  the  (hep- 
herds,  weary  and  overcome  with  the  fatigue  of 
flight,  calls  upon  his  companion  to  review  the 
length  of  way  they  had  pafled.  This  is  certainly 
painting  from  nature,  and  the  thoughts,  however 
obvious,  or  deftitute  of  refinement,  are  perfectly 
in  character.  But,  as  the  clofeft  purfuit  of  na 
ture  is  the  iureft  way  to  excellence  in  general, 
and  to  iublimity  in  particular,  in  poetical  de- 
icripti on,  fo  we  find  that  this  fimple  luggeftion  of 
the  iliepherd  is  not  unattended  with  magnificence. 
There  is  a  grandeur  and  variety  in  the  landikip 
he  defcribes : 

"  And  firft  review  that  long-extended  plain, 
And  yon  wide  groves,  already  paft  with  pain  ! 
Yon    ragged   cliff,   whofe  dangerous   path  we 

try'd  1 
And?  laft,  this  lofty  mountain's  weary  fide  i" 

There  is,  in  imitative  harmony,  an  act  of  expref- 
fing  a  flow  and  difficult  movement  by  adding  to 
the  ufual  number  of  panics  in  a  verfe.  This  is 
obfervable  in  the  linq  that  defcribes  the  aCcent  of 
the  mountain  : 

And  laft  ||  this  lofty  mountain's  ||  weary  fide  |j. 
Here  we  find  the  number  of  pauies,  or 
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bars,  which,  in  an  heroic  vcvfe,  is  commonly  two, 
increafed  to  three. 
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The  liquid  melody,  and  the  numerous  fweetnefs 
of  expretiion  in  the  following  defcriptive  lines  is 
almoft  inimitably  beautiful : 

"  Sweet  to  the  fight  is  Zabran's  flowery  plain, 
And  once  by  nymphs  and  fliepherds  lov'd  in 

vain  ! 

No  more  the  virgins  mall  delight  to  rove 
By  Sargis'  banks,  or  Irwan's  fhady  grove  ; 
On  Tarkie's  mountain  catch  the  cooling  gale, 
Or  breathe  the  fweets  of  Aly's  flowery  vale." 

Neverthelefs  in  this  delightful  landfkip  there  is 
an  obvious  fault:  there  is  no  diftinction  between 
the  plain  of  Zabran,  and  the  vale  of  Aly  :  they 
are  both  flowery,  and  confequently  undiverfified. 
This  could  not  proceed  from  the  poet's  want  of 
judgment,  but  from  inattention :  it  had  not  oc 
curred  to  him  that  he  had  employed  the  epithet 
fioivery  twice  within  fo  fhort  a  compafs ;  an  over- 
light  which  thofe  who  are  accuftomed  to  poetical, 
or,  indeed,  to  any  other  fpecies  of  compofidon, 
know  to  be  very  poffible. 


Nothing  can  be  more  beautifully  conceived,  or 
more  pathetically  exprefled,  than  the  flicpherd's 


apprehenfions  for  his  fair  country-women,  expofed 
to  the  ravages  of  the  invaders. 

"  In  vain  Circaflia  boafts  her  fpicy  groves, 
For  ever  fam'd  for  pure  and  happy  loves: 
In  vain  flie  boafts  her  faireft  of  the  fair, 
Their  eyes'  blue  languifh,  and  their  golden  hair! 
Thofe  eyes  in  tears  their  fruitlefs  grief  fhall  fend; 
Thofc  hairs  the  Tartar's  cruel  hand  mail  rend." 

There  is  certainly  fome  very  powerful  charm  in 
the  liquid  melody  of  founds.  The  editor  of  thefe 
poems  could  never  read  or  hear  the  following 
verfe  repeated,  without  a  degree  of  pleafure  o- 
therwife  entirely  unaccountable : 

"  Their  eyes'  blue  langui/b,  and  their  golden 
kafrS* 

Such  are  the  Oriental  Eclogues,  which  we  leave 
with  the  fame  kind  of  anxious  pleafure,  we  feel 
upon  a  temporary  parting  with  a  beloved  friend. 


OBSERVATIONS  ON  THE  ODES,  DESCRIPTIVE  AND 
ALLEGORICAL. 


THE  genius  of  Collins  was  capable*  of  every  de 
gree  pf  excellence  in  lyric  poetry,  and  perfectly 
qualified  for  that  high  province  of  the  mufe.  Pof- 
fefled  of  a  native  ear  for  all  the  varieties  of  har 
mony  and  modulation,  fufceptible  of  the  fineft 
feelings  of  tendernefs  and  humanity,  but,  above 
all,  carried  away  by  that  high  enthufiafm,  which 
gives  to  imagination  its  ftrongeft  colouring,  he 
was,  at  once,  capable  of  foothing  the  ear  with  the 
melody  of  his  numbers,  of  influencing  the  paffions 
by  the  force  of  his  pafhof,  and  of  gratifying  the 
fancy  by  the  luxuriancy  of  his  defcription. 

In  confequence  of  thefe  powers,  but,  more  par 
ticularly,  in  confederation  of  the  laft,  he  cnofe 
fuch  fubjects  for  his  lyric  effays  as  were  mod  fa 
vourable  for  the  indulgence  of  defcription  and  al 
legory  ;  where  he  could  exercife  his  powers  in 
moral  and  perfanal  painting  ;  where  he  could  ex- 
ert  his  invention  in  conferring  attributes  on  ima 
ges  or  objects  already  new  known,  and  defcrib- 
ed  by  a  determinate  number  of  characteriftics ; 
where  he  might  give  an  uncommon  eclat  to  his 
figures,  by  placing  them  in  happier  attitudes,  or 
in  moie  advantageous  lights,  and  introduce  new 
forms  from  the  moral  and  intellectual  world  into 
the  fociety  of  imperfonated  beings. 

Such,  no  doubt,  were  the  privileges  which  the 
poet  expected,  and  fuch  were  the  advantages  he 
derived  from  the  defcriptive  and  allegorical  na 
ture  of  his  themes. 

It  ieems  to  have  been  the  whole  induftry  of  our 
author  (and  it  is,  at  the  fame  time,  almoft  all  the 
claim  to  moral  excellence  his  writings  can  boaft) 
to  promote  the  influence  of  the  focial  virtues,  by 
painting  them  in  the  faireft  and  happieft  lights, 


"  Melior  fieri  tuendo," 

would  be  no  improper  motto  to  his  poems  in  ge 
neral,  but  of  his  lyric  poems  it  feems  to  be  the 
whole  moral  tendency  and  effect.  If,  therefore, 
it  mould  appear  to  fome  readers  that  he  has  been 
more  induftrious  to  cultivate  defcription  than  fen- 
timent ;  it  may  be  obferved,  that  his  descriptions 
themfelves  are  fentimental,  and  anfwer  the  whole 
end  of  that  fpecies  of  writing,  by  embellifhing- 
every  feature  of  virtue,  and  by  conveying,  through 
the  effects  of  the  pencil,  the  fineft  moral  leflons  to 
the  mind. 

Horace  fpeaks  of  the  fidelity  of  the  ear  in  pre 
ference  to  the  uncertainty  of  the  eye ;  but  if  the 
mind  receives  conviction,  it  is  certainly  of  very 
little  importance  through  what  medium,  or  by 
which  of  the  fenfes,  it  is  conveyed.  The  imprcf- 
fions  left  on  the  imagination  may  poflibly  be 
thought  lefs  durable  than  the  epofits  of  memory, 
but  it  may  very  well  admit  of  a  queftion,  whether 
a  conclufion  of  reafon,  or  an  impreflion  of  imagi 
nation,  will  fooneft  make  its  way  to  the  heart. 
A  moral  precept,  conveyed  in  words,  is  only  art 
account  of  truth  in  its  effects  ;  a  moral  picture  is 
truth  exemplified  ;  and  which  is  moft  likely  to 
gain  upon  the  affections,  it  may  not  be  difficult 
to  determine. 

This,  however,  muft  be  allowed,  that  thofe 
works  approach  the  neareft  to  perfection  which 
unite  thefe  powers  and  advantages ;  which  at 
once  influence  the  imagination,  and  engage  the 
memory  ;  the  former  by  the  force  of  animated 
and  ftriking  defcription,  the  laUer  by  a  brief,  but 
harmonious  conveyance  of  precept:  thus,  white 
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the  heart  is  influenced  through  the  operation  of 
the  paffions,  or  the  fancy,  the  effect,  which  might 
otherwise  have  been  tranfient,  is  fecured  by  the 
co-operating  power  of  the  memory,  which  trea- 
fures  up  in  a  fhort  aphoriim  the  moral  fcene. 

This  is  a  good  reafon,  and  this,  perhaps,  is  the 
only  reafon  that  can  be  given,  why  our  dramatic 
performances  fhould  generally  end  with  a  chain  of 
couplets.  In  thefe  the  moral  of  the  whole  piece 
is  ufually  conveyed  ;  and  that  afliftance  which  the 
memory  borrows  from  rhyme,  as  it  was  probably 
the  original  caufe  of  it,  gives  it  uiJefulnefs  and  pro 
priety  even  there. 

After  thefe  apologies  for  the  defcriptive  turn 
of  the  following  odes,  fomething  remains  to  be 
faid  on  the  origin  and  ufe  of  allegory  in  poetical 
compofition. 

By  this  we  are  not  to  underftand  the  trope  in 
the  fchools,  which  is  defined  "  aliud  verbis,  aliud 
"  fenfu  oftendere,"  and  of  which  Quintilian  fays, 
**  ufus  eft,  ut  triftia  dicamus  melioribus  verbis, 
"  aut  bonze  rei  qusedam  contrariis  fignificemus, 
f*  &.C.'*  It  is  not  the  verbal,  but  the  ientimental 
allegory,  not  allegorical  expreflion  (which,  in 
deed,  might  come  under  the  term  of  metaphor) 
but  allegorical  imagery,  that  is  here  in  queftion. 

When  we  endeavour  to  trace  this  fpecies  of  fi 
gurative  fentiment  to  its  origin,  we  find  it  coeval 
with  literature  itfeif.  It  is  generally  agreed  that 
the  moft  ancient  productions  are  poetical,  and  it 
is  certain  that  the  mofl  anuent  poems  abound 
with  allegorical  imagery. 

If,  then,  it  be  allowed  that  the  firft  literary 
productions  were  poetical,  we  (hall  have  little 
or  no  difficulty  in  discovering  the  origin  of  alle 
gory. 

At  the  birth  of  letters,  in  the  tranfition  from 
riieroglyphical  to  literal  exprefiion,  it  is  not  to  be 
•wondered  if  the  cuftom  of  exprefiing  ideas  by  per- 
fonal  images,  which  had  fo  long  prevailed,  mould 
Hill  retain  its  influence  on  the  mind,  though  the 
life  of  letters  had  rendered  the  practical  applica 
tion  of  it  fuperfluous.  Thofe  who  had  been  ac- 
cuftomed  to  exprefs  ftrength  by  the  image  of  an 
elephant,  fwiftnefs  by  that  of  a  panther,  and  cou 
rage  by  that  of  a  lion,  would  make  no  fcruple  of 
fnbftituting,  in  letters,  the  fymbols  for  the  ideas 
they  had  been  ufed  to  reprefent. 

Here  we  plainly  fee  the  origin  of  allegorical 
txprejjion,  that  it  arofe  from  the  ajbcs  ot  hiero 
glyphics;  and  if  to  the  fame  caufe  we  fhould  re 
fer  that  figurative  boldnefs  of  ftyle  and  imagery 
which  diftinguifh  the  oriental  writings,  we  fhall, 
perhaps,  conclude  more  juftly  than  if  we  fhould 
impute  it  to  the  fuperior  grandeur  of  eaftern  ge- 
JMUS. 

From  the  fame  fource  with  the  verbal,  we  are 
to  derive  the  fentimental  allegory,  which  is  no 
thing  more  than  a  continuation  of  the  metapho 
rical  or  fymbolical  exprefiion  of  the  feveral  agents 
in  an  action,  or  the  different  objects  in  a  fcene. 

The  latter  moft  peculiarly  comes  under  the  de 
nomination  of  allegorical  imagery;  and  in  this 
fpecieaj  of  allegory  we  include  the  imperfonation 
of  paffions,  affections,  virtues  and  vices,  &c.  on 
account  of  which,  principally,  the  following  odes 
xveare  j  roperly  termed  by  their  author,  allegorical. 


With  refpect  to  the  utility  of  this  figurative 
writing,  the  fame  arguments  that  have  been  ad 
vanced  in  favour  of  defcriptive  poetry,  will  be  of 
weight  likewife  here.  It  is,  indeed,  from  imper- 
fonation,  or,  as  it  is  commonly  termed,  perfonifi. 
cation,  that  poetical  delcription  borrows  its  chief 
powers  and  graces.  Without  the  aid  of  this,  mo 
ral  and  intellectual  painting  would  be  flat  and 
unanimated,  and  even  the  fcenery  of  material 
objects  would  be  dull,  without  the  introduction  of 
fictitious  life. 

Thefe  obfervations  will  be  moft  effectuality  il- 
luftrated  by  the  fublime  and  beautiful  odes  that 
occafioned  them ;  in  thofe  it  will  appear  how 
happily  this  allegorical  painting  may  be  executed 
by  the  genuine  powers  of  poetical  genius,  and  they 
will  not  fail  to  prove  its  force  and  utility  by  paf« 
fing  through  the  imagination  to  the  heart. 

ODE  TO  PITY. 

"  By  Fella's  bard,  a  magic  name, 

By  all  the  griefs  his  thought  could  frame, 

Receive  my  humble  rite : 
Long,  pity,  let  the  nations  view 
Thy  Iky-worn  robes  of  tendered  blue, 

And  eyes  of  dewy  light  1" 

The  propriety  of  invoking  pity  through  the  me 
diation  of  Euripides  is  obvious.— That  admirable 
poet  had  the  keys  of  all  the  tender  paflions,  and, 
therefore,  could  not  but  ftand  in  the  higheft  e- 
fteem  with  a  writer  of  Mr.  Collins's  fenfibility. — 
He  did,  indeed,  admire  him  as  much  as  Milton 
profefledly  did,  and  probably  for  the  fame  reafon  ; 
but  we  do  not  find  that  he  has  copied  him  fo 
clofely  as  the  laft  mentioned  poet  has  fometimes 
done,  and  particularly  in  the  opening  of  Samfon- 
Agoniftes,  which  is  an  evident  imitation  of  the 
following  paffage  in  the  PhcenifiTe. 

H|a  ir^oTTct^ifa,  $wyccrt(>,  ug  rvQXa  -srcSi 
Otpfatyex;  li  <rv,  vetv'eciTewriv  ctrgov  as 
Atvg  IK;  TO  Aet»g«y  -zriOtov  %™$  T{6u<r  fftcv, 
IJg«€*m. Act  III.  Sc.  I. 

The  "  eyes  of  dewy  light"  is  one  of  the  happieft 
ftrokes  of  imagination,  and  may  be  ranked  amon£ 
thofe  expreflioiis  which 

"  — give  us  back  the  image  of  the  mind." 
"  Wild  Arun  too  has  heard  thy  ftrains, 
And  echo,  'miclft  my  native  plains, 

Been  footh'd  with  pity's  lute." 
"  There  firft  the  wren  thy  myrtles  fhed 
On  gentleft  Otway's  infant  head." 

Suffer,  in  which  county  the  Arun  is  a  fmall  river, 
had  the  honour  of  giving  birth  to  Otway  as  well 
as  to  Collins :  both  thefe,  unhappily,  became  the 
objects  of  that  pity  by  which  their  writings  are 
diltinguifhed.  There  was  a  fimilitude  in  their 
genius  and  their  fufferings.  There  was  a  refem- 
blance  in  the  misfortunes  and  in  the  diflipation  of 
their  lives;  and  the  circumftances  of  their  death 
cannot  be  remembered  without  pain. 

The  thought  of  painting  in  the  temple  of  pity 
the  hi$ory  of  human  misfortunes,  aud  of  drawing 
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tlje  fcenes  from  the  tragic  mnfe,  is  very  happy, 
and  in  every  refpedl  worthy  the  imagination  of 

Collins. 

ODE  TO  FEAR. 

MR.  COLLINS,  who  had  often  determined  to  ap 
ply  himfelt  to  dramatic  poetry,  feems  here,  with  the 
lame  view,  to  have  addrefled  one  of  the  principal 
powers  of  the  drama,  and  to  im;>lore  that  Oiighty 
influence  (he  had  given  to  the  genius  of  Shak- 
fpeaie  : 

"  Hither  again  thy  fnry  deal, 
Teach  me  but  once  like  him  to  feel : 
His  cyprefs  wreath  my  meed  decree, 
And  I,  O  fear,  will  dwell  with  thee  !" 

In  the  conftruction  of  this  nervous  ode,  the  author 
has  fhown  equal  power  of  judgment  and  imr.^'- 
nation.  Nothing  can  be  more  (inking  than  the 
violent  and  abrupt  abbreviation  of  the  meafure 
in  the  fifth  and  fixth  verfes,  when  he  feels  the 
Itrong  influence  of  the  power  he  invokes  : 

"  Ah,  fear,  ah,  frantic  fear  1 
I  fee,  I  fee  thee  near." 

The  editor  of  thcfe  poems  has  met  with  nothing 
in  the  fame  fpecies  of  poetry,  either  in  his  own, 
or  in  any  other  language,  equal,  in  all  refpedls, 
to  the  following  deicription  of  danger  : 

**  Danger,  whofe  limbs  of  giant  mold, 
What  mortal  eye  can  fix'd  behold  ? 
Who  (talks  his  round,  an  hideous  form, 
Howling  amidft  the  midnight  ftorm, 
Or  throws  him  on  the  ridgy  fteep 
Of  fome  Icofe  hanging  rock  to  deep." 

It  is  impoflible  to  contemplate  the  image  convey 
ed  in  the  two  laft  verfes  without  thefe  emotions 
of  terror  it  was  intended  to  excite.  It  has,  more 
over,  the  entire  advantage  of  novelty  to  recom 
mend  it ;  for  there  is  too  much  originality  in  all 
the  circumftances,  to  fuppofe  that  the  author  had 
in  his  eye  that  deicription  of  the  penal  fituation 
of  Catiline  in  the  ninth  yEneid  : 

"  Te,  Catilina,  minaci 

Pendentem  fcopulo" 

The  archetype  of  the  Englifh  poet's  idea  was  in 
nature,  and  probably  to  her  alone  he  was  indebt 
ed  for  the  thought.  From  her,  likewife,  he  de 
rived  that  magnificence  of  conception,  that  hor 
rible  grandeur  of  imagery,  difplayed  in  the  fol 
lowing  lines : 

"  And  thofe,  the  fiends,  who  near  allied, 
O'er  nature's  wounds  and  wrecks  prefide  j 
While  vengeance  in  the  lurid  air, 
Lifts  her  red  arm,  cxpos'd  and  bare  : 
On  whom  that  ravening  brood  of  fate, 
Who  lap  the  blood  of  forrow,  wait." 

That  nutritive  enthufiafm,  which  cheriflies  the 
feeds  of  poetry,  and  which  is,  indeed,  the  only  foil 
wherein  they  will  grow  to  perfection,  lays-  open 
the  mind  to  all  the  influences  of  fiction.  A  paf- 
£?n  for  whatever  is  greatly  wild,  or  magnificent 


in  the  works  of  nature,  feduces  the  imagination 
to  attend  to  all  that  is  extravagant)  however  un 
natural.  Milton  w:is  notorioufly  fond  of  high  ro 
mance  and  Gothic  diablerie i  ;  and  Collins,  who 
in  genius  and  enthuliafm  bore  r.o  very  diftant  re- 
femblance  to  Milton,  was  whoii)  carried  away  by 
the  fame  attachments. 

"  Be  mine,  to  read  the  vifions  old, 
Which  thy  awakening  bards  have  folds 
And,  left  thou  meet  my  blafted  view, 
Hold  each  ftrange  tale  devoutly  true." 
"  On  that  thrice  hallowed  eve,  &c." 

There  is  an  old  traditionary  fuperflition,  that  on 
St.  Mark's  eve  the  forms  of  ail  fuch  perfons  as 
fliall  die  within  the  enfuing  year,  make  their  fo- 
lemn  entry  into  the  churches  of  their  refpeclive 
parifhes,  as  St.  Patrick  iwam  over  the  chanuelj 
without  their  heads. 

ODE  TO  SIMPLICITY. 

THE  meafure  of  the  ancient  ballad  feems  to 
have  been  made  choice  of  for  this  ode,  on  account 
of  the  fubject ;  and  it  has,  indeed,  an  air  of  fim-% 
piicity  not  altogether  unaffecting  : 

"  By  all  the  honey 'd  (lore 

On  Hybla's  thymy  (hore, 
"By  all  her  blooms,  and  mingled  murmurs  dear, 

By  her  whofe  love-lorn  woe, 

In  evening  mufings  flow, 
Sooth'd  fweetly  fad  lileclra's  poet's  ear." 

This  allegorical  imagery  of  the  honey'd  (lore,  the 
blooms,  and  mingled  murmurs  of  Hybla,  alluding 
to  the  fweetnefs  and  beauty  of  the  Attic  poetry, 
has  the  fineft  and  the  happiefl  effect :  yet,  pof- 
fibly,  it  will  bear  a  queftion,  whether  the  ancient 
Greek  tragedians  had  a  general  claim  to  Cmplici- 
ty  in  any  thing  more  than  the  plans  of  their  dra 
ma.  Their  language,  at  lead,  was  infinitely  me 
taphorical;  yet  it  muft  be  owned  that  they  juftly 
copied  nature  and  the  pafllons,  and  fo  far,  certain 
ly,  they  were  entitled  to  the  palm  of  true  fimpli- 
city  :  the  following  mod  beautiful  fpeech  of  Poly- 
nices,  will  be  a  monument  of  this  fo  long  as  poetry 
fliall  laft. 


X^evfo?  i^&iv 
Tvuvxtrtei,  &' 


Exprotv.  EURIP.  Phoeniff.  vcr.  365. 

"  But  (laid  to  (ing  alone 
To  one  diftinguifli'd  throne." 

The  poet  cuts  off  the  prevalence  of  fimplicity 
among  the  Romans  with  the  reign  of  Auguftus  ; 
and  indeed,  it  did  not  continue  much  longer,  molt 
of  the  compofitions,  after  that  date,  giving  into 
falfe  and  artificial  ornament. 
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"  No  more,  in  hall  or  bower, 
The  paffions  own  thy  power, 
Love,  only  love,  her  forcelels  numbers  mean." 
In  thefe  lines  the  writings  of  the  Provengal  poets 
are  principally  alluded  to,  in  which,  Simplicity  is 
generally  Sacrificed  to  the  rhapfodies  of  romantic 
love. 

ODE  ON  THE  POETICAL  CHARACTER. 

Procul !  O  !  procul  efte  profani ! 

THIS  ode  is  fo  infinitely  abstracted  and  replete 
•with  high  enthufiaun,  that  it  will  find  few  read 
ers  capable  of  entering  into  the  beauty  of  it,  or  of 
lelifhing  its  beauties.  There  is  a  ftyle  of  Senti 
ment  as  utterly  unintelligible  to  common  capaci 
ties,  as  if  the  fubject  were  treated  in  an  unknown 
language  ;  and  it  is  on  the  fame  account  that  ab- 
Itracted  poetry  will  never  have  many  admirers. 

The  authors  of  fuch  poems  muft  be  content  with 
the  approbation  of  thofe  heaven-favoured  geniufes, 
"who,  by  a  fimilarity  of  tafte  and  Sentiment,  are 
enabled  to  penetrate  the  high  myfteriesof  infpired 
fancy,  and  to  puriue  the  loftieft  flights  of  enthu- 
liaftic  imagination.  Neverthelefs,  the  praife  of 
the  distinguished  few  is  certainly  preferable  to  the 
applaufe  of  the  undifcerning  million  ;  for  all  praife 
is  valuable  in  proportion  to  the  judgment  of  thofe 
who  confer  it. 

As  the  fubject  of  this  ode  is  uncommon,  fo  are 
the  ftyle  and  expreSTion  highy  metaphorical  and 
abstracted ;  thus  the  fun  is  called  "  the  rich-hair'd 
•*  youth  of  morn,"  the  ideas  are  termed  *;  the 
*'  Shadpwy  tribes  of  mind,"  &c.  We  are  {truck 
xvith  the  \propriety  of  this  mode  of  expreflion  here, 
and  it  affords  us  new  proofs  of  the  analogy  that 
fubfifts  between  language  and  fentiment. 

Nothing  can  be  more  loftily  imagined  than  the 
creation  of  the  Ceftus  of  fancy  in  this  ode  :  the 
allegorical  imagery  is  rich  and  fublime  :  and  the 
obfervation  that,  the  dangerous  paflions  kept 
aloof,  during  the  operation,  is  founded  on  the 
Itricteft  philofophical  truth;  for  poetical  fancy 
can  exiSt  only  in  minds  that  are  perfectly  ferene, 
and  in  Some  meafure  abstracted  from  the  influen 
ces  of  fenfe. 

The  fcene  of  Milton's  "  infpiring  hour"  is  per 
fectly  in  character,  and  described  with  all  thofe 
wild- wood-appearances  ef  which  the  great  poet 
was  fo  enthusiastically  fond : 

"  I  view  that  oak,  the  fancied  glades  among, 
By  which  as  Milton  lay,  his  evening  ear, 
Nigh  fpher'd  in  heaven,  its  native  Strains  could 
hear." 

ODE  TO  MERCY. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR   1746. 

THE  ode  written  in  1746,  and  the  ode  to  mer 
cy,  feem  to  have  been  written  on  the  fame  occa- 
fion,  viz.  the  late  rebellion  ;  the  former  in  me 
mory  of  thofe  heroes  who  fell  in  defence  of  their 
country,  the  latter  to  excite  fentiments  of  com 
panion  in  favour  of  thofe  unhappy  and  deluded 
wretches  who  became  a  facriihe  to  pulllc  iuf- 


The  language  and  imagery  of  both  are  very 
beautiful  ;  but  the  fcene  and  figures  defcribed  and 
the  ftrophe  of  the  Ode  to  Mercy  are  exquisitely 
Striking,  and  would  afford  a  painter  one  of  the 
fineft  Subjects  in  the  world. 

ODE  TO  LIBERTY. 

THE  ancient  States  of  Greece,  perhaps  the  only 
ones  in  which  a  perfect  model  of  liberty  ever  ex- 
iSted,  are  naturally  brought  to  view  in  the  opening 
of  the  poem. 

"  Who  Shall  awake  the  Spartan  fife, 
And  call  in  Solemn  founds  to  life, 
The  youths,  whofe  locks  divinely  fpreading, 
Like  vernal  hyacinths  in  fulleu  hue." 

There  is  fomething  extremely  bold  in  this  image 
ry  of  the  locks  of  the  Spartan  youths,  and  greatly 
Superior  to  that  defcriptiori  Jocafta  gives  us  of  the 
hair  of  Polynices. 


li  What  new  Alceus,  fancy-bleft, 

Shall  ling  the  fword,  in  myrtles  dreft,  &c." 

This  alludes  to  a  fragment  of  Alcaeus  ftill  remain 
ing,  in  which  the  poet  celebrates  Harmodius  and 
Ariltogiton,  who  flew  the  tyrant  Hipparchus,  and 
thereby  restored  the  liberty  of  Athens. 

The  fall  of  Rome  is  here  molt  nervoufly  de 
fcribed  in  one  line  : 

"  With  heaviest  found,  a  giant-ftatue,  fell. 

The  thought  feems  altogether  new,  and  the  imi 
tative  harmony  in  the  Structure  of  the  vetie  is  ad 
mirable. 

After  bewailing  the  ruin  of  ancient  liberty,  the 
poet  confiders  the  influence  it  has  retained,  or  StiH 
retains  among  the  moderns  ;  and  here  the  free  re 
publics  of  Italy  naturally  engage  his  attention  — 
Florence,  indeed,  only  to  be  lamented  on  account 
of  lofing  its  liberty  under  thofe  patrons  of  letters, 
the  Medicean  family;  the  jealous  Pifa,  juStly  fo 
called  in  refpect  to  its  long  impatience  and  re 
gret  under  the  Same  yoke  ;  and  nhzfmall  Marino, 
which,  however  unrefpectable  with  regard  to 
power  or  extent  of  territory,  has,  at  leaft,  this  dii- 
tinction  to  boaSt,  that  it  has  preferved  its  liberty 
longer  than  any  other  Slate,  ancient  or  modern, 
having,  xvithout  any  revolution,  retained  its  pre- 
fent  mode  of  government  near  1402  years.  More 
over  the  patron  faint  who  founded  it,  and  from 
whom  it  takes  its  name,  deferves  this  poetical  re 
cord,  as  he  is,  perhaps,  the  only  faint  that  ever 
contributed  to  the  eStabliihment  of  freedom. 

"  Nor  e'er  her  former  pride  relate, 
To  fad  Liguria's  bleeding  State." 

In  theCe  lines  the  poet  alludes  to  thofe  ravages  in 
the  State  of  Genoa,  occafioned  by  the  unhappy  di- 
viSions  of  the  Guelphs  and  Gibeiines 

"  -  When  the  favour'd  of  thy  choice^ 
The  daring  archer  heard  thy  voice;'' 
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Tor  an  account  of  the  celebrated  event  referred  to 
in  thefe  verfes,  fee  Voltaire's  Epiftle  to  the  King 
ef  Pruflia. 

"  Thofe  whom  the  rod  of  Alva  bruis'd, 
Whofe  crown  a  Britifh  queen  refus'd  ! 

The  Flemings  were  fo  dreadfully  opprefled  by 
this  fanguinary  general  of  Philip  the  Second,  that 
they  offered  their  fovereignty  to  Elizabeth;  but, 
happily  for  her  fubjedts,  flie  had  policy  and  mag- 
nanmity  enough  to  refufe  it.  Deformeaux,  in  his 
Abrege  Chronologique  de  1'Hifloire  d'Efpagne,  thus 
defcribes  the  fufferings  of  the  Flemings :  "  Le 
Due  d'Albe  achevoit  de  reduire  les  Flamands 
au  defefpoir.  Apres  avoir  inonde  les  echafauts 
du  fang  le  plus  noble  et  le  plus  precieux,  il 
faifoit  conftruiredes  ciudelles  en  divers  endroits, 
et  vouloit  etablir  1'Alcavala,  ce  tribute  onereux 
qui  avoit  etc  longtems  en  ufage  parmi  les 
"  Efpagnols."  Agreg.  Chron.  Tom.  IV. 

« Mona, 

Where  thoufand  elfin  fliapes  abide." 

iVIona  is  properly  the  Roman  name  of  the  Ifle  of 
Anglefey,  anciently  fo  famous  for  its  Druids  ;  but 
fometimes,  as  in  this  place,  it  is  given  to  the  Ifle 
of  Man.  Both  thefe  ifles  Mill  retain  much  of  the 
genius  of  fuperftition,  and  are  now  the  only  places 
where  there  is  the  leaft  chance  of  finding  a  fairy. 

ODE  TO  A  LADY, 

On  the  Death  of  Colonel  Charles  Rofst  in  the  Ac 
tion  ofYontenoy.     Written  May,  1745. 

THE  Iambic  kind  of  numbers  in  which  this  ode 
is  conceived,  feems  as  well  calculated  for  tender 
and  plaintive  fubjects,  as  for  thofe  where  ftrength, 
or  rapidity  is  required — This,  perhaps,  is  owing 
to  the  repetition  of  the  ftrain  in  the  fame  ftanza  ; 
for  forrow  rejects  variety,  and  affects  an  unifor 
mity  of  complaint.  It  is  needlefs  to  obferve  that 
this  ode  is  replete  with  harmony,  fpirit,  and  pa 
thos  ;  and  there,  furely,  appears  no  reafon  why 
the  feventh  and  eighth  ftanzas  fliould  be  omitted 
in  that  copy  printed  in  Dodfley's  collection  of 
poems. 

ODE  TO  EVENING. 

THE  blank  ode  has  for  fome  time  folicited  ad- 
fcniflion  into  the  Englifti  poetry  ;  but  its  efforts, 
hitherto^  feem  to  have  been  vain,  at  leaft  its  re 
ception  has  been  no  more  than  partial.  It  re 
mains  a  queftion,  then,  whether  there  is  not  fome- 
thing  in  the  nature  of  blank  verfe  lefs  adapted  to 
the  lyric  than  to  the  heroic  meafure,  fince,  though 
it  has  been  generally  received  in  the  latter,  it  is 
yet  unadopted  in  the  former.  In  order  to  clifco- 
ter  this,  we  are  to  confider  the  different  modes  of 
thefe  different  fpecies  of  poetry.  That  of  the  he 
roic  is  uniform  ;  that  of  the  lyric  is  various  ;  and 
in  thefe  circumftances  of  uniformity  and  variety, 
probably,  lies  the  caufe  why  blank  verfe  has  been 
luccefsful  in  the  one,  and  Unacceptable  in  the 
other.  While  it  prefented  itfelf  only  in  one  form, 
it  was  familiarized  to  the  ear  by  cuftom  ;  but 
where  it  was  obliged  to  aflume  the  different 


fhapes  of  the  lyric  mufe,  it  feemed  ftill  a  ftranger 
of  uncouth  figure,  was  received  rather  with  cu- 
riofity  than  pleafure,  and  entertained  without  that 
eafe,  or  fatisfaction,  which  acquaintance  and  fa 
miliarity  produce. — Moreover,  the  heroic  blank 
verfe  obtained  a  fanction  of  infinite  importance  to 
its  general  reception,  when  it  was  adopted  by  one 
of  the  greateft  poets  the  world  ever  produced,  and 
was  made  the  vehicle  of  the  nobleft  poem  that 
ever  was  written.  When  this  poem  at  length  ex- 
torted  that  applaufe  which  ignorance  and  preju 
dice  had  united  to  withhold,  the  verfification  foon 
found  its  imitators,  and  became  more  generally 
fuccefsful  than  even  in  thofe  countries  from 
whence  it  was  imported.  But  lyric  blank  verfe 
had  met  with  no  fuch  advantages;  for  Mr.  Col 
lins,  whofe  genius  and  judgment  in  harmonv 
might  have  given  it  fo  powerful  an  effect,  hath 
left  us  but  one  fpecimen  of  it  in  the  Ode  to 
Evening. 

In  the  choice  of  his  jneafure  he  feems  to  have 
had  in  his  eye  Horace's  Ode  to  Pyrrha ;  for  this 
ode  bears  the  neareft  refemblance  to  that  mixt 
kind  of  the  afclepiad  and  pherecratic  verfe  ;  and 
that  refemblance  in  fome  degree  reconciles  us  to 
the  want  of  rhyme,  while  it  reminds  us  of  thofe 
great  matters  of  antiquity,  whofe  works  had  no 
need  of  this  whimfical  jingle  of  founds. 

From  the  following  pafiage  one  might  be  in- 
duced  to  think  that  the  poet  had  it  in  view  to 
render  his  fubject  and  his  verfification  fuitable  to 
each  other  on  this  occafion,  and  that,  when  he 
addreffed  himfelf  to  the  fober  power  of  Evening, 
he  had  thought  proper  to  lay  afide  the  foppery  of 
rhyme  j 

"  Now  teach  me,  maid  compos'd, 

To  breathe  fome  foften'd  ftrain, 
Whofe  numbers  dealing  through  thy  darkening 
May  not  unfeemly  with  its  ftillnefs  fuit,         [v^le, 

As,  muling  flow,  I  hail 

Thy  genial  lov'd  return  !'* 

But  whatever  were  the  numbers,  or  the  verfifica 
tion  of  this  ode,  the  imagery  and  enthufiafm  it 
contains  could  not  fail  of  rendering  it  delightful. 
No  other  of  Mr.  Collins's  odes  is  more  generally 
characteriftic  of  his  genius.  In  one  place  we  dif- 
cover  his  paflion  for  vifionary  beings  : 

"  For  when  thy  folding-ftar  arifing  ftiows 
His  pale  circlet  at  his  warning  lamp 

The  fragrant  hours  and  elves 

Who  flept  in  buds  the  day, 

And  many  a  nymph  who  wreaths  her  brows  with 

fedge, 
And  fheds  the  frefhening  dew,  and  lovelier  ftill, 

The  penfive  pleafures  fweet 

Prepare  thy  fhadowy  car." 

In  another  we  behold  his  ftrong  bias  to  melan 
choly  : 

"  Then  let  me  rove  fome  wild  and  heathy  fcene, 
Or  find  fome  ruin  'midft  its  dreary  dells, 

Whofe  walls  more  awful  nod 

By  thy  religious  gleams.'* 

Then  appears  his  tafte  for  what  is  wildly  jrand 
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&nd  magnificent  in  nature ;  when,  prevented  by 
ftorms  from  enjoying  his  evening  walk,  he  wifhes 
fur  a  fituation, 

"  That  from  the  mountain's  fides, 
Views  wild  and  fwelling  floods  ; 

And,  through  the  whole,  his  invariable  attacrr 
*nent  to  the  expreflion  of  painting  : 

'* and  marks  o'er  all 

Thy  dewy  fingers  draw 
The  gradual  dufky  veil.'* 

It  might  be  a  fufficient  encomium  on  this  beauti 
ful  ode  to  obferve,  that  it  has  been  particularly 
admired  by  a  lady  to  whom  nature  has  given  the 
mod  perfect  principles  of  tafte.  She  has  not  even 
complained  of  the  want  of  rhyme  in  it :  a  circum- 
itance  by  no  means  unfavourable  to  the  caufe  of 
lyric  blank  verfe  ;  for  furely,  if  a  fair  reader  can 
endure  an  ode  without  bells  and  chimes,  the  maf- 
culine  genius  may  difpenie  with  them 

THE  MANNEPvS,    AN  ODE. 

FROM  the  fubject  and  fentiments  of  this  ode,it 
feems  not  improbable  that  the  author  wrote  it 
about  the  time  when  he  left  the  Univerfity  ;  when, 
•weary  with  the  purfuit  of  academical  ftudies,  he 
no  longer  confined  himfelf  to  the  fearch  of theo- 
xeticaf  knowledge,  but  commenced  the  fcholar  of 
humanity,  to  ftudy  nature  in  her  works,  and  man 
in  fociety. 

The  following  farewell  to  fcience  exhibits  a 
•very  juft  as  well  as  ftriking  picture  :  for  however 
exalted  in  theory  the  Platonic  doctrines  may  ap 
pear,  it  is  certain  that  Platonifm  and  Pyrrhonifui 
are  allied : 

"  Farewell  the  porch,  whofe  roof  is  feen, 
Arch'd  with  th'  enlivening  olive's  green  : 
Where  Science;  prank'd  in  tiffued  veft, 
By  Reafon,  Pride,  and  Fancy  clreft, 
Come  like  a  bride,  fo  trim  array'd, 
To  wed  with  Doubt  in  Plato's  iliade  1" 

"When  the  mind  goes  in  purfuit  of  vifionary  fy- 
ilems^  it  is  rot  far  from  the  regions  of  doubt ;  and 
the  greater  its  capacity  to  think  abftractedly,  to 
reafon  and  refine,  the  more  it  will  be  expofed  to, 
and  bewildered  in,  uncertainty.— From  an  enthu- 
iiaftic  warmth  of  temper,  indeed,  we  may  for  a 
while  be  encouraged  to  perfift  in  foine  favourite 
doctrine,  or  to  adhere  to  fome  adopted  fyilem  ; 
hut  when  that  enthuliafm,  which  is  founded  on 
the  vivacity  of  the  paffions,  gradually  cools  and 
dies  away  with  them,  the  opinions  it  fupported 
drop  from  us,  and  we  are  thrown  upon  the  unhof- 
pitable  fhore  of  doubt — A  ftriking  proof  of  the 
neceffity  of  fome  moral  rule  of  wifdom  and  virtue, 
and  fome  fyftem  of  happinels  eftabliflied  by  un 
erring  knowledge,  and  unlimited  power. 

In  the  poet's  addrefs  to  humour  in  this  ode, 
there  is  one  image  of  fingular  beauty  and  proprie 
ty.  The  ornament  in  the  hair  of  wit  are  of  fuch 
a  nature,  and  difpofed  in  fuch  a  manner,  as  to  be 
perfectly  fyaibolical  and  characterise ; 


"  Me  too  amidft  thy  band  admit, 

There  where  the  young-ey'd  healthful  wit; 

(Whofe  jewels  in  his  cvifped  hair 

Are  plac'd  each  other's  beams  to  mare, 

Whom  no  delights  from  thee  divide) 

In  laughter  loos'd  attends  thy  fide." 

Nothing  could  be  more  expreffive  ofvrit,  which 
confills  in  a  happy  collifion  of  comparative  and  re 
lative  images,  than  this  reciprocal  reflection  of 
light  from  the  difpofition  of  the  jewels. 

"  O  Humour,  thou  whofe  name  is  known 
To  Briton's  favour'd  ifle  alone." 

The  author  could  only  mean  to  apply  this  to  the 
time  when  he  wrote,  fince  other  nations  had  pro 
duced  works  of  great  humour,  as  he  himfelf  ac 
knowledges  afterwards. 

"  By  old  Miletus,  Sec. 

By  all  you  taught  the  Tufcan  maids,  &c. 

The  Milefian  and  Tufcan  romances  were  by  no 
means  diftinguilhedfor  humour;  but  as  they  were 
the  models  of  that  fpecies  of  writing  in  which  hu 
mour  was  afterwards  employed,  they  are,  proba 
bly  for  that  reafon  only  mentioned  here. 

THE  PASSIONS. 

AN  ODE  FOR  MUSIC. 

IF  the  muiic  which  was  compofed  for  this  ode, 
had  equal  merit  with  the  ode  itfelf,  it  mtift  have 
been  the  moft  excellent  performance  of  the  kind, 
in  which  poetry  and  mufic  have,  in  modern  times, 
united.  Other  pieces  of  the  fame  nature  have  de 
rived  their  greateft  reputation  from  the  perfec 
tion  of  the  mufic  that  accompanied  them,  having 
in  themfelves  little  more  merit  than  that  of  an 
ordinary  ballad  :  but  in  this  we  have  the  whole 
foul  and  power  of  poetry — Expreilion  that,  even 
without  the  aid  of  mufic,  ftrikes  to  the  heart ; 
and  imagery  of  power  enough  to  tranfport  the  at 
tention,  without  the  forceful  alliance  ofcorref- 
ponding  founds  1  what,  then,  muft  have  been  the 
effects  of  thefe  united  ! 

It  is  very  obfervable  that  though  the  meafure  is 
the  fame,  in  which  the  mufical  efforts  of  fear, 
anger,  and  deipair,  are  defcribed,  yet  by  the  vari 
ation  of  the  cadence,  the  character  and  operation 
of  each  is  ftrongly  exprefied  :  thus  particularly  of 
Defpair : 

"  With  woeful  meafures  wan  Defpair— 
Low  iullen  founds  his  grief  beguil'd, 

A  folerrin1  ftrange,  and  mingled  air, 

'Twas  fad  by  fits,  by  flarts  'twas  wild." 

He  muft  be  a  very  unfkilful  compofer  who  could 
not  catch  the  power  of  imitative  harmony  from 
thefe  lines ! 

The  picture  of  hope  that  follows  this  is  beauti 
ful  almofl  beyond  imitation.  By  the  united 
powers  of  imagery  and  ha "snony,  that  delight 
ful  being  is  exhibited  with  all  the  charms  and 
graces  that  pleafur,e  and  fancy  have  appropriated 
to  her. 


OBSERVATIONS  ON  THE  ODES. 


&elegat,  qui  femel  percurrit ; 
Qui  nunquam  legit,  legal. 

"  But  thou,  O  Hope,  with  eyes  fo  fair, 
What  was  thy  delighted  meafure  1 

Still  it  whifper'd  promis'd  pleafure, 

And  bade  the  lovely  fcenes  at  diftance  hail  I 

Still  would  her  touch  the  drain  prolong, 
And  from  the  rocks,  the  woods,  the  vale, 

She  call'd  on  Echo  ftill  through  all  the  fong  ; 
And  where  her  iweeteft  theme  fhe  chofe, 
A    foft  refponfive  voice  was  heard  at   every 
clofe,  [golden  hair." 

And   Hope    inchanted    fmiPd,    and    wav'd    her 

In  what,  an  exalted  light  does  the  above  ftanza 
place  this  great  mafter  of  poetical  imagery  and 
harmony  !  what  varied  fweetnefs  of  numbers  I 
what  delicacy  of  judgment  and  expreffion  !  how 
characteriftically  does  Hope  prolong  her  ftrain, 
repeat  her  foothing  clofes,  call  upon  her  aflbciate 
Echo  for  the  fame  purpofes,  and  difplay  every 
pleating  grace  peculiar  to  her  ! 

"  And  Hope  inchanted  fmil'd,  and  wav'd  her 
golden  hair." 

Legat,  qui  nunquam  legit ; 
Qui  femel  percurrit,  relegat. 

The  defcriptions  of  joy,  jealoufy,  and  revenge,  are 
excellent ;  though  not  equally  fo,  Thofe  of  me 
lancholy  and  cheerfulnefs  are  fuperior  to  every 
thing  of  the  kind ;  and,  upon  the  whole,  there 
may  be  very  little  hazard  in  afierting  that  this  is 
the  tineft  ode  in  the  Englifh  language. 

AN    EPISTLE 

TO  SIR  THOMAS  HANMER,  ON  HIS  EDITION  OF 
SHAKSPEARE'S  WORKS. 

THIS  poem  was  written  by  our  author  at  the 
univerfity,    about  the  time  when   Sir  Thomas 
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Shakfpeare  was 


Hanmer's  pompous  edition  of 
printed  at  Oxford.  If  it  has  not  fo  much  merit 
as  the  reft  of  his  poems,  it  has  ftill  more  than  the 
fubjedl  deferves.  The  verlification  is  eafy  and 
genteel,  and  the  allufions  always  poetical.  The 
character  of  the  poet  Fletcher  in  particular  is  very 
juftly  drawn  in  this  epiitle. 

DIRGE  IN  CYMBELINE. 

ODE  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  THOMSON", 

MR.  COLLINS  had  Jkill  to  complain.  Of  that 
mournful  melody,  and  thofe  tender  images,  which 
are  the  diftinguifliing  excellencies  of  fuch  pieces 
as  bewail  departed  friendfhip,  or  beauty,  he  was 
an  almoft  unequalled  mafter.  He  knew  perfect 
ly  to  exhibit  fuch  circumftances,  peculiar  to  the 
objects,  as  awaken  the  influences  of  pity  ;  and 
while,  from  his  own  great  fenfibility,  he  felt  what 
he  wrote,  he  naturally  addrefled  himfelf  to  the 
feelings  of  others. 

To  read  fuch  lines  as  the  following,  all  beau 
tiful  and  tender  as  they  are,  without  correfpond- 
ing  emotions  of  pity,  is  furely  impoffible  : 

"  The  tender  thought  on  thee  fhall  dwell, 
Each  lonely  fcene  (hall  thee  reftore, 

For  thee  the  tear  be  duly  Ihed  ; 
Belov'd,  till  life  can  charm  no  more  ; 

And  mourn'd,  'till  Pity's  felf  be  dead." 

The  Ode  on  the  death  of  Thomfon  feems  to  havft 
been  written  in  an  excurfion  to  Richmond  by  wa 
ter.  The  rural  fcenery  has  a  proper  effect  in  an 
ode  to  the  memory  of  a  poet,  much  -_>;'  vvhofe  me 
rit  lay  in  defcriptions  of  the  fame  kind  ;  and  the 
appellations  of  "  Dn:id,"  and  "  meek  Nature's 
child,"  are  happily  characteristic.  For  the  bet 
ter  understanding  of  this  ode,  it  is  necelTary  to 
remember,  that  Mr.  Thomfon  lies  buried  in  the 
church  of  Richmond. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  DTER. 


JOHN  DVER  was  born  in  1700,  the  fecond  fon  of  Robert  Dyer,  Efq.  of  Aberglafney  in  Carmarthen- 
ihire,  a  folicitor  of  great  capacity  and  note. 

He  received  his  early  education  in  the  country,  and  finiflied  his  fludies  at  Weflminfter  School, 
tinder  the  care  of  Dr.  Freind,  from  whence  he  was  called  away  to  be  inftru&ed  in  his  father's  pro- 
feffion. 

His  father  died  foon  after ;  and  taking  no  delight  in  the  ftudy  of  the  law,  but  having  always 
amufed  himfelf  with  drawing,  he  refolved  to  turn  painter,  and  became  pupil  to  Mr.  Richardfon  of 
Lincoln's-Inn-Fields,  an  artift  then  of  high  reputation,  but  better  known  by  his  writings  than  by  his 
pictures. 

He  afterwards  became  an  itinerant  painter,  and  wandered  about  South  Wales  and  the  parts  ad 
jacent  ;  but  mingled  poetry  with  painting,  and  printed  Grongar  Hill,  which  was  originally  written 
as  an  Irregular  Ode,  in  a  "  Mifcellany  Volume  of  Poems,"  collected  and  publifhed  by  Savage,  in 
?726,  in  which  it  appears  in  that  form,  very  incorrect,  and  with  the  initial  lines  as  follows : 

Fancy,  nymph  that  loves  to  lie 

Oil  the  lonely  eminence, 
Darting  notice  through  the  eye, 

Forming  thought  and  feafting  fenfe. 
Thou  that  mull  lend  imagination  wings, 
And  (lamp  diftinction  on  all  worldly  things ; 
Comej  and  with  thy  various  hues, 
Paint  and  adorn  thy  lifter  mufe. 

Like  other  painters,  he  afterwards  travelled  into  Italy  for  improvement ;  and  at  Rome,  formed 
the  plan  of  his  poem,  called  The  Ruins  of  Rome,  which  he  finifhed  foon  after  his  return,  in  1740. 

At  his  return,  ill  health,  and  love  of  ftudy,  folitude,  and  reflection,  determined  him  to  the  church. 
He,  therefore,  entered  into  orders ;  and  married,  ab,out  the  fame  time,  Mifs  Enfor,  fifler  of  Mr. 
Strong  Enfor,  of  Warwickfhire. 

Of  his  ecclefiailical  provifion,  and  fome  other  particulars  of  his  perfonal  hiflory,  he  has  himfelf 
given  an  account,  in  a  letter  to  William  Duncombe,  Efq.  dated  Coningfby,  Nov.  24.  1756,  pu 
blifhed  in  the  fecond  volume  of  "  Letters  by  feveral  eminent  Perfons  deceafed,"  by  the  Rev, 
John  Duncombe.  "  Lord  Chancellor  [Hardwick]  has  been  favourable  to  me.  This  living  [Con 
ingfby,  Lincolnshire]  is  120  1.  per  annum.  The  other,  called  Kirkby,  is  nol.j  but  my  preferments 
came  in  this  courfe  :  Calthorp  in  Leiceflerfhire  (80 1.  a-year),  was  given  me  by  one  Mr.  Harper, 
in  1741.  That  I  quitted  in  1751,  for  a  fmall  living  of  75  1.  called  Belchford,  ten  miles  from  hence, 
and  given  me  by  Lord  Chancellor,  through  Mr.  Wray's  [Daniel  Wray,  Efq.  one  of  the  depute 
tellers  of  the  Exchequer,  a  friend  to  virtue  and  the  mufes]  intereft.  Sir  John  Heathcote  gave  me 
this,  and  lately  procured  me  Kirkby  of  Lord  Chancellor,  without  my  folicitation.  I  was  glad 
of  this,  on  account  of  its  nearnefs  to  me ;  though  I  think  myfelf  a  lofer  by  the  exchange,  through 
the  expences  of  the  feal,  difpenfations,  journeys,  &c.  and  the  charge  of  an  old  houfe,  half  of  which 
J  am  going  to  pull  down." 

"  More  of  myfelf,  which  your  good  natured  curiofity  draws  from  me,  is  this  :  After  having  been 
an  itinerant  painter  in  my  native  country  (S.  Wales),  and  in  Herefordfhirc,  Worcefterftiire,  &c.  £c. 
I  married  and  fettled  in  Leicefterfhire.  My  wife's  name  was  Enfor,  whofe  grandmother  was  a 
Shakfpeare,  defcended  from  a  brother  of  everybody's  Shakfpeare.  We  have  four  children  livino- ; 
three  are  girls ;  the  youngeft  a  boy,  fix  years  old.  I  had  fome  brothers ;  have  but  one  left ;  he 
is  a  clergyman,  lives  at  Marybone,  and  has  fueh  a  houfefull  of  children  as  puts  me  in  mind  of  ^ 
noted  ftatue  at  Rome  of  the  river  Nile,  on  the  arms,  legs,  and  body  of  which  are  crawling 
ing,  ten  or  a  dozen  little  boys  and  girls," 
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About  this  time,  he  finifhed  the  Fleece,  his  greateft  poetical  work,  in  the  competition  of  which,  a,s 
he  himfelf  informs  us,  he  received  fome  alTiftance  from  Akenfide. 

««  Your  humble  fervant,"  he  writes  Mr.  Buncombe,  "  is  become  a  deaf,  and  dull,  and  languid 
creature ;  who,  however,  in  this  poor  change  of  conilitution,  being  a  little  recompenfed  with  the 
critic's  phlegm,  has  made  fhift,  by  many  blottings  and  corrections,  and  fome  helps  from  his  kind, 
friend  Dr.  Akenfide,  to  give  a  fort  of  finishing  to  the  Fleece,  which  is  juft  fent  up  to  Mr.  Dodfley ; 
but  as  people  are  fo  taken  up  with  politics,  and  have  fo  little  inclination  tp  read  any  thing  but  fatire 
and  newfpapers,  I  am  in  doubt  whether  this  is  a  proper  time  for  publishing  it.'v 

He  publifhed  the  'Fleece,  in  1757,  and  congratulated  himfelf  upon  it  as  his  nobleft  work ;  but  it 
was  coldly  received  upon  its  firft  appearance,  and  has  not  hitherto  obtained  fq  much  notice  as  it 
deferves. 

Dodfley  the  bookfellcr  was  one  day  mentioning  it  to  a  critical  vifitor  with  more  expectation  of 
fuccefs  than  the  other  could  eafily  admit.  In  <.h<r  converfation,  the  author's  age  was  alked  ;  and 
being  reprefented  as  advanced  in  life,  "  He  will,"  faid  the  critic,  "  be  buried  in  woollen." 

He  did  not  indeed  long  furvive  that  publication,  nor  long  enjoy  the  increafe  of  his  preferments. 
He  died  in  1758,  in'the'joth  year  of  hisage. 

His  Grcngar  Hill,  and  Ruins  of  Rome,  have  been  frequently  reprinted  in  the  poetical  mifcellanies ; 
and,  together  with  the  Fleece,  Country  Walk,  and  a  few  fhorter  pieces,  were  collected  in  the  53d  vo 
lume  of  the  "  Works  of  the  Engliih  Poets,"  1777.  Scott  left  behind  him  an  effay  on  Grcngar  Hill 
and  another  on  the  Ruins  of  Rome,  which  were  publifhed  among  his  "  Critical  Eflays,"  by  Mr.  Hoole, 
in  1785. 

The  character  of  Dyer  was  very  amiable  and  refpe<5lable.  He  was  beloved  by  his  friends, 
for  the  gentlenefs  and  fweetnefs  of  his  difpofition.  He  was  refpe&ed  by  the  world,  as  a  man  of 
fuperior  endowments.  With  Hill  and  Savage  he  lived  in  habit's  of  familiar  intimacy ;  and  joined 
in  the  poetical  praifes  of  a  lady  celebrated  in  their  verfes  by  the  name  of  Clio,  afterwards  Mrs. 
Sanfom.  Savage  has  an  "  Epiftle  to  Dyer,  occafioned  by  feeing  his  picture  of  the  celebrated  C7/c," 
and  another  "  in  Anfwer  to  his  from  the  Country."  He  was  diitinguiihed  by  the  friendfhip  of  Aken- 
jlde,  and  carried  on  a  correspondence  with  Mr.  Duncombe,  the  friend  of  Hughes,  and  other  men 
6f  letters  and  tafte. 

As  a  poet,  Dyer  ranks  with  Denham,  Garth,  Pope,  and  Thomfon,  his  predeceffors  in  defcriptive 
poetry.  He  had  peculiar  and  powerful  talents  for  that  fpecies  of  composition,  inferior  only  perhaps 
,*o  the  talents  of  Thomfon.  Some  of  his  defcriptions,  however,  fufl&ciently  evince  that  he  had  ftudied 
manners  and  pafiions,  as  well  as  the  external  beauties  of  nature,  and  could  have  excelled  in  cornpo- 
fitions  of  higher  dignity  and  utility,  that  lay  open  the  internal  conftitution  of  man,  and  that  imitate 
characters  and  fentiments.  It  is  no  diminution  of  his  genius,  that  he  preferred  that  fpecies  of 
poetry  which  has  given  immortality  to  Lucretius,  Virgil,  and  Thomfon.  Of  Engliih  poets,  none 
have  excelled  Dyer,  in  one  of  the  greateft  and  moft  pleafihg  arts  of  defer  iptive  poetry,  the  difpo 
fition  of  every  object  fo  as  it  may  give  occafiori  for  fome  obfcrvation  on  human  life.  This  oblique 
inflruilion  is  the  diftinguifhirig  excellence  of1"  Coopers  Hill."  This  is  the  great  charm  of  the 
incomparable  "  £legy  written  in  a  Country  Church-Yard." 

Of*  Dyer's  compofitioris,  his  Grongar  Hill  has  obtained  the  greatdl  notice.  It  is  a  defcriptive  poem 
of  very  confiderable  merit,  fpirited  and  pieafing.  Few  p6etical  pieces  have  reprefented  an  extenfive 
Jtnd  beautiful  profpedt  in  fo  agreeable  a  manner.  But  it  is 'not  without  its  imperfections;  there  is 
a  redundancy  of  thought  in  fome  inftances,  and  a  careleftnefs  of  language  in  others.  The  verfifica- 
tion  is  an  irregular  mixture  of  iambic  and  trochaic  lines;  a  eircumftance  rather  difpleafing  to  a  nice 
ear.  Confidcred  as"  a  landfcape,'  painted  with  words  inftead  of  colours,  it  is  pronounced  by  Mr. 
Gilpin,  in  his  "  Obfervations'  on  thVRiver  Wye,"  defective  in  the  execution,  as  wanting  contrail 
of  foreground  and  diftance.  '  It  is  juftly  obferved,  that  the  objects  immediately  beneath  his  eye, 
and  thofe  more  remote,  arfc  marked  with  equal  ftrength  and  diflinclnefs ;  the  trees  clofe  at  hand 
are  diftingnifhed  by,  \heir  fbapcs  and  hues,  and  the  caftlc  afar  off,  by  ivy  creeping  on  its  walls.  Where 
the  defcriber  is  fuppofetl  to  ft  and,  the  former  mufl  be  vifible,  the  latter  could  not ;  and  therefore 
ihould  not  have  been  mentioned.  Dyer  was  a  painter,  and  knew  the  effect'  01  con t raft  and  the 
rules  of  perfpe<£tive ;  but  1::3  powers  cannot  bq  fairJy  eftimated  by  his  performance.  Hi-; 
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k'  •  -     '  '  ' 

*ms  aefignedly  without  plan ;  it  is  defultory  and  difFufe,  iketching  at  random  a  number  of  un 
connected  objects.  His  hill's  extenfive  view  would  probably  have  afforded  feveral  complete  land- 
fcapes;  but  it  is  not  clear  that  he  aimed  at  producing  any.  Grorigar  /////,  had  Dyer  written 
nothing  elfe,  would  have  obtained  for  him  the  name  of  a  poet,  yet  it  is  the  fmalleft  proof  of 
his  abilities.  The  Ruins  of  Rome,  and  the  Fluce,  however  negledled  by  fuperficial  readers,  or  de 
graded  by  injudicious  critics,  juftly  entitle  him  to  the  higheft  praife. 

The  Ruins  of  Rome  has  for  .its  fubject  the  remains  of  the  firft  city  in  the  univerfe,  whofe  hiftory 
could  not  fail  to  intereft,  and  whofe  moral  muft  inftruct;  a  fubject  affording  pictures  of  paft  and 
prefent  magnificence,  narration  of  the  rife  and  fall  of  empire,  applaufe  of  liberty  and  virtue,  and. 
cenfure  of  tyranny  and  vice.  The  poem  confifts  principally  in  defcription  of  progrefs  and  profpect ; 
and  fo  abounds  with  pleafing  imagery,  that  the  tafk  of  felection  is  perplexing.  The  view  of  his 
profpect  is  fuppofed  to  employ  the  duration  of  a  natural  day.  It  begins  when  the  riling  fun 

Flames  on  the  ruins  in  the  purer  airi 
Towering  aloft 

And  concludes  with  the  grand  natural  appearance  of  the  fun  fetting  between  two  towers: 

Cool  evening  comes ;  the  fettihg  fun  difplays 
His  vifible  great  round  between  two  towers, 
As  through  two  fliady  cliffs—-—- 

The  idea  of  progrefiion,  given  by  his  fpecification  of  the  places  paffed  through,  is  very  forcible,  abd 
the  epithets  beftowed  on  thofe  places  are  ftrongly  difcriminative  of  their  peculiarities ;  the  ivoody 
tounds  of  Gallia,  the  cloud-piercing  Alps,  the  viny  vale  of  Arno,  and  the  forlorn  ivaflc  of  the  Campagna. 
The  introduction  of  the  pilgrim  hearing  the  noife  of  the  falling  rivers,  is  a  beautiful  drcumftance 
and  affects  us  much  more  forcibly  than  a  fimple  afiertion  that  they  often  fell. 

Dr.  Johnfon,  whofe  parfimony  of  praife  to  his  contemporaries, ^fpecially  to  Dyer,  is  but  too  con- 
fpicuous,  obfcrves,  that  "  fome  paflages  in  this  poem  are  conceived  with  the  mind  of  a  poet ;"  and 
contents  himfclf  with  quoting  this  paflage,  the  merit  of  which  had  been  previbufly  applauded  by 
Hervey.  The  paffage  in  which  he  exults  in  the  recdllection  of  the  former  refpectable  ftate  of 
poets,  demands,  in  every  refpect,  unabated  approbation.  The  modern  neglect,  of  which  many  poets, 
and  none  more  than  himfelf,  have  had  occafioh  to  complain,  is  expreffed  with  feeling  and  energy ; 

But  now — ^another  age,  alas !  is  ours— 

Yet  will  the  mufe  a  little  longer  foar, 

Unlefs  the  clouds  of  care  weigh  down  her  wrng3, 

Since  nature's  ftores  are  fhut  with  cruel  hand, 

And  each  aggrieves  his  brother ;  fince  in  vain 

The  thirity  pilgrim  at  the  fountain  afks  , 

The  overflowing  wave.— -Enough— the  plaint  difdain— 

The  remaining  part  of  the  poem  is  of  the  fame  general  character ;  and  relates,,  in  a  fpirited  narra-i 
tive,  the  rife,  meridian,  decline,  and  fall  of  the  Roman  empire.  The  conclusion  ^efcribes,  in  the 
inoft  animated  manner,  the  irruptions  of  the  Goths  and  Vandals,  with  their  confequences ;  and  re- 
fleets,  with  equal  dignity  and  pathos,  on  the  ineflimable  advantages  of  political  liberty,  and  on  the 
fatal  effects  of  national  luxury. 

No  fubject  can  be  more  intcreiling  to  a  Britifh  reader  than 

The  care  of  Iheep,  the  labour*  of  the  loom  J 
or  of  more  univerfal  concern,  th?.n  the 

•        ""i  ^..arts  of  trade, 

which  Dyer  has  made  the  argument  of  his  Fleece.  Accordingly,  it  is  addreffed  to  "  the,  good,  of  all 
degrees,  of  all  feels,"  but  efpccially  to  the  king,  whom,  in  the  emphatic  language  of  Horner,he  flyles 
the  People 's  Shepherd.  The  manner  in  which  it  is  executed  discovers  no  lefs  judgment  than  fancy ; 
for,  though  few  material  rules  relating  te  fliecp  or  the  woollen  manufactures  a*e  omitted,  they  are 
all  poetically  and  gracefully  delivered.  The  di&ion  is  artfully  varied;  the  two  firft  books  have  a 
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mixture  of  the  paftoral ;  the  third  is  rural,  but  elegant ;  the  lafl  is  daring  and  fublime.  He  has  no 
interefting  narratives,  fuch  as  the  flory  of  "  Orpheus  and  Eurydice"  in  the  fourth  Georgic,  and 
thofe  of  "  Amelia"  and  "  Lavinia"  in  the  "  Seafons;"  but  it  abounds  in  affecting  digreffions  and 
pathetic  ftrokes,  particularly  in  exhortations  to  benevolence  : 

In  flowery  fpring-time,  when  the  new  dropt  lambj 
Tott'ring  with  weaknefs,  by  his  mother's  fide, 
Feels  the  frefli  world  about  him,  and  each  thorn, 
Hillock,  or  furrow,  trips  his  feeble  feet, 
O  ,  uard  his  meek  fweet  innocence  from  all 
Th'  innumerous  ills  that  rufti  around  his  life.— 
In  this  foft  office  may  thy  children  join, 
And  charitable  habits  learn  in  fport. 

In  the  fame  benevolent  ftrain  are  his  recommendation  of  county  work-houfes  (B.  III.) ;  his  cen 
sure  of  thofe  who  refufe  an  afylum  to  perfecuted  foreigners ;  his  wifh  for  a  general  naturalization 
act  (ib.) ;  his  reflections  on  the  flave  trade  (B.  IV.) ;  his  cenfure  of  the  difputes  between  the  Eng- 
lifh  and  French  Eaft  India  Companies  (ib) ;  his  method  for  preventing  the  exportation  of  combed 
wool,  and  his  apology  for  treating  that  fubject  (B.  II.) ;  and  his  recommendation  of  benevolence  to 
the  brute  creation  (ib.).  His  topographical  defcriptions  deferve  particular  commendation  ;  and  in 
river-painting,  his  merit  is  fuperlative.  His  Skeep-Jb(.ar'zng,  and  the  Feajl  on  the  Banks  of  the  Severn, 
are  pieces  of  exquifite  painting.  His  truly  poetical  defcription  of  long  ivool  in  the  feece,  and  of  the 
•various  kinds  of  looms ,  fliows  that  genius  can  almoft  ennoble  any  fubject,  how  ever  mean  or  inconiiderable. 

Of  his  fhorter  poems,  The  Country  Walk  is  moft  confpicuous  for  picturefque  imagery  and  intereit- 
ing  fentiment.  The  Epijlle  to  a  Friend  in  To-wn  (probably  Savage)  is  fprightly,  familiar,  and  eafy,  in 
an  uncommon  degree.  The  Epijlle  to  Savage  is  vigorouily  written ;  and  the  Epijlle  to  Hill,  though 
inuch  inferior  to  it,  is  not  deficient  in  fpirit  and  elegance. 

His  character,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfoh,  cannot  be  generally  allowed,  without  adopting  his  well- 
known  prejudices  againfl  blank  verfe. 

"  Dyer  is  not  a  poet  of  bulk  or  dignity  fufficient  to  require  an  elaborate  criticifm.  Grcngar  Hill 
is  the  happiefl  of  his  productions  ;  it  is  not  indeed  very  accurately  written  ;  but  the  fccnes  which  it 
difplays  are  fo  pleafing,  the  images  which  they  raife  fo  welcome  to  the  mind,  and  the  reflections  of 
the  writer  fo  confonant  to  the  general  fenfe  or  experience  of  mankind,  that  when  it  is  once  read,  it 
will  be  read  again. 

"  The  idea  of  the  Ruins  6f  J?<M»«?>llrikes  more,  but  pleafeS  lefs  ;  and  the  title  raifes  greater  expec 
tation  than  the  performance  gratifies.  Seme  pafiages,  howerer,  are  conceived  with  the  mind  of  * 
poet ;  as,  when  in  the  neighbourhood  of  delapidating  edifices,  he  fays : 


-The  pilgrim  oft 


At  dead  of  night,  'mid  his  oraifon  hears 
Aghaft  the  voice  of  time,  difparting  towers, 
Tumbling  all  precipitate  dbwn-dafh'd, 
Rattling  around,  loud  thundering  to  the  moon. 

*e  Of  the  Fleece,  which  never  became  popular,  and  is  now  univerfally  neglected,  I  can  fay  little  that 
is  likely  to  recall  it  to  attention.  The  wool-comber  and  the  poet  appear  to  me  fuch  difcordant  na 
tures,  that  an  attempt  to  bring  them  together  is  to  couple  the  ferpent  'with  the  foivl.  When  Dyer, 
whofe  mind  was  not  unpoetical,  has  done  his  utmoft  in  interefting  his  readers  in  our  native  com 
modity,  by  interfperfing  rural  imagery  and  incidental  degreffions,  by  clothing  fmall  images  in  great 
words,  and  by  all  the  writer's  art  of  delufion,  the  meannefs  naturally  adhering,  and  the  irreverence 
habitually  annexed  to  trade  and  manufacture,  fink  him  under  infuperable  opprefilon ;  and  the  dif- 
gufl  which  blank  verfe,  encumbering  and  encumbered,  fuperadds  to  an  unpieafing  fubject,  foon  re 
pels  the  reader,  however  willing  to  be  pleafed. 

"  Let  me,  however,  honeftly  report  whatever  may  counterbalance  this  weight  of  cenfure.  I  have 
been  told,  that  Akenfide,  who,  upon  a  poetical  queftion,  has  a  right  to  be  hesrd,  faid,  "  that  he 
would  regulate  his  opinion  of  the  reigning  tafle  by  the  rule  of  Dyer's  Fleece ;  for  if  that  were  ill  re 
ceived,  he  fhould  not  think  it  any  longer  reasonable  to  cxpe&  fame  from  excellence.'5. 


DTER'S    POEMS. 


GRONGAR  HILL. 

SILENT  nymph,  with  curious  eye  ! 

Who,  the  purple  evening,  lie 

On  «he  mountain's  lonely  van, 

Beyond  the  noife  of  bufy  man  ; 

Painting  fair  the  form  of  things, 

While  the  yellow  linnet  fings ; 

Or  the  tuneful  nightingale 

Charms  the  foreft  with  her  tale  ; 

Come,  with  all  thy  various  dues, 

Come,  and  aid  thy  fifter  mufe  ;    \Q 

Now,  while  Phoebus  riding  high, 

Gives  luftre  to  the  land  and  Iky  ! 

Grongar  Hill  invites  my  fong, 

Draw  the  landfkip  bright  and  flrong ; 

Grongar,  in  whofe  moffy  cells, 

Sweetly  mufing,  quiet  dwells  ; 

Grongar,  in  whofe  filent  fliade, 

For  the  modeft  mufes  made, 

So  oft  I  have,  the  evening  ftill, 

At  the  fountain  of  a  rill,       1&    . 

Sat  upon  a  flowery  bed, 

With  my  hand  beneath  my  head ; 

While  ftray'd  my  eyes  o'er  Towy's  flood, 

Over  mead,  and  over  wood, 

Urom  houfe  to  houfe,  from  hill  to  hill, 

Till  contemplation  had  her  fill. 

About  his  chequer'd  fides  I  wind, 
And  leave  his  brooks  and  meads  behind, 
And  groves,  and  grottoes  where  I  lay, 
And  viftoes  {hooting  beams  of  day  :     Jo 
Wide  and  wider  fpreads  the  vale  ; 
Ar,  circles  on  a  fmooth  canal  : 
The  mountains  round  unhappy  fate  ! 
Sooner  or  later,  of  all  height, 
Withdraw  their  fummits  from  the  fkies, 
And  leffen  as  the  others  rife  : 
Still  the  profpecSt  wider  fpreads, 
Adds  a  thoufand  woods  and  meads  ; 
Still  it  widens,  widens  flill, 
And  finks  the  acwly-rifcn  hill.    *f  o 

Now,  I  gain  the  mountain's  brow, 
What  a  landfkip  lies  below  ! 
No  clouds,  no  vapours  intervene  ; 
But  the  gay,  the  open  fcene, 
Does  the  face  of  nature  fhow, 
In  all  the  hues  of  heaven's  bow  ? 
And,  fwelling  to  embrace  the  light, 
Spreads  around  beneath  the  fight, 

Old  caftles  on  the  cliffs  arife, 
Proudly  towering  in  the  flues^  fa 


Rufhing  from  the  woods,  the  fpires 
Seem  from  hence  afcending  fires  ! 
Half  his  beams  Apollo  fheds 
On  the  yellow  mountain-heads ! 
Gilds  the  fleeces  of  the  flocks, 
And  glitters  on  the  broken  rocks ! 

Below  me  trees  unnumber'd  rife, 
Beautiful  in  various  dyes : 
The  gloomy  pine,  the  poplar  blue, 
The  yellow  beech,  the  fable  yew,    60 
The  flender  fir,  that  taper  grows, 
The  fturdy  oak  with  broad-fpread  boughs. 
And  beyond  the  purple  grove, 
Haunt  of  Phyllis,  queen  of  love  ! 
Gaudy  as  the  opening  dawn, 
Lies  a  long  and  level  lawn, 
On  which  a  dark  hill,  fteep  and  high, 
Holds  and  charms  the  wandering  eye  ! 
Deep  are  his  feet  in  Towy's  flood, 
His  fides  are  ^loth'd  with  waving  wood,  Jv 
And  ancient  towers  crown  his  brow, 
That  cafl  an  awful  look  below ; 
Whofe  ragged  walls  the  ivy  creeps, 
And  with  her  arms  from  falling  keeps : 
So  both  a  fafety  from  the  wind 
On  mutual  dependence  find. 
'Tis  now  the  raven's  bleak  abode  ; 
'Tis  now  th'  aparftnent  of  the  toad  ; 
And  there  the  fox  fecurely  feeds; 
And  there  the  poifonous  adder  breeds,  f  6 
Conceal'din  ruins,  mofs,  and  weeds; 
While,  ever  and  anon,  there  falls 
Huge  heaps  of  hoary  moulder'd  walls. 
Yet  time  has  feeu,  that  lifts  the  low, 
And  level  lays  the  lofty  brow, 
Has  feen  this  broken  pile  complete, 
Big  with  the  vanity  of  ftate ; 
But  tranfient  is  the  fmile  of  fate  ! 
A  little  rule,  a  little  fway, 
A  fun-beam  in  a  winter' s-day,     66 
Is  all  the  proud  and  mighty  have 
Between  the  cradle  and  the  gravfe. 

And  fee  the  rivers  how  they  run, 
Through  wcods  and  meads,  in  fliade  and  fun, 
Sometimes  fwift,  fometimes  flow, 
Wave  fucceeding  wave,  they  go 
A  various  journey  to  the  deep, 
Like  human  life,  to  endlefs  fleep  ! 
Thus  is  nature's  vefture  wrought, 
To  inftruct  our  wandering  thought ;  /^ 
Thus  flic  drefles  green  and  gay, 
To  difperfe  our  cares  away. 
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Ever  charming,  ever  nev/, 
"When  will  the  landflcip  tire  the  view  1 
The  fountain's  fall,  the  river's  flow, 
The  woody  vallies,  warm  arid  low  ; 
The  windy  fummit,  wild  and  high, 
Roughly  rufhing  on  the  Iky  ! 
The  plealant  feat,  the  ruin'd  tower, 
The  naked  rock,  the  fhady  bower  ;   HO 
The  town  and  village,  dome  and  farm, 
Each  give  each  a  double  charm, 
As  pearls  upon  an  ^ithiop's  arm. 

See  on  the  mountain's  fouthern  fide, 
"Where  the  profpedt  opens  wide, 
"Wher-e  the  evening  gilds  the  tide  ; 
How  clofe  and  fmall  the  hedges  lie ! 
"What  ftreaks  of  meadows  crofs  the  eye ! 
A  ftep  methinks  may  pafs  the  ftream, 
So  little  diftant  dangers  feem  ;    \2O 
So  we  miftake  the  future's  face, 
P.y'd  through  hope's  deluding  glafs; 
As  yon  fummits  foft  and  fair, 
Clad  in  colours  of  the  air, 
Which,  to  thofe  who  journey  near, 
Barren,  brown,  and  rough  appear ; 
Still  we  tread  the  fame  coarie  way, 
The  prefent's  ftill  a  cloudy  day. 

O  may  I  with  myfelf  agree, 
And  never  covet  what  I  fee  :    130 
Content  me  with  an  humble  fhade, 
Ivly  paffions  tam'd,  my  wishes  laid ; 
For,  while  our  wifhes  wildly  roll, 
We  banilh  quiet  from  the  foul : 
'Tis  thus  the  bufy  beat  the  air, 
And  mifers  gather  wealth  and  care. 

Now,  ev'n  now,  my  joys  run  high, 
As  on  the  mountain-turf  I  lie  ; 
"While  the  wanton  zephyr  fings, 
And  in  the  vale  perfumes  his  wings ;  \l& 
"While  the  waters  murmur  deep  ; 
"While  the  fhepherd  charms  his  fheep  ; 
"While  the  birds  unbounded  fly, 
And  with  mufic  fill  the  Iky, 
^otv,  ,ev'n  now,  my  joys  run  high. 

Be  full,  ye  courts ;  be  great  who  will ; 
Search  for  peace  with  all  your  fkill : 
Open  wide  the  lofty  door, 
Seek  her  on  the  marble  floor. 
In  vain  you  fearch,  Ihe  is  not  there  ;  !S"0 
In  vain  ye  fearch  the  domes  of  care ! 
Orafs  and  flowers  quiet  treads, 
On  the  meads  and  mountain-heads, 
Along  with  pleafure,  clofe  ally'd, 
lEver  by  each  other's  fide  ; 
And  often,  by  the  murmuring  rill, 
Hears  the  thrufh,  while  all  is  ftill, 
"Within  the  groves  of  Grongar  Hill. 

THE  RUINS  OF  ROME. 

«*  Afpice  murorum  moles,  prseruptaque  faxa, 
"  Obrutaque  horrcnti  vefla  theatra  fitu: 
"  H»e  funt  Roma.     Viden'  velut  ipfa  cadavera 

tanta; 
"'  Urbis  adhuc  fpirent  imperiofa  minas  ?" 

JANUS  VITALUS 

ENOUGH  of  Grongar,  and  the  fhady  dales 
Of  winding  Towy,  Merlin's  fabled  haunt 
1  fing  inglorious.     Now  the  love  of  arts, 
And  what  in  metal  or  in  (tone  refnains 


proud  antiquity,  through  various  realm* 
d  various  languages  and  ages  fam'd, 


Of 

An 

Bears  me  remote,  o'er  Gallia's  woody  bounds 
3'er  the  cloud-piercing  Alps  remote  ;  beyond 
The  vale  of  Arno  purpled  with  the  vine, 
Beyond  the  Umbrian  and  Etrufcan  hills, 
To  Latium's  wide  Champain,  forlorn  and  wafte, 
Where  yellow  Tiber  his  negleclcd  wave 
Mournfully  rolls.     Yet  once  again,  my  mufe, 
Yet  once  again,  and  foar  a  loftier  flight  ; 
Lo  the  refiitlefs  theme,  imperial  Rome. 

Fall'n,  fall'n,  a  filent  heap  :  her  heroes  all 
Sunk  in  their  urns  ;  behold  the  pride  of  pomp, 
The  throne  of  nations  fall'n  ;  obicur'd  in  duft  ; 
Ev'n  yet  majeilical  :  the  folemn  fcene 
Elates  the  foul,  while  now  the  rifmg  fun 
Flames  on  the  ruins  in  the  purer  air 
Towering  aloft,  upon  the  glittering  plain, 
Like  broken  rocks,  a  vaft  circumference  ; 
Rent  palaces,  crufh'd  columns,  rifled  moles, 
Fanes  roll'd  on  fanes,  and  tombs  on  buried  tomb*, 

Deep  lies  in  duft  the  Theban  obeWJc 
Tmmcnfe  along  the  wafte  ;  minuter  art, 
Gliconian  forms,  or  Phidian,  fubtly  fair, 
O'erwhelming  ;  as  the  immenfe  Leviathan 
The  finny  brood,  when  near  lerne's  fhore 
Out-ftretch'd,  unwieldy,  his  ifiand  length  appears 
Above  the  foamy  flood.     Globofe  and  huge, 
Gray-mouldering  temples  fwell,  and  wide  o'ercaft 
The  foliury  landflcape,  hills  and  woods, 
Andboundlefs  wilds;  while  the  vine-mantled  brows 
The  pendent  goats  unveil,  regardlefs  they 
Of  hourly  peril,  though  the  ciifted  domes 
Tremble  to  every  wind.     The  pilgrim  oft 
At  dead  of  night,  'mid  his  oraifon  hears 
Aghaft  the  voice  of  time,  difparting  towers, 
Tumbling  all  preripitate  down-daih'd, 
Rattling  around,  loud  thundering  to  the  moon  ; 
While  murmuisfooth  each  awful  interval 
Of  ever-falling  waters  -,  fhrouded  Nile  *, 
Eridanus,  and  Tiber  with  his  twins, 
And  palmy  Euphrates  ;  they  with  drooping  locks, 
Hang  o'er  their  urns,  and  mournfully  among 
The  plaintive-echoing  ruins  pour  their  ftreams. 

Yet  here,  adventurous  in  the  facred  fearch 
Of  ancient  arts,  the  delicate  of  mind, 
Curious  and  mooeft,  from  all  climes  refort. 
Grateful  fociety  !   with  thefe  I  i  aife 
The  toilfome  flcp  up  the  proud  Palatin, 
Through  fpiry  cyprefs  groves,  and  towering  piner 
Waving  aloft  o'er  the  big  ruins  brows, 
On  numerous  arches  rear'd  ;  and  frequent  ftopp'd, 
The  funk  ground  ftartles  me  with  dreadful  chafm, 
Breathing  forth  darknefs  from  the  vaft  profound 
Of  ifles  and  halls,  within  the  mountain's  womb* 
Nor  thefe  the  nether  works  ;  all  thefe  beneath, 
And  all  beneath  the  vales  and  hills  around, 
Extend  the  cavern'd  fewers,  maffy,  firm, 
As  the  Sibylline  grot  befide  the  dead 
Lake  of  Avernus  ;  fuch  the  fewers  huge, 
Whither  the  great  Tarquinian  genius  dooms 
Each  wave  impure  ;  and  proud  with  added  rains, 
Hark  how  the  mighty  billows  lafh  their  vaults, 
And  thunder;  how  they  heave  their  rocks  in  vain,! 
Though  now  inceflant  time  has  roll'd  around 
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A  thoufand  winters  o'er  th*  changeful  world, 
And  yet  a  thoufand  fmce,  th'  indignant  floods 
Roar  loud  in  their  firm  bounds,  and  dafh  and  fwell, 
In  vain;  convey'dto  Tiber's  loweft  wave. 

Hence  over  airy  plains,  by  cryftal  founts, 
That  weave  their  glittering  waves  with  tuneful 
Among  the  fleeky  pebbles,  agate  clear,          [iapfe, 
Cerulean  ophite,  and  the  flowery  vein 
Of  orient  jafper,  pleas' d  I  move  along, 
And  vafes  boi's'd,  and  huge  infcriptive  {tones, 
And  intermingling  vines ;  and  figur'd  nymphs, 
Flora's  and  Chloe's  of  delicious  mould, 
Cheering  the  darknefs  ;  and  deep  empty  tombs, 
And  dells,  and  mouldering  ihrines,  with  old  decay 
Ruftic  and  green,  and  wide-embowering  {hades, 
Shot  from  the  crooked  clefts  of  nodding  towers. 
A  folemn  wildernefs  !  with  error  fweet, 
I  wind  the  lingering  ftep,  where-e'er  the  path 
Mazy  conduces  me,  which  the  vulgar  foot 
O'er  fculptures maim'd  has  made;  Anubis,  Sphinx, 
Idele  of  antique  guife,  and  horned  Pan, 
Terrific,  monftrous  fhapes !    prepoflerous  gods, 
Of  fear  and  ignorauce,  by  the  fculptor's  hand 
Hewn  into  form,  and  worfhipp'd';  as  ev'n  now 
Blindly  they  worfliip  at  their  breathlefs  mouths  * 
In  varied  appellations  :  men  to  thefe 
(From  deep  to  depth  in  darkening  error  fall'n) 
At  length  afcrib'd  th'  inapplicable  name. 

How  doth  it  pleafe  and  fill  the  memory 
With  deeds  of  brave  renown,  while  on  each  hand 
Hiftoric  urns  and  breathing  ftatues  rife, 
And  fpeaking  bufts  !  Sweet  Scipio,  Marius  ftern, 
Pompey  fuperb,  the  fpirit-flirring  form^ 
Of  Crefar  raptur'd  with  the  charm  of  rule 
And  boundlefs  fame  ;  impatient  for  exploits, 
His  eager  eyes  upcaft,  he  foars  in  thought 
Above  all  height :  and  his  own  Brutus  fee, 
Defponding  Brutus,  dubious  of  the  right, 
In  evil  days,  of  faith,  of  public  weal, 
Solicitous  and  fad.     Thy  next  regard 
Be  Tully's  graceful  attitude;  unprais'd, 
His  out-irretch'd  arm  he  waves,  in  act  to  fpeak 
Before  the  filent  mailers  of  the  world, 
And  eloquence  arrays  him.     There  behold 
Prquir'd  for  combat  in  the  front  of  war 
The  pious  brothers  ;  jealous  Alba  {lands 
In  fearful  expectation  of  the  ftrife, 
And  youthful  Rome  intent :  the  kindred  foes 
Fall  on  each  other's  neck  in  filent  tears; 
111  forrowful  benevolence  embrace — 
Howe'er,  they  foon  unfheath  the  flaOiing  fword, 
Their  country  calls  to  arms ;  now  all  in  vain 
The  mother  clafps  the  knee,  and  ev'n  the  fair 
Now  weeps  in  vain  ;  their  country  calls  to  arms. 
Such  virtue  Clelia,  Codes,  Manlius,  rous'd ; 
Such  were  the  Fabii,  Decii;  fo  infpir'd 
The  Scipios  battled,  and  the  Gracchi  fpoke  : 
So  rofe  the  Roman  ilate.     Me  now,  of  thefe 
Deep-mufing,  high  ambitious  thoughts  inflame 
Greatly  to  ferve  my  country,  diftant  land, 
And  build  me  virtuous  fame ;  nor  fhall  the  duiT: 
Of  thefe  fall'n  piles  with  fhow  of  fad  decay 
Avert  the  good  refolve,  mean  argument, 
The  fate  alone  of  matter. — Now  the  brow 

*  Several  Jiatues  of  the  Pagan  gods  hays  been  con- 
Averted  into  images  offiitttt. 


gain  enraptur'd  ;  beauteoufly  diftindfc  * 
The  numerous  porticos  and  domes  upfwell, 
With  obeliiks  and  columns  interpos'd, 
And  pine,  and  fir,  and  oak  :  fo  fair  a  fcene 
Sees  not  the  dervife  from  the  fpiral  tomb 
3f  ancient  Chammos,  while  his  eye  beholds 
Proud  Memphis'  reliques  o'er  th'  ^Egyptian  plain  « 
Nor  hoary  hermit  from  Hymettus'  brow, 
Though  graceful  Athens,  in  the  vale  beneath. 
Along  the  windings  of  the  mufe's  ftream, 
Lucid  Ilyflus  weeps  her  filent  fchools, 
And  groves,  unvifited  by  bard  or  fage. 
Amid  the  towery  ruins,  huge,  fupreme, 
Th'  enormous  amphitheatre  behold, 
Mountainous  pile  !  o'er  whofe  capacious  womb 
Pours  the  broad  firmament  its  varied  light  ; 
While  from  the  central  floor  the  feats  afcend 
Round  above  round,  flow-widening  to  the  verge 
A  circuit  vail  and  high  ;  nor  lefs  had  held 
Imperial  Rome,  and  her  attendant  realms, 
When  drunk  with  rule  flie  will'd  the  fierce  delight, 
And  op'd  the  gloomy  caverns,  whence  out-rufh'd 
Before  th'  innumerable  {houting  crowd 
The  fiery,  madded,  tyrants  of  the  wilds, 
Lions  and  tygers,  wolves  and  elephants, 
And  defpcrate  men,  more  fell.     Abhorr'd  intent  L 
By  frequent  converfe  with  familiar  death, 
To  kindle  brutal  daring  apt  for  war  ; 
To  lock  the  bread,  and  fleal  th'  obdurate  heart 
Amid  the  piercing  cries  of  fore  diftrefs 
Impenetrable.—  But  away  thine  eye  ; 
Behold  yon  ileepy  cliff;  the  modern  pile 
Perchance  may  now  delight,  while  that  rever'd  -J- 
In  ancient  days,  the  page  alone  declares, 
Or  narrow  coin  through  dim  cerulean  ruft. 
The  fane  was  Jove's,  its  fpacious  golden  roof, 
O*er  thick-furrounding  temples  beaming  wide, 
Appear'  d,  as  when  above  the  morning  hills 
Half  the  round  fun  afcends  ;  and  tower  'd  aloft, 
Suilain'd  by  columns  huge,  innumerous 
As  cedars  proud  on  Canaan's  verdant  heights 
Darkening  their  idols,  when  Ailarte  lur'd 
Too  profp'rous  Ifrael  from  his  living  ftreugth. 

And  next  regard  yon  venerable  dome, 
Which  virtuous  Latium,  with  erroneous  aim, 
Rais'd  to  her  various  deities,  andnam'd 
Pantheon  ;  plain  and  round  ;  of  this  our  world 
Majeftic  emblem  ;  with  peculiar  grace 
Before  its  ample  orb,  projected  (lands 
Ths  rmny-pillar'd  portal  :  nobloil  work 
Of  human  {kill  :  here,  curious  architect, 
If  thou  effay'ft,  ambitious,  to  furpais 
Palladius,  Angelus,  or  British  Jones, 
On  thefe  fair  waiis  extend  the  certain  fcale,. 
And  turn  th'  inftruclive  coinpafs  :  careful  mark 
How  far  in  hidden  art,  the  nobb  pla:n 
Extends,  and  where  the  lovely  forms  commence 
Of  flowing  fculpture  :  nor  neglect  to  note 
How  range  the  taper  columns,  and  what  weight 
Their  leafy  brows  fuilain  :   fair  Corinth  ftrft 
Boafled  their  order,  which  Caiimachus 
(Reclining  {liidious  en  Albpus'  banks 
Beneath  an  urn  of  fonie  lamented  nymph) 
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Haply  compos'd  ;  the  urn  with  foliage  curl'd 
Thinly  conceal'd  the  chapiter  inform 'd, 

See  the  tail  ohelifk  /rom  Memphis  old, 
One  ftohe  enormous  each,  or  Thebes  convey'd  ; 
Like  Albion's  fpires  they  rufh  into  the  fkies. 
And  there  the  temple,  where  the  fummon'd  ftate  * 
In  deep  of  night  conven'd :  ev'n  yet  metliinks 
The  vehement  orator  in  rent  attire 
Perfuafion pours,  ambition  finks  her  cr^ft ; 
And  lo  the  villain,  like  a  troubled  fea, 
Thattoffes  up  her  mire  !  Ever  difguis'd, 
Shall  treafon  walk  ?  lhall  proud  opprefflon  yoke 
The  neck  of  virtue !  Lo  the  wretch,  abalh'd, 
Self-betray'd  Catiline  !  O  liberty, 
Parent  of  happinefs,  celefcial  born  ; 
When  the  firft  man  became  a  living  foul, 
His  facred  genius  thou  ;  be  Britain's  care  ; 
With  her  fecure,  prolong  thy  lov'd  retreat ; 
Thence  blefs'd  mankind;  while  yet  among  her  fons, 
Ev'n  yet  there  are,  to  fhield  thine  equal  laws, 
Whofe  bofoms  kindle  at  the  facred  names 
Of  Cecil,  Raleigh,  Walfmgham,  and  Drake. 
May  others  more  delight  in  tuneful  airs ; 
In  mafque  and  dance  excel ;  to  fculptur'd  ftone 
Give  with  fuperior  ikill  the  living  look ; 
IvToce  pompous  piles  ere6t,  or  pencH  foft 
With  warmer  touch  the  vifionary  board  : 
But  thou,  thy  nobler  Britons  teach  to  rule ; 
Te  check  the  ravage  of  tyrannic  fvvay ; 
To  quell  the  proud ;  to  fpread  the  joys  of  peace, 
And  various  bleffings  of  ingenious  trade. 
Be  thefe  our  arts ;  and  ever  may  we  guard, 
Ever  defend  thee  with  undaunted  heart. 
Ineftimable  good !  who  giv'fl  iis  truth, 
Whofe  hand  upleads  to  light,  divineft  truth, 
Array'd  in  every  charm :  whofe  hand  benign 
Teaches  unwearied  toil  to  clothe  the  fields, 
And  on  his  various  fruits  infcribes  the  name 
Of  .property  :   O  nobly  hail'd  of  old 
By  thy  rnajeflic  daughters,  Judah  fair, 
And  Tyrus  and  Sidonia,  lovely  nymphs, 
And  Libya  bright,  and  all-inchanting  Greece, 
Whofe  numerous  towns  and  ifles,and  peopled  feas, 
Rejoic'd  around  her  lyre ;   th'  heroic  note 
(Smitwith  fublime  delight)  Aufonia  caught, _ 
And  plarm'd  imperial  Rome.     Thy  hand  benign 
Rear'd  up  her  towery  battlements  in  ftreogth  ; 
Bent  her  wide  bridges  o'er  the  fwelling  flream 
Of  Tufcan  Tiber  ;  thine  thofe  folemri  domes 
Devoted  to  the  voice  of  humbler  prayer  ; 
And  thine  thofe  piles  f  undeck'd,  capacious,  vaft, 
In  days  of  dearth  where  tender  charity 
Difpens'd  her  timely  fuccours  to  the  poor. 
Thine  too  thofe  mufically-falling  founts, 
To  flake  the  clammy  lip  ;  adown  they  fall, 
Mufical  ever;  while  from  yon  blue  hills, 
D>m  in  the  clouds,  the  radiant  aquc  duds 
T.urn  their  innumerable  arches  o'er 
The  fpacious  defert,  brightening  in  the  fun, 
Proud  and  more  proud  in  their  auguil  approach : 
High  o'er  irriguous  vales  and  woods  and  towns, 
Glide  the  foft  whifpering  waters  in  the  wind, 
And  here  united  pour  their  filver  ftreams 
Among  the  figur'd  rocks,  in  murmuring  falls, 

*   The  Temple  of  Concord ,  where  thefenate  wet  en 
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Muiical  ever.     Thefe  thy  beauteous  works : 

And  what  befide  felicity  could  tell 

Of  human  benefit :  more  late  the  reft ; 

At  various  times  their  turrets  chanc'd  to  rife, 

When  impious  tyranny  vouchfaf  'd  to  fmile. 

Behold  by  Tiber's  flood,  where  modern  Rome  * 
Couches  beneath  the  ruins  :   there  of  old 
With  arms  and  trophies  gleam'd  the  field  of  Mars: 
There  to  their  daily  fports  the  noble  youth 
Rufh'd  emulous;  to  fling  the  pointed  lance  ; 
To  vault  the  fteed  or  with  the  kindling  wheel 
In  dufty  whirlwinds  fweep  the  trembling  goal ; 
Or  wreflling  cope  with  adverfe  fvvelliilg  breafts, 
Strong  grappling  arms,  clofe  heads,  and  diftant 

feet; 

Or  clafh  the  lifted  gauntlets  :  th°re  they  form'd 
Their  ardent  virtues  :  in  the  boffy  piles, 
The  proud  triumphal  arches  ;  all  their  wars, 
Their  conquefts,  honours,  in  the  fculptures  live. 
And  fee  from  every  gate  thofe  ancient  roads, 
With  tombs  high  verg'd,  the  folemn   paths  of 

fame  : 

Deferve  they  not  regard  ?  O'er  whofe  broad  flints 
Such  crowds  have  roll'd,  fo  many  ftorms  of  war  ; 
So  many  pomps  ;  fo  many  wondering  realms  : 
Yet  ftill  through  mountains  pierc'd,  o'er  vallies 
In  even  ftate,  to  diftant  feas  around,  [rais'd, 

They  ftretch  their  pavements.     Lo,  the  lane  of 

peace, 

Built  by  that  prince,  who  to  the  truft  of  pow'r  •{• 
Was  honeft,'  the  delight  of  human-kind. 
Three  nodding  ifles  remain  ;  the  reft  an  heap 
Of  fand  and  weeds  ;  her  fhrines,  her  radiant  roofs, 
And  columns  proud,  that  from  her  fpacious  floor, 
As  from  a  Ihining  lea,  majeftic  rofc 
An  hundred  foot  aloft,  like  llately  beech 
Around  the  brim  of  Dion's  glaffy  lake, 
Charming  the  mimic  painter  :  on  the  walls 
Hung  Salem's  facred  fpoils;  the  golden  board, 
And  golden  trumpets,  now  conceal'd  ontomb'd 
By  the  funk  roof.- — O'er  which  in  diftant  view 
The  Etrufcan  mountains  fwell,  with  ruins  crown'd 
Of  ancient  towns  ;  and  blue  Soracte  fpires, 
Wrapping  his  fides  in  tempefts.     Eaftward  hence, 
Nigh  where  the  the  Ceftian  pyramid  divides  \ 
The  mouldering  wall,  beyond  yon  fabric  huge, 
Whofe  duft  the  folid  antiquarian  turns, 
And  thence  in  broken  fculptures  caft  abroad, 
Like  Sibyl's  leaves,  collects  the  builder's  name 
Rejoic'd,  and  the  green  medals  frequent  found 
Doom  Caracalla  to  perpetual  fame  : 
The  ftately  pines,  that  fpread  their  branches  wide 
In  the  dun  ruins  of  its  ample  halls  §, 
Appear  but  tufts ;  as  may  whate'er  is  high 
SinkJn  ccmparifon,  minute  and  vile. 

Thefe  and  unnumher'd,  yet  their  brows  uplift. 
Rent  of  their  graces  ;  as  Britannia's  oaks 
On  Merlin's  mount,  or  Snowden's  rugged  fides, 
Stand  in  the  clouds,  their  branches  fcatter'd  round, 
After  the  tcmpeft  ;  Maufoleums,  Cirques, 
Naumachios,  Forums  ;  Trajan's  column  tall, 

*  Modern  Romejlands  cbiejly  on  'he  old  Campus  Mar~ 
tins. 

f   Bevun  by  Vcfpafian,  and fnijked  by  Titus. 
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From  wliofe  low  bafe  the  fculptures  wind  aloft, 
And  lead  through  various  toils,  up  the  rough  ileep , 
Its  hero  TO  the  fki-'s:  and  his  dark  tow'r  ", 
Whofe  execrable  hand  the  city  fir'd, 
And  while  the  dreadful  conflagration  blaz'dj 
Play'd   to   the   flames ;    and   Phoebus'    Ictter'd 

dome  f ; 

And  the  rough  rcliques  of  Carinze's  flreet, 
Where  now  the  (hepherd  to  his  nibbling  fheep 
Sits  piping  with  his  oaten  reed  ;  as  erft 
There  pip'd  the  fhcpherd  to  his  nibbling  fheep, 
When  th'  humble  roof  Anchifes  fon  explor'd 
Of  good  Evander,  wealth-defpifing  king, 
Amid  the   thickets  :  fo  revolves  the  fcene  ; 
So  time  ordains,  who  rolls  the  things  of  pride 
From  duft  again  to  duft.     Behold  that  heap 
Of  mouldering  urns  (their  afhes  blown  away, 
Dufl  of  the  mighty)  the  fame  ftory  tell ; 
And  as  its  bafe,  from  whence  the  ferpent  glides 
Down  the  green  defert  ftreet,  yon  hoary  monk 
Laments  the  fame,  the  vifion  as  he  views, 
The  folitary,  filent,  folemn  fcene/ 
Where  Caefars,  heroes, .  peafants,  hermits  lie, 
Blendid  in  duft  together  ;  where  the  ilave 
Refts  from  his  labours ;  where  th'  infuiting  proud 
Refigns  his  power;  the  mifer  drops  his  hoard; 
Where  human  folly  fleeps. — There  is  a  mood, 
(I  fing  not  to  the  vacant  and  the  young) 
There  is  a  kindly  mood  of  melancholy, 
That  wings  the  foul,  and  points  her  to  the  Ikies ; 
When  tribulation  clothes  the  child  of  man, 
When  age  defcends  with  forrow  to  the  grave, 
'Tisfweetly-foothingfympathy  to  pain, 
A  gently-wakening  call  to  health  and  eafe. 
How  mufical !  when  all-devouring  time, 
Here  fitting  on  his  throne  of  ruins  hoar, 
While  winds  and  tempefts  fweep  the  various  lyre, 
How  fweet  thy  diapafon,  melancholy  ! 
Cool  evening  comes;  the  fetting  fun  difplays 
His  villble  great  round  between  yon  towers, 
As  through  two  fhadow  cliffs ;  away,  my  mufe, 
Though  yet  the  profpect  pleafes,  ever  new 
In  vafl  variety,  and  yet  delight 
The  many-figur'd  fculptures  of  the  path 
Half  beauteous,  half  effac'd ;  the  traveller 
Such  antique  marbles  to  his  native  land 
Ofr.  hence  conveys ;  and  every  realm  and  {late 
With  Rome's  augufl  remains,  heroes  and  gods, 
Deck  their  long  galleries  and  winding  groves ; 
Yet  mifs  M^  n-ot  th'  innumerable  thefts, 
Yet  Hill  prcfufe  of  graces  teems  the.  waile. 

Suffice  it  now  th'  Efquib'an  mount  to  reach 
With  weary  wing,  and  feek  the  facred  refts 
Of  Maro's  humble  tenement ;  a  low 
Plain  wall  remains  ;  a  little  fun-gilt  heap, 
Grotefque  and  wild  ;  the  gourd  and  olive  brown 
Weave  the  light  roof :  the  gourd  and  olive  fan 
Their  amorous  foliage,  mingling  with  the  vine, 
Who  drops  her  purple  clufiers  through  the  green. 
Here  let  me  lie,  with  pleafing  fancy  footh'd: 
Here  flcw'd  his  fountain  ;  here  his  laurels  grew  ; 
Here  oft  the  meek  good  man,  the  lofty  bard 
Frain'd  the  celeflial  fong,  or  focial  walk'd 
With  Horace  and  the  ruler  of  the  world: 
Happy  Auguflus !  who  fo  well  infpir'd 

*   Ne,o's. 


Could' fl  throw  thy  pomps  arid  royalties  afidr, 
Attentive  to  the  wife,  the  great  of  foul, 
And  dignify  thy  mind.     Thrice  glorious  days, 
Aufpicious  to  the  mufes !  then  rever'd, 
Then  hallow'd  was  the  fount,  or  fecret  fhade  , 
Or  open  mountain,  or  whatever  feene 
The  poet  chofe,  to  tune  th'  ennobling  rhyme 
Melodious  ;  ev'n  the  rugged  fons  of  War, 
Ev'n  the  rude  hinds  rever'd  the  poets  name  : 
But  now — another  age,  alas  !  is  ours — 
Yet  will  the  mufe  a  little  longer  foar, 
Unleis  the  clouds  of  care  weigh  down  her  winf,, 
Since  nature's  flores  are  fhut  with  cruel  hand, 
And  each  aggrieves  his  brother ;  fince  in  vain 
The  thir/ly  pilgrim  at  the  fountain  afks     [dain— 
Th'  o'erflowing  wave — Enough — the  plaint  dif- 

See'ft  thou  yon  fane  ?  ev'n  now  mediant  time* 
'Sweeps  her  low  mouldering  marbles  to  the  duft  ; 
And  Phoebus'  temple,  nodding  with  its  woods, 
Threatens  huge  ruin  o'er  the  i'mall  rotund. 
'Twas  there  beneath  a  fig-tree's  umbrage  broad, 
Th'  aftcnifh'd  fwains  with  reverend  awe  beheld 
Thee,  O  Quirinus,  and  thy  brother-twin, 
Preffmg  the  teat  within  a  monfter's  grafp 
Sportive  ;  while  oft  the  gaunt  and  rugged  wolf 
Turn'd  her  ftretch'd  neck  and  form'd  your  tender 

limbs; 

So  taught  of  Jove*  ev'n  the  fell  favage  fed  , 
Your  facred  infancies,  your  virtues,  toils, 
The  cohquefls,  glories,   of  th'  Aufonian  ftate, 
Wrap'd  in  their  fecret  feeds.     Each  kindred  foul, 
Robuft  and  flout,  ye  grapple  to  your  hearts, 
And  little  Rome  appiars.     Her  cots  arife, 
Green  twigs  of  ofier  weave  the  {lender  walls, 
Green  rufhes  fpread  the  roofs ;  and  here  and  there 
Opens  beneath  the  rock  the  gloomy  cave. 
Elate  with  joy  Etrufcan  Tiber  views 
Her  fpreading  fcenes  enameling  his  waves, 
Her  huts  and  hollow  dells,  and  flecks  and  herds, 
And  gathering  fwains  ;  and  rolls  his  yellow  car 
To  Keptune's  court  with  more  majeftic  train. 

Her  fpeedy  growth  alarm'd  the  flates  around, 
Jealous  ;  yet,  foon  by  wondrous  virtue  won, 
1  hey  fink  into  her  bofom.     From  the  plough 
Rofe  her  dictators ;  fought,  o'ercame,  return'd, 
Yes,  to   the   plough  return'd,  and   hail'd  their 

peers ; 

For  then  no  private  pomp,  no  houfehold  flate, 
The  public  only  fwell'd  the  generous  breaft. 
Who  has  net  heard  the  Fabian  heroes  fung  ? 
Dentatus'  fears,  or  Mutius'  flaming  hand  ? 
How  Manlius  fav'd  the  capitol?  the  choice 
Of  fteady  Fegulus  ?  As  yet  they  flood, 
Simple  of  life  ;  as  yet  f  educing  wealth 
Was  unexplcr'd,  and  fhame  of  poverty 
Yet  unimagin'c1 — Shine  not  all  the  fields 
With  various  fruitr.ge?  murmur  not  the  brooks 
Along  the  flowery  vallies?  They,  content, 
Feafted  at  nature's  hand,  indelicate, 
Blithe,  in  their  eafy  tafle;  and  only  fought 
To  know  their  duties  ;  tLat  their  only  flrife, 
Their  genercus  ftrife,  and  greatly  to  perform. 
They  through  all'fhapes  of  peril  and  of  pain, 
Intent  on  honour,  dar'd  in  thickeft  death 
To  fnatch  the  glorious  deed.  Nor  Trebia  quell'd, 
Nor  Thrafymene,  nor  Cannass  bloody  field, 

*   The  t.  yiflt  of  Romtlus  and  Remus  vnd.r  Mount 
Palatine. 
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Their  dauntlefs  courage ;  florming  Hannibal 

In  vain  the  thunder  of  the  battle  roll'd, 

The  thunder  of  the  battle  they  return'd 

Back  on  his  Punic  fhores ;  till  Carthage  fell, 

And  danger  fled  afar.  The  city  gleam'd 

With  precious  fpoils  :  alas,  profperity  ! 

Ah,  baneful  ftate !  yet  ebb'd  not  all  their  ftrength 

In  foft  luxurious  pleafures ;  proud  defire 

Of  boundlefs  fway,  and  feverifh.  thirft  of  gold, 

Rouz'd  them  again  to  battle.     Beauteous  Greece, 

Torn  from  her  joys,  in  vain  with  languid  arm 

Half  rais'd  her  rufty  fhield  ;  nor  could  avail 

The  fword  of  Dacia,  nor  the  Parthian  dart ; 

Nor  yet  the  car  of  that  fam'd  Britifh  chief, 

Which  feven  brave  years  beneath  the  doubtlefs 

wing 

Of  victory,  dreadful  roll'd  its  griding  wheels 
Over  the  bloody  war  :  the  Roman  arms 
Triumph'd  till  fame  was  filent  to  their  foes. 

And  now  the  world  unrival'd  they  enjoy'd 
In  proud  fecurity  :  the  crefted  helm, 
The  plated  greavc  and  corfelet  hung  unbrac'd ; 
^Nor  clank'd  their  arms,  the  fpear  and  founding 
But  on  the  glittering  trophy  to  the  wind,   [fhield, 

Diflblv'd  in  eafe  and  foft  delights  they  lie, 
Till  every  fun  annoys,  and  every  wind 
Has  chilling  force,  and  every  rain  offends : 
For  now  the  frame  no  more  is  girt  with  ftrength 
Mafculine,  nor  in  luflinefs  of  heart 
Laughs  at  the  winter  ftorm,  and  fummer-L>eam, 
Superior  to  their  rage :  enfeebling  vice 
Withers  each  nerve,  and  opens  every  pore 
To  painful  feeling :  flowery  bowers  they  feek 

>roves) 

along 

The  lawny  vale,  of  every  beauteous  ftone, 
Pile  in  the  rofeat  air  with  fond  expence : 
Through  filver  channels  glide  the  vagrant  waves, 
And  fall  on  filver  beds  cryflalline  down, 
Melodious  murmuring ;  while  luxury 
Over  their  naked  limbs  with  wanton  hand, 
Sheds  rofes,  odours,  flieds  unheeded  bane. 

Swift  is  the  flight  of  wealth;  unnumber'd  wants, 
Brood  of  voluptuoufnefs,  cry  out  aloud 
Neceflity,  and  feek  the  fplendid  bribe. 
The  citron  board,  the  bowl  embofs'd  with  gems, 
And  tender  foliage  wildly  wreath'd  around 
Of  feeming  ivy,  by  that  artful  hand, 
Corinthian  Thericles ;  whate'er  is  known 
Of  rareft  acquifition ;  TyrLan  garbs, 
Neptunian  Albion's  high  teftac?ous  food, 


And  flavour'd  Chian  wines  wita  inccnfe  funrd 
To  flake  Patrician  thirft  ;  for  thefe  their  rights 
In  the  vile  ftreets  they  proftitute  to  fule  ; 
Their  ancient  rights,  their  dignities,  their  laws, 
Their  native  glorious  freedom.     Is  there  none, 
Is  there  no  villain,  that  will  bind  the  neck 
Stretch'd  to  the  yoke  ?  they  come ;  the  market 

throngs. 

But  who  has  moft  by  fraud  or  force  amafs'd 
Who  moft  can  charm  corruption  with  his  doles  ? 
He  be  the  monarch  of  the  ftate ;  and  lo  ! 
Didius,  vile  ufurer,  though  the  crowd  he  mounts  *, 
Beneath  his  feet  the  Roman  eagle  cowers, 
And  the  red  arrows  fill  his  grafp  uncouth. 
O  Britons,  O  my  countrymen,  beware  !        [free, 
Gird,  gird  your  hearts ;  the  Romans  once  were 
Were  brave,  were  virtuous. — Tyranny  howe'er 
Deign'd  to  walk  forth  a  while  in  pageant  ftate, 
And  with  licentious  pleafures  fed  die  rout, 
The  thoughtlefs  many ;  to  the  wanton  found 
Of  fifes  and  drums  they  danc'd,  or  in  the  fhadc 
.Sung  Csefar,  great  and  terrible  in  war, 
Immortal  C.-efar !  Lo,  a  god,  a  god  ! 
He  cleaves  the  yielding  ikies !  Cseiar  meanwhile 
Gathers  the  ocean  pebbles ;  or  the  gnat 
Enrag'd  purfues ;  or  at  his  lonely  meal 
Starves  a  wide  province ;  taftes,  ciiflikes,  and  flingg 
To  dogs  and  fycophants.     A  god,  a  god  ! 
The  flowery  fhades  and  fhrine  obfcene  return. 

But  fee  along  the  north  the  tempefta  fwell 
O'er  the  rough  Alps,  and  darken  all  their  mows ! 
Sudden  the  Goth  and  Vandal,  dreaded  names, 
Rufh  as  the  breach  of  waters,  whelming  all 
Their  domes,  their  villas ;  down  the  feflive  piles, 
Down  fall  their  Parian  porches,  gilded  baths, 
And  roll  before  the  ftorm  in  clouds  of  duft. 

Vain  end  of  human  ftrength,  of  human  fkill, 
Conqueft,  and  triumph,  and  domain,  and  pomp, 
And  eafe,  and  luxury  !  O  luxury, 
Bane  of  elated  life,  of  affluent  ftates, 
What  dreary  change,  what  ruin  is  not  thine  ? 
How  doth  the  bowl  intoxicate  the  mind ! 
To  the  foft  entrance  of  thy  rofy  cave 
How  doft  fhou  lure  the  fortunate  and  great ! 
Dreadful  attraction  !  while  beyond  thee  gapes 
Th'  unfathomable  gulf  where  Afher  lies 
O'erwhelm'd,  forgotten  ;  and  high-boaftingCham; 
And    Elam's    haughty    pomp;    and   beauteous 

Greece; 
And  the  great  queen  of  earth,  imperial  Rome. 

*mZ)itlius  JulianuJt  wfa  fougli  the  tmplrt* 
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THE    FLEECE:     A    POEM. 

IN    FOURBOOKS. 

Poft  majores  quadruples  ovilli  pecoris  fecunda  ratio  eft,  quse  prima  fit,  fi  ad  utilitatis  magnitudincm 
"  referas :  nam  id  praecipue  nos  contra  frigoris  violentiam  protegit,  corporibufque  noftris  liberaliora 
"  prsebit  velamin:*."  COLUMELLA. 

BOOK     I. 


ARGUMENT. 

THE  fubje&  propofed.  Dedicatory  addrefs.  Of  pafbures  in  general,  fit  for  fheep :  for  fine-wool'd 
iheep  :  for  long-wool' d  flieep.  Defeats  of  paftures,  and  their  remedies.  Of  climate?.  The  moli- 
ture  of  the  Englifh  climate  vindicated.  Particular  beautiesof  England.  Different  kinds  of  E;igl:<h  ilieep: 
the  two  common  forts  of  rams  defcribed.  Different  kinds  of  foreign  Iheep.  The  foveral  forts  or.' 
food.  The  diftempers  arifing  from  thence,  with  their  remedies.  Sheep  led  by  Jn^ii'dl  to  their 
proper  food  and  phyfic.  Of  the  fhepherd's  icrip,  and  its  furniture.  Care  of  iheep  in  u;ppk:g-tirne. 
Of  the  caftration  of  lambs,  and  the  folding-  of  fheep.  Various  precepts  relative  to  changes  of  weather 
and  feafons.  Particular  care  of  new-fallen  lambs.  The  advantages  and  fecurity  of  the  Enq;!ilh 
herd  above  thofe  in  hotter  or  colder  climates ;  exemplified  with  refpe6t  to  Lapland,  Italy,  Greece, 
and  Arabia.  Of  (heep-fheering.  Song  on  that  occafion.  Cuftom  in  Wales  of  fpr inkling  the  rivers 
•with  flowers.  Sheep-fhearing  feaft  and  merriments  on  the  banks  of  the  Severn. 


THE  care  of  fheep,  the  labours  of  the  loom, 
And  arts  of  trade  J  fing.     Ye  rural  nymphs, 
Ye  fwains,  and  princely  merchants,  aid  the  verfe. 
Arid  ye,  high-trufted  guardians  of  our  ifle, 
\Vhom  public  voice  approves,  or  lot  of  birth 
To  the  great  charge  affigns  :  ye  good,  of  all 
Degrees,  all  feels,  be  prefent  to  my  fong. 
So  may  dillrefs,  and  wtetchednefs,  and  want, 
The  wide  felicities  of  labour  learn  : 
So  may  the  proud  attempts  of  reftlefs  Gaul 
From  our  ftrong  borders,  like  a  broken  wave. 
In  empty  foam  retire.     But  chiefly  thou, 
The  people's  fhepherd,  eminently  plac'd 
Over  the  numerous  fwains  of  every  vale, 
\Vith  well-permitted  power,  and  watchful  eye, 
On  each  gay  field  to  fhed  beneficence, 
Celeftial  office  !  Thou  protecl  the  fong. 

On  fpaciousairy  downs,  and  gentle  hills, 
With  grafs  and  thyme  o'erfpread,  and  clover  wild, 
Where  fmiling  Phcebus  tempers  every  breeze, 
The  faireft  flocks  rejoice  !  they,  nor  of  halt, 
Hydropic  tumours,  nor  of  rot,  complain; 
Evils  deform'd  and  foul :  nor  with  hoarfe  cough 
Difturb  the  mufic  of  the  paftoral  pipe ; 
But,  crowding  to  the  note'j  with  filence  foft 
Theclofe-woven  carpet  graze ;  where  nature  blends 
Flowrets  and  herbage  ofminuteft  fize, 
Innoxious  luxury.     Wide  airy  downs 
Are  healths  gay  walks  to  fhepherd  and  to  fheep 

AH  arid  foils,  with  fand,  or  chalky  flint, 
Or  Ihells  deluvian  mingled  ;  and  the  turf,  ' 
That  mantles  over  rocks  of  brittle  ftone, 
Be  thy  regard:   and  where  low-tufted  broom, 
Or  box,  or  berry'd  juniper  arife ; 
Or  the  tall  growth  of  gloffy-rinded  beech; 
And  where  the  burrowing  rabbit  turns  the  di'ft ; 
And  where  the  dappled  ckcr  delights  to  hound. 
>';u:h  iirt  the  downs  of  Banftcncl,  edg'd  with  woods, 


And  towery  villas;  fuch  Dorceftrian  fields, 
iVhofe  flocks  innumerous  whiten  all  the  Jand : 
uch  thofe  flow-climbing  wilds,  that  lead  the  ftep 
nfenfibly  to  Dover's  windy  ciifF, 
Tremendous  height!  and  fuch  the  clover'd  lawns 
And  funny  mounts  of  beauteous  Normanton*, 
rlealth's  cheerful  haunt,  and  the  fele&ed  walk 
Of  Heathcote's  leifure  :  fuch  the  fpacious  plain 
Of  Sarum,  fpread  like  Ocean's  boundlefs  round, 
Where  folitary  Stonehenge,  gray  with  mof*, 
Ruin  of  ages,  nods :  fuch  too  the  leas 
And  ruddy  tilth,  which  fpiry  Rofs beholds, 
From  a  green  hillock,  o'er  her  lofty  elms  ; 
And  Lernfter's  brooky  track,  and  airy  Croft  f  ; 
And  fuch  Herleian  Eyewood's  \  fwelling  turf, 
Wav'd  as  the  billows  of  a  rolling  fea  : 
And  Shobden  ||,  for  its  lofty  terrace  fam'd, 
Which  from  a  mountain's  ridge,  elate  o'er  woods 
And  girt  with  all  Siluriu  §  ;  fees  around 
Regions  on  regions  blendid  in  the  clouds. 
Pleafant  Siluria,  land  of  various  views, 
Hills,  rivers,  woods,  and  lawns  and  purple  groves 
Pomaceous,  mingled  with  the  curling  growth 
Of  tendril  hops,  that  flaunt  upon  their  poles, 
More  airy  wild  than  vines  along  the  fides 
Of  treacherous  Falernum  f ;  or  that  hill 


*  A  feat  of  Sir  John  Heath  cole  in  Rutlandjbire. 

f  A  feat  of  Sir  Archer  Croft, 

\    Of  the  Earl  of  Oxford. 

||    A  fiat  'if  Lord  Batman. 

§  Siluria,  the  part  of  England  ivb'ich  lies  rvejl  of  the 
Severn,  viz.  HsrfforJjlire,  ^•lonmautbjbirc,  &c. 

^  Treacherous  Falcrnuin,  becaufe  part  of  ins  bills  of 
Falernum  was  many  years  ago  overturn,  d  by  an  eruption 
cfjirr,  an  d  is  now  an  big!}  and  barren  mount  of  cinders  t 
tailed  Monte 
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Vefuvius,  where  the  bowers  of  Bacchus  rofs, 
And  Herculanean  and  Pompeian  domes. 

But  if  thy  prudent  care  would  cultivate 
Liceftrian  fleeces,  what  the  finewy  arm 
Combs  through  the  fpiky  fteel  in  lengthen'd  flakes 
Rich  faponaceous  loam,  that  {lowly  drinks 
The  blackening   fliower,   and  fattens   with  the 

draugh 

Or  marl  with  clay  deep-mix'd,  be  then  thy  choice, 
Of  one  confidence,  one  complexion,  fpread 
Through  all  thy  glebe  ;  where  no  deceitful  veins 
Of  envious  gravel  lurlc  beneath  the  turf, 
To  loofe  the  creeping  waters  from  their  fprings, 
Tainting  the  pafturage  :  and  let  thy  fields 
In  flopes  defcend  and  mount,  that  chilling  rains 
May  trickle  off,  and  haftcn  to  the  brooks. 

Yet  fome  defect  in  all  on  earth  appears ; 
All  feek  for  help,  all  prefs  for  focial  aid. 
Too  cold  the  grafify  mantle  of  the  marl ; 
In  ftormy  winters  long  and  dreary  nights, 
For  cumbeEt  flieep  ;  from  broken  {lumber  oft 
They  rife  beir^mb'd,  and  vainly  Ihift  the  couch  ; 
Their  wafted  fides  their  evil  plight  declare. 
Hence,  tender  in  his  cafe,  the  fhepherd  fwain 
Seeks  each  contrivance.     Here  it  woiud  avail, 
At  a  meet  diftancc  from  the  upland  ridge, 
To  fink  a  trench,  and  on  the  hedge-long  bank 
Sow  frequent  fand,  with  lime  and  dark  manure  ; 
Which  to  the  liquid  element  will  yield 
A  porous  way,  a  paffage  to  the  foe. 
Plough  not  fuch  paftures  :  deep  in  fpungy  grafs 
The  oldeil  carpet  is  the  warmeft  lair,  > 

And  foundeft ;  in  new  herbage  coughs  are  heard. 

Nor  love  too  frequent  fhelter :  fuch  as  decks 
The  vale  of  Severn,  nature's  garden  wide, 
By  the  bine  fteeps  of  diftant  Malvern  *  walFd 
Solemnly  vaft..     The  trees  of  various  fhade, 
Scene  behind  fcen?,  with  fair  delufive  pomp 
Enrich  the  profpecl:,  but  they  rob  the  lawns., 
Nor  prickly  bramble,  white  with  woolly  theft, 
Should  tuft  thy  fields.     Applaud  not  the  reniif$ 
Dimetians  f,  who,  along  their  moffy  dales,/ 
Confume,  like  grafhopers,  the  fummer  hc/dr ; 
While  round  diem  ftubborn  thorns  and /urze  ir> 

crsafe, 

And  creeping  briars.     I  knew  a  caref \A  fwain, 
Who  gave  them  to  the  crackling  flames,  and  fpread 
Their  dud  faline  upon  the  deepening  grafs  : 
And  oft  with  labour-ftrengthen'd^  arm  he  delv'd 
The  draining  trench  acrofs  his-verdant  flopes,    , 
To  intercept  the  fmall  mear.cfering  rills 
Of  upper  hamlets  :  haughty/trees,   that  four 
The  fhaded  grafs,  that  weaken  thorn-fet  mouncls, 
And  harbour  villain  crows,  he  rare  allow'd : 
Only  a  flender  tuft  of  jiieful  afh, 
And  mingled  beech  arid  elm,  fecurely  tall, 
The  little  fmilirtg  cottage  warm  embower'd ; 
The  little  fmilinjr  cottage,  where  a.t  eye 
He  meets  his  roiy  children  at  the  door, 
Prattling  their  welcomes,  and  his  honeft  wife, 
With  good  brown  cake  and  bacon  flice,  intent 
To  cheer  his  hunger  after  labour  hard. 

Nor  only  foil,  there  alib  rmifl  be  found 
Felicity  of  clime,  and  afpec~b  bland, 


^  a  high  ridge  of  bills  near  IVorcefitr, 
Caermarthet'Jbirs  in  South  Waist, 


Where  gentle  fiieep  ma'y  nourifh  locks  of  price; 
In  vain  the  filken  fleece  on  windy  brows, 
And  northern  flopes  of  cloud-dividing  hills 
Is  fought,  though  foft  Iberia  fpreads  her  lap 
Beneath  their  rugged  feet,  and  names  their  height^ 
Bifcaian  or  Segovian.     Bothnic  realms, 
And  dark  Norwegian,  with  their  choicefF  fields, 
Dirjgles,  and  dells,  by  lofty  fir  embower'd, 
In  vain  the  blcaters  court.     Alike  they  fhun 
Libya's  hot  plains :  what  tafte  have  they  for  groves 
Of  palm,  or  yellow  duft  of  gold  ?  no  more 
Food  to  the  flock,  than  to  the  mifer  wealth, 
Who  kneels  upon  the  glittering  heap,  and  ftarves. 
Ev'n  Gallic  Abbeville  the  fhining  fleece, 
That  richly  decorates  her  loom,  acquires 
Bafely  from  Albion,  by  th'  enfnaring  bribe, 
The  bait  of  avarice,  which,  with  felon  fraud, 
For  its  own  wanton  mouth,  from  tjipufands  fteals, 

How  erring  oft  the  judgment  in  its  hate, 
Or  fond  clcflrc  !  Thofc  flow-defcending  fhowers, 
Thofe  hovering  fogs,   that   bathe  our   growing 

vales 

In  deep  November  (losth'd  by  trifling  Gaul, 
Effeminate),  are  gifts  the  Pleiads  flaed, 
Britannia's  handmaids.     As- the  beverage  falls, 
Her  hilla  rejoice,  her  valleys  laugh  and  fmg. 

Hail,  noble  Albion;  where  no  golden  mines, 
No  foft  perfumes,  nor  oil?,  nor  myrtle  bowers, 
The  vigorous  frame  and  lofty  heart  of  man 
Enervate  :  rourul  whofc  ftern  Cerulean  brows 
White-winged  fhow,  and  cloud,  and  pearly  rain, 
Frequent  attend,  with  folemn  majelty  : 
Rich  queen  of  niifts  and  vapours  !  Thefe  thy  fons 
With  their  cool  arras  comprefs ;  and  twifc  their 
For  deeds  of  excellence  and  high  renown,   [nerves 
Thus  form'd,  our  Edwards,  Henrys,  Churchills, 

Jilal 
Our  Lockes,  our  Newtons,  and  our  Miltons,  rofe* 

See  the  fun  gleams ;  the  living  paftures  rife, 
After  the  nurture  of  the  fallen  /hower, 
How  beautiful !  how  blue  th'  ethereal  vault, 
How  verdurous  the  lawns,  how  clear  the  brooks  \ 
Such  noble  warlike  fteeds,  fuch  herds  of  kino, 
So  fleck,  fo  vaft ;  fuch  fpacious  flocks  of  iheep, 
Like  flakes  of  gold  illumining  the  green, 
What  other  parndife  adorn  but  thine, 
Britannia  ?  happy,  if  thy  fons  would  know 
Their  happinefs.     To  thefe  thy  naval  fireams, 
Thy  frequent  towns  fuperb  of  bufy  trade, 
And  ports  magnific  add,  and  ftately  fhips, 
Innumerous.     But  whither  flrays  my  mufe  ? 
Pleas'd,  like  a  traveller  upon  the  ftrand 
Arriv'd  of  bright  Auguila:   wild  he  roves, 
From  deck  to  deck,  through  groves  immenfe  of 
mails;  [Ind; 

'Mong  crd\vds,  bales,  cars,  the  wealth  of  either 
Through  wharfs,  and  fquares,  and  palaces,  and 
In  fwefct  furprife  ;  unable  yet  to  fix  [domes, 

His  rnptur'd  mind, 'or  lean  in  order'd  courfe 
Each  object  fingly ;  with  difcoveries  new 
His  native  country  ftudious  to  enrich. 

Ye  fhepherds,  if  your  labours  hope  fuccefs, 
Be  firft  your  purpofe  to  procure  a  breed, 
To  foil  and  clime  adapted.     Every  foil 
And  clime,  ev'n  every  tree  and  herb,  receives 
Its  habitant  peculiar :  each  to  each, 
The  Great  Invifible,  and  each  to  all, 
Through  earth^  and  fea,  and  air,  harmc-nipus  fui'tq^ 
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Tempeitiious  regions,  Danvent's  *  naked  peaks, 
Snowdon  f  and  blue  Plynlymmonf ,  and  the  wide 
Aerial  fides  of  Cader-yddris  f  huge ;  \ 

Thefe  are  beftow'd  on  goat-horn'd  fheep,  of  fleece 
Hairy  and  coarfe,  of  long  and  nimble  fhank, 
Who  rove  o'e"r  bog  or  heath,  and  graze  or  brouze 
Alternate,  to  collect,  with  due  difpatch, 
O'er  the  bleak  wild,  the  thinly  fcatter'd  meal. 
But  hills  of  milder  air  that  thinly  rife 
O'er  dewy  dales,  a  fairer  fpecies  boaft, 
Of  fhorter  limb,  and  frontlet  more  ornate ; 
Such  the  Sikirian.     If  thy  farm  extends 
JMear  Cotfwold  downs,  or  the  delicious  groves 
Of  Symmonds,  honoured  through  the  fandy  foil 
Of  elmy  RofsJ,  or  Devon's  myrtle  vales, 
That  drink  clear  rivers  near  the  glaffy  fea  ; 
Regard  this  fort,  and  hence  thy  fire  of  lambs 
»Sele6l :  his  tawny  fleece  in  ringlets  curls; 
Long  fwings  his  flender  tail;  his  front  is  fenc'd 
With  horns  Ammonian,  circulating  twice 
Around  each  open  ear,  like  thofe  fair  fcrolls 
That  grac'd  the  columns  of  th'  Ionic  dome. 

Yet  fhould  thy  fertile  glebe  be  marly  clay, 
Like  Melton  pailures,  or  Tripontian  fields  §, 
"Where  ever-g-!iding  Avon's  limpid  wave 
Thwarts  the  long  courfe  of  dufty  Watling-flreet ; 
That  larger  fort,  of  head  defencelefs,  feek, 
Whofe  fleece  is  deep  and  clammy,  clofe  and  plain : 
The  ram  fhort-limb'd,  whofe  form  compact  de- 
One  level  line  along  his  fpacious  back;         [fcribes 
Pf  full  and  ruddy  eye,  large  ears,  ftretch'd  head, 
Nofbrils  dilated,  breaft  and  fhoulders  broad, 
And  fpacious  haunches,  and  a  lofty  dock. 

Thus  to  their  kindred  foil  and  air  induc'd, 
Thy  thriving  herd  will  blefs  thy  fkilful  care, 
That  copies  nature  :  who,  in  every  change, 
In  each  variety,  with  wifdom's  works, 
And  powers  divcrfify'd  of  air  and  foil, 
Her  rich  materials.     Hence  Sahara's  rocks, 
Chaldasa's  marl,  Egyptus  water'd  loam, 
And  dry  Gyrene's  land,  in  climes  alike, 
With  different  llores  fupply  the  marts  of  trade. 
Hence  Zembla's  icy  tracts  no  bleaters  hear  ; 
Small  are  the  Ruffian  herds,  and  harfh  their  fleece; 
Of  light  efleem  Germanic,  far  remote 
Prom  foft-fea-breezes,  open  winters  mild, 
,. And  fummers  bath'd  in  dew :  on  Syrian  iheep 
The  coftly  burden  only  loads  their  tails : 
No  locks  Cormandel's,  none  Malacca's  tribe 
Adorn ;  but  fieek  of  flix,  and  brown  like  deer. 
Fer.rful  and  fhepherdlefs,  they  bound  along 
The  fands.     No  fleeces  wave  in  torrid  climes, 
"Which  verdure  boaft  of  trees  and  fhrubs  alone, 
Shrubs  aromatic,  caufee  wild,  or  thea, 
Nutmeg,  or  cinnamon,  or  fiery  clove, 
Unapt  to  feed  the  fleece.     The  food  of  wool 
Is  grafs  or  herbage  foft,  that  ever  blooms 
In  temperate  air,  in  the  delicious  downs 
Of  Albion,  on  the  banks  of  all  her  ftreams. 

Of  graffes  are  unnumber'd  kinds,  and  all 
(Save  where  foul  waters  linger  on  the  turf) 

*   Darivenfs  naked  peaks,  the  peaks  of  Derby/hire . 

•\  S.ntnadoa,  Plenty  mmony  and  Cader-yddris,  high 
lllls  in  -North  Wales. 

\   A  toivn  in  Herefordjbire. 

§  Tripontian  f  elds,  the  country  between  Rugby,  in 
ffafwic/fiire,  and.  flutter-worth ,  in  ^eicejlcrjbire. 


Salubrious.     Early  mark,  when  tepid  gleams 
Oft  mingle  wiph  the  pearls  of  fummer  fhowers, 
t\nd  fwell  too  haftily  the  tender  plains : 
Then  fnatch  away  thy  fheep  ;  beware  the  rot ; 
And  with  deterfive  bay-falt  rub  their  mouths; 
Or  urge  them  on  a  barren  bank  to  feed, 
In  hunger's  kind  diilrefs,  on  tedded  hay; 
Or  to  the  marifn  guide  their  eafy  fteps, 
If  near  thy  tufted  crofrs  the  broad  fea  fpreads. 
Sagacious  care  foreacls  :  wiien  ilrong  difeafe 
Breaks  in  and  ftains  the  purple  ftreams  of  health, 
Hard  is  the  ftrife  of  art :   the  coughing  peft 
From   their  green   pafture  fweeps   whole  flocks 
away. 

That  dire  diftemper  fometimes  may  the  fwain, 
Though  late,  difcern  ;  when  on  the  lifted  lid, 
Or  vifual  orb,  the  turgid  veins  are  pale; 
The  fwelling  liver  then  her  putrid  ftore 
Begins  to  drink  :  ev'n  yet  thy  ficill  exert, 
Nor  fulfcr  weak  defpair  to  fold  thy  arms': 
Again  deterfive  fait  apply,  or  Ihcd 
The  hoary  medicine  o'er  their  arid  food. 

In  cold  ftiff  foils  the  bleaters  oft  complain. 
Of  gouty  ails,  by  fhepherds  tcrm'd  the  halt : 
Thofe  let  the  neighbouring  fold  or  ready  crook 
Detain ;  and  pour  into  their  cloven  feet 
Corrofive  drugs,  deep-fearching  arfenic, 
Dry  allum,  verdigrife,  or  vitriol  keen. 
But  if  the  doubtful  mifchief  fcarce  appears, 
'Twill  ferve  to  fhift  them  to  a  dryer  turf, 
And  fait  again  :   th'  utility  of  fait 
Teach  thy  flow  fwains :  redundant  humours  co!4 
Are  the  diieafes  of  the  bleating  kind. 

Th'  infectious  fcab,  arifing  from  extremes 
Of  want  or  furfeit,  is  by  water  cur'd 
Of  lime,  or  fodden  ftave-acre,  or  oil 
Difperfive  of  Norwegian  tar,  renown'd 
By  virtuous  Berkeley,  whofe  benevolence 
Explor'd  its  pow'rs,  and  eafy  medicine  thence 
Sought  for  the  poor :  ye  poor,  with  grateful  voice. 
Invoke  eternal  bleilings  on  his  head. 

Sheep  alfo  pleurifies  and  dropfies  know, 
Driv'n  oft  from  nature's  path  by  artful  man, 
Who  blindly  turns  aficle  wich  haughty  hand, 
Whom  facred  inftindl  would  fecurely  lead. 
But  thou,  more  humble  fwain,  thy  rural  gates     ' 
Frequent  unbar,  and  let  thy  flocks  abroad, 
From  lea  to  croft,  from  mead  to  arid  field ; 
Noting  the  fickle  feafans  of  the  Iky. 
Rain-fated  pailures  let  them  fhun  and  feek 
Changes  of  herbage  and  falubrious  flowers. 
By  their  all-perfe6t  Mailer  inly  taught, 
They  beft  their  food  and  phyfic  can  difcern ; 
For  he,  Supreme  Exiflence,  ever  near, 
Informs  them.     O'er  the  vivid  green  obferve 
With  what  a  regular  confent  they  crop, 
At  every  fourth  colledtion  to  the  mouth, 
Unfa  very  crow-f!  ower  ;  whether  to  awake 
Languor  of  appetite  with  lively  change, 
Or  timely  to  repel  approaching*  ills, 
Hard  to  determine.     Thou,  \yhom  nature  loves, 
And  with  her  falutary  rwles  intrufts, 
Benevolent  Mackenzie  *,  fay  the  caufe. 
This  truth  hov/e'er  fhines  bright  to  human  fenfe; 
Each  ilrong  afiedtion  of  th'  unconfcious  brute, 

*  Dr.  Mackenzie,  late  of  Worcef.er^  now  of  Lruri^ 

near  Edinburgh* 
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Each  bent,  each  paflion  of  the  fmalleft  mite, 
Is  wifely  given  ;  harmonious  they  perform 
The  work  of  perfect  reafon  (blulh,  vain  man  !) 
And  turn  the  wheels  of  nature's  vaft  machine. 

See  that  thy  fcrip  have  ftore  of  healing  tar, 
And  marking  pitch  and  raddle ;  nor  forget 
Thy  fheers  true  pointed,  nor  th'  officious  dog, 
Faithful  to  teach  thy  ftragglers  to  return  : 
So  may'ft  thou  aid  who  lag  along,  or  fteal 
Afitde  into  the  furrows  or  the  {hades, 
Silent  to  droop ;  or,  who,  at  every  gate 
Or  hillock,  rub  their  fores  and  loofen'd  wool. 
But  rather  thefe,  the  feeble  of  thy  flock, 
Banifli  before  th'  autumnal  months :  ev'n  age 
Forbear  too  much  to  favour  ;  oft  renew, 
And  through  thy  fold  let  joyous  youth  appear. 

Beware  the  feafon  of  imperial  love, 
Who  through  the  world  his  ardent  fpirit  pours ; 
Ev'n  iheep  are  then  intrepid  :  the  proud  ram 
With  jealous  eye  furveys  the  fpacious  field  ; 
All  rivals  keep  aloof,  or  defperate  war 
Suddenly  rages ;  with  impetuous  force, 
And  fury  irrefiftible,  they  dafli 
Their  hardy  frontlets;  the  wide  vale  refounds ; 
The  flock  amaz'd  fhands  fafe  afar ;  and  oft 
Each  to  the  other's  might  a  victim  falls : 
As  fell  of  old,  before  that  engine's  fway, 
Which  hence  ambition  imitative  wrought, 
The  beauteous  towers  of  Salem  to  the  duft. 

Wife  cuftom,  at  the  fifth  or  fixth  return, 
Or  ere  they  'ave  paft  the  twdfth  of  orient  morn, 
Caflrates  the  lambkins ;  necefiary  rite, 
Ere  they  be  number' d  of  the  peaceful  herd. 
But  kindly  watch  whom  thy  {harp  hand  has  griev'd, 
In  thofe  rough  months,  that  lift  the  turning  year  : 
Not  tedious  is  the  office  ;  to  thy  aid 
Etvonius  haftens  ;  foon  their  wounds  he  heals, 
And  leads  them  {kipping  to  the  flowers  of  May ; 
May,  who  allows  to  fold,  if  poor  the  tilth, 
JLike  that  of  dreary,  houfelefs,  common  fields, 
Worn  by  the  plough  -.  but  fold  on  fallows  dry. 
Enfeeble  not  thy  flocks  to  feed  thy  land  : 
Nor  in  too  narrow  bounds  the  prifoners  crowd : 
Nor  ope  the  wattled  fence,  while  balmy  morn 
Lies  on  the  reeking  pafture;  wait  till  all 
The  cryflal  dews,  impearl'd  upon  the  grafs, 
Are  touck'd  by  Phoebus'  beams,  and  mount  aloft, 
With  various  clouds  to  paint  the  azure  fky. 

In  teizing  fly-time,  dank,  or  frofty  days, 
With  unctuous  liquids,  or  the  lees  of  oil, 
Rub  their  foft  {kins,  between  the  parted  locks  ; 
Thus  the  Brigantes  * ;  'tis  not  idle  pains : 
Nor  is  that  {kill  defpis'd,  which  trims  their  tails, 
Ere  fummer  heats  of  filth  and  tagged  wool. 
Coolnefs  and  cleanlinefs  to  health  conduce. 

To  mend  thy  mounds,  to  trench,  to  clear,  to  foil 
Thy  grateful  fields,  to  medicate  thy  flieep, 
Hurdles  to  weave,  and  cheerly  {belters  raife, 
Thy  vacant  hours  require  :  arid  ever  learn 
C^uick  ether's  motion  :  oft  the  fcene  is  turn'd; 
Now  the  blue  vault,  and  now  the  murky  cloud. 
Hail,  rain,  or  radiance;  thefe  the  moon  will  tell, 
F/ach  bird  and  beaft,  and  thefe  thy  fleecy  tribe : 
"When  high  the  fapphire  cope,  lupine  they  couch, 
And  chew  the  cud  delighted ;  but,  ere  rain, 
Eager,  and  at  unwonted  hour,  they  feed ; 

*  The  inhabitants  ofYcrtfoirc* 


Slight  not  the  warning  ;  foon  the  tempefl  rolls, 
Scattering  them  wide,  clofe  rufhing  at  the  heels 
Of  th'  hurrying  o'ertaken  fwains :  forbear 
Such  nights  to  fold ;  fuch  nights  be  theirs  to  fhift 
On  ridge  or  hillock  ;  or  in  homefleads  foft 
Or  fofter  cotes  detain  them.     Is  thy  lot 
A  chill  penurious  turf,  to  all  thy  toils 
Untra&able  ?  Before  harfli  winter  drowns 
The  noify  dikes,  and  fharves  the  rufhy  glebe, 
Shift  the  frail  breed  to  fandy  hamlets  warm  : 
There  let  them  fojourn,  till  gay  Procne  {kirns 
The  thickening  verdure,  and  the  rifing  flowers. 
And  while  departing  autumn  all  embrowns 
The  frequent-bitten  fields;  while  thy  free  hand 
Divides  the  tedded  hay  ;  then  be  their  feet 
Accuflora'd  to  the  barriers  of  the  rick, 
Or  fome  warm  umbrage;  left  in  erring  fright, 
When  the  broad  dazzling  fnows  defcend,  they  run 
Difpers'd  to  ditches,  where  the  fwelling  drift 
Wide  overwhelms  :  anxious,  the  fhepherd  fwains 
Iffue  with  axe  and  fpade,  and  all  abroad, 
In  doubtful  aim  explore  the  glaring  wafte ; 
And"  fome,  perchance,  in  the  ceep  delve  upraife, 
Drooping,  ev'n  at  the  twelfth  cold  dreary  day, 
With  ftill  continu'd  feeble  pulfe  of  life  ;  [gnaw'd. 
The  glebe,  their  fleece,    their  fiefh,   by  hunger 

Ah  gentle  fliepherd,  thine  the  lot  to  tend, 
Of  all  that  feel  diftrefs,  the  moft  afiaiPd, 
Feeble,  defencelefs :  lenient  be  thy  care : 
But  fpread  around  thy  tendereft  diligence 
In  flowery  fpring-time,  when  tke  new-dropt  lamb, 
Tottering  \vith  weaknefs  by  his  mother's  fide, 
Feels  the  frefh  world  about  him ;  and  each  thorn, 
Hillock,  or  furrow,  trips  his  feeble  feet : 
O,  guard  his  meek  fweet  innocence  from  all 
Th'  innumerous  ills  that  rufli  around  his  life  ; 
Mark  the  quick  kite,  with  beak  and  talons  prone, 
Circling  the  flcies  to  match  him  from  the  plain  ; 
Obferve  the  lurking  crows ;  beware  the  brake, 
There  the  fly  fox  the  carelefs  minute  waits  ; 
Nor  truft  thy  neighbour's  dog,  nor  earth,  norflcy: 
Thy  bofom  to  a  thoufand  cares  divide. 
Eurus  oft  flings  his  hail ;  the  tardy  fields 
Pay  not  their  promis'd  food ;  and  oft  the  dam 
O'er  her  weak  twins  with  empty  udder  mourns, 
Or  fails  to  guard  when  the  bold  bird  of  prey 
Alights,  and  hops  in  many  turns  around, 
And  tires  her  alfo  turning :  to  her  aid 
Be  nimble,  and  the  weakeft,  in  thine  arms, 
Gently  convey  to  the  warm  cote,  and  oft, 
Between  the  lark's  note  and  the  nightingale's, 
His  hungry  bleating  ft  ill  with  tepid  milk: 
In  this  foft  office  may  thy  children  join, 
And  charitable  habits  learn  in  fport : 
Nor  yield  him  to  himfelf  ere  vernal  airs 
Sprinkle  thy  little  croft  with  daify  flowers. 
Nor  yet  forget  him  :  life  has  rifing  ills ; 
Various  as  ether  is  the  pafloral  care  ; 
Through  flow  experience,  by  a  patient  breafr, 
The  whole  long  lelTon  gradual  is  attain'd, 
By  precept  after  precept,  oft  receiv'd 
With  deep  attention  .  fuch  as  Nuceus  *  fings 
To  the  full  vale  near  Soare's  f  enamour'd  brook, 
While  all  is  filence :  fweet  Hincklean  fvvain ! 

*  Mr.    Jofeph    Nutt,    an    eminent  apothecary   at 
Hinckiey. 

|  Soars  a  river  in  Leicejltrjbire<> 
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Whom  rude  obfcurity  feverely  clafrs: 
The  mufe,  howe'er,  will  deck  thy  fimpk  cell 
With  purple  violets  and  primrofe  flowers, 
Well-pleas'd  thy  faithful  IclTons  to  repay. 

Sheep  no  extremes  con  bear  :  both  heat  and  cold 
Spread  fores  cutaneous;  but,  more  frequent,  heat : 
The  fly-blown  vermin,  from  their  woolly  neft, 
Prefs  to  the  tortur'd  ikin,  and  flcfli,  and  bone, 
In  littlensfs  and  number  dreadful  foes. 
Long  rains  in  miry  winter  caufe  the  halt ; 
Rainy  luxuriant  fumrners  rot  your  flock ; 
And  all  excefs,  ev'n  of  falubrious  food, 
As  fure  deitroys,  as  famine  or  the  wolf. 
Inferior  theirs  to  man's  world-roving  frame, 
Which  all  extremes  in  every  zone  endures. 

With  grateful  heart,  ye  Britifh  fwains,  enjoy 
Your  gentle  feafons  and  indulgent  clime. 
Lo,  in  the  fprinkling  clouds,  your  bleating  hills 
Rejoice  with  herbage,  while  the  horrid  rage 
•Of  winter  irrefiftibie  o'envhelrns 
Th' Hyperborean  tracts :  his  arrowy  frofb,     : 
That  pierce  through  flinty  rocks,  the  Lappian  *j  ies ; 
And  burrof  s  deep  beneath  the  fnowy  world ; 
A  drear  abode,  from  rofe-diffuiing  hours, 
That  dance  before  the  wheels  of  radiant  day, 
Far,  far  remote ;  where,  by  the  fqualid  light 
Of  foetid  oil  inflam'd,  fc.rt-monfter's  fpume,    " 
Or  fir-wood,  glaring  in  the  weeping  vaulf, 
Twice  three  flow  gloomy  months,  with  various 
Sullen  he  ftruggles;  fuch  the  love  of  life  !         [ills 
His  lank  and  fcarity  herds  around  him  prefs, 
As,  hunger-flung,  to  gritty  meal  he  grinds 
The  bones  of  fifh,  .or  inward  bark  of  trees, 
Their  common  fuftenance.     While  ye,  O  fwains, 
Ye,  happy  at  yoi'ir  eafe,  behold  your  fheep 
Feed  on  the  ope.n  turf,  or  crowd  the  tilth. 
Where,  thick  among  the  greens,  with  bufy  mouths 
They  fcoop  white  turnips  :  little  care  is  yours  ; 
Only,  at  morning  hour,  to  interpole 
Dry  food  of  oats,  or  hay,  or  brittle  flraw, 
The  watery  juices  of  the  boffy  root 
Abforbing :  or  from  noxious  air  to  fcreen 
Your  heavy  teeming  ewes,  with  wattled  fence 
OS'  fv.rze  or  copfe-wood,  in  the  lofty  field, 
•Which  bleak  afctnde  among  the  whittling  winds, 
Or,,  if  your  fheep  are  of  Silurian  breed, 
Nightly  to  houfe  them  dry  on  fern  or  ftraw, 
Siikening  their  fleeces.     Ye,  nor  rolling  hut, 
Nor  watchful  dog,  require  ;  where  never  roar 
Of  favage  tears  the  air,  where  carelefs.  nigh't 
In  balmy  fleep  lies  lull'd,  and  only  wakes 
To  plenteous  peace.     Alas  !  <  'er  warmer  zones 
Wild  terror  ftrides :  their  fivfi.lorn  rocks  are  rent; 
Their  mountains  fink ;    their  yawning   caverns 
And  fiery  torrents  roll  impetuous  down,     [flame  ; 
Proud  ckies  deluging;  Pompcian  towers, 
And  Herculaneaa,  and  what  riotous  flood 
In  Syrian  valley,  where  nnw  the  Dead  Sea 
'Mong  folitary  hills  infectious  lies. 

See  the  fwift  furies,  famine,  plague,  and  war, 
In   frequent   thunders  rage   o'er   'idghbouririg 

realms, 

And  fpread  their  plains  with  defolation  wide : 
Yet  your  mild  homefteads  ever-blooming  fmile 
Among  embracing  woods ;  and  waft  on  high 
The  breath  of  plenty,  from  the  ruddy  tops 
Of  chimneys,  curling  o'er  the  gloomy  tr 
In  airy  azure  ringlets,  to  the  ii;y. 


Nor  ye  by  need  are  urg'd,  as  Attic  fwains, 
And  Taremine,  with  fkins  to  clothe  your  fheep ; 
Expenfive  toil;  howe'er  expedient  found 
In  fervid  climates,  while  from  Phcebus'  beams 
They  fled  to  rugged  woods  and  .angling  brakes. 
But  thofe  expenfive  toils  lire  now  no  more, 
Proud  tyranny  devours  their  flocks  and  herds: 
Nor  bleat  of  jnsep  may  now,  nor  found  of  pipe, 
fjooth  the  fad  plains  of  once  fweet  Arcady, 
The  fhepherd's  kingdom  :   dreary  folitude 
Spreads  o'er  Hyniettus,  and  the  fhaggy  vale 
Of  Athens,  which  in  folemn  filence  iheds 
Her  venerable  ruins  to  the  duft. 

T/u' .weary  Arabs  roam  from  plain  to  plain, 
Guiding  the  languid  herd  in.queft  of  food  ; 
And  ihift  their  little  home's  uncertain  fccne 
With  frequent  farewell :   ftrangers,  pilgrims  allj 
As  were  their  fathers.     No  fweet  fall  of  rain 
May  there  be  heard ;  nor  fweeter  liquid  lapfe 
Of  river,  o'er  the  pebbles  gliding  by 
In  murmurs :   goaded  by  the  rage  of  thirft, 
Daily  they  journey  to,  the  diftant  clefts 
Of  craggy  recks,  where  glooriiy  palms  o'erhang 
The  ancient  wells,  deep  funk  by  toil  immenfe, 
Toil  of  the  patriarchs,  with  fublime  intent 
Themfelves  ai<d  long  pofterity  to  ferve. 
There,  at  the  public  hour  of  fultry  noon, 
They  fhare  the  beverage,  when  to  watering  come, 
And  grateful  umbrage,  all  the  tribes  around, 
And  their  lean  flocks,  whpfe  various  bleatings  fill 
The  echoing  caverns :  then  is  abfent  none, 
Fair  nymph  or  fhepherd,  each  infpiring  each 
To  wit,  and  fohg,  and  dance,  and  active  feats; 
In  the  fame  ruftic  fcene,  where  Jacob  won 
Fair  Rachel's  bofonr,  when  a  rock's  vaft  weight 
From  the  deep  dark-rriouth'd  well  his  flrength 

•remov'd, 
And  to  her  circling  fheep  refrefhment  gave. 

Such  are  the  perils,  fuch  the  toils  of  life, 
In  foreign  climes.  But  fpeed  thy  flight,  my  mufe ; 
Swift  turns  the  year ;  and  our  unnumber'd  flocks 
On  fietces  overgrown  uneafy  lie. 

Now,  jolly  fwains,  the  hctrveft  of  your  cares 
Prepare  to  reap,  and  feek  the  founding  caves 
Of  high  Brigantium  *,  where,  by  ruddy  flames, 
Vulcan's  ftrong  fons,  with  nervous  arm,  around 
The  fleady  anvil,  and  the  glaring  mafs, 
Clatter  their  heavy  hammers  down  by  turns, 
Flattening  the  fteel ;  from  their  rough  hands  re  \ 

celve      , 

The  fharpen'd  .inftrument,  that  from  the  flock 
Severs  the  fleece.     If  verdant  elder  fpreads 
Her  filver  flowers ;  if  humble  dailies  yield 
To  yellow  crow-foot,  and  luxuriant  grafs, 
Gay  {hearing-time  approaches.     Firft,  howe'er, 
Drive  to  the  double  fold,  upon  the  brim 
Of  a  clear  river,  gently  drive  the  flock,          , 
And  plunge  them  one  by  one  into  the  flood : 
Pliing'd  in  the  flood,  not  long  the  flruggler  finks.j 
V.'ith  his  white  flakes,  that  gliften  through  the  tide  j 
The  fturdy  ruftic  in  the  middle  wave, 
Awaits  to  feize  him  rifing;  one  arm  bears 
His  lifted  head  above  the  limpid  ftream, 


*   The  caves 
in  TorJftire,  it: 

t:o!s  are  , 


of  Brigantimx  —  the  forges  of  Sheffield} 
here  tbr  fiepherds  fuearf  and  all  edge^ 


N  n 


THE    W  O  R  £  S    OF    DYER. 


While  the  full  clammy  fleece  the  other  laves 
Around,  laborious,  with  repeated  toil  ; 
And  then  refigris  hifh  to  the  funny  bank, 
Where,  bleating  loud,  he  {hakes  his  dripping  locks. 

Shear  them  the  fourth  or  fifth  return  of  morn, 
Left  touch  of  bufy  fly-blows  wound  their  fkin  : 
Thy  peaceful  fubjecls^  without  murmur  yield 
Their  yearly  tribute  :••'  'tis  the  prudent  part 
To  cherilh  and  be  gentle,  while  ye  flrip 
The  downy  veflure  from  their  tender  fides. 
Prefs  not  too  dole  ;  with  caution  turn  the  points  ; 
And  from  the  head  in  regular  rounds  proceed  : 
But  fpeecly,  when  ye  charice  to  wound,  with  tar 
Prevent  the  wingy  fwarm  and  fcorching  heat  ; 
And  careful  houfe  them,  if  the  lowering  clouds 
Mingle   their  flores  tumultuous  :    through    the 
gloom  [loud, 

Then  thunder  oft  with  ponderous  wheels  rolls 
<And  breaks  the  cryflal  urns  of  heaven  :  adown 
Falls  flreaming  rain.      Sometimes  among   the 

fteeps 

Of  Cambrian  glades  (pity  the  Cambrian  glattes) 
Faft  tumbling  brooks  on  brooks  enormous  fwell, 
And  fudden  overwhelm  their  vanifh'd  fields  : 
Down  with  the  flood  away  the  naked  fheep, 
Bleating,  in  vain,  are  borne,  and  ftraw-built  huts, 
And  rifted  trees,  and  heavy  enormous  rocks, 
Down  with  the  rapid  torrent  to  the  deep. 

At  fhearing-time,  along  the  lively  vales, 
Rural  feflivities  are  often  heard  : 
Beneath  each  blooming  arbuor  all  is  joy 
And  lufty  merriment  :  while  on  the  grafs 
The  mingled  youth  in  gaudy  circles  fport, 
We  think  the  golden  age  again  return'd, 
And  all  the  fabled  Dryades  in  dance. 
Leering,  they  bound  along  with  laughing  air, 
To  the  fhrill  pipe,  and  deep  remurmuring  cords 
Of  th'  ancient  harp,  or  tabor's  hollow  found. 

While  th'  did  apart,  upon  a  bank  reclin'd, 
Attend  the  tuneful  carol,  foftly  mixt 
With  every  murmur  of  the  flidihg  wave, 
And  every  warble  of  the  feather'd  choir  ; 
Mufic  of  paradife  !  which  ftill  is  heard, 
When  the  heart  liftens  ;  ftill  the  views  appear 
Of  the  firfl  happy  garden,  when  content 
To  nature's  flowery  fcenes  directs  the  fight. 
Yet  we  aband'.vi  thofe  Elyfian  walks, 
Then  idly  for  the  loft  delight  repine  : 
As  greedy  mariners,  whole  defperate  fails 
Skini  o'er  the  billows  of  the  foamy  flood, 
Fancy  they  fee  the  lefTening  fhores  retire, 
And  figh  a  farewell  to  the  finking  hills. 

Could  I  recal  thofe  notes,  which  once  the  mufe 
Heard  at  a  fhearing,  near  the  woody  fides 
Of  blue-topp'd  Wreakin  *  !  Yet  the  carols  fweet, 
Through  the  deep  maze  of  the  memorial  cell, 
Faintly  remurmur.     Firft  arofe  in  fong 
Hoar-headed  Damon,  venerable  fwain, 
The  footheft  fhepherd  of  the  flowery  vale. 
"  This  is  no  vulgar  fcene  :  no  palace  roof 
"  Was  e'er  fo  lofty,  nor  fo  nobly  rife 
"  Their  polifh'd  pillars,  as  thefe  aged  oaks, 
"  Which   o'er  our   fleecy  wealth   and  harmlefs 

fports 
"  Thus  have  expanded  wide  their  flickering  arms, 


*  A  ligl  bill  in 


"  Thrice  told  an  hundred  fummers.     Sweet  con* 

tent, 

"  Ye  gentle  fhepherds,  pillow  us  at  night." 
"  Yes,  tuneful  Damon,  for  our  cares  are 
"  Rifing  and  failing  with  the  cheerful  day," 
Colin  reply'd  ;  "  and  pleafing  wearinefs 
"  Soon  our  unaching  heads  to  fleep  inclines. 
"  Is  it  in  cities  fo  ?  where,  poets  tell, 
"  The  cries  of  forrow  fadden  all  the  ftreets, 
"  And  the  difeafes  of  intemperate  wealth. 
"  Alas,  that  any  ills  from  weahh  fhould  rife  ! 

"  May  the  fweet  nightingale  on  yonder  fpray, 
"  May  this  clear  ftream,  thefe  lawns,  thofe  fnow- 

"  white  lambs, 

"  Which,  with  a  pretty  innocence  of  look, 
"  Skip  on.  the  green,  and  race  in  little  troops ; 
**  May  that  great  lamp,  which  finks  behind  the 
"  And  ftreams  around  variety  of  lights,        [hills, 
"  Recal  them  erring :  this  is  Damon's  wifh. 

"  Huge  Breaden's*  ftony  fummit  once  I  climb'd 
"  After  a  kidling  :  Damon,  what  a  fcene  ! 
"  What  various  views  unnumber'd  fpread   be 
neath!  [rent  floods; 
"  Woods,  towers,  vales,  caves,  dells,  cliffs,  and  tor- 
"  And  here  and  there,  between  the  fpiry  rocks, 
"  The  broad  flat  fea.    Far  nobler  profpeds  thefe, 
"  Than  gardens  black  with  fmoke  in  dufty  towns, 
«*  Where  ftenchy  vapours  often  blot  the  fun  : 
"  Yet,  flying  from  his  quiet,  thither  crowds 
**  Each  greedy  wretch  for  tardy-rifing  wealth, 
"  Which  comes  too  late ;  that  courts  the  tafle  in 

vain, 

"  Or  naufeates  with  diftempers.     Yes,  ye  rich, 
"  Still,  ftill  be  rich,  if  thus  ye  fafhion  life  ; 
"  And  piping,  carelefs,  filly  fhepherds  we, 
"  We  filly  fhepherds,  all  intent  to  feed 
"  Our  fnowy  flocks,  and  wind  the  fleeky  fleece." 

"  Deem  not,  howe'er,  our  occupation  mean," 
Damon  reply'd,  "  while  the  Supreme  accounts 
"  Well  of  the  faithful  fhepherd,  rank'd  alike 
"  With  king  and  prieft :  they  alfo  fhepherds  are ; 
"  For  fo  th'  All-feeing  ftyles  them,  to  remind 
"  Elated  man,  forgetful  of  his  charge." 

"  But  hafte,  begin  the  rites  j  fee  purple  eve 
•"  Stretches  her  fhadows:    all  ye   nymphs  and 

fwains 

"  Hither  affemble.     Pleas'd  with  honours  due, 
"  Sabrina,  guardian  of  the  cryftal  flood,       [clear 
"  Shall  blefs  our  cares,  when  fhe  by  moonlight 
"  Skims  o'er  the   dales,  and  eyes  our  fleeping 

folds; 

"  Or  in  hoar  caves  around  Plynlymmon's  brow, 
"  Where   precious  minerals    dart    their    purple 

gleams, 

"  Among  her  fifters  fhe  reclines ;  the  lov'd 
"  Vagaj,  profufe  of  graces,  Ryddol  f  rough, 
"  Blithe  Yftwith  f,  and  Clevedoc  f  fwift  of  foot ; 
"  And  mingles  various  feeds  of  flowers  and  herbs, 
"  In  the  divided  torrent,  ere  they  burft 
"  Thro, ugh  the  dark  clouds,  and  down  the  moun 
tain  roll. 

"  Nor  taint-worm  fhall  infect  the  yeaning  herds, 
"  Nor   penny-grufs,    nor   fpearwort's   poifonous 
leaf." 

*   A  bill  on  the  borders  cf  Monlgotnervjbire. 
f   Vagay  Ryd.iol,   Yfliuitb,    and    Clcvedoc,    rivers^ 
the  firings  ofnabisb  rife  in  tb: fides  o 
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He  faicl :  with  light  fantaftic  toe,  the  nymphs 
Thither  aflembled,  thither  every  fwain  ; 
And  o'er  the  dimpled  ftream  a  thoufand  flowers, 
Pale  lilies,  rofes,  violets,  and  pinks, 
Mix'd  with  the  greens  of  burnet,  mint,  and  thyme, 
And  trefoil,  iprinkled  with  their  fportive  arms. 

Such  cufrom  holds  along  th'  irriguous  vales, 
From  Wreakin's  brow  to  rocky  Dolvoryn  f, 
Sabrina's  early  haunt,  ere  yet  fhe  fled 
The  fearch  of  Guendolen,  her  ftepdarne  proud, 
With  envious  hate  enrag'd.  The  jolly  cheer, 
Spread  on  a  mofly  bank,  untouch'd  abides, 
Till  ceafe  the  rites :  and  now  the  mofly  bank 

f  Dolvoryn,  a  ruinous  cajlle  in  Mo?itgomery- 
Jbire,  on  the  banks  of  the  Severn, 


Is  gaily  circled,  and  the  jolly  cheer 
Difpers'd  in  copious  meafure  ;  early  fruits, 
And  thofe  of  frugal  (lore,  in  hufk  or  rind  ; 
Steep'd  grain,  and  curdled  milk  with  dulcet  cream 
Soft  temper'd,  in  full  merriment  they  quaff, 
And  caft  about  their  gibes ;  and  fome  apace 
Whiftle  to  roundelays  :  their  little-ones 
Look  On  delighted  :  while  the  mountain-woods, 
And  winding  valiies,  with  the  various  notes 
Of  pipe,  flieep,  kine,  and  birds,  and  liquid  brooks, 
Unite  their  echoes  :  near  at  hand  the  wide 
Majeftic  wave  of  Severn  flowly  rolls 
Along  the  deep-divided  glebe  :  the  flood 
And  trading  bark  with  low  contracted  fail 
Linger  among  the  reeds  and  copfy  banks 
To  liften ;  and  to  view  the  joyous  fcene. 
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author  for  treating  this  fubject.  Bifhop  Blaize  the  inventor  of  wool-combing.  Of  the  dying  of 
wool.  Few  dyes  the  natural  product  of  England.  Necefilty  of  trade  for  importing  them.  The 
advantages  of  trade,  and  its  utility  in  the  moral  world ;  exemplified  in  the  prosperity  and  ruin  of 
the  elder  Tyre. 


Now,  of  the  fever'd  lock,  begin  the  fong, 
With  various  numbers,  through  the  fimple  theme 
To  win  attention  :  this,  ye  fhepherd  fwains, 
This  is  a  labour.     Yet,  O  Wray,  if  thou 
Ceafe  not  with  fldlful  hand  to  point  her  way, 
The  lark-wing'd  mufe,  above  the  graffy  vale,) 
And  hills,  and  wood,  fhall,  finging,  foar  aloft; 
And  he,  whom  learning,  wifdoin,  candor,  grace, 
Who  glows  with  all  the  virtues  of  his  fire, 
Royfton  approve,  and  patroniie  the  ftrajn. 

Through  all  the  brute  creation,  none,  as  flieep, 
To  lordly  man  fuch  ample  tribute  pay. 
For  him  their  udders  yield  neclareous  ftreams  : 
For  him  their  downy  veltures  they  refign  ; 
For  him  they  fpread  the  feaft  :  ah  !  ne'er  may  he 
Glory  in  wants,  which  doom  to  pain  and  death 
His  blamelefs  fellow-creatures.     Let  dileafe, 
Let  wafted  hunger,  by  deftroying  live  ; 
And  the  permiffion  life  with  trembling  thanks, 
Meekly  reluctant :  'tis  the  brute  beyond  : 
And  gluttons  ever  murder  when  they  kill. 
Ev'n  to  the  reptile  every  cruel  deed 
Is  high  impiety.     Howe'er  not  all, 
Not  of  the  fanguinary  tribe  are  all ; 
All  are  not  favage.     Come,  ye  gentle  fwains, 


Like  Brama's  healthy  fons  on  Indus'  banks*, 
•Whom  the  pure  ftream  and  garden  fruits  fuftain, 
Ye  are  the  fons  of  nature  ;  your  mild  hands 
Are  innocent  :  ye,  when  ye  fhear,  relieve. 
Come,  gentle  fwains,  the  bright  uni'ully'd  locks 
Collect  :  alternate  fongs  fhall  footh  your  cares, 
And  warbling  mufic  break  from  every  fpray. 
Be  faithful  ;  and  the  genuine  locks  alone 
Wrap  round  :  nor  alien  flake  nor  pitch  enfold  : 
Stain  not  your  ftores  with  bnfe  defire  to  add 
Fallacious  weight  :  nor  yet,  to  mimic  thofe 
Minute  and  light,  of  fandy  Urchinfielcl  *, 
Leflen,  with  fubtle  artifice,  the  fleece  : 
Equal  the  fraud.     Nor  interpofe  delay, 
Lelt  bufy  ether  through  the  open  wool 
Debilitating  pafs,  and  every  film 
Ruffle  and  fully  with  the  valley's  dufr. 
Guard  too  from  moifture  and  the  fretting  moth 
Pernicious:  fhe,  in  gloomy  lhade  conccal'd, 
Her  labyrinth  cuts,  and  mocks  the  comber's  care. 
But  in  loofe  locks  of  fells  fhe  moft  delights, 
And  feeble  fleeces  of  diftemper'd  flieep, 
Whither  fhe  haftens,  by  the  morbid  fcent 


*  Toe  country  about  Rofs  in  W 
N  nij 
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Allur'd  ;  as  the  fwift  eagle  to  the  fields 
Of  flaughtering  war  or  carnage:  fuch  apart 
Keep  for  their  proper  ufe.     Our  anceftors 
Selected  fuch,  for  hofpitable  beds 
To  reft  the  ftranger,  or  the  gory  chief, 
From  battle  or  the  chafe  of  wolves  return'd. 
When  many-colour'd  evening  finks  behind 
The  purple  woods  and  hills,  and  oppotile 
Riles  fall-orb'd,  the  fiiver  harveft-moon, 
To  light  th'  unwearied  farmer,  late  afi-lcl 
His  fcatter'd  ilieaves  collecting  ;  then  expect 
The  <miuX  bent  on  fpee.d,  from  populous  Leeds, 
Norwich,  or  Froome  •  they  traverfe  every  plain, 
And  every  dale,  where  farm  01  cottage  fmokes  : 
Reject  them  not';  and  let  the  feafon's  price 
Win  thy  (bit  treafures :  let  the  bulky  wain 
Through  dully  roads  run  nodding  ;  or  the  bark, 
That  filently  adownthe  cerule  Itream 
Glides  with  white  fails,  dllpenfe  the  downy  freight 
To  copfy  villages  on  either  fide, 
And  ipiry  towns,  where  ready  diligence, 
The  grateful  burden  to  receive,  awaits, 
Like  llrong  Briareus,  with  his  hundred  hands. 

In  the  f^ne  fleece  ciivernty  of  wool 
Grows  intermingled,  and  excites  the  care 
Of  curious  fkill  to  fort  the  feveral  kinds. 
But  in  thisfubtle  icience  none  exceed 
Th'  Lnduftrious  Belgians,  to  the  work  who  guide 
Each  feeble  hand  ol  want  :  their  fpaciou?  domes 
With  boundlefs  hofpitality  receive 
Each  nation's  outcalls :  there  the  tender  eye 
May  view  the  raaim'u,  the  blind,  the  lame,  em- 

ploy'd, 

And  un rejected  age ;  ev'n  childhood  there 
Its  little  ringers  turning  to  the  toil 
Delighted  :  nimbly,  with  habitual  fpeed, 
They  fever  lock  from  lock,  and  long,  and  fliort, 
And  foft,  and  rigid,  pile  in  feveral  heaps. 
This  the  dulk  hatter  afks ;   another  iliines, 
Tempting  the  clothier  ;  that  the  hofier  feeks  ; 
The  long  bright  lock  is  apt  for  airy  Huffs ; 
But  often  it  deceives  the  artift's  care, 
Breaking  unufeful  in  the  fteely  comb  : 
For  this  lore  Mmngy  wooLno  more  increafe 
Receives,      :..lc:  winter  petrifies  the  fields  : 
The  growth  of  autumn  ftops :  and  what  though 

fpring 

Succeeds  with  rofy  finger,  and  fpins  on 
The  texture  ?  yet  in  vain  fhe  drives  to  link 
The  fiiver  twine  to  that  of  autumn's  hand. 
Be  then  the  fv.-ain  advis'd  tofhield  his  flocks 
From  winter's  deadening  frofts    and   whelming 
Let  the  loud  tempeft  rattle  on  the  roof,      [fnows: 
While  they,  fecure  within,  warm  cribs  enjoy, 
And  fwell  their  fleeces,  equal  to  the  worth 
Of  cloth':!  Apulian  *,by  foft  warmth  improv'd  : 
Or  let  trmm  inward  heat  and  vigour  find, 
By  food  of  cole  or  turnip,  hardy  plants. 
Befides,  th"  lock  of  one  continued  growth 
Imbibes  a  clearer  and  more  equal  dye. 

But  lighted  wool  is  theirs,  who  poorly  toil, 
Through  a  dull  round,  in  unimproving  farms 
Of  common-fields :  enclofe,  enclofe,  ye  fwains; 


*  The  fiepberds  of  Apulia,  Tarentum,  and 
Attica,  ufed  to  clothe  their  Jheep  with  Jkins,  to 
Qreferve  and  improve  their  fleeces. 


Why  will  you  joy  in  common-field,  where  pitch. 
Noxious  to  wool,  muft  Haiti  your  motley  flock, 
To  mark  your  property  !   'ihe  mark  dilates, 
Enters  the  flake  depreciated,  defii'd, 
LV.:;t  r'or  beauteous  tint;  betides,  in  fields 
Promifcuous  held,  all  culture  languifb.es  ; 
The  glebe,,  exhaufted,  thin  lupply  receives; 
Dull  watei--  reft  upon  the  rulhy  fiats 
And  barren  furrows  :  none  the  fifing  grove 
Their  plants  for  late  pofterity,  nor  hedge 
To  fhiekl  the  flock,  nor  copie  for  cheering  fire  j 
And,  in  the  diftant  village,  every  hearth 
Devours  the  graffy  fwerd,  the  verdant  food 
Of  injur'd  herds  and  flocks,  or  what  the  plough 
Should  turn  and  moulder  for  the  bearded  grain  j 
Pernicious  habit,  drawing  gradual  on 
Incrcafing  beggary,  and  nature's  frowns. 
Add  too,  the  idle  pilferer  eafier  there 
Eludes  detection,  when  a  lamb  or  ewe 
From  intermingled  flocks  he  fteals ;  or  when, 
With  looiehM  tether  of  his  horfe  or  cow, 
The  milky  ftalk  of  the  tall  green  ear'd  corn, 
The  year's  flow-ripening  fruit,  the  anxious  hope 
Of  his  laborious  neighbour  he  deftroys. 

There  are,  who  over-rate  our  fpungy  frores, 
Who  deem  that  nature  grants  no  clime,  but  ours. 
To  fjncad  upon  its  fields  the  dews  of  heaven, 
And  feed  the  filky  fleece  ;  that  card,  nor  comb/ 
The  hairy  wool  of  Gaul  can  e'er  fubdue, 
To  form  the  thread,  and  mingle  in  the  loom,' 
Unlefs  a  third  from  Britain  fwell  the  heap, 
tllufion  all ;  though  of  our  fun  and  air 
Not  trivial  is  the  virtue  :  nor  their  fruitj 
Upon  our  fnowy  flocks,  of  I  mall  efteem  : 
The  grain  of  brighteft  tincture  none  fo  well 
Imbibes:    the  wealthy  Gobelins  muft  to  this 
Bear  witnefs,  and  the  coftiieft  of  their  looms. 
And  though,  with  hue  of  crocus  or  of  role, 
No  power  of  fubtle  food,  or  air,  or  foil, 
Can  dye  the  living  fleece  ;  }'et  'twill  avail 
To  r>ote  their  influence  in  the  tinging  vafe, 
Therefore  from  herbage  of  okl-pailur'd  plains, 
Chief  from  the  matted  turf  of  azure  marl, 
Where  grow  the  whiteft  locks,  collect  thy  (lores. 
Thole  fields  regard  riot,  through  whofe  recent  turf 
The  miry  foil  appears  :   not  ev'n  the  ftreams 
Of  Yare,  or  fiiver  Stroud,  can  purify  [winds, 

Their   frequent  iVJly'd   fleece  ;    nor  what  rough 
Keen-biting  on  tempeftuous  hills,  inbrown. 

Yet  much  may  be  performed,  to  check  the  force 
Of  nature's  rigour :  the  high  heath,  by  trees 
Warm  flit-herd,  may  defpife  the  rage  of  ftonns  : 
Moors,  bogs,  and  weeping  fens,  may  learn  to  frnile, 
And  leave  in  dykes  their  ioo'i-torgotten  teais. 
Lsbour  and  art  will  every  aim  atchieve 
Of  noble  bofoms.     Bod  ford  Level  *,  erft 
A  dreary  pathlefs  wafle,  the  coughing  flock 
Was  wont  with  hairy  fleeces  to  deform  ; 
And,  mailing  with  her  lure  of  fuinmer  flowers,1 
The  heavy  ox,  vain-ftruggling,  to  ingulf; 
Till  one,  of  that  high-honour'd  patriot  name, 
Ruflel,  arofe,  who  drain'd  the  rufhy  fen,    [bloom, 
Confin'd    the   waves,   bade   groves   and   garden? 
And  through  his  new  creation  led  the  Ouze, 
And  gentle  Camus,  Elver-winding  ftreams  •• 
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Gn-llike  beneficence;  from  chaos  drear 
To  raite  the  garden  and  the  fhady  grove  I 

But  lee  lerne's  moors  and  hideous  bogs, 
Immeasurable  tract      The  traveller 
Slow  tries  his  mazy  ftep  on  th'  yielding  tuft, 
Shuddering  with  fear :  ev'n  fuch  perfidious  wilds, 
By  labour  won,  have  yielded  to  the  comb, 
The  fiiircrl  length  of  wool.     See  deeping  fens, 
And  the  long  lawns  of  Bourn.     'Tis  art  and  toil 
Gives  nature  value,  multiplies  her  ftores, 
Varies,  improves,  creates :  'tis  art  and  toil 
Teaches  her  woody  hills  with  fruits  to  mine, 
The  pear  and  tafteful  apple  ;  decks  with  flowers 
And  foodful  pulfe  the  fields,  that  often  rile, 
Admiring  to  behold  their  furrows  wave 
With  yellow  corn.     What  changes  cannot  toil, 
With  patient  art,  effect  ?   There  was  a  time, 
When  other  regions  were  the  {"wains  delight, 
And  fhepherdlefs  Britannia's  rufliy  vales, 
Inglorious,  neither  trade  nor  labour  knew, 
But  of  rude  balkets,  homely  ruftic  geer, 
Woven  of  the  fiexiie  willow;  till,  at  length, 
The  plains  of  Sarum  open'd  to  the  hand 
Of  patient  culture,  and,  o'er  finking  woods, 
High  Coifwold  fhow'd  her  fummits.     Urchinfield, 
And    Lemfter's    crofts,    beneath    the    pheafant's 

brake, 

Long  lay  unnotted.     Toil  new  pafture  gives; 
And,  in  the  regions  oft  of  active  Gaul, 
O'er  lefiening  vineyards  fpreads  the  growing  turf. 

In  eldeit  times,  when  kings  and  hardy  chiefs 
In  bieeting  fheepfolds  met,  for  purelt  wool 
Phoenicia's  hilly  tracts  were  moft  renovvn'd  ; 
And  fertile  Syria's  and  Judaea's  land, 
Hermon,  and  Seir,  and  Hebron's  brooky  fides  1 
Twice  with  the  murex'  crimfon  hue  they  ting'd 
The  fhining  fleeces :  hence  their  gorgeous  wealth; 
And  hence  arofe  the  walls  of  ancient  Tyre. 

Next  bufy  Colchis,  blefs'd  with  frequent  rains, 
And  lively  verdure  (who  the  lucid  ftreara 
Of  Phafis  boafted,  and  a  portly  race 
Of  fair  inhabitants)  improv'd  the  fleece  ; 
When,  o'er  the  deep  by  flying  Phryxus  brought, 
The  farxi'd  Theffalian  ram  enrich'd  her  plains. 

This,  rifing  Greece  with  indignation  viewed, 
And  youthful  Jaion  an  attempt  conceiv'd 
Lofty  and  bold:  along  Peneus'  banks, 
Around  'Olympus'  brows,  the  mufe^'  haunts, 
He  rous'ti  the  brave,  to  re-demaRd  the  fleece. 
Attend,  ye  Britifh  fv/ains,  the  ancient  fong. 
From  every  region  of  ^gea's  fliore 
The  brave  affembled  ;  thole  illuftrious  twins, 
Caftor  and  Pollux  ;  Orpheus,  tuneful  bard  ; 
Zetes  and  Calais,  as  the  wind  in  fpeed  ; 
Strong  Hercules,  and  many  a  chief  renown 'd. 

On  deep  lolcos'  fandy  more  they  throng'd, 
Gleaming  in  armour,  ardent  of  exploits ; 
And  foon,  the  laurel  cord,  and  the  huge  ftone 
Up-lifting  to  the  deck  unmoor'd  the  bark  ; 
Whole  keel,  of  wondVous  length,  the  Ikilful  hand 
Of  Argus  fafhion'd  for  the  proud  attempt ; 
And  in  th'  extended  keel  a  lofty  mail 
Up-rais'd,  and  fails  full-fwelling  ;  to  the  chiefs 
Unwonted  objects  :  now  firft,  now  they  learu'd 
Their  bolder  lleerage  over  ocean  wave, 
Led  by  the  golden  ftars,  as  Chiron's  art 
Had  mark'd  the  fphere  celeftial.    Wide  abroad 


Expands  the  purple  deep  :  the  cloudy  ifles, 

Sc>  ros  and  Scopc-los,  arid  Jcos,  rife, 

And  Halonefos:  loon  huge  Lemnos  heaves 

Her  azure  head  above  the  level  brine, 

Shakes  off  her  mifts,  and  brighter  .  all  her  cliffs ; 

While  they,    her  flattering   creeks    and   opening 

Cautious  approaching,  in  Myrina's  port       [bowers 

Cart  out  the  cabled  ftone  upon  the  itrand. 

Next  to  the  Myfian  ihore  they  fhape  their  courfe, 

But  with  too  eager  hade:   in  the  white  foam 

His  oar  Alcides  breaks ;  howe'er,  not  long 

The  chance  detains ;  he  fprings  upon  the  fhore, 

And,  rifting  from  the  root,  a  tapering  pine, 

Renews    his  Itroke.       Between   the     threat'ning 

Of  Hellespont  they  ply  the  rugged  furge,   [towers 

To  Hero's  and  Leander's  ardent  love 

Fatal ;   then  fmooth  Propontis'  widening  wave, 

1'hat  like  a  glaffy  laki:  expands.,  with  hills, 

Hills  above  hills,  and  gloomy  woods,  begirt. 

And  now  the  Thracia.ii  Bofphorus  they  dare, 

Till  the  Symplegades,  tremendous  rocks, 

Threaten  approach  ;  but  they,  unterrify'd, 

Through  the  fliarp-pointed  cliffs  and  thundering 

floods 

Cleave  their  bold  pafiage  :  nathlefs  by  the  craggs 
And  torrents  forely  fhatter'd  :  as  the  ftrong 
Eagle  or  vulture,  in  th'  entangling  net      [behind. 
Involv'd,  breaks  through,  yet  leaves  his  plumes 
Thus,  through  the  wide  waves,  their  flow  way 

they  force, 

To  Thynia's  hofpitable  ifle.     The  brave 
Pafs  many  perils,  and  to  fame  by  fuc.h 
Experience  rife.     Refrefh'd,  again  they  fpeed 
From  cape  to  cape,  and  view  unnumber'd  {Ireams, 
Halys,  with  hoary  Lycus,  and  the  mouths 
Of  Afparus  and  Glaucus,  rolling  fwift 
To  the  broad  deep  their  tributary  waves  ; 
Till  iri  the  long-fought  harbour  they  arrive 
Of  golden  Phah's.     Foremolt  on  the  ilrand 
Jafon  advanc'd  :  the  deep  capacious  bay, 
The  crumbling  terrace  of  the  marble  port, 
Wondering  he  view'd,  and  (lately  palace-domes, 
Pavilions  proud  of  luxury  ;   around, 
In  every  glittering  hall,  within,  without, 
O'er  all  the  timbrel-founding  fquares  and  ftreets,. 
Nothing  appear'd  but  luxury,  and  crowds 
Sunk  deep  in  riot.     To  the  public  weal 
Attentive  none  he  found  :  for  he,  their  chief 
Of  Ihepherds,  proud  Ae'tes,  by  the  name 
Sometimes  of  king  difthiguilh'd,  'gan  to  flight 
The  fhepherd's  trade,  and  turn  to  long  and  dance : 
Ev'n  Hydrtis  ceas'd  to  watch  ;  Medea's  fongs 
Of  joy,  and  rofy  youth,  and  beauty's  charms, 
With  magic  fweetnefs  lull'd  his  cares  afleep, 
Till  the  bold  heroes  grafp'J  the  golden  fleece. 
Nimbly  they  wing'd  the  bark,  furfounded  loon 
By  Neptune's  friendly  waves :  fecure  they  fpeed 
O'er  the  known  feas,  by  every  guiding  cape, 
With  profperous  return.     The  myrtle  {Lores, 
And  glafly  mirror  of  lolcos'  lake, 
With  loud  acclaim  receiv'd  them.     Every  vale, 
And  every  hillock,  touch'd  the  tuneful  flops 
Of  pipes  unnumber'd,  for  the  ram  regaU'd. 

Thus  Phafis  loft  his  pride  :  his  flighted  nymphs 
Along  the  withering  dales  and  paftures  mourn'd  ; 
The  trade-fhip  left  his  ftreams ;    the  merchant 
His  defart  borders ;  each  ingenious  art,  [fhunn'iU 
•  N  n  iij 
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Trade,  liberty,  and  affluence,  all  retir'd, 
And  left  to  want  and  fervitude  their  feats  : 
Vile  fucceffors  I  and  gloomy  ignorance 
Following  like  dreary  night,  whofe  fable  hand 
Hangs  on  the  purple  fkirts  of  flying  day. 

Sithence  the  fleeces  of  Arcadian  plains, 
And  Attic,  and  Theflalian,  bore  efteem  ; 
And  thoi'e  in  Grecian  colonies  difpers'd, 
Caria  and  Doris,  and  Ionia's  coaft, 
And  fam'd  Tarentum,  where  Galefus'  tide, 
Rolling  by  ruins  hoar  of  ancient  towns, 
Through  iblitary  vallies  feeks  the  fea. 
Or  green  Altinum,  by  an  hundred  Alps        [aloft 
High-crown'd,  whofe    woods   and    fnowy   peaks 
Shield  her  low  plains  from  the  rough  northern 
Thofe  too  of  Bcetica's  delicious  fields,  [blaft. 

With  golden  fruitage  blefs'd  of  higheft  tafte, 
What  need  I  name  ?  The  Turdetanian  tract, 
Or  rich  Coraxus,  whofe  wide  looms  unroll'd 
The  fineft  webs  ?  where  fcarce  a  talent  weigh'd 
A  ram's  equivalent.     Then  only  tin 
To  late  improvM  Britannia  gave  renown. 

Low  the  revolving  courfe  of  mighty  time, 
Who  loftinefs  abafes,  tumbles  down 
Olympus'  brow,  and  lifts  the  lowly  vale. 
"Where  is  the  majefty  of  ancient  Rome, 
The  throng  of  heroes  in  her  fplendid  ftreets, 
The  fnowy  veil  of  peace,  or  purple  robe, 
Slow  trail'd  triumphal  ?  Where  the  Attic  fleece, 
And  Tarentine,  in  warmeft  litter'd  cotes, 
Or  funny  meadows  cloth'd  with  coftly  care  ? 
Ail  in  the  folitude  of  ruin  loft, 
War's  horrid  carnage,  vain  ambition's  duft. 

Long  lay  the  mournful  realms  of  elder  fame 
3n  gloomy  defolation,  till  appear'd 
Beauteous  Venetia,  firft  of  all  the  nymphs, 
Who  from  the  melancholy  wafte  emerg'd  : 
In  Adria's  gulf  her  clotted  locks  flie  lav'd, 
And  rofe  another  Venus :  each  foft  joy, 
lEach  aid  of  life,  her  bufy  wit  reftor'd  ; 
Science  reviv'd,  with  all  the  lovely  arts, 
And  all  the  graces.     Reftituted  trade 
To  every  virtue  lent  his  helping  ftores, 
And  cheer'd  the  vales  around  ;  again  the  pipe, 
.And  bleating  flocks,  awak'd  the  cheerful  lawn. 

The  glofly  fleeces  now  of  piime  efteem 
Soft  Alia  boafts,  where  lovely  Caffimere, 
V/ithin  a  lofty  mound  of  circling  hills,         [lakes, 
Spreads  her  delicious  ftores  ;  woods,  rocks,  caves, 
Hills,  lawns,  and  winding  ftreams;  a  region  term'd 
The  paradife  of  Indus.     Next,  the  plains 
Of  Lahor,  by  that  arbor  ftretch'd  immenfe, 
Through  many  a  realm,  to  Agra,  the  proud  throne 
Of  India's  worfhipp'd  prince,  whofe  luft  is  law  : 
Remote  dominions  ;  nor  to  ancient  fame, 
!Nor  modern  known,  till  public-hearted  Roe, 
Faithful,  fagacious,  active,  patient,  brave, 
JLed  to  their  diftant  climes  adventurous  trade. 

Add  too  the  filky  wool  of  Libyan  lands, 
Of  Gaza's  bowery  dales,  and  brooky  Cans, 
Where  lofty  Atlas  fpreads  his  verdant  feet, 
While  in  the  clouds  his  hoary  fliouklers  bend. 

Next  proud  Iberia  glories  in  the  growth 
Of  high  Caftile,  and  mild  Segovian  glades. 

And  beauteous  Albion,  fince  great  Edgar  chas'd 
The  prowling  wolf,  with  many  a  lock  appears 
Of  £lky  iuftre  ;  chief,  Siiuria,  thine  j 


Thine,  Vaga,  favoured  flrearn  ;  from  fheep  minute 
On  Cambria  bred  :  a  pound  o'erweighs  a  fleece. 
Gay  Epfom's  too>  and  Banftead's,  and  what  gleams 
On  Vecta's  ifle,  that  (belters  Albion's  fleet, 
With  all  its  thunders  :  or  Salopian  ftores, 
Thofe  which  are  gather'd  in  the  fields  of  Clun  : 
High  Cotiwold  alfo  'mong  the  flaepherd  fwains 
Is  oft  remember'd,  though  the  greedy  plough 
Preys  on  its  carpet :  He  *,  whofe  ruftic  mufe, 
O'er  heath  and  craggy  holt  her  wing  difplay'd, 
And  fung  the  bo(ky  bourns  of  Alfred's  fhires, 
Has  favour'd  Cotfwold  with  luxuriant  praife. 
Need  we  the  levels  green  of  Lincoln  note, 
Or  rich  Leiceftra's  marly  plains,  for  length 
Of  whiteft  locks  and  magnitude  of  fleece 
Peculiar ;  envy  of  the  neighbouring  realms  ? 
But  why  recount  our  graffy  lawns  alone, 
While  ev'n  the  tillage  of  our  cultur'd  plains, 
With  bofy  turnip,  and  luxuriant  cole, 
Learns  thro'  the  circling  year  their  flocks  to  feed, 

Ingenious  trade  \  to  clothe  the  naked  world, 
Her  foft  materials,  not  from  flieeep  alone, 
From  various  animals,  reeds,  trees,  and  ftones> 
Collefts  fagacious :  in  Eubcea's  ifle 
A  wondrous  rock  f  is  found,  of  which  are  woven 
Vefts  incombuftible:  Batavia,  flax  ; 
Siara's  warm  marilh  yields  the  fiflile  cane  ; 
Soft  Perfia,  filk  ;  Balafor's  fhady  hills 
Tough  bark  of  trees ;  Peruvian  Pito,  grafs; 
And  every  fultry  clime  the  fnowy  down 
Of  cotton,  buriling  from  its  ftubborn  fhell 
To  gleam  amid  the  verdure  of  the  grove. 
With  glaffy  hair  of  Tibet's  fhagged  goat 
Are  light  tiaras  woven,  that  wreath  the  head, 
And  airy  float  behind  :  the  beaver's  flix 
Gives  kindlieft  warmth  to  weak  enervate  limbs, 
When  the  pale  blood  flow  rifes  through  the  veins. 
Still  fhall  o'er  all  prevail  the  fhepherd's  ftores, 
For  numerous  ufes    known :    none    yield   fuch 

warmth, 

Such  beauteous  hues  receive,  fo  long  endure : 
So  pliant  to  the  loom,  fo  various,  none.         [bear, 

Wild  rove  the  flocks,  no  burdening  fleece  they 
In  fervid  climes  :  nature  gives  nought  in  vain. 
Carmenian  wool  on  the  broad  tail  alone 
Refplendent  fwells,  enormous  in  its  growth  : 
As  the  fleek  ram  from  green  to  green  removes, 
On  aiding  wheels  his  heavy  pride  he  draws, 
And  glad  refigns  it  for  the  hatter's  ufe. 

Ev'n  in  the  new  Columbian  world  appears 
The  woolly  covering  :  Apacheria's  \  glades, 
And  Canfes'  f,  echo  to  the  pipes  and  flocks  [fands^ 
Of  foreign  fwains.     While  time  fliakes  down  his 
And  works  continual  change,  be  none  fecure  : 
Quicken   your  labours,    brace    your    flackening 

nerves, 

Ye  Britons ;  nor  fleep  carelefs  on  the  lap 
Of  bounteous  nature ;  fhe  is  elfewhere  kind. 
See  Miflifippi  lengthen  on  her  lawns, 
Propitious  to  the  ihepherds  :  fee  the  flieep  [J 
Of  fertile  Arica  §,  like  camels  form'd  ; 

*  Drayton.         f  The  AJbe/os. 
\  Provinces  in  Louijiana,  on  the  nvejlern  Jid$ 
of  the  Mrffif.ppi. 
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"Which  bear  huge  burdens  to  the  fea-beat  fhore, 
And  mine  with  fleeces  foft  as  feathery  down. 

Coarfe  Bothnic  locks  are  not  devoid  of  ufe  ; 
They  clothe  the  mountain  carl,  or  mariner 
Labouring  at  the  wet  fhrouds,  or  ftubborn  helm, 
While  the  loud  billows  daih  the  groaning  deck. 
All  may  not  Stroud's  or  Taunton's veftures  wear; 
Nor  what,  from  fleece  Ratjean  *,  mimic  flowiers 
Of  rich  Damafcus :  many  a  texture  bright 
Of  that  material  in  prastorium  f  woven, 
Or  in  Norvicum,  cheats  the  curious  eye. 

If  any  wool  peculiar  to  eur  ifle 
Is  given  by  nature,  'tis  the  comber's  lock, 
The  foft,  the  fnow-white,  and  the  long-grown 
Hither  be  turn'd  the  public's  wakeful  eye,  [flake. 
This  golden  fleece  to  guard,  with  ftricleft  watch. 
From  the  dark  hand  of  pilfering  avarice, 
Who,  like  a  fpectre,  haunts  the  midnight  hour, 
When  nature  wide  around  him  lies  fupine 
And  fiient,  in  the  tangles  foft  involv'd 
Of  death-like  fleep  :  he  then  the  moment  marks, 
While  the  pale  moon  illumes  the  trembling  tide, 
Speedy  to  lift  the  canvas,  bend  the  oar, 
And  waft  his  thefts  to  the  perfidious  foe. 

Happy  the  patriot,  who  can  teach  the  means 
To  check  his  frauds,  anci  yet  untroubled  leave 
Trade's  open  channels.     Would  a  generous  aid 
To  honeft  toil,  in  Cambria's  hilly  trails, 
Or  where  the  Lune  \  or  Coker  j|  wind  their  ftreams, 
Be  found  fufficient  ?  far,  their  airy  fields, 
Far  from  infectious  luxury  arife. 
O  might  their  mazy  dales,  and  mountain  fides 
With  copious  fleeces  of  lerne  iliioe, 
And  guify  Caledonia,  wifely  bent 
On  wealthy  fifheries  and  flaxen  webs ; 
Then  would  the  fifter  realms,  amid  their  feas, 
Like  the  three  graces  in  harmonious  fold, 
By  mutual  aid  enhance  their  various  charms, 
And  blefs  remoteft  climes — to  this  lov'd  end, 
Awake,  benevolence  ;  to  this  lov'd  end, 
Strain  all  thy  nerves,  and  every  thought  explore. 
Far,  far  away,  whofe  paflions  would  immure, 
In  your  own  little  hearts,  the  joys  of  life  ; 
(Ye  worms  of  pride)  for  your  repaft  alone, 
Who  claim  allnature'sftores,  woods,  waters,  meads, 
All  her  profufion  ;  whofe  vile  hands  would  grafp 
The  pealant's  fcantling,  the  weak  widow's  mite, 
And  in  the  fepukhre  of  felf  entomb 
Whatever  ye  can,  whate'er  ye  cannot  ufe. 
Know,  for  fuperior  ends  th'  Almighty  power 
(Thepower,  whofe  tender  arms  embrace  the  worm) 
Breathes  o'er  the  foodful  earth  the  breath  of  life, 
And  fosms  us  manifold  ;  allots  to  each 
His  fair  peculiar  ;  wifdom,  wit,  and  ftrength  ; 
Wifdom,  and  wit,  and  ftrength,  in  fweet  accord, 
To  aid,  to  cheer,  to  counfel,  to  protect, 
And  twift  the  mighty  bond.     Thus  feeble  man, 
With  man  united,  is  a  nation  ftrong; 
Builds  tow'ry  cities,  fatiates  every  want, 
And  makes  the  feas  profound,  and  forefts  wild, 
The  gardens  of  his  joys.     Man,  each  man's  born 
For  the  high  bufinels  of  the  public  good. 

For  me,  'tis  mine  to  pray,  that  men  regard 


The  fleeces  of  Leice/ler/bire. 
A  river  in  Cumberland* 
A  river  in  Lancafljire. 


f  Coventry. 


Their  occupations  with  an  honeft  heart, 
And  cheerful  diligence  :  like  the  uieful  bee, 
To  gather  for  the  hive  not  Iweets  alone, 
But  wax,  and  each  material ;  pleas'd  to  find 
Whate'er  may  footh  diftrefs,  and  raife  the  fall'n, 
In  life's  rough  race  :  O  be  it  as  my  wifli ! 
'Tis  mine  to  teach  th'  inactive  hand  to  reap 
Kind  nature's  bounties,  o'er  the  globe  diffus'd. 

For  this,  I  wake  the  weary  hours  of  reft  ; 
With  this  defire,  the  merchant  I  attend  ; 
By  this  impell'd,  the  fhepherd's  hut  I  feek, 
And,  as  he  tends  his  flock,  his  ledrures  hear 
Attentive,  pleas'd  with  pure  fimplicity, 
And  rules  divulg'd  beneficent  to  flieep  : 
Or  turn  the  compafs  o'er  the  painted  chart, 
To  mark  the  ways  of  traffic  ;  Volga's  ftream, 
Cold  Hudfon's  cloudy  ftreights,  warm  Afric's  cape, 
Latium's  firm  roads,  the  Ptolemean  fofle, 
And  China's  long  canals;   thofe  noble  works, 
Thole  high  effects  of  civilizing  trade, 
Employ  me,  fedulous  of  public  weal : 
Yet  not  unmindful  of  my  facred  charge  ; 
But  alfo  mindful,  thus  devifing  good, 
At  vacant  leafons,  oft ;  when  evening  mild 
Purples  the  vallies,  and  the  fhepherd  counts 
His  flocks,  returning  to  the  quiet  fold, 
With  dumb  complacence  :  for  religion,  thi?, 
To  give  our  every  comfort  to  diftrefs, 
And  follow  virtue  with  an  humble  mind  ; 
This  pure  religion.     Thus,  in  elder  time, 
The  reverend  Blafius  wore  his  leifure  hours, 
And  {lumbers,  broken  oft :  till,  fili'd  at  length 
With  infpiration,  after  various  thought, 
And  trials  manifold,  his  well-known  voice 
Gather'd  the  poor,  and  o'er  Vulcanian  ftoves, 
With  tepid  lees  of  oil,  and  fpiky  comb, 
Show'd  how  the  fleece  might  ftretch  to  greater 

length. 

And  caft  a  gloflierwhitenefs.  Whcelswent  around; 
Matrons  and  maids  with  fongs  reiiev'd  their  toils  ; 
And  every  loom  receiv'd  the  fofter  yarn. 
What  poor,  what  widow,  Blafius,  did  not  blefs 
Thy  teaching  hand  ?  Thy  bofom,  like  the  morn. 
Opening  its  wealth  ?  What  nation  did  not  feek, 
Of  thy  new  model'd  wool,  the  curious  webs ! 

Hence  the  glad  cities  of  the  loom  his  name 
Honour  with  yearly  feftals:  through  their  ftreets 
The  pomp,  with  tuneful  founds,  and  order  juft, 
"Denoting  labour's  happy  progrds,  moves, 
Proceflion  flow  and  folemn:  firft  the  rout; 
Then  fervient  youth,  and  magisterial  eld  ; 
Each  after  each,  according  to  his  rank, 
His  fway,  and  office,  in  the  common  weal; 
And  to  the  board  of  fmiling  plenty's  ftores 
Aflemble;  where  delicious  cates  and  fruits 
Of  every  clime  are  pil'd  ;  with  free  hand, 
Toil  only  taftes  the  feafts,  by  nervelefs  eafe 
Unrelifli'd.    Various  mirth  and  fong  refound ; 
And  oft  they  interpofe  improving  talk, 
Divulging  each  to  other  knowledge  rare, 
Sparks,  from  experience,  that  fometimes  arife  ; 
Till  nightweighsdown  the  fenfe,oi  morning's  dawn 
Roufes  to  labour,  man  to  labour  born.          [hand. 

Then  the  fleck  brightening  lock,  from  hand  td 
Renews  its  circling  courfe  :  this  feels  the  card  ; 
That,  in  the  comb,  admires  its  growing  length  ; 
This,  blanch'd,  emerges  from  the  oily  wave ; 
N  n  iiij 
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And  that,  the  amber  tint,  or  ruby,  drinks. 

For  it  fuitkes  not,  in  flowery  vales, 
Only  to  tend  the  flock,  and  (hear  foft  xvool : 
Gums  muft  be  ftor'd  of  Guinea's  arid  coaft  ; 
Mexican  woods,  and  India's  brightening  fVlts ; 
Fruits,  herbage,  fulphurs,  minerals,  to  ftain 
The  fleece  prepar'd,  with  oil  imbibing  earth 
Of  Wooburn  blanches,  and  keen  alum  waves 
Intenerate.     With  curious  eye  obferve, 
In  what  variety  the  tribe  of  falts, 
Gums,  ores,  and  liquors,  eye-delight  .-  :;ues 
Produce,  abflerfive  or  reftringent ; 
Steel  cafts  the  fable  ;  how  pale  po          /as'd 
In  fluid  fpirit'ous,  the  fcalet  dye  ; 
And  how  each  tint  is  made,  or  mist,  or  chang'i 
By  mediums  colourlefs;  why  is  the  fume 
Of  fulphur  kind  to  white  and  azure  hues, 
Pernicious  elfe  :  why  no  materials  yield 
Singly  their  colours,  thofe  except  that  (bine 
"With  topaz,  fapphire,  and  cornelian  rays : 
And, why,  though  nature's  face  is  cloth'd  in  green, 
No  green  is  found  to  beaurify  the  fleece, 
JSut  what  repeated  toil  by  mixture  gives. 

To  find  effects,  while  caufes  lie  conceal'd, 
Keafon  uncertain  tries  :  howe'er,  kind  chance 
Oft  with  equivalent  difcovery  pays 
Its  wandering  efforts  ;  thus  the  German  fage, 
Diligent  Drebet,  o'er  alchemic  fire, 
Seeking  the  fecret  fource  of  gold,  receiv'd 
Of  alter'd  cochineal  the  crimfoh  ftore. 
Tyrian  Melcartus  thus  (the  firft  who  brought 
Tin's  ufeful  ore  from  Albion's  diftant  ifle, 
And,  for  unwearied  toils  and  arts,  the  name 
Of  Hercules  acquir'd)  when  o'er  the  mouth 
Of  his  attendant  (heep-dog  he  behc-k! 
The  wounded  murex  ftrike  a  purple  ftain, 
The  purple  ftain  on  fleecy  woofs  he  fpread, 
Which  lur'd  the  eye,  adorning  many  a  nymph, 
And  drew  the  ppmp  of  trade  to  rifing  Tyre.      : 

Our  vallies  yield  not,  or  but  fparing  yield, 
The  dyer's  gay  materials.     Only  weld, 
Or  root  of  madder,  here  or  purple  woad, 
By  which  our  naked  anceftors  obfcur'd 
Tkeir  hardy  limbs,  inwrought  with  myftic  forms, 
Like  Egypt's  obel  Iks.     The  powerful  fun 
Hot  India's  zone  with  gaudy  pencil  paints, 
And  drops  delicious  tints  o'er  hill  and  dale, 
"Which  trade  to  us  conveys.     Not  tints  alone, 
Trade  to  the  good  nhyikian  gives  his  balms ; 
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Gives  cheering  cordials  to  th'  afflicted  hearfc ; 

Gives,  to  the  wealthy,  delicacies  high  ; 

Give-,  to  th    curious,  works  of  nature  rare  ; 

And  wher.  ':ue  prieft  diiplays,  in  juft  difcourfe, 

Kin.-,  the  '>:I-wife  Creator,  and  declares 

His  prefence,  power,  and  goodaefs,  uncojifin'd, 

Tis  trade,  attentive  voyager,  who  fills 

His  lips  with  argument.     To  cenfure  trade, 

Or  hold  her  bufy  people  in  contenrot, 

Let  none  prefume.     The  dignity,  and  grace, 

And  wenl,  of  human  life,  their  fountains  owe 

To  feeding  imperfections,  to  vain  wants, 

Or  real  exigencies;  paffions  fvvift 

Forerunning  realbn  ;  ftrong  contrarious  bents, 

The  ileps  or  men  difperfing  wide  abroad 

O'er  realms  and  feas.     There,  in  the  foiemn  fcene, 

Infinite  wonders  glare  before  their  eyes, 

Humiliating  the  mind  enlarg'd  ;  for  they 

The  cleareit  fenfe  of  D.eity  receive, 

Who  view  the  wideft  profpecT:  of  his  works, 

Ranging  the   globe  with  trade  through  various 

climes  : 

Who  fee  the  fignatures  of  boundlefs  love, 
Nor  lefs  the  judgments  of  Almighty  power, 
To  warn  the  wicked,  and  the  wretch  who  'fcapes 
From  human  juilice  :  xvho,  aftunifii'd,  view 
Etna's  loud  thunders  and  tempeftuous  fires  ; 
The  duit  of  Carthage  ;  dcfert  fliores  of  Nile  ; 
Or  Tyre's  abandon'd  furnmit,  crown'd  of  old 
With   ftately  towers ;    \vhofe   merchants,    from, 

their  ifles, 

And  radiant  thrones,  aMbmbled  in  her  marts : 
Whither  Arabia,  whither  Kedar,  brought 
Their  lhaggy  goats,  their  flocks,  and  bleating  lambs; 
Where  rich  Damascus  pil'd  his  fleeces  white, 
Prepar'd,  and  thirfty  for  the  double  tint, 
And  flowering  fhuttle.   While  th'  admiring  world 
Crowded  her  ftreets ;  ah  !  then  the  hand  of  pride 
Sow'd  imperceptible  his  ppifonous  weed, 
Which  crept  dcftruclive  up  her  lofty  domes, 
As  ivy  creeps  around  the  graceful  trunk 
Of  fjme  tall  oak.     Her  lofty  domes  no  more, 
Not  ev'n  the  ruins  of  her  pomp,  remain  ; 
Not  ev'n  the  durt  they  fui.k  in  ;  by  the  breath 
Of  the  Omnipotent  offended  hurl'd 
Bown  to  the  bottom  of  the  ftorrny  deep : 
Only  the  fblitary  rock  remains, 
Her  ancient  fcite  ;   a  monument  to  thofe, 
Who  toil  and  wealth  exchange  for  (loth  and  pride. 
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PROCEED,  Arcadian  mufe  ;  refume  the  pipe 

Of  Hermes,  long  difus'd,  though  1'weet  the  tone, 

And  to  the  tongs  of  nature's  choirifters 

Harmonious.     Audience  pure  Le  thy  delight, 

Though  few  :  for  every  note  which  virtue  wounds,  ; 

However  pleafing  to  the  vulgar  herd, 

To  the  purg'd  ear  is  difcord.     Yet  too  oft 

Has  falie  dilfembling  vice  to  amorous  airs 

The  reed  apply'd,  and  heedlefs  youth  allur'd  : 

Too  oft,  with  bolder  found,  enflam'd  the  rage 

Of  horrid  war.     Let  now  the  fleecy  looms 

Direct  our  rural  numbers,  as  of  old, 

When  plains  andfheepfolds  were  themufes'haupts. 

So  thou,  the  friend  of  every  virtuous  deed 
And  aim,  though  feeble,  fhalt  thefe  rural  lays 
Approve,  O  Heathcote,  whole  benevolence 
Vilits  our  valiies ;  where  the  pafture  fprea-ls, 
And  where  the  bramble  ;  and  would  juftly  act 
True  charity,  by  teaching  idle  want 
And  vice  the  inclination  to  do  good; 
Good  to  themfelvts,  and  in  themieives  to  all, 
Through  grateful  toil.     Ev'n  nature  lives  by  toil  : 
Heart,  bird,    air,  fire,  the   heavens,  and   rolling 
All  live  by  action  :  nothing  lies  at  reft,     [worlds, 
But  death  and  ruin  :  man  is  born  to  care  ; 
Fafliicn'd,  improv'cj,  by  labour.     This  of  old, 
Wife  dates  obferving,  gave  that  happy  law, 
Which  doom'd  the  rich  and  needy,  every  rank, 
To  manual  occupation  ;  and  oft  call'd 
1  heir  cheftians  from  the  fpade, or  furrowing  plough, 
Or  blecting  (heeptbld.     Hence  utility 
Through  all  conditions;  hence  the  joys  of  health  ; 
Hence  itrength  of  arm,  and  clearjudicious  thought ; 
Hence  corn,  and  wine,  and  oil,  and  all  in  life 
Delectable.     What  fimple  nature  yields 
(And  nature  does,  her  part)  are  only  rude 
Materials,  cumbers  on  the  thorny  ground  ; 
Tis  toils  that  make  them  wealth  ;  that  makes 

the  fleece 

(Yet  ufelefs,  rifing  in  unfliapen  heaps)  ; 
Anon,  in  curious  woofs  of  beauteous  hue, 
A  velture  ufefully  fuccinct  and  warm. 
Or  trailing  in  the  length  of  graceful  folds, 
A  royal  mantle.     Corae,  ye  village  nymphs, 
The  fcatterd  mifts  reveal  the  dulky  hills; 
Gray  dawn  appears ;  the  golden  morn  afcends, 
And  paints  the  glittering  rocks,  and  purple  woods, 
And  flaming  fpires ;  arife,  begin  your  toils ; 
Behold  the  fleece  beneath  the  fpiky  comb 
Drop  its  long  locks,  or,  from  the  mingling  card, 
Spread  in  foft  flakes,  and  fvvell  the  whiten'd  floor. 
Come,  village  nymphs, ye  matrons,  and  ye  maids, 
Receive  the  foft  material :  with  light  ftep 
Whether  ye  turn  around  the  fpacious  wheel, 
Or,  patient  fitting,  that  revolve,  which  forms 
A  narrower  circle.     On  the  brittle  work 


Point  your  quick  eye  ;  and  let  the  hand  affift 
To  guide  ard  flretch  the  gently-lefiening  thread  ; 
Even,  unknotted  twine,  will  praife  your  ikill. 
A  different  fpinning  every  different  web 
A(ks  from  your  glowing  fingers  :  fome  require 
The  more  compact,  and  fome  the  looler  wreath  ; 
The  lalt  for  foftnefs,  to  delight  the  touch 
Qf  chamber'd  delicacy  :  fcarce  the  cirque 
Need  turn  around,  or  twine  the  lengthening  flake. 

There  are,  to  fpeed  their  labour,  who  prefer 
Wheels  double -fpol'd,  which  yield  to  either  hand 
A  feveral  line  :   and  many,  jet  adhere 
To  th'  ancient  did  aft',  at  the  bofom  rix'd, 
Calling  the  whirling-  fp indie  as  they  walk  : 
At  home,  or  in  the  flieepfold,  or  the  mart, 
Alike  the  work  proceeds.     This  method  ftill 
Nc-.  vicum  favours,  and  th'  Icenian  *  towns  : 
It  yields  their  airy  Huffs  an  apter  thread. 
This  was  of  old,  in  no  inglorious  days, 
The  mode  of  fpinning,  when  th'  Egyptian  princQ 
A  golden  diftaff  gave  that  beauteous  nymph, 
Too -beauteous  Helen:  no  uncourtly  gift 
Then,  when  each  gay  diverfion  of  the  fair 
Led  to  ingenious  ufe.     But  patient  art, 
That  on  experience  works,  from  hour  to  hour, 
Sagacious,  has  a  fpiral  engine  f  form'd, 
Which,  on  an  hundred  fpoles,  an  hundred  threads, 
With  one  huge  wheel,  by  lapfe  of  water,  twines, 
Few  hands  requiring;  eafy-tended  work, 
That  copioufly  fupplies  the  greedy  loom. 

Nor  hence,  ye  nymphs,  let  anger  cloud  your 

brows : 

The  more  is  wrought,  the  more  is  ftill  requlr'd  ; 
Blithe  o'er  your  toils,  with  wonted  fong,  proceed  : 
Fear  not  furcharge  ;  your  hands  will  ever  find 
Ample  employment.     In  the  ftrife  of  trade, 
Thefe  curious  inftruments  of  fpeed  obtain 
Various  advantage,  and  the  diligent 
Supply  with  exercife,  as  fountains  fure, 
Which,  ever-gliding,  feed  the  flowery  lawn. 
Nor,  fhould  the  careful  flate,  feverely  kind, 
In  every  province,  to  the  houfe  of  toil 
Compel  the  vagrant,  and  each  implement 
Of  ruder  art,  the  comb,  the  card,  the  wheel, 
Teach  their  unwilling  hands,  nor  yet  complain. 
Yours,  with  the  public  geod,  fhall  ever  rife, 
Ever,  while  o'er  the  lawns,  and  airy  downs 
The  bleating  flieep  and  fhepherd's  pipe  are  heard  ; 
While  in  the  brook  ye  blanch  the  gliltening  fleece, 
And  th'  amorous  youth,  delighted  with  your  toils, 
Quavers  the  choicelt  of  his  fonnets,  warm'd 
By  growing  traffic,  friend  to  wedded  love. 

The  amorous  youth,  with  various  hopes  infiam'd, 

*  The  Iceni  'were  the  inhabitants  of  Suffolk. 
f  Faitrs  engine  for  cotton  and  fine  wool. 
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,Now  on  the  bufy  ftage  fee  Kim  Hep  forth, 

With  beating  breaft  :  high-honour'd  he  beholds 

Rich  induftry.     Firft,  he  befpeaks  a  loom  : 

From  fome  thick  wood  the  carpenter  felec~ls 

A  flender  oak,  or  beech  of  glofiy  trunk, 

Or  faplin  alh :  he  lhapes  the  fturdy  beam, 

The  pofts,  and  treadles ;  and  the  frame  combines. 

The  fmith,  with  iron-fcrews,  and  plated  hoops, 

Confirms  the  ftrong  machine,  and  gives  the  bolt 

That  ftrains  the  roll.    To  thefe  the  turner's  lathe, 

And  graver's  knife,  the  hollow  fhuttle  add. 

Various  profeffions  in  the  work  unite  : 

For  each  on  each  depends.     Thus  he  acquires 

The  curious  engine,  work  of  fubtle  fldll ; 

Howe'er,  in  vulgar  ufe  around  the  globe 

Frequent  obferv'd,  of  high  antiquity 

No  doubtful  mark  :  th*  adventurous  voyager, 

Tofs'd  over  ocean  to  remoteft  fhores, 

Hears  on  remoteft  fhores  the  murmuring  loom  ; 

Sees  the  deep-furrowing  plough,   and  harrow'd 

field, 

The  wheel-mov'd  waggon,  and  the  difcipline 
Of  ftrong-yok'd  fleers.    What  needful  art  is  new  ? 

Next,  the  induftrious  youth  employs  his  care 
To  ftore  foft  yarn ;  and  now  he  ftrains  the  warp 
Along  the  garden-walk,  or  highway-fide, 
Smoothing  each  thread  ;  now  fits  it  to  the  loom, 
And  fits  before  the  work  :  from  hand  to  hand 
The  thready  fhuttles  glides  along  the  lines, 
Which  open  to  the  woof,  and  fhut  altern  : 
And  ever  and  anon,  to  firm  the  work, 
Againft  the  web  is  driven  the  noify  frame, 
That  o'er  the  level  rufhes,  like  a  furge, 
Which,  often  dafhing  on  the  Tandy  beach, 
Compacts  the  traveller's  road  :  from  hand  to  hand 
Again,  acrofs  the  lines  oft  opening,  glides 
The  thready  fhuttle,  while  the  web  apace 
Encreafes,  ^s  the  light  of  eaftern  fkies, 
Spread  by  the  rofy  fingers  of  the  morn  ; 
And  all  the  fair  expanfe  \vith  beauty  glows. 

Or,  if  the  broader  mantle  be  the  talk, 
He  choofes  fome  companion  to  his  toil. 
From  fide  to  fide,  with  amicable  aim, 
Each  to  the  other  darts  the  nimble  bolt, 
While  friendly  converie,  prompted  by  the  work, 
Kindles  improvement  in  the  opening  mind. 

What  need  we  name  the  feverai  kinds  of  looms? 
Thofe  delicate,  to  whofe  fair-colour'd  threads 
Hang  figur'd  weights,   whofe    various    numbers 

guide 

The  artift's  hand  :  he,  unfeen,  flowers,  and  trees, 
And  vales,  and  azure  hills,  unerring  works. 
Or  that,  whofe  numerous  needles,  glittering  bright, 
Weave  the  warm  hofe  to  cover  tender  limbs : 
Modern  invention  :  modern  is  the  want. 

Next,  from  the  flacken'd  beam  the  woof  un- 

roll'd, 

Near  fome  clear-Hiding  river,  Aire  or  Stroud, 
Is  by  the  noify  fulling-mill  receiv'd  ; 
Where  tumbling  waters  turn  enormous  wheels, 
And  hammers,  riling  and  defcending,  learn 
To  imitate  the  induftry  of  man. 

Oft  the  wet  web  is  fteep'd,  and  often  rais'cl, 
Faft-dripping,  to  the  river's  graffy  bank  ; 
And  iinewy  arms  of  men,  with  tull-ftrain'd  Strength. 
Wring  out  the  latent  water  :  then,  unhurg 
On  rugged  tenters,  to  the  fervid,  fan 


Its  level  furface,  reehnig,  it  expands ; 
Still  brightening  in  each  rigid  difcipline, 
And  gathering  worth  ;  as  human  life,  in  pains, 
Conflicts,  and  troubles.    Soon  the  clothier's  (hears, 
And  burler's  thiftle,  fkim  the  furface  fheen. 
The  round  of  work  goes  on,  from  day  to  day, 
Seafon  to  feafon.  So  the  hufbandman 
Purfues  his  cares ;  his  plough  divides  the  glebe  ; 
The  feed  is  fown ;  rough  rattle  o'er  the  clods 
The  harrow's  teeth ;  quick  weeds  his  hoe  fubduesj 
The  fickle  labours,  and  the  flow  team  ftrains ; 
Till  grateful  harveft-home  rewards  his  toils. 

Th'  ingenious  artift,  learn'd  in  drugs,  beftows 
The  laft  improvement ;  for  th1  unlabour'd  fleece 
Rare  is  permitted  to  imbibe  the  dye. 
In  penetrating  waves  of  boiling  vats 
The  fnowy  web  isfteep'd,  with  grain  of  weld, 
Fuftic,  or  logwood,  mix'd,  or  cochineal, 
Or  the  dark  purple  pulp  of  Pictifh  woad, 
Of  ftain  tenacious,  deep  as  fummer  fkies, 
Like  thofe  that  canopy  the  bowers  of  Stowe 
After  foft  rains,  when  birds  their  notes  attune, 
Ere  the  melodious  nightingale  begins. 

From  yon  broad  vafe  behold  the  faffron  woofs 
Beauteous  emerge  ;  from  thefe  the  azure  rife  ; 
This  glows  with  crimfon ;  that  the  auburn  holds ; 
Thefe  fliall  the  prince  with  purple  robes  adorn  ; 
And  thofe  the  warrior  mark,  and  thofe  the  prieft. 

Few  are  the  primal  colours  of  the  art; 
Five  only  ;  black,  and  yellow,  blue,  brown,  red ; 
Yet  hence  innumerable  hues  arife. 

That  ftain  alone  is  good',  which  bears  unchang'd 
Diflblving  water's,  and  calcining  fun's, 
And  thieving  air's  attacks.    How  great  the  need, 
With  utmoft  caution  to  prepare  the  woof, 
To  feek  the  beft-adapted  dyes,  and  falts, 
And  purtft  gums  !  fince  your  whole  fkill  confifts 
In  opening  well  the  fibres  of  the  woof, 
For  the  reception  of  the  beauteous  dye, 
And  wedging  every  grain  in  every  pore, 
Firm  as  a  diamond  in  rich  gold  enchas'd. 

But  what  the  powers,  which  lock  them  in  the 

web  ; 

Whether  incrufting  falts,  or  weight  of  air, 
Or  fountain-water's  cold  contracting  wave, 
Or  all  combin'd,  it  well  befits  to  know. 
Ah  !  wherefore  have  we  loft  our  old  repute  ? 
And  who  inquires  the  caufe,  why  Gallia's  funs 
In  depth  and  brilliancy  of  hues  excel  ? 
Yet  yield  not  Britons ;  grafp  in  every  art 
The  foremoft  name.  Let  others  tamely  view, 
On  crowded  Smyrna's  and  Byzantium's  ftand, 
The  haughty  Turk  defpife  their  proffer'd  bales. 

Now  fee,  o'er  vales,  and  peopled  mountain-tops. 
The  welcome  traders,  gathering  every  web ; 
Induftrious,  every  web  too  few.    Alas  I 
Succefslefs  oft  their  induftry,  when  ceafe 
The  loom  and  fhuttle  in  the  troubled  ftreets ; 
Their  motion  ftopt  by  wild  intemperance, 
Toil's  fcoffing  foe,  who  lures  the  giddy  rout 
To  fcorn  their  tafk-work,  and  to  vagrant  life 
Turns  their  rude  fteps ;  while  mifery,  among 
The  cries  of  infants,  haunts  their  mouldering  huts. 

O  when,  through  every  province,  fhall  be  rais'd 
Houfes  of  labour,  feats  of  kind  conftraint, 
For  thofe,  who  now  delight  in  fruitlefs  fports. 
More  thun  in  cheerful  Vv-crks  of  virtuous  trade. 


THE    FLEECE. 


Which  honeft  wealth  would  yield,  and  portion  due 
Of  public  welfare  ?  Ho,  ye  poor,  who  feek, 
Among  the  dwellings  of  the  diligent, 
For  fuftenance  unearn'd  :  who  ftroll  abroad 
From  houfe  to  houfe,  with  mifchievous  intent, 
Feigning  misfortune  :  Ho,  ye  lame,  ye  blind  ; 
Ye  languid  limbs,  with  real  want  opprefs'd, 
Who  tread  the  rough  highways,  and  mountains 

wild, 

Through  ftorms,  and  rains,  and  bitternefs  of  heart ; 
Ye  children  of  affliction,  be  compell'd 
To  happinefs  :  the  long-wifh'd  day-light  dawns, 
When  charitable  rigour  fhall  detain  [trade, 

Your   ftep-bruis'd   feet.      Ev'n   now  the  fons  of 
Where'er  their  cultivated  hamlets  fmilej 
Erect  the  manfion  *  :  here  foft  fleeces  (hine  ; 
The  card  awaits  you,  and  the  comb,  and  wheel : 
Here  fhroud  you  from  the  thunder  of  the  ftorm ; 
No  rain  (hall  wet.  your  pillow  :  here  abounds 
Pure  beverage  ;  here  your  viands  are  prepar'd  ; 
To  heal  each  ficknefs  the  phyfician  waits, 
And  prieft  entreats  to  give  your  maker  praife. 

Behold,  in  Calder's  f  vale,  where  wide  around 
Unnumber'd  villas  creep  the  flirubby  hills, 
A  fpacious  dome  for  this  fair  purpofe  rife. 
High  o'er  the  open  gates,  with  gracious  air, 
Eliza's  image  (lands.  By  gentle  fteps 
Up-rais'd,  from  room  to  room  we  llowly  walk, 
And  view  with  wonder,  and  with  filent  joy, 
The  fprightly  fcene  ;  where  many  a  bufy  hand, 
Where  fpoles,  cards,  wheels,  and  looms  with  mo 
tion  quick, 

And  ever-murmuring  found,  th'  unwonted  fenfe 
Wrap  in  furprife.    To  fee  them  all  employ 'd, 
All  blithe,  it  gives  the  fpreading  heart  delight, 
As  neither  meats,  nor  drinks,  nor  aught  of  joy 
Corporeal,  can  beflow.    Nor  lefs  they  gain 
Virtue  than  wealth,  while,  on  their  ufeful  works 
From  day  to  day  intent,  in  their  full  minds 
Evil  no  place  can  find.  With  equal  fcale 
Some  deal  abroad  the  well-afforted  fleece ; 
Thefe  card  the  fhort,  thofe  comb  the  longer  flake; 
Others  the  harm  and  clotted  lock  receive, 
Yet  fever  and  refine  with  patient  toil, 
And  bring  to  proper  ufe.  Flax  too,  and  hemp, 
Excite  their  diligence.  The  younger  hands 
Ply  at  the  eafy  work  of  winding  yarn 
On  fwiftly-circling  engines,  and  their  notes 
Warble  together,  as  a  choir  of  larks ; 
Such  joy  anfes  in  the  mind  employ'd. 
Another  fccne  difplays  the  more  robuft, 
Ralping  or  grinding  tough  Brafilian  woods> 
And  what  Campeachy's  difputable  fliore 
Copious  affords  to  tinge  the  thirfty  web ; 
And  the  Caribbee  ifles,  whofe  dulcet  canes 
Equal  the  honeycomb.  We  next  are  ihown 
A  circular  machine  f,  of  new  defign, 
In  conic  fliape :  it  draws  and  fpins  a  thread 
Without  the  tedious  toil  of  needlefs  hands. 

*  This  alludes  to  the  workhoufes  at  Briftol, 
Birmingham,  bV. 

f  A  river  in  7'ork/Jjire,  'which  runs  below  Ha 
lifax,  and  pages  by  Wakefield. 

\  A.  nicjt  curious  machine,  invented  by  Mr. 
Paid.  It  is  at  prefent  contrived  to  fpin  cotton  ; 
but  it  may  ie  made  tofyinjinc  carded  woo/. 


A  wheel  invifible,  beneath  the  floor, 
To  every  member  of  th'  harmonious  frame 
Gives  neceffary  motion.  One,  intent, 
O'erlooks  the  work  :  the  carded  wool,  he  fays, 
Is  fmoothly  lapp'd  around  thofe  cylinders, 
Which,  gently  turning,  yield  it  to  yon  cirque 
Of  upright  fpindles,  which,  with  rapid  whirl, 
Spin  out,  in  long  extent,  an  even  twine. 

From  this  delightful  manfion  (if  we  feek 
Still  more  to  view  the  gifts  which  honeft  toil 
Diflributes)  take  we  now  our  eaftward  courfe, 
Tjj  the  rich  fields  of  Burftal.  Wide  around 
Hillock  and  valley,  farm  and  village,  fmile  : 
And  ruddy  roofs,  and  chimney-tops  appear, 
Of  bufy  Leeds,  -up-wafting  to  the  clouds 
The  incenfe  of  thankfgiving  :  all  is  joy  ; 
And  trade  and  bufineis  guide  the  living  fcene, 
Roll  the  full  cars,  adown  the  winding  Aire 
Load  the  flow-failing  barges,  pile  the  pack 
On  the  low  tinkling  train  of  flow-pac'd  ileeds. 
As  when  a  funny  day  invites  abroad 
The  fedulous  ants,  they  iflue  from  their  cells 
In  bands  unnumber'd,  eager  for  their  work ; 
O'er  high,  o'er  low,  they  lift,  they  draw,  they 

hafte 

With  warm  affection  to  each  other's  aid ; 
Repeat  their  virtuous  efforts,  and  fucceed. 
Thus  all  is  here  in  motion,  all  is  life  : 
The  creaking  wain  brings  copious  (lore  of  corn ; 
The  grazier's  fleeky  kine  obftruct  the  roads: 
The  neat-drefs'd  houfewives,  for  the  feftal  board 
Crown'd  with  full  bafkets,  in  the  field-way  paths 
Gome  tripping  on ;  the  echoing  hills  repeat 
The  flroke  of  ax  and  hammer ;  fcaffolds  rife, 
And  growing  edifices;  heaps  of  ftone, 
Beneath  the  chiflel,  beauteous  fliapes  aflume 
Of  frieze  and  column.   Some,  with  even  line, 
New  ftreets  are  marking  in  the  neighbouring  fields, 
And  facred  domes  of  worfhip.    Induftry, 
Which  dignifies  the  artift,  lifts  the  fwain, 
And  the  draw  cottage  to  a  palace  turns, 
Over  the  work  prefides.    Such  was  the  fcene 
Of  hurrying  Carthage,  when  the  Trojan  chief 
Firft  view'd  her  growing  turrets.    So  appear 
Th'  increafing  walls  of  bufy  Manchefter, 
Sheffield,  and  Birmingham,  whofe  reddening  fields 
Rife  and  enlarge  their  fuburbs.  Lo,  in  throngs, 
For  every  realm,  the  careful  factors  meet, 
Whifpering  each  other.    In  long  ranks  the  bale?, 
Like  war's  bright  files,  beyond  the  fight  extend. 
Straight,  ere  the  founding  bell  the  fignal  ftrikes, 
Which  ends  the  hour  of  traffic,  they  conclude  . 
Thefpeedy  compact;  and,  well-pleas'd,  transfer, 
With  mutual  benefit,  fuperior  wealth 
To  many  a  kingdom's  rent,  or  tyrant's  hoard. 

Whate'er  is  excellent  in  art  proceeds 
From  labour  and  endurance :  deep  the  oak 
Mud  fink  in  ftubborn  earth  its  roots  obfcure. 
That  hopes  to  lift  its  branches  to  the  fkies  : 
Gold  cannot  gold  appear,  until  man's  toil 
IDifclofes  wide  the  mountain's  hidden  ribs, 
And  digs  the  dufky  ore,  and  breaks  and  grinds 
Its  gritty  parts,  and  laves  in  limpid  dreams, 
With  eft-repeated  toil,  and  oft  in  fire 
The  metal  purifies:  with  the  fatigue, 
And  tedious  procefs  of  its  painful  works, 
The  lufty  ficken,  and  the  feeble  die, 
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But  cheerful  are  the  labours  of  the  loom, 
By  health  and  eafe  accompanied  :  they  bung 
Superior  treafures  fpeedier  to  the  ftate, 
Than  thofe  of  deep  Peruvian  mines,  where  ilaves 
(Wretched  requital)  drink,  witn  trembling  hand, 
Pale  palfy's  baneful  cup.    Ovir  happy  f wains 
Behold  arifing,  in  their  fattening  flpcks, 
A  double  wealth;  more  rich  than  Belgium's  boaft, 
Who  tends  the  culture  of  the  flaxen  reed  ; 
Or  the  Cathayan's,  whofe  ignobler  care 
Nurfes  the  filk-xvorm  ;  or  of  India's  fons, 
Who  plant  the  cotton-grove  by  Ganges'  ftream. 
Nor  do  their  toils  and  produces  furnifh  more, 
Than  gauds  and  drefles,  of  fajitaftic  web, 
To  the  luxurious  :  but  our  kinder  tub 
Give  clothing  to  neceflity  ;  keep  warm 
Th'  unhappy  wanderer,  on  the  mountain  wild 
Benighted,  while  the  tempeft  beats  aroundl 

No,  ye  foft  ions  of  Ganges,  and  of  Ind, 
Ye  feebly  delicate,  life  little  needs 
Your  feminine  toy?,  nor  sfks  your  nervelefs  arm 
To  caft  the  ftrong-ftung  fhuttle,  or  the  fpear. 
Can  ye  defend  your  country  from  the  ftorm 
Of  ftrong  invafion  ?  Can  ye  want  endure, 
In  the  beiieged  fort,  with  courage  lirrn  ? 
Can  ye  the  weather-beaten  vtflel  fteer, 
Climb  the  tall  maft,  direct  the  iiubborn  helm, 
Mid  wild  difcordant  waves,  with  fteady  courfe  ? 
Can  ye  lead  out,  to  difiant  colonies, 
Th'  o'erflowings  of  a  people,  or  your  wrong'd 
Brethren,  by  impious  perfecution  driven, 
And  arm  their  breads  with  fortitude  to  try 
New  regions  ;   climes,  though  barren,  yet  beyond 
The  baneful  power  of  tymnts  ?  Thefe  are  deeds 
To  which  their  hardy  labours  well  prepare 
The  finewy  arm  of  Albion's  fons.     Purine^ 
Ye  fons  of  Albion,  with  a  yielding  heart, 
Your  hardy  labours :  let  the  founding  loom 
Mix  with  the  melody  of  every  vale  ; 
The  loom,  that  long-renown'd,  wide  envy'd  gift 
Of  wealthy  Flandria,  who  the  boon  receiv'd 
From  fair  Venetia ;  the  from  Grecian  nymphs ; 
They  from  Phenice,  who  obtained  the  dole 
From  old  j^Egyptus.     Thus  around  the  globe, 
The  golden-footed  fciences  their  path 
Mark,  like  the  fun,  enkindling  life  and  joy  ; 
And  follow'd  dole  by  ignorance  and  pride, 
Lead  day  and  night  o'er  realms.     Our  clay  arofe 
When  Alva's  tyranny  the  weaving  arts 
Drove  from  the  fertile  valleys  of  the  SchehJ. 
With  fpeedy  wing,  and  fcatter'd  courfe,  they  fled, 
Like  a  community  of  bees,  diflurb'd 
JBy  fome  relentleis  fwain's  rapacious  hand  ; 
While  good  Eliza,  to  the  fugitives 
Gave  gracious  welcome  5  as  wife  TEgypt  erft 
To  troubled  Nilus,  whofe  nutricious  flood 
With  annual  gratitude  enrich'd  her  meads. 
Then,  from  fair  Antwerp,  an  induftrious  train 
Crois'd  the  fmooth  channel  of  our  ftniling  leas  j 
And  in  the  vales  of  Cantium,  on  the  banks 
Of  Stour  alighted,  and  the  naval  wave 
Of  fpacious  Medway  :  fome  on  gentle  Yare, 
And  fertile  Waveney,  pitch'd  ;  and  made  their 

feats 

Pleafant  Norvicum,  and  Colceftria's  towers  : 
Some  to  the  Darent  fped  their  happy  way  : 
Berghem,  and  Sluys,  and  elder  Bruges,  chofe 


Antona's  chalky  plains,  and  ftretch'd  their  tents 

Down  to  ClaufcnU'm.  and  that  bay  fupine 

Beneath  the  fkade  of  Vc eta's  cliffy  ifle. 

Soon  o'er  the  hoipiiable  realm  they  ipread, 

With  chee1  reviv'd  ;   and  in  Sabrina's  flood, 

And  the  Silurian  Tame,  their  textures  blanch'd : 

Not  undeHgrrtfccl  with  Vigornia's  fpires, 

Nor  thofe,  by  Vaga's  itream,  from  ruins  rais'd 

Of  ancient  Aricomum  ;  nor  lefs  pleas'd 

With  Salop's  variou.^.  fcenes;  and  that  foft  tradl 

Of  Cambria,  deep-embay  'd  Dimetian  land, 

By  green  hilh  ^enc'd,  by  ocean's  murmur  lull'd; 

Nurfe  of  the  ruiiu:  bard,  who  now  refounds 

The  fortunes  of  the  rieece  ;  whofe  anceftors 

Were  fugitives  from  fuperilitipu's  rage, 

And  erft.  from  Devon,  thither  brought  the  loom  ; 

Where  ivy'd  walls  of  old  Kidweliy's  towers, 

Nodding,  (till  on  their  gloomy  brows  project 

Lancafcria's  arms,  embofs'd  in  mouldering  ftone. 

Thus,  then,  on  Albion's  coaft,  the  exil'd  band, 
From  rich  Menapian  towns,  and  the  green  banks 
Of  Scheld,  alighted  ;  and,  alighting,  fang 
Grateful  thankfgiving.     Yet,  at  times,  they  fluft 
Their  habitations,  when  the  hand  of  Pride, 
Reftraint,  or  fouthern  Luxury,  difturbs 
Their  induitry,  and  urges  them  to  vales 
Of  the  Brigantes  ;  where,  with  happier  care 
Infpiri,*  1,  their  art  improves  the  fleece, 
Which  occupation  erft,  and  wealth  immenfe, 
Gave  Brabant's  fwarming  habitants,  what  time 
We  were  their  fliepherds  only  ;  from  which  flate. 
With  friendly  arm,  they  r.iis'd  us :  nathlefs  fome 
Among  our  old  and  ftubborn  fwains  mifdeem'd, 
And  cnvy'd,  who  enrich'd  them  ;   envy'd  thofe, 
Whofe  virtues  taught;  the  varletry  of  towns 
To  ufeful  toil  to  turn  the  pilfering  hand. 

And  ftill,  when  bigotry's  black  clouds  arife, 
(For  oft  they  fudden  rife  in  papal  realms), 
They,  from  their  ifk,  as  from  fome  ark  fecure, 
Carelefs,  unpitying,  view  the  fiery  bolts 
Of  fuperftitlon,  and  tyrannic  rage, 
And  all  the  fury  of  the  rolling  Itorm, 
Which  fierce  purfues  the  fufferers  in  their  flight. 
Shall  not  our  gales,  (hall  not  Britannia's  arms, 
Spread  ever  c.pen  to  receive  their  flight  ? 
A  virtuous  people,  by  diitreffes  oft 
(Diftreffes  for  the  fake  of  truth  endur'.d) 
Corrected,  dignify 'd ;  creating  good 
Where-ever  they  inhabit :  this,  our  ifle 
Has  oft  experienced;  witnefs  all  ye  re-alms 
Of  either  hemifphere,  where  commerce  flows: 
Th'  important  truth  is  ftampt  on  every  bale; 
Each  glolfy  cloth,  and,  drape  of  mantle  warm, 
Receives  th'  impreffion  ;  every  airy  woof, 
Cheyney,  and  bayfe,  and  ferge,  and  alepine, 
Tammy,  and  crape,  and  the  long  countlefs  lift 
Of  woollen  webs ;  and  every  work  of  fteel ; 
And  that  cryftalline  metal,  blown  or  fus'd, 
Limpid  as  water  dropping  from  the  clefts 
Of  mofly  marble  :  not  to  name  the  aids 
Their  wit  has  given  the  fleece,  now  taught  to  link 
With  flax,  or  cotton,  or  the  filk-worm's  thread, 
And  gain  the  graces  of  variety  : 
Whether  to  form  the  matron's  decent  robe, 
Or  the  thin-fhading  trail  for  Agra's  *  nymphs ; 

*  There  is  woven  at  Mancbefier,fortbe  Eafl* 
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Or  folemn  curtains,  whofe  long  gloomy  folds 
Surround  the  foft  pavilions  of  the  rich. 

They  too  the  many-colour'd  arras  taught 
To  nvanic  nature,  and  the  airy  fliapes 
Of  fp'jrtive  fancy  :  fuch  as  oft  appear 
In  old  Mofaic  pavements,  when  the  plough 
Up-tiirns  the  crumbling  glebe  of  Weldon  field  ; 
Or  that,  o'erfhaded  erft  by  VVoodftock's  bower, 
Kow  grac'd  by  Blenheim,  in  whole  ftately  rooms 
Rife  glowing  tapeflries,  that  lure  tne  eye 
With  Marlborough's  wars :  here   Schellenbergh 

exults, 

Behind  furrounding  hills  of  ramparts  fteep, 
And  vales  of  trenches  dark  ;  each  hideous  pafs 
Armies  defend  ;  yet  cm  the  hero  leads 
His  Britons,  like  a  torrent,  o'er  the  mounds. 
Another  fcene  is  Blenheim's  glorious  field, 
And  the  red  Danube.     Here,  the  refcued  Hates 
Crowding  beneath  his  fliield  :  there,  Ramillies' 
Important  battle  :  next,  the  tenfold  chain 
Of  Arleux  burft,  and  th'  adamantine  gates 
Of  Gaul  flung  open  to  the  tyrant's  throne. 
A  fhade  obfcures  the  reft — Ah,  then,  what  power 
Invidious  from  the  lifted  fickle  fnatch'd 
The  harveft  of  the  plain  ?  So  lively  glows 
The  fair  delufion,  that  our  paflions  rife 
In  the  beholding,  and  the  glories  lhare 
Of  vifionary  battle.     This  bright  art 
Did  zealous  Europe  learn  of  Pagan  hands, 
While  (he  elfay'd,  with  rage  of  holy  war, 
To  defolate  their  fields :  but  old  the  fkill : 
Long  were  the  Phrygians'  picturing   looms  te- 

nown'd ; 

Tyre  alfo,  wealthy  feaf  of  arts,  excell'd, 
And  elder  Sidon,  in  th'  hiftoric  web. 

Far-diftant  Tibet  in  her  gloomy  woods 
Rears  the  gay  tent,  of  blended  wool  unwoven, 
And  glutinous  materials  :  the  Chinefe 
Their  porcelain,  Japan  its  varniih  boafts. 
Some  fair  peculiar  graces  every  realm, 
And  each  from  each  a  (hare  of  wealth  acquires. 

But  chief  by  numbers'of  induftrioas  hands 
A  nation's  wealth  is  counted  :  numbers  raife 
Warm  emulation  :  where  that  virtue  dwells, 
There  will  be  traffic's  feat ;  there  will  Jhe  build 
tier  rich  emporium.     Hence,  ye  happy  fwains, 
With  hofpitality  inflame  your  breaft, 
And  emulation  :  the  whole  world  receive, 
And  with  their  arts,  their  virtues,  deck  your  ifle, 
Each  clime,  each  fea,  the  fpacious  orb  of  each, 
Shall  join  their  various  (lores,  and  amply  feed 
The  mighty  brotherhood  ;  \vhile  .ye  proceed, 
Active  and  enterprifing,  or  to  teach 
The  ftream  a  naval  courfe,  or  till  the  wild, 
Or  drain  the  feo,  or  ftretch  the  long  canal, 
Or  plough  the  fertile  billows  of  the  deep. 
Why  to  the  narrow  circle  of  ourcoaft 
Should  we  fubmit  our  limits,  while  each  wind 
Aflifts  the  ftream  and  fail,  and  the  wide  main 
Woos  us  in  every  port  ?  See  Belgium  build, 
Upon  the  foodful  brine,  her  envy'd  power  ; 
And,  half  her  people  floating  on  the  wave, 
Expand  her  fifliy  regions,     Thus  our  ifle, 

Indies,  a  'very  thin  (luff,  of  thread  and  cottcn ; 
'which  is  cooler  than  the  'manvfn&ures  of  that 
country  'where  the  material  is  only  cotton* 


Thus  only  may  Britannia  be  enlarg'd.— • 
But  whither,  by  the  vifions  of  the  theme 
Smit  with  fublime  delight,  but  whither  (trays 
The  raptur'd  mufe,  forgetful  of  her  talk  ? 

No  common  pleafure  warms  the  generous  mind 
When  it  beholds  the  labours  of  the  loom ; 
How  widely  round  the  globe  they  are  difpers'd, 
From  little  tenements  by  w?od  or  croft, 
Through  many  a  (lender  path,  how  fedulous, 
As  rills  to  rivers  broad,  they  fpeed  their  way 
To  public  roads,  to  Fofle,  or  Watling-ftreet, 
Or  Armine,  ancient  works :  and  thence  explore 
Through  every  navigable  wave,  the  fea, 
That  laps  the  green  earth  round  :  through  Tyne, 
and  Tees,  '     [Hull* 

Through  We  are,  and  Lune,  and  merchandizing 
And  Swale,  and  Aire,  wtiofe  cryftal  waves  reflect 
The  various  colours  of  the  tinclur'd  web  ; 
Through  Ken,  fwift  rolling  down  his  rocky  dale, 
Like  giddy  youth  impetuous,  then  at  Wick 
Curbing  his  train,  and,  with  the  fober  pace 
Of  cautious  Eld,  meandering  to  the  deep  ; 
Through  Dart,  and  fullen  Exe,  whofe  murmuring 

wave 

Envies  the  Dune  and  Rother,  who  have  won 
Theferge  and  kcrfie  to  their  blanching  ftreams; 
Through  Towy,  winding  under  Merlin's  towers 
And  U(k,  that  frequent,  among  hoary  rocks, 
On  her  deep  waters  paints  th'  impending  fcene, 
Wild  torrents,  craggs,  and  woods,  and  mountain 

fnows. 

The  northern  Cambrians,  an  induftrious  tribe, 
Carry  their  labours  on  pigmean  deeds, 
Of  fi'ze  exceeding  not  Leiceftrian  (heep, 
Yet  ftrong  and  iprighUy  :  over  hill  and  dale 
They  travel  unfatigued,  and  lay  their  bales 
In  Salop's  ftreets,  beneath  whole  lofty  walls 
Pearly  Sabrina  waits  them  with  her  barks, 
And  fpreads  the  fwelling  fheet.   For  no-where  fa? 
From  forne  trahfparent  river's  naval  courfe 
Arife,  and  fall,  our  various  hills  and  vales, 
No-where  far  diftant  from  the  mafted  wharf^ 
We  need  not  vex  the  ftrong  laborious  hand 
With  toil  enormous,  as  th'  Egyptian  king-, 
Who  join'd  the  fable  waters  of  the  Nile, 
From  Memphis'  towers,  to  th'  Erythrsan  gulf : 
Or  as  the  monarch  of  enfeebled  Gaul, 
Whofe  will  imperious  forc'd  an  hundred  ftreams, 
Through  many  a  foreft,  many  a  fpacious  wild, 
To  ftret.ch  their  fcarity  trains  from  fea  to  fea, 
That  forae  unprofitable  fluff  might  float 
Acrofsnriguous  dales,  and  hollow'd  rocks. 

Far  e after  pains  may  fwell  our  gentler  floods, 
And  through  the  centre  of  the  ifle  conduit 
To  naval  union.     Trent  and  Severn's  wave, 
By  plains  alone  difparted,  woo  to  join 
Majellic  Thamis.     With  their  filver  urns 
The  nimble-footed  Naiads  of  the  fprings 
Await,  upon  the  dewy  lawn,  to  fpeed 
And  celebrate  the  union  ;  and  the  light 
Wood-nym  phs ;    and   thofe,  who  o'er   the  grots 

prefide, 

Whofe  (tores  bituminous,  with  fparkling  fires, 
In  fummer's  tedious  abfence,  cheer  the  fwains, 
Long  fitting  at  the  loom  ;  and  thofe  befides, 
Who  crown,  with  yellow  (Leaves,  the  farmer's 
hopes, 
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And  all  the  genii  of  commercial  toil : 
Thefe  on  the  dewy  lawns  await,  to  fpeed 
And  celebrate  the  union,  that  the  fleece, 
And  glofly  web,  to  every  port  around 
May  lightly  glide  along.     Ev'n  now  behold, 
Adown  a  thoufand  floods,  the  burden'd  barks, 
With  white  fails  gliftening,  through  the  gloomy 

woods 

Hafte  to  their  harbours.     See  the  filver  maze 
Of  (lately  Thamis,  ever  chequer'd  o'er 


With  deeply-laden  barges,  gliding  fmodtli 
And  conrtant  as  his  ftream  :  in  growing  pomp, 
By  Neptune  ftill  attended,  flow  he  rolls 
To  great  Augufta's  mart,  where  lofty  trade, 
Amid  a  thoufand  golden  fpires  enthron'd, 
Gives  audience  to  the  world  :  the  ftrand  around 
Clofe  fwarms  with  bufy  crowds  of  many  a  realm. 
What  bales,  what  wealth,  what  induftry,  what 

fleets ! 
Lo,  from  the  flmple  fieece  how  much  proceeds. 
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OUR  manufactures  exported.  Voyage  through  the  Channel,  and  by  the  coaft  of  Spain.  View  of  the 
Mediterranean.  Decay  of  our  Turkey-trade.  Addrefs  to  the  factors  there.  Voyage  through  the 
Baltic.  The  mart  of  Peterftmrgh.  The  ancient  channels  of  commerce  to  the  Indies.  The  modem 
courfe  thither.  Shores  of  Afric.  Reflections  on  the  flave  trade.  The  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  and  the 
caftern  coaft  of  Africa.  Trade  to  Perfia  and  Indoftan  precarious,  through  tyranny  and  frequent  in- 
furrections.  Difputes  between  the  French  and  Englifh,  on  the  coaft  of  Coromandel,  cenfured. 
A  profpect  of  the  Spice-iflands,  and  of  China.  Traffic  at  Canton.  Our  woollen  mannfacSlures 
known  at  Pekin,  by  the  caravans  from  Ruflia.  Defcription  of  that  journey.  Tranfition  to  the 
weftern  hemifphere.  Voyage  of  Raleigh.  The  ftate  and  advantages  of  our  North  American  colo 
nies.  Severe  winters  in  thofe  climates :  hence  the  paflage  through  HudfonVBay  impracticable. 
Inquiries  for  an  eafier  paflage  into  the  Pacific  ocean.  View  of  the  coafts  of  South  America,  and  of 
thofe  tempeftuous  feas.  Lord  Anfon's  expedition,  and  fuccefs  againft  the  Spaniards.  The  naval 
power  of  Britain  confiftent  with  the  welfare  of  all  nations.  View  of  our  probable  improvements  in 
traffic,  and  the  diftribution  of  our  woollen  manufactures  over  the  whole  globe. 


Now,  with  our  woolly  treafures  amply  ftor'd, 
Glide  the  tall  fleets  into  the  widening  main, 
A  floating  foreft  :  every  fail,  unfurl'd, 
Swells  to  the  wind,  and  gilds  the  azure  fky. 
Meantime,  in  plealing  care,  the  pilot  fleers 
Steady ;  with  eye  intent  upon  the  fteel, 
Steady,  before  the  breeze,  the  pilot  fteers : 
While  gaily  o'er  the  waves  the  mountain  prows 
Dance,  like  a  fhoal  of  dolphins,  and  begin 
To  flreak  with  various  paths  the  hoary  deep. 
Uatavia's  fhallow  founds  by  fome  are  fought, 
Or  fandy  Elb  or  Wefer,  who  receive 
The  fwain's  and  peafant's  toil  with  grateful  hand, 
Which  copious  gives  return  ;  while  fome  explore 
Deep  Finnic  gulfs,  and  a  new  fhore  and  mart, 
The  bold  creation  of  that  Kefar's  power, 
Illuftrious  Peter,  whofe  magniric  toils 
Repair  the  diftant  Cafpian,  and  reftore 
To  trade  its  ancient  ports.     Some  Thanet's  ftrand, 
And  Dover's  chalky  cliff,  behind  them  turn. 
Soon  finks  away  the  green  and  level  beach 
Of  Rumney  marifh  and  Rye's  fiient  port, 
JBy  angry  Neptune  clos'd,  and  Vecta's  ifle, 
Like  the  pale  moon  in  vapour,  faintly  bright. 
An  hundred  opening  marts  are  feen,  are  loft  ; 
Devonia's  hills  retire,  and  Edgecomb  mount, 
Waving  its  gloomy  groves,  delicious  fcene. 
Yet  fteady  o'er  the  waves  they  fleer ;  and  now 
The  fluctuating  world  of  waters  wide, 
In  boundlefs  magnitude,  around  them  fwells ; 
O'er  whofe  imaginary  brim,  nor  towns, 
Nor  woods,  nor  mountain  tops,  nor  aught  appears, 
Uut  Phoebus'  orb}  refulgent  lamp  of  light, 


Millions  of  leagues  aloft :  heaven's  azure  vault 
Bends  over-head,  majeftic,  to  its  bafe, 
Uninterrupted  clear  circumference ; 
Till,  nfing  o'er  the  flickering  waves,  the  cape 
Of  Finifterre,  a  cloudy  fpot,  appears. 
Again,  and  oft,  th'  adventurous  fails  difperfe  ; 
Thefe  to  Iberia  ;  others  to  the  coaft 
Of  Lufitania,  th'  ancient  Tharfis  deem'd 
Of  Solomon  ;  lair  regions,  with  the  webs 
Of  Norwich  pleas'd,  or  thofe  of  Manchester ; 
Light  airy  clothing  for  their  vacant  fwains, 
And  vifionary  monks.     We,  in  return, 
Receive  Cantabrian  fteel,  and  fleeces  loft, 
Segovian  or  Caftilian,  far  renown'd  ; 
And  gold's  attractive  metal,  pledge  of  wealth, 
Spur  of  activity,  to  good  or  ill 
Powerful  incentive  :  or  Hefperian  fruits, 
Fruits  of  fpontaneous  growth,  the  citron  bright, 
The  fig,  and  orange,  and  heart-cheering  wine. 
Thofe  fhips,  from  ocean  broad,  which  voyage 

through 

The  gates  of  Hercules  *,  find  mary  feas, 
And  bays  unnumber'd,  opening  to  their  keels  j 
But  fliores  inhofpitable  oft,  to  fraud 
And  rapine  turn'd,  or  dreary  tracts  become 
Of  defolation.     The  proud  Roman  coafts, 
FaH'n,  like  the  Punic,  to  the  darning  waves 
Refign  their  ruins  :  Tiber's  boafted  flood, 
Whole  pompous  moles  o'crlook'd  the  fubject  deep3 
Now  creeps  along,  through  brakes  and  yellow  dull, 
While  Neptune  icarce  perceives  its  murmuring  rill: 

*  The,  freights  of  Gibraltar. 
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Such  are  tV  e.ffe&s,  when  virtue  flacks  her  hand ; 
Wild  nature  back  returns :  along  thefe  fhores 
Neglected  trade  with  difficulty  toils, 
Colle&ing  flender  ftores,  the  fun-dry'd  grape, 
Or  capers  from  the  rock,  that  prompt  the  tafte 
Of  luxury.     Ev'n  Egypt's  fertile  ftrand, 
Bereft  of  human  difcipline,  has  loft 
Its  ancient  luftre  :  Alexandria's  port, 
Once  the  metropolis  of  trade,  as  Tyre, 
And  elder  Sidon,  as  the  Attic  town, 
Beautiful  Athens,  as  rich  Corinth,  Rhodes, 
Unhonour'd  droops.     Of  all  the  numerous  marts, 
That  in  thofe  glittering  feas  with  fplendor  rofe, 
Only  Byzantium,  of  peculiar  fitc, 
Remains  in  profperous  ftate ;  and  Tripolis, 
And  Smyrna,  facred  ever  to  the  mufe. 

To  thefe  refort  the  delegates  of  trade, 
Social  in  life,  a  virtuous  brotherhood  ; 
And  bales  of  fofteft  wool  from  Bradford  looms, 
Or  Stroud,  difpenfe  ;  yet  fee,  with  vain  regret, 
Their  ftores,  once  highly  priz'd,  no  longer  now 
Or  fought,  or  valued :   copious  webs  arrive, 
Smooth- wov'n  of  other  than  Britannia's  fleece, 
On  the  throng'd  ftrand  alluring ;  the  great  fkill 
Of  Gaul,  and  greater  induftry,  prevails  ; 
That  proud  imperious  foe.     Yet,  ah —  'tis  not- 
Wrong  not  the  Gaal ;  it  is  the  foe  within, 
Impairs  our  ancient  marts :  it  is  the  bribe.; 
'Tis  he,  who  pours  into  the  fhops  of  trade 
That  impious  poifon  :   it  is  he,  who  gains 
The  facred  feat  of  parliament,  by  means 
That  vitiate  and  emafculate  the  mind ; 
By  floth,  by  lewd  intemperance,  and  a  fcene 
Of  riot,  worfe  than  that  which  ruin'd  Rome. 
This,  this  the  Tartar,  and  remote  Chinefe, 
And  all  the  brotherhood  of  life,  bewail. 

Meantime  (while  thofe,  who  dare  be  iuft  op- 
The  various  powers  of  many-headed  vice)     [pofe 
Ye  delegates  of  trade,  by  patience  rife 
O'er  difficulties :  in  this  fultry  clime 
Note  what  is  found  of  ufe  :  the  flix  of  goat, 
Red-wool,  and  balm,  and  caufee's  berry  brown, 
Or  dropping  gum,  or  opium's  lenient  drug ; 
Unnumber'd  arts  await  them  :  trifles  oft, 
By  fkilful  labour,  rife  to  high  efteem. 
Nor  what  the  peafant,  near  fome  lucid  wave, 
Pacftolus,  Simois,  or  Mseander  flow, 
Renown'd  in  ftbry,  with  his  plough  up-turns, 
NeglecT: ;  the  hoary  medal,  and  the  vafe, 
Statue,  and  buft,  of  old  magnificence 
Beautiful  reliques:   oh,  could  modern  time 
Reftore  the  mimic  art,  and  the  clear  mien 
Of  patriot  fages,  Walfinghams  and  Yorkes, 
And  Cecils,  in  long-lafting  ftone  preferve  ! 
But  mimic  art  and  nature  are  impair' d— 
Impair'd  they  feem— or  in  a  varied  drefs 
Delude  our  eyes :  the  world  in  change  delights ; 
Change  then  your  fearches,  with  the  varied  modes 
And  wants  of  realms.     Sabean  frankincenfe 
Rare  is  collected  now  :  few  altars  fmoke 
Now  in  the  idol  fane  :   Panchaiah  views 
Trade's  bufy  fleets  regardlefs  pafs  her  coaft : 
Nor  frequent  are  the  freights  of  fnow-white  woofs, 
Since  Rome,  no  more  the  miftrefs  of  the  world, 
Varies  her  garb,  and  treads  her  darken 'd  ftreets 
With  gloomy  coul,  majeftical  no  more. 

See  the  dark  fpirit  of  tyrannic  power. 
The  T hraciaij  channel,  long  the,  road,  of  trade 


To  the  deep  Euxine  and  its  nival  ftreams, 
And  the  Moeotis,  now  is  barr'd  with  chains, 
And  forts  of  hoftile  battlement :  in  aught 
That  joys  mankind  the  arbitrary  Turk 
Delights  not :  infolent  of  rule,  he  fpreads 
Thraldom  and  defolation  o'er  his  realms. 

Another  path  to  Scythia's  wide  domains 
Commerce  difcovers  :  the  JLivonian  gulf 
Receives  her  fails,  and  leads  them  to  the  port 
Of  rifing  Peterfburgh,  whofe  fplendid  ftreets 
Swell  with  the  webs  of  Leeds :  the  Coffac  there, 
The  Calmuc,  and  Mungalian,  rourfd  the  bales 
In  crowds  refort,  and  their  warm'd  limbs  enfold, 
Delighted ;  and  the  hardy  Samoid, 
Rough  with  the  ftings  of  froft,  from  his  dark  caves 
Afcends,  and  thither  haftes,  ere  winter's  rage 
O'ertake  his  homeward  ftep  ;  and  they  that  dwell 
Along  the  banks  of  Don's  and  Volga's  ftreams ; 
And  borderers  of  the  Cafpian,  who  renew 
That  ancient  path  to  India's  climes,  which  fill'd 
With  proudeft  affluence  the  Colchian  ftate. 

Many  have  been  the  ways  to  thofe  renown' d 
Luxuriant  climes  of  Indus,  early  known 
To  Memphis ;  to  the  port  of  wealthy  Tyre ; 
To  Tadmor,  beauty  of  the  wildernefs, 
Who  down  the  long  Euphrates  fent  her  fails ; 
And  facred  Salem,  when  her  numerous  fleets, 
From  Ezion-geber,  pafs'd  th'  Arabian  gulf. 

But  later  times,  more  fortunate,  have  found, 
O'er  ocean's  open  wave,  a  furer  courfe, 
Sailing  the  wcftern  coaft  of  Afric's  realms, 
Of  Mauritania,  and  Nigritian  traces, 
And  iflands  of  the  Gorgades,  the  bounds, 
On  the  Atlantic  brine,  of  ancient  trade  ; 
But  not  of  modern,  by  the  virtue  led 
Of  Gama  and  Columbus.    The  whole  globe 
Is  now,  of  commerce,  made  the  fcene  immenfe, 
Which  daring  fhips  frequent,  affociated, 
Like  doves,  or  fwallows,  in  th'  ethereal  flood, 
Or,  like  the  eagle,  folitary  feen. 

Some,  with  more  open  courfe,  to  Indus  fteer ; 
Some  coaft  from  port  to  port,  with  various  men 
And  manners  converfant ;  of  th'  angry  furge, 
That  thunders  loud,  and  fpreads  the  cliffs  with 
Regardlefs,  or  the  monfters  of  the  deep,      [foam, 
Porpoife,  or  grampus,  or  the  ravenous  {hark, 
That  chafe  their  keels;  or  threatening  rock,  o'er- 

head, 

Of  Atlas  old ;  beneath  the  threatening  rocks, 
Recklefs,  they  furl  their  fails,  and  bartering,  take 
Soft  flakes  of  wool ;  for  in  foft  flakes  of  wool, 
Like  the  Silurian,  Atlas'  dales  abound, 

The  fhores  of  Sus  inhofpitale  rife, 
And  high  Bojador  ;  Zara  too  difplays 
Unfruitful  deferts ;  Gambia's  wave  inifles 
An  ouzy  coaft,  and  peftilential  ills 
DiiFufss  wide ;  behind  are  burning  fands, 
Adverfe  to  life,  and  Nilus'  hidden  fount. 

On  Guinea's  fultry  fand,  the  drapery  light 
Of  Manchefter  or  Norwich  is  beftow'd 
For  clear  tranfparent  gums,  and  ductile  wax, 
And  fnow-white  ivory ;  yet  the  valued  trade, 
Along  this  barbarous  coaft,  in  telling,  wounds 
The  generous  heart,  the  fale  of  wretched  flaves; 
Slaves,  by  their   tribes  condemn'd,    exchanging 
For  life-long  fervitude  ;  fevere  exchange  !    [death 
Thefe  till  our  fertile  colonies,  which  yield 
The  fugar-gane,  and  the  tobacco-leaf, 
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And  various  riew  productions,  that  invite 
Increafmg  navies  to  their  crowded  wharfs. 

But   let   the   man,    whofe  rough  tempeftuous 
In  this  adventurous  traffic  are  involv'd,        [hours 
With  juft  humanity  of  heart  purfue 
The  gainful  commerce  :   wickednefs  is  blind : 
Their  fable  chieftains  may  in  future  times 
Burft  their  frail  bonds,  and  vengeance  execute 
On  crut  1  unrelenting  pride  of  heart 
And  avarice.    There  are  ills  to  come  for  crimes. 

Hot  Guinea  too  gives  yellow  duft  of  gold, 
Which,  with  her  rivers,  rolls  adown  the  fides 
Of  unknown  hills,  where  fiery-winged  winds, 
And  i'andy  deferts,  rous'd  by  fudden  ftorms, 
All  fearch  forbid :  howe'er,  on  either-hand, 
Vallies  and  pleafant  plains,  and  many  a  tra6l 
Deem' d  uninhabitable  erft,  are  found 
Fertile  and  populous :  their  fable  tribes, 
In  lhade  of  verdant  groves,  and  mountains  tall, 
Frequent  enjoy  the  cool  defcent  of  rairi, 
And  foft  refreihing  breezes :  nor  are  lakes 
Here  wanting;  thofe  a  fea-wide  furface  fpread, 
Which  to  the  diftant  Nile  and  Senegal   . 
Send  long  meanders  :  whate'er  lies  beyond, 
Of  rich  or  barren,  ignorance  o'ercafls 
With  her  dark  mantle.     Mon'motapa's  coaft. 
Is  feldom  vifited  ;  and  the  rough  fhore 
Of  Caffres,  land  of  favage  Hottentots, 
Whofe  hands  unnatural  haften  to  the  grave 
Their  aged  parents:  what  barbarity 
And  brutal  ignorance,  where  focial  trade 
Is  held  contemptible  !  Ye  gliding  fails, 
From  thefe  inhofpitable  gloomy  fhores 
Indignant  turn,  and  to  the  friendly  Cape, 
Which  gives  the  cheerful  mariner  good  hope 
Of  profperous  voyage,  fleer:  rejoice  to  view, 
What  trade,  with  Belgian  induilry,  creates, 
Prtofpe6ls  of  civil  life,  fair  towns,  and  lawns, 
And  yellow  tilth,  and  groves  of  various  fruits, 
Deleclable  in  hufic  or  gloffy  rind : 
There  the  capacious  vafe  from  cryflal  fprings 
Replenilh,  and  convenient  ftore  provide, 
Like  ants,  intelligent  of  future  need. 

See,  through  the  fragrance  of  delicious  airs, 
That  breathe   the   fmell  of  balms,  how  traffic 

fh#pes 

-.A  winding  voyage,  by  the  lofty  coaft 
Of  Sofala,  thought  Ophir ;  in  whole  hills 
Ev'n  yet  fome  portion  of  its  ancient  wealth 
Remains  and  fparkles  in  the  yellow  fancl 
Of  its  clear  ftreams,  though  unregarded  now ; 
Ophirs  more  rich  are  found.     With  eafy  courfe 
The  veffels  glide ;  unlefs  their  fpeed  be  ftop'd 
By  dead  calms,  that  oft  Jie  on  thofe  frnooth  feas 
While  every  zephyr  fjeeps :  then  the  fhrouds  drop 
The  downy  feather,  on  the  cordage  hung, 
Moves  not ;  the  flat  fea  mines  like  yellow  gold, 
Fus'd  in  the  fire;  cr  like  the  marble  floor 
Of  fome  old  temple  wide.     But  where  fo  wide, 
In  old  or  later  time,  its  marble  floor 
Did  ever  temple  boaft  as  this,  which  here 
Spreads  its  bright  level  many  a  league  around  ? 
At  folemn  distances  its  pillars  rife, 
Sofal's  blue  rocks,  Mozambic's  palmy  fteeps, 
And  lofty  Madagafcar's  glittering  fhores, 
Where  various  woods  of  beauteous  vein  and  hue 
And  glcffy  {hells  in  elegance  of  form, 
For  Pond's  rich  cabinet,  or  Sloan' s?  are  found. 


tich  calm  oft  checks  their  courfe,  till  this  bright 
s  bru.fh'd  away  before  the  rifmg  breeze,       [fcene 
'Hat  /  ys  the  bufy  crew,  and  fpeeds  again 
"he  fail  fuli-fweiiing  to  Socotra's  ifle, 
or  aloes  fam'd  ;  or  to  the  wealthy  marts 
Of  Ormus  or  Gombroon,  whofe  flrects  are  oft 
\Tith  caravans  and  tawny  merchants  throng'd, 
rrom  neighbouring  provinces  and  realms  alar; 
And  fill'd  with  plenty,  though  dry  fandy  waftes 
pread  naked  round ;  fo  great  the  power  of  trade. 

Perfia  few  ports;  more  happy  tndoftan 
leholds  3x)rat  and  Goa  on  her  coafts, 
And  Bombay's  wealthy  ifle,  and  harbour  fam'd, 
upine  beneath  the  {hade  of  cocoa  groves. 
Sut  what  avails,  or  many  ports  or  few  ? 
Vhere  wild  ambition  frequent  from  his  lair 
Starts  up  ;  while  fell  revenge  and  famine  lead 
To  havoc,  recklefs  of  the  tyrant's  whip, 
Which  clanks  along  the  \allies:  oft  iri  vain 
fhe  merchant  feeks  upon  the  ftrand,  whom  erft, 
Affociatedby  trade,  he  deck'd  and  cloth'd; 
n  vain,  whom  rage  or  famine  has  devour' d, 
le  feeks ;  and  with  increas'd  affection  thinks 
Ofl  Britain.     Still  he  ve'er  Bombaya's  wharfs 

up  blue  indigo,  and,  of  frequent  life, 
Pungent  faltpetre,  woods  of  purple  grain, 
A.nd  many-colour'd  faps  from  leaf  and  flower, 
And   various  gums;    the   clothier  knows   their 

worth ; 

And  wool  refembling  cotton,  fliorn  from  trees, 
Mot  to  the  fleece  unfriendly  ;  whether  rraxt 
n  warp  or  woof,  or  with  the  line  of  flax, 
Or  fofter  filk's  material :  though  its  aid 
To  vulgar  eyes  appears  not ;  let  none  deem 
The  fleece,  in  any  traffic,  unconcern'd; 
By  every  traffic  aided ;  while  each  work 
Of  art  yields  wealth  to  exercife  the  loom, 
And  every  loom  employs  each  hand  of  art. 
Nor  is  there  wheel  in  the  machine  of  trade, 
Which  Leeds,  or  Cairo,  Lima,  or  Bombay, 
Helps  not,  with  harmony,  to  turn  around, 
Though  ail,  unconfcious  of  the  union,  act. 

Few  the  peculiars  of  Canara's  realm, 
Or  fultry  Malabar;  where  It  behoves   , 
The  wary  pilot,  while  he  coafts  the  fliores, 
To  mark  o'er  ocean  the  thick  rifmg  ifies ; 
Woody  Cliaetta,  Birter  rough  with  rocks; 
Green-riling  Barmur,  Mincoy's  purple  hills ; 
And  the  minute  Maldivia's,  as  a  fwarm 
Of  bees  in  fummer,  on  a  poplar's  trunk, 
Cluftering  innumerable  ;  thefe  behind 
His  ftern  receding,  o'er  the  clouds  he  views 
Ceylon's  gray  peaks,  from  whofe  volcanos  rife 
Dark  fmoke  and  ruddy  flame,  and  glaring  rocks 
Daring  in  air  aloft ;  around  whofe  feet 
Blue  cliffs  afcend,  and  aromatic  groves, 
in  various  profpedl ;  Ceylon  alfo  deem'd 
The  ancient  Ophir.     Next  B^ngala's  bay, 
On  the  vaft  globe  the  deep  eft,,  while  the  prow 
Turns  northward  to  the  rich  difputed  ftrand 
Of  Cor'mandel,  where  traffic  grieves  to  fee 
Difcord  and  aA^arice  invade  her  realms, 
Portending  ruinous  vvar,  and  cries  aloud, 
Peace,  peace,  ye  blinded  Britons,  and  ye  Gauls; 
Nation  to  nation  is  a  light,  a  fire, 
Enkindling  virtue,  fciences,  and  arts  : 
But  cries  aloud  in  vain.     Yet  wife  defence, 
Againft  ambition's  wide-deftroying  pridej 
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Madrafs  erected,  and  Saint  David's  fort, 
And  thofe  which  rife  on  Ganges'  twenty  dreams, 
Guarding  the  woven  fleece,  Calcutta's  tower, 
And  Maldo's  and  PatanaV.  from  their  holds 
The  fhining  hales  our  factors  deal  abroad, 
And  fee  the  country's  products,  in  exchange, 
Before  them  heap'd:  cotton's  transparent  webs, 
Aloes,  and  caffia,  falutiferous  drugs, 
Alum,  and  lacque,  and  clouded  tor  toifeftiell, 
And  brilliant  diamonds,  to  decorate 
Britannia's  blooming  nymphs.     For  thefe,  o'er  all 
The  kingdoms  round,  our  draperies  ar    difpers'd, 
O'er  Bukor,  Cabul,  and  the  Hadrian  vales, 
And  Caflimere,  and  Atoc,  on  the  ilream 
Of  old  Hydafpes,  Porus'  hardy  realm  ; 
And  late  difcover'd  Tibet,  where  the  fleece^ 
By  art  peculiar,  is  comprefs'd  and  wrought 
To  threadlefs  drapery,  which,  in  conic  forms, 
Of  various  hues,  their  gaudy  roofs  adorns. 

The  keels  which  voyage   through   Molucca's 
Amid  a  cloud  of  fpicy  odours  fail,  [ftraits, 

From  Java  and  Sumatra  brcntli'd,  whofe  woods 
Yield  fiery  pepper  that  deftroys  the  moth 
In  woolly  veftures  :  Ternate  and  Tidore 
Give  to  the  feflal  board  the  fragrant  clove 
And  nutmeg,  to  thofe  narrow  bounds  confin'd ; 
While  gracious  nature,  with  unfparing  hand, 
The  needs  of  life  o'er  every  region  pours. 

Near  thafe  delicious  iiles  the  beauteous  coaft 
Of  China  rears  its  fummits.     Know  ye  not, 
Ye  fons  of  trace,  that  ever-flowery  more, 
Thofe  azure  hills,  thofe  woods  and  nodding  rocks? 
Compare  them  with  the  picture-,  of  your  chart ; 
Alike  the  woods  and  nodding  rocks  o'erliang. 
Now  the  tall  glofly  towers  of  porcelane, 
And  pillar'd  pagods  fhir.e  ;  rejoic'd  they  fee 
The  port  of  Canton  opening  to  their  prows, 
And  in  the  winding  of  the  river  moor. 

Upon  the  ftfrand  they  heap  their  glofly  bales, 
And  works  of  Birmingham  in  brafs  or  fteei, 
And  flint,   and  ponderous  lead  from  deep  cells 
Fit  ballad  in  the  fury  of  the  ftorm,  frais'd, 

That  tears  the  fhrouds,  and  berds  the  ftubborn 
Thefe,  for  the  artifls  of  the  fleece,  procure    [maft : 
Various  materials ;  and,  for  affluent  life, 
The  flavour'd  thea  and  glofly  painted  vafe ; 
Things  elegant,  ill-titled  luxuries', 
Irt  temperance  us'd,  delectable  and  good. 
They  too  from  hence  receive  the  ilrongeft  thread 
Of  the  green  filkworm.     Various  is  the  wealth 
Of  that  renown'd  and  ancient  land,  fecure 
In  conftant  peace   and   commerce ;  till'd  to  th' 
Of  rich  fertility  ;  where,  thick  as  flars,      [height 
Bright  habitations  glitter  on  each  hill, 
And  rock,  and  ihadydale;  ev'n  on  the  waves 
Of  copious  rivers,  lakes,  and  bordering  feas, 
Rife  floating  villages ;  DO  wonder;  when, 
In  every  province,  firm  and  level  roads, 
And  long  canals,  and  navigable  ftreams, 
Ever,  with  eafe,  conduct  the  works  of  toil 
To  fure  and  fpeedy  markets,  through  the  length 
Of  many  a  crowded  region,  many  a  clime, 
To  the  imperial  towers  of  Cambalu, 
Now  Pelv;n,  where  the  fleece  is  not  unknown  ; 
Since  Coder's  woofs,  and  thofe  of  Exe  and  Frome, 
And  Tare,  and  Avon  flow,  and  rapid  Trent, 
.Thither  by  Rufiic  caravans  are  brovght,        [wild, 
Through  Scythia's  numerous  regions,  vvafle  and 
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Journey  immenfe  !  which,  to  th'  attentive  car, 
The  rriufe,  in  faithful  notes,  fhail  brief  dcfcribe. 

From  the  proud  mart  of  Peterfburg,  ere-while 
The  watery  feat  of  delblation  wide, 
!flue  thefe  trading  caravans,  and  urge,         [road  ; 
Through  dazzling  fnows,  their  dreary  tracklefs 
By  compais  (leering  oft,  from  week  to  week, 
From  month  to  month;  whole  feafons  view  their 
Neva  they  pafs,  and  Kefma's  gloomy  flood,  [toils. 
Volga,  and  Don,  and  Oka's  torrent  prone, 
Threatening  in  vain  ;  and  many  a  cataract, 
In  its  fall  flopt,  and  bound  with  bars  of  ice. 

Clofc  on  the  left  unnumber'd  tracts  they  view 
White  with  continual  froft ;  and  on  the  right 
The  Cafpian-lake,  and  ever-flowery  realms, 
Though  now  abhorr'd,   behind  them  turn,  the 
Of  arbitrary  rule,  \vhcre  regions  wide          [haunt 
Are  deftin'd  to  the  fword;  and  on  each  hand 
Roads  hung  with  carcaies,  or  under  foot      [vales, 
Thick  ilrown;  while,  in  their  rough  bcwilder'd 
The  blooming  rofe  its  fragrance  breathes  in  vain, 
And  filver  fountains  fall,  and  nightingales 
Attune  their  notes,  where  none  are  left  to  hear. 

Sometimes  q'er  level  ways,  en  eafy  fleds, 
The  generous  horfe  conveys  the  fons  of  trade  ; 
And' ever  and  anon  the  docile  dog; 
And  now  the  light  rein-deer,  with  rapid  pace, 
Skims  ever  icy  lakes ;  now  flow  they  climb 
Aloft  o'er  clouds,  and  then  adown  defcend 
To  hollow  vallies,  till  the  eye  beholds 
The  roofs  of  Tobol,  whofe  hill-crowning  walls 
Shine,  like  the  rifing  moon,  through  watery  mills: 
Tobol,  th'  abode  of  thofe  unfortunate 
Exiles  of  angry  ftate,  and  thralls  of  war ; 
Solemn  fraternity !  where  carl;  and  prince, 
Soldier,  and  ftatefman,  and  uncrefled  chief, 
On  the  dark  level  of  adverfity, 
Converfe  familiar ;  while,  amid  the  cares 
And  toils  for  hunger,  thirft,  and  nakednefs, 
Their  little  public  fmiles,  and  the  bright  fparks 
Of  trade  are  kindled :  trade  arifes  oft, 
And  virtue,  from  adverfity  and  want : 
Be  witnefs,  Carthage ;  witnefs,  ancient  Tyre  ; 
And  thou,  Batavia,  daughter  of  difbrefs.       [held, 
This,  with  his  hands,  which  erfl  the  truncheon. 
The  hammer  lifts;  another  bends  and  weaves 
The  flexile  willow ;  that  the  fnattoc  drives : 
All  are  employ 'd  ;  and  by  their  works  acquire 
Our  fleecy  veftures.     From  their  tenements, 
Pleas'd  and  refrefli'd,  proceeds  t3ie  caravan 
Through  lively-fpreading  cultures,  paftures  green, 
And  yellow  tillages  in  opening  woods :          [road 
Thence   on,   through  Narim's  wilds,   a  pathlefs 
They  force ,  with  rough  entangling  thorns  perplext; 
Lund  of  the  lazy  Oftiacs,  thin  difpers'd, 
"Who,  by  avoiding,  meet  the  toils  they  loathe, 
Tenfold  augmented;  miferable  tribe, 
Void  of  commercia"]  comforts :  who,  nor  corn, 
Nor  pulfe,  nor  oil,  nor  heart-enlivening  wine, 
Know  to  procure ;  nor   ix/nde,    nor  fey  the,  nor 
Nor  fodal  aid :  beneath  their  thorny  bed     [(hare, 
The  ferpent  hifies,  while  in  thickets  nigh 
Loud  howls  the  hungry  wolf.     So  on  they  fare, 
And  pafs  by  fpacious  lakes,  begirt  with  rocks 
And  azure  mountains;  and  the  heights  admire 
Of  white  Ima.is,  whofe  fnow-nodding  craggs 
Frighten  the  realms  beneath,  and  from  their  urns 
Pour  mighty  rivers  down,  th'  impetuous  ft; 
O  o 
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Of  Oby,  and  Irtis,  and  Jenifca,  fwift, 
Which  rufh  upon  the  northern  pole,  up-heave 
Its  frozen  Teas,  and  lift  their  hills  of  ice. 

Thefe  rugged  paths  and  lav  age  landfcapes  pafs'd, 
A  new  fcenc  ftrikes  their  eyes :  among  the  clouds 
Aloft  they  view,  what  feems  a  chain  of  cliffs, 
Nature's  proud  work  ;  that  matchlefs  work  of  art, 
The  wall  of  Sina,  by  Chihoham's  power, 
In  earHeft  times,  creeled.     Warlike  troops 
Frequent  are  feen  in  haughty  march  along 
Its  ridge,  a  vafk  extent,  beyond  the  length 
Of  many  a  potent  empire  ;  towers  and  ports, 
Three  times  a  thoufand,  lift  thereon  their  brows 
At  equal  ipaces,  and  in  profpect  'round 
Cities,  and  plains,  and  kingdoms,  overlook. 
At  length  the  gloomy  paflage  they  attain 
Of  its  deep-vaulted  gates,  whole  opening  folds 
Conduct  at  length  to  Pekin's  glittering  fpires 
The  deftin'd  mart,  where  joyous  they  arrive. 
Thus  are  the  textures  of  the  fleec.e  ccnvey'd 
To  Sina's  diftant  realm,  the  utmofl  bound 
Of  the  flat  floor  of  ftedfaft  earth ;  for  fo 
IFablcd  antiquity,  ere  peaceful  trade 
.Informed  th3  opening  mind  of  curious  man. 
Now  to  the  other  hemifphere,  my  mufe, 
A  new  world  found,  extend  thy  daring  wing. 
JBe  thou  the  firft  of  the  harmonious  nine 
iFrorh  high  ParnaiTus,  the  unwearied  toils 
Of  induftry  and  valour,  in  that  world 
Triumphant,  to  reward  with  tuneful  fong. 

Happy  the  voyage,  o'er  th*  Atlantic  brine, 
35y  active  Raleigh  made,  and  great  the  joy, 
"Vv'uefl  he  difcern'd,  above  the  foamy  furge, 
'A  rifmg  coaft  for  future,  colonies, 
Opening  her  bays,  and  figuring  her  capes, 
!Ev'n  from  the  northern  tropic  to  the  pole. 
INo  land  gives  more  employment  to  the  loom 
Or  kindlier  feeds  the  indigent ;  no  land 
"With  more  variety  of  wealth  rewards 
The  hand  of  labour :  thither,  from  the  wrongs 
Of  lawlefs  rule,  the  free-born  fpirit  flies ; 
Thither  affliction,  thither  poverty, 
And  arts  and  fciences :  thrice  happy  clime, 
Which  Britain  makes  th'  afylum  of  mankind ! 
But  joy  fuperior  far  his  bofom  warms, 
"Who  views  thofe  fhores  in  every  culture  drefs'd ; 
"With  habitations  gay,  and  numerous  towns, 
On  hill  and  valley  ;  and  liis  countrymen 
PornVd  into  various  flates,  powerful  and  rich, 
In  regions  far  remote  :  who  from  our  looms 
Take  largely  for  the'mfelves,  and  for  thofe  tribes 
Of  Indians,  ancient  tenants  of  the  land, 
In  amity  conjoin' d,  of  civil  life 
The  comforts  taught,  and  various  new  defires, 
Which  kindle  arts,  and  occupy  the  poor, 
And  fpread  Britannia's  flocks  o'er  every  dale. 

Ye,  who  the  fliuttle  call  along  the  loom, 
The  filk-worm's  thread  inweaving  with  the  fleece 
Pray  for  the  culture  of  the  Georgian  trad, 
INor  flight  the  green  Savannahs,  and  the  plains 
Of  Carolina,  where  thick  woods  arife 
Of  mulberries,  and  in  whofe  water'd  fields 
XJp-fprings  the  verdant  blade  of  thirfty  rice. 
Where  are  the  happy  regions,  which  afford 
More  implements  of  commerce,  and  of  wealth  ? 

Fertile  Virginia,  like  a  vigorous  bough, 
Which  overfhades  feme  cryftal  river,  fpreads 
Hex  wealthy  cultivations  wide  around, 


And,  more  than  many  a  fpacious  realm,  rewards 
.'he  fleecy  fhuttle :   to  her  growing  marts, 
The  Iroquefe,  Cheroques,  and  Oubacks,  come, 
And  quit  their  feathery  ornamsnts  uncouth, 
7or  woolly  garments  ;  and  the  cheers  of  life, 
The  cheers,  but  not  the  vices,  learn  to  tafte. 
31uih,  Europeans,  whom  the  circling  cup 
Df  luxury  intoxicates  j  ye  routs, 
Who,  for  your  crimes,  have  fled  your  native  land ; 
And  ye,  voluptuous  idle,  who,  in  vain, 
Seek  eafy  habitations,  void  of  care  : 
The  fons  of  nature,  with  aftonifhment, 
And  detefhation,  mark  your  evil  deeds; 
And  view,  no  longer  awed,  your  nervelefs  arms, 
Unfit  to  cultivate  Ohio's  banks. 

See  tbe  bold  emigrants  of  Accadie, 
And  Maffachufet,  happy  in  thofe  arts 
That  join  the  politics  of  trade  and  war, 
Bearing  the  palm  in  either :  they  appear 
Better  exemplars ;  and  that  hardy  crew, 
Who,  on  the  frozen  beach  of  Newfoundland, 
Hang  their  white  fifh  amid  the  parching  winds : 
The  kindly  fleece,  in  webs  of  DufHeld  woof, 
Their  limbs,    benumb'd,    enfolds   with   cheerly 

warmth, 

And  frieze  of  Cambria,  worn  by  thofe  who  feek. 
Through  gulfs  and  dales  of  Hudfon's  winding  bay, 
The  beaver's  fur,  though  oft  they  feek  in  vain, 
While  winter's  f roily  rigor  checks  approach, 
Ev'n  in  the  fiftieth  latitude.     Say  why 
(If  ye,  the  travel'd  fons  of  commerce,  know), 
Wherefore  lie  bound  their  rivers,  lakes,  and  dales, 
Half  the  fun's  annual  courfe,  in  chains  of  ice  ? 
While  the  Rhine's  fertile  fhore,  and  Gallic  realms, 
By  the  fame  zone  encircled,  losg  enjoy 
Warm  beams  of  Phoebus,  and,  fupine,  behold 
Their  plains  and  hillocks  blufti  with  cluttering 

Muft  it  be  ever  thus  ?  or  may  the  hand   [vines. 
Of  mighty  labour  drain  their  gufty  lakes, 
Enlarge  the  brightening  iky,  and,  peopling,  warm 
The  opening  vallies,  and  the  yellowing  plains  ? 
Or  rather  fiiall  we  burft  ftrong  Darien's  chain, 
Steer  our  bold  fleets  between  the  cloven  rocks, 
And  through  the  great  Pacific  every  joy 
Of  civil  life  dilfufe  ?  Are  not  her  ifles 
Numerous  and  large  ?    Have   they  not  harbours 
Inhabitants,  and  manners  ?  haply,  too,         [calm. 
Peculiar  fciences,  and  other  forms 
Of  trade,  and -ufeful  products,  to  exchange 
For  woolly  veflures  ?  'Tis  a  tedious  courfe 
By  the  Antarctic  circle  :  nor  beyond 
Thofe  fea-wrapt  gardens  of  the  dulcet  reed, 
Bahama  and  Caribbee,  may  be  found 
Safe  mole  or  harbour,  till  on  Falkland's  ifle 
The  ftandard  of  Britannia  {hall  arife. 
Proud  Buenos-Aires,  low-couched  Paraguay, 
And  rough  Corrientes,  mark,  with  hoftile  eye, 
The  labouring  veffel;  neither  may  we  truft 
The  dreary  naked  Patagonian  land, 
Which  darkens  in  the  wind.     No  traffic  there, 
No  barter  for  the  fleece.     There  angry  ftorms 
Bend  their  black  brows,  and,  raging,  hurl  around 
Their  thunders.     Ye  adventurous  mariners, 
Be  firm ;  take  courage  from  the  brave.     'Twas 
Perils  and  conflicts  inexpreflible 
Anfon,  with  fteady  undefpairing  breaft, 
Endured,  when  o'er  the  various  globe  he  chas'd 
His  country's  foes,  Fait -gathering  tcmpeiU  rous'd 
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ocean,  and  inrolved  him  all  around; 
Whirlwind,  and  fnow.  and  hail,  and  horror:  now, 
Rapidly,  with  the  world  of  waters,  down 
Descending  to  the  channels  of  the  deep, 
He  view'd  th'  uncover'd  bottom  of  th'  abyfs  ; 
And  now  the  ftars,  upon  the  loftiefl  point 
Toi's'd  of  the  fky-mix'd  furges.     Oft  the  burft 
Of  loudeft  thunder,  with  the  dafh  of  teas, 
Tore  the  wild-flying  fails  and  tumbling  maffcs  ; 
While  flames,    tliick-flafliing  in   the  gloomy  re- 

veal'd 
Ruins  of  decks  and  fhrouds,  and  fights  of  death. 

Yet  on  he  far'd    with  fortitude  his  cheer, 
Gaining,  at  intervals,  flow  way  beneath 
Del  Fuego's  rugged  cliffs,  and  the  white  ridge, 
Above  all  height,  by  opening  clouds  reveal'd, 
Of  Montegorda,  and  inacceflible 
Wreck-threatening  Staten-landso'erhangingfhore, 
Enormous  rocks  on  rocks,  in  ever-wild 
Pofturc  of  falling  ;  as  when  Pelion,  rear'd, 
On  Offa,  and  on  OfTa's  tottering  head 
Woody  Olympus,  by  the  angry  gods 
Precipitate  on  earth  were  dooni'd  to  fall. 

At  length,    through   every  tempeft,    as  fome 
Which  from  a  poplar. falls  into  a  loud        [branch, 
Impetuous  cataract,  though  deep  immers'd, 
Yet  re-afcends,  and  glides,  on  lake  or  ftream, 
Smooth  through  the  vallies ;  fo  his  way  he  won 
To  the  ferene  Pacific,  flood  irhmenfe, 
And  rear'd  his  lofty  mafts,  and  fpread  his  fails. 

Then  Paita's  walls,  in  wafting  flames  involv'd, 
His  vengeance  felt,  and  fair  occafion  gave 
To  fhow  humanity  and  continence, 
To  Scipio's  not  inferior.     Then  was  left 
No  corner  of  the  globe  fecure  to  pride 
And  violence :  although  the  far-ftretch'd  coaft 
Of  Chili,  and  Peru,  and  Mexico, 
Arm'd  in  their  evil  caufe ;  though  fell  difeafe, 
Un'bating  labor,  tedious  time,  confpir'd, 
And  heat  inclement,  to  unnerve  his  force  ; 
Though  that  wide  fea,  which  fpreads  o'er  half  the 
Deny'd  all  hofpitable  land  or  port ;  [world, 

Where,  feafons  voyaging,  no  road  he  found 
To  moor,  no  bottom  in  th'  abyfs,  whereon 
To  drop  the  fattening  anchor ;  though  his  brave 
Companions  ceas'd,  fubdu'd  by  toil  extreme ; 
Though  folitary  left  in  Tinian's  feas, 
Where  never  was  before  the  dreaded  found 
Of  Britain's  thunder  heard  ;  his  wave-worn  bark 
Met,  fought  the  proud  Iberian,  and  o'ercame. 
So  fare  it  ever  with  our  country's  foes  ! 

Rejoice,  ye  nations,  vindicate  the  fway 
Ordain'd  for  common  happinefs.     Wide,  o'er 
The  globe  terraqueous,  let  Britannia  pour 
The  fruits  of  plenty  from  her  copious  horn. 
What  can  avail  to  her,  whofe  fertile  earth 
By  ocean's  briny  waves  are  circumfcrib'd, 
The  armed  hoft,  and  murdering  fword  of  war, 
And  conqueft  o'er  her   neighbours?    She :  ne'er 
Her  folemn  compacts,  in  the  luft  of  rule  :   [breaks 
Studious  of  arts  and  trade,  fh.e  ne'er  difturhs 
The  holy  peace  of  dates.     'Tis  her  delight 
To  fold  the  world  with  harmony,  and  fpread, 
Among  the  habitation*  of  mankind, 
The  various  wealth  9!  toil,  and  Avhat  her  fleece, 
To  clothe  the  naked,  and  her  itUful  looms, 
Peculiar  give.     Ye  tox>  rejoice,  ye  fwains; 
Increafing  commerce  fhati  reward  your  cares. 


A  day  will  come,  if  not  too  deep  we  drink 
The  cup  which  luxury  on  carelefs  weaidi, 
Pernicious  gift,  bellows ;  a  day  will  come, 
When   through  new   channels   failing,   we   fhall 
The  Californian  coaft,  and  all  the  realms  .  [clothe 
That   ftretch   from  Aniaa's  ftreights    to   proud 

Japan ; 

And  the  green  ifles,  which  on  the  left  arife 
Upon  the  glaffy  brine,  whofe  various  capes 
Not  yet  are  figur'd  on  the  failor's  chart : 
Then  every  variation  fhall  be  told 
Of  the  magnetic  fleel ;  and  currents  mark'd, 
Which  drive  the  heedlefs  veflel  from  her  courfe. 

That  portion  too  of  land,  a  trad:  immenfe, 
Beneath  th1  Antarctic  fpread,  fliali  then  be  known, 
And  new  plantations  orJ  its  coaft  ariie. 
Then  rigid  winter's  ice  no  more  fhail  wound 
The  only  ndked  animal ;  but  man 
With  the  foft  fleece  fhall  everywhere  be  cloth'd. 
Th'  exulting  rhufe  fliall  then  in  vigour  frefh, 
Her  flight  renew.  Meanwhile,  with  weary  wing, 
O'er  ocean's  \vave  returning,  {he  explores 
Siluria's  flowery  vales,  her  old  delight,          [arife 
The  fhepherd's   haunts,   where  the  firft  fprings 
Of  Britain's  happy  trade,  now  fpreading  wide, 
Wide  as  th'  Atlantic  and  Pacific  feas, 
Or  as  air's  vital  fluid  o'er  the  globe. 


THE  COUNTRY  WALK. 

THE  morning  's  fair,  the  lu'fty  fun 
With  ruddy  cheek  begins  to  run  ; 
And  early  birds,  that  wing  the  fkies, 
Sweetly  fing  to  fee  him  rife. 

I  ami  refolv'd,  this  charming  day^ 
In  the  open  field  to  ftray  ; 
And  have  no  roof  above  my  head, 
But  that  whereon  the  gods  do  tread. 
Before  the  yellow  barn  I  fee 
A  beautiful  variety       10 
Of  flrutting  cocks,  advancing  flout, 
And  flirting  empty  chaff  about. 
Hens,  ducks,  and  geefe,  and  all  their  brood3 
And  turkeys  gobbling  for  their  food  ; 
While  ruftics  thrafh  the  wealthy  floor, 
And  tempt  all  to  crowd  the  door. 

What  a  fair  face  does  nature  fhow  I 
Augiifta,  wipe  thy  dufty  brow  : 
A  landfkip  wide  falutes  my  fight, 
Of  fhady  vales,  and  mountains  bright ;  Z& 
And  azure  heavens  I  behold, 
And  clouds  of  filver  and  of  gold. 
And  now  into  the  fields  I  go, 
Where  thoufand  flaming  flowers  glow  j 
And  every  neighbouring  hedge  I  greet, 
With  honey-fuckles  fmeliing  fweet; 
Now  o'er  the  daify  meads  I  ftray, 
And  meet  with,  as  I  pace  my  way, 
Sweetly  fhinir'g-  on  the  eye, 
A  rivulet  gliding  fmoothly  by;     30 
Which  fhows  with  what  an  eafy  tide 
The  moments  of  the  happy  glide. 
Here,  finding  pleafure  after  pain, 
Sleeping,  I  fee  a  wearied  fv.-uin, 
While  his  full  fcrip  l:es  open  by, 
That  does  his  healthy  food  fupply: 

Happy  fwain,  fure  happier  far. 
Than  lofty  kings  and  princes  are  ! 
O  0  i| 


THE    WORKS    OF    DYER. 


Enjoy  fweet  fleep,  which  fhuns  the  crown, 
With  all  its  eafy  beds  of  down. 

The  fun  now  fliows  his  noon-tide  blaze, 
And  flieds  around  me  burning  rays. 
A  little  onward,  and  I  go 
Into  the  fhade  that  groves  beftow  ; 
And  on  green  mofs  I  lay  me  down, 
That  o'er  the  root  of  oak  has  grown ; 
Where  all  is  filent,  but  fome  flood 
That  fweetly  murmurs  in  the  wood  ; 
But  birds  that  warble  in  the  fprays, 
And  charm  ev'n  filence  with  her  lays. 

0  powerful  Silence,  how  you  reign 
In  the  poet's  bufy  brain  ! 
Hisnumerous  thoughts  obey  the  calls 
Of  the  tuneful  water-falls, 

Like  moles,  whene'er  the  coaft  is  clear, 
They  rife  before  thee  without  fear, 
And  range  in  parties  here  and  there. 

Some  wildly  to  Parnaflus  wing, 
And  view  the  fair  Caftalian  fpring  ; 
Where  they  behold  a  lonely  well, 
Where  now  no  tuneful  mufes  dwell; 
But  now  and  then  a  flavifh  hind 
Paddling  the  troubled  pool  they  find. 

Some  trace  the  pleating  paths  of  joy, 
Others  the  blifsful  fcene  deftroy  ; 
In  thorny  tracks  of  forrow  ftray, 
And  pine  for  Clio  far  away. 
But  ftay — Methinks  her  lays  I  hear, 
So  fmooth  I  fo  fweet !  fo  deep  !  io  clear  ! 
.No,  'tis  not  her  voice  I  find, 
'Tis  but  the  echo  ft  ays  behind. 

Some  meditate  ambition's  brow, 
And  the  black  gulf  that  gapes  below : 
Some  peep  in  courts,  and  there  they  fee 
The  fneaking  tribe  of  flattery. 
But,  ftriking  to  the  ear  and  eye, 
A  nimble  deer  comes  bounding  by  ! 
When  rufhing  from  yon  ruftling  fpray, 
It  made  them  vanifli  all  away. 

1  roufe  me  up,  and  on  I  rove, 

'Tis  more  than  time  to  leave  the  grove. 

The  fun  declines,  the  evening  breeze 

Begins  to  whifper  through  the  trees: 

And,  as  J  leave  the  fylvan  gloom, 

As  to  the  glare  of  day  I  come, 

An  old  man's  fmoky  neft  I  fee, 

Leaning  on  an  aged  tree  : 

Whofe  willow  walls,  and  furZy  brow, 

A  little  garden  fway  below. 

Through  fpreading  beds  of  blooming  green, 

Matted  with  herbage  fweet>  and  clean, 

A  vein  of  water  limps  along, 

And  makes  them  ever  green,  and  young. 

Here  he  puffs  upon  his  fpacle, 

And  diggs  up  cabbage  in  the  fhade  : 

His  tatter'd  rags  are  fable  brown, 

His  beard  and  hair  are  hoary  grown  : 

The  dying  fap  defcends  apace, 

And  leaves  a  wither'cl  hand  and  face. 

Up  *  Gronger  hill  I  labour  now, 
And  catch  at  lalt  his  bufhy  brow. 
Oh,  how  frefh,  how  pure  the  air  ! 
Let  me  breathe  a  little  here. 

*A  bill  in   South  Wales, 


Where  am  I,  nature?  I  defcry 

Thy  magazine  before  me  lie  ! 

Temples  1 — and  towns ! — and  towers !— and  woods ! 

And  hills! — and  vales!-— and  fields! — and  floods '. 

Crowding  before  me,  edg'd  around 

With  naked  wilds,  and  barren  ground. 

See,  below,  the  pleafant  dome, 
The  poet's  pride,  the  poet's  home, 
Which  the  fun-beams  fliine  upon, 
To  the  even,  from  the  dawn. 
See  her  woods,  where  echo  talks, 
Her  gardens  trim,  her  terras  walks, 
Her  wilderneffes,  fragrant  brakes, 
Her  gloomy  bowers,  and  mining  lakes. 
Keep,  ye  gods,  this  humble  feat, 
For  ever  pleafant,  private,  neat. 
See  yonder  hill,  uprifing  fteep, 
Above  the  river  flow  and  deep  : 
It  looks  from  hence  a  pyramid, 
Beneath  a  verdant  foreft  hid  ; 
On  whofe  high  top  there  rifes  great, 
The  mighty  remnant  of  a  feat, 
An  old  green  tower,  whofe  batter'd  brow 
Frowns  upon  the  vale  below. 

Look  upon  that  flowery  plain, 
How  the  (heep  furround  their  fwain, 
How  they  crowd  to  hear  his  ftrain  I 
All  carelefs  with  his  legs  acrofs, 
Leaning  on  a  bank  of  mofs, 
He  fpends  his  empty  hours  at  play, 
Which  fly  as  light  as  down  away. 

And  there  behold  a  bloomy  mead, 
A  filver  ftream,  a  willow  fhade, 
Beneath  the  fliade  of  fifher  Hand, 
Who,  with  the  angle  in  his  hand, 
Swings  the  nibbling  fry  to  land. 
In  blufties  the  defcending  fun 
Kifles  the  ftreams,  while  flow  they  run ; 
And  yonder  hill  remoter  grows, 
Or  dufky  clouds  to  interpofe. 
The  fields  are  left,  the  labouring  hind 
His  weary  »xen  does  unbind  ; 
And  vocal  mountains,  as  they  low, 
Re-echo  to  the  vales  below  ; 
The  jocund  fhepherds  piping  come, 
And  drive  the  herd  before  them  home; 
And  now  begin  to  light  their  fires, 
Which  fend  up  fmoke  in  curling  fpires ! 
While  with  light  hearts  all  homeward  tend, 
To  f  Abergafney  I  defcend. 

But,  oh  !  how  blefs'd  would  be  the  day, 
Did  I  with  Clio  pace  my  way, 
And  not  alone  and  folitary  ftray. 


THE  INQUIRY. 

YE  poor  little  fheep,  ah  !  well  may  ye  ftray, 
While  fad  is  your  fbepherd,  and  Clio  away  I 
Tell  where  have  you  been,  have  you  met  with 

my  love, 

On  the  mountain, or  valley,  or  meadow,  or  grove  ? 
Alas-a-day,  No — Ye  are  llray'd,  and  half  dead  ; 
Ye  faw  not  my  love,  or  ye  all  had  been  fed. 

*  The  name  of  a  feat  belonging  to  the  Author's 
brother. 


POEMS. 


Oh,  fun,  did  you  fee  her  ? — ah !  furely  you  did  ? 
'Mong  what  willows,  or  woodbines,  or  reeds,  is 

flie  hid  ? 

Ye  tall,  whiftling  pines,  that  on  yonder  hill  grow, 
And  o'erlook  the  beautiful  valley  below, 
Did  you  fee  her  a-roving  in  wood  or  in  brake  ? 
Or  bathing  her  fair  limbs  in  fome  filent  lake  ? 

Ye  mountains  that  look  on  the  vigorous  eaft, 
And  the  north,  and  the  fouth,  and  the  wearifome 

weft, 

Pray  tell  where  flie  hides  her,  you  furely  do  know, 
And  let  not  her  lover  pine  after  her  fo. 

Oh,  had  I  the  wings  of  an  eagle,  I'd  fly 
Along  with  bright  Phoebus  all  over  the  iky; 
Like  an  eagle,  look  down,  with  my  wings  wide 

diiplay'd, 

And  dart  in  my  eyes  at  each  whifpering  fliade  : 
I'd  fearch  every  tuft  in  my  diligent  tour, 
I'd  unravel  the  woodbines,  and  look  in  each  bower, 
Till  I  fouud  out  my  Clio,  and  ended  my  pain, 
And  made  myfelf  quiet,  arid  happy  again. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  A  FAMOUS  PAINTER/ 

DELIGHTFUL  partner  of  my  heart, 
Mafter  of  the  Jovelieft  art ! 
How  fweet  our  fenfes  you  deceive, 
When  we,  a  gazing  throng  believe  ! 
Here  flows  the  Po  ! — The  Minis  there, 
Winding  about  with  fedgy  hair  ! 
And  there  the  Tyber's  yellow  flood, 
Beneath  a  thick  and  gloomy  wood  I 
And  there  Darius'  broken  ranks 
Upon  the  Grannie's  bloody  banks  ; 
Who  bravely  die,  or  baiely  run 
From  Philip's  all-fubduing  fon  ! 
And  there  the  wounded  JJorus  brought 
(The  braveft  man  that  ever  fought !) 
TO  Alexander's  tent,  who  eyes 
Hisdauntlefs  viiage,  as  he  lies 
In  death's  moft  painful  agonies. 

To  me  reveal  thy  heavenly  art, 
To  me  thy  myfteries  impart. 
As  yet  I  but  in  verfe  can  paint, 
And  to  th'  idea  colour  faint 
What  to  the  open  eye  you  fhow, 
Seeming  nature's  living  glow ! 
The  beauteous  fhapes  of  objects  near  ! 
Or  diftant  ones  confus'd  in  air  ! 
The  golden  eve,  the  blufhing  dawn, 
Smiling  on  the  lovely  lawn  ! 
And  pleafing  views  of  checquer'd  glades ! 
And  rivers  winding  through  the  fhades ! 
And  funny  hills  !— and  pleafant  plains  1 
And  groups  of  merry  nymphs  and  fwains  J 

Or  fome  old  building,  hid  with  grafs, 
Rearing  fad  its  ruin'd  face  ; 
Whole  columns,  frizes,  ftatues,  lie, 
The  grief  and  wonder  of  the  eye  I 
Or  fwift  adown  a  mountain  tall4: 
A  foaming  cataract's  founding  fall; 
Whofe  loud  roaring  ftuns  the  ear 
Of  the  wondering  traveller  ! 
Or  a  calm  and  quiet  bay, 
And  a  level  fhining  fea  ! 
Or  furges  rough,  that  froth,  and  roar, 
And,  angry,  dafli  the  founding  fliore  ! 


And  vefiels  toft  !  and  billows  high! 
And  lightning  flafhinir  from  the  Iky  ! 
Or  that  which  gives  me  molt  delight, 
The  fair  idea  (feeming  fight !) 
Of  warrior  fierce,  with  Ihining  blade  1 
Or  orator,  with  arms  difplay'd  1 
Tully's  engaging  air  and  mien, 
Declaiming  againft  Catiline. 
Or  fierce  Achilles  towering  high 
Above  his  foes,  who  round  him  die. 
Or  Hercules,  with  lion's  hide, 
And  knotty  cudgel,  thrown  afide, 
Lifting  Antxus  high  in  air  1 
Who,  in  his  gripe,  expires  there  ! 

Or  Sifyphus,  with  toil  and  fweat, 
And  niufcles  ftrain'd,  driving  to  get 
Up  a  tteep  hill  a  ponderous  ftone, 
Which  near  the  top  recoils,  and  rolls  impetuous 
Or  beauteous  Helen's  eafy  air,  [down, 

With  head  reclin'd,  and  flowing  hair  ; 
Or  comely  Paris,  gay  and  young, 
Moving  with  gallant  grace  along  ! 
Thefe  you  can  do  !-— I  but  advance 
In  a  florid  ignorance  ; 
And  fay  to  you  who  better  know, 
You  fliould  defign  them  fo  and  fo. 

TO  AARON  HILL,  ESQ^ 

ON  HIS  POEM  CALLED  GIDEON. 

TELL  me,  wondrous  friend,  where  were  you 

When  Gideon  was  your  lofty  fong  ! 
Where  did  the  heavenly  fpirit  bear  you, 
When  your  fair  foul  reflected  ii  rong 
Gideon's  actions,  as  they  fhin'd 
Bright  in  the  chambers  of  your  mind  ? 
Say,  have  you  trod  Arabia's  fpicy  vales, 

Or  gather'd  bays  befide  Euphrates'  ftream, 
Or  lonely  fung  with  Jordan's  water-falls, 

While    heavenly    Gideon   was  your    facred 
Or  have  you  many  ages  given  [theme  ? 

To  clofe  retirement  and  to  books ! 
And  held  a  long  difcourfe  with  Heaven, 

And  notic'd  nature  in  her  various  looks  ! 
Full  of  infpiring  wonder  and  delight, 

Slow  read  I  Gideon  with  a  greedy  eye  1 
Like  a  pleas'd  traveller  that  lingers  iweet 
On  fome  fair  and  lofty  plain 
Where  the  fur.  does  brightly  fliine, 
And  glorious profpects  all  around  him  lie! 
On  Gideon's  pages  beautifully  fliine, 

Surprising  pictures  rifmg  to  my  fight, 
With  all  the  li/e  of  colours  and  of  line, 

And  all  the  force  of  rounding  (hade  and  light, 
And  all  the  grace  of  fomethihg  more  divine  ! 
High  on  a  hill,  beneath  an  oak's  broad  arm, 

I  fee  a  youth  divinely  fair, 
"  Penfive  he  leans  his  head  on  his  left  hand ; 
"  His  fmiling  eye  iheds  fweetnefs  mix'd  with 

awe, 
"  His  right  hand,  xvith  a  milk-white  wand,  forae 

"  figure  feems  to  draw  ! 

"  A  namelefs  grace  is  fcatter'd  through  hi>  air, 
«'  And  o'er  his  fhoulders  loofely  flows  his  amber- 

"  colour'd  hair  !'' 

Above,  with  burning  blulh  the  morning  glows^ 
O  iij 


TO  MR.  SAVAGE, 

SON  OF  THE  LATE  EARL  RIVERS. 

V>INK  not,  my  friend,  beneath  misfortune's  weight, 
Pleas'd  to  be  found  intrinfically  great. 
Shannon  the 'dull,  who  think  the  foul  looks  lefs, 
Becaufe  the  body  wants  a  glittering  drefs. 
It-is  the  mind's  for  ever  bright  attire, 
The  mind's  embroidery,  that  the  wife  admire  ! 
That 'which  looks  rich  to  the  grofs  vulgar  eyes, 
Is  the  fop's  tinfel,  which  the  grave  ddpife. 
Wealth  dims  the  eyes  of  crowds,  and  while  they 

gaze, 

The  coxcomb's  ne'er  difcover'd  in  the  blaze  ! 
As  few  the  vices  of  the  wealthy  fee, 
So  virtues  are  conceal'd  by  poverty.  f mine  ? 

Earl  Rivers  !— In  that  na'me  how  would'ft  thou 
Thy  verfe,  how  fweet  I  thy  fanry,'how  divine  ! 
Critics,  and  bards  would,  by  their' w6rth,  be  aw'd, 
And  all  would  think  it  merit  to  applaud. 
But  thou  has  nought  to  pleafe'the  vulgar  eye, 
No  title  hall:,  nor  whrft  might  titles  buy. 
Thou  wilt  fmall  praife,  but  much  ill-nature  find, 
Clear  to  thy  errors,  to  thy  beauties  blind  ;      •   ;   » 
And  if,  though  few,  they  any  faults  can  fee. 
How  meanly  bitter  will  cold  cenfure  be  ! 
But,  fince  we  all,  the  wifefl  of  us,  err, 
Sure,  'tis  the  greatf'ft  fault  to  be  fevere. 

A  few,  however,  yet  expect  to  find, 
Among  the  mifty  millions  of  mankind, 
Who  proudly  itoop  to  aid  ah  injur'd  caufe, 
And  o'er  the  fneer  of  coxcombs  force  applaufej, 
Who,  with  felt  pleafufe,  fee  fair  virtue  rife, '    • 
And  lift  her  upwards  to  the  beckoning  prize  ! 
Or  mark  her  labouring  in  the  modeft  breaft, 
And  honour  her  the  more,  the  more  tlepreft. 


S9*  THE   WORKS 

The  waking  world  all  fair  before  him  lies ; 
Slow  from  the  piain  the  melting  dews, 
To  kifs  the  fun-beams,  climbing,  rife/'  &c. 
Methinks  the  grove  01  Baal  I  fee 
In  terras'd  ftages  mount  up  high, 
And  wave  its  fable  beauties  in  the  iky,         [done, 
"  From  fta^t  to  ftage,  broad  ileps  of  half-hid 
i!  With  curling  mofs  and  blady  grafs  o'ergrown 

"  Lead  awful 

Down  in  a  dungeon  deep,  [Hgh 

Where  through  thick  walls,  oblique,  the  broken 
From  narrow  loop-holes  quivers  to.  the  fight, 

"  With  fwifc  and  furious  ft  ride, 
"  Plofe-folded  arms,  and  mart  and  fudden  ftarts,, 
The  fretful  prince,  in  dumb  and  fuilen  pride, " 

'l  Revolves  efcape 

Here  in  red  colours  glowing  bold 

A  warlike  figure  jtrikes  my  eye  ! 
The  dreadful  fudden  fight  his  foes  behold 
Confounded  fo,  they  lofe  the  power  to  fly  ; 

Barkening  they  gaze  at  diftance  on  his  face, 
','  Admire  *ns  P'°fture>  and  confefs  his  grace  ; 

His  right  hand  grafpshis  planted' fpear,  &c." 
Alas!  my'mufe,  thro'  much  good-will,  you  err: 
And  we  the  mighty  author  greatly  wrong  ; 
To  gather  beauties  here  and  there, 
As  but  a  fcatter'dfew  there  were, 
While  every  word's  a  beauty  in  his  fong  ! 
[Thofe  lines  in  this  Poe?n  marked  thus"  are  taken 
1    out  of  the  Poem  called  Gideon.] 


OF    DYER. 

Thee,  Savage,  thefe  (the  juftly  great)  admire, 
Thee,  quick'ning  judgment's  phlegm  with  fancy's 
Thee,  flow  to  cenfure,  earneft  to  commend,    [fire  1 
An  able  critic,  but  a  willing  friend. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  A  FRIEND  IN  TOWN  *. 

HAVE  my  friends  in  the  town,  in  the  gay  bufy 
town 

Forget  fuch  a  man  a.s  John  Dyer  ? 
Or  heedlefs  defpife  they,  or  pity  the  clown, 

Whole  boiorn  no  pageantries  fire  ? 

No  matter,  no  matter — content  in  the  fhades — 
(Contented  ?--- why  every  thing  charms  me) 

Fall  in  tunes  all  adown  the  green  fteep,  ye  cai- 

cades, 
Till  hence  rigid  virtue  alarms  me. 

Till  outrage  arifes,  or  mifery  needs 

The  fwift,  the  intrepid  avenger  j 
Tillfacred  religion  or  liberty  bleeds, 

Then  mine  be  the  deed,  and  the  danger, 

Alas  !  what  a  folly,  that  wealth  and  domain 
We  heap  up  in  fin  and  in  forrow  ! 

Immenfe  is  the  toil,  yet  the  labour  how  vain  ! 
Is  not  life  to  be  over  to-morrow? 


Then  glide  on  my  moments,  the  few  that  I  have 
Smooth-maded,  and  quiet,  and  even  ; 

While  gently  the  body  defcends  to  the  grave, 
And  the  fpirit  arifes  to  heaven. 

TO  MR.  DYER.     BY  CLIOf. 

I'VE  done  thy  merit  and  my  friendfliip  wrong, 
In  holding  back  my  gratitude  fo  long  ; 
The  foul  is  fore  to  equal  tranfport  rais'd, 
That  juftly  praifes,  or  is  juftly  prais'd  : 
The  generous  only  can  this  pleafure  know 
Who  talte  the  godlike  virtue  —-to  beftow  ! 
[  ev'n  grow  rich,  methinks,  while  I  commend  j 
And  feel  the  very  praifes  which  I  fend. 
Vor  jealoufy  nor  female  envy  find, 
Though  all  the  mules  are  to'Dyer  kind. 

Sing  on,  nor  let  your  modeil  fears  retard, 
Whofe  verfe  and  pencil  join,  to  force  rexvard  : 

our  claim  demands  the  bays,  in  double  wreath, 
four  poems  lighten,  and  your  pictures  breathe.  ' 

1  wim  to  praife  you,  but  your  beauties  wrongs 

o'  theme  looks  green,  in  Clio's  artlefs  fong  : 
3ut  yours  xvill  an  eternal  verdure  wear, 
ror  Dyer's  fruitful  foul  will  fiourifti  there. 
Vly  humbler  lot  was  in  low  diftance  laid  ; 

was,  oh,  hated  thought  !  a  woman  made  ; 

or  houfehold  Cares,  and  empty  trifles  meant, 
'he  name  does  immortality  prevent. 
Yet  let  me  ftretcli,  beyond  my  fex,  my  mind, 

nd,  riling,  leave  the  fluttering  train  behind  ; 
4or  art,  nor  learning,  wifh'd  affiftance  lends, 

ut  nature,  love,  and  mufic,  are  my  friends. 

*  Among  the  Poems  of  Savage,  there  is  one 
o   f)ye?~,  in  anfwer  to  his  from  the  country. 


f  Among  the  Poems  of  Savage,  is  an 
ccajioned  by  Mr.  Dyer''*  FiStwe.  of  this  Lacy 


THE  LIFE  OF  SHENSTONE. 


\\TILLIAM  SHENSTONE  was  the  eldeft  fon  of  Thomas  Shenftone,  Efq.  of  the  Leafowe*,  in  the  pa- 
rifh  of  Hales-Owen,  Shropfhire,  where  he  was  born,  Nov.  18.  1714.  His  grandfather  lived  at 
Ylley  in  that  parifh,  and  occupied  his  own  farm.  He  afterv.virds  purchafed  the  Leafowes.  His 
eldeft  fon  Jofeph  had  Yiley ;  and  he  fettled,  whith  his  fon  Thomas,  at  the  Leafowes,  which  they 
jointly  managed  as  a  grazing  farm.  Thomas,  though  uneducated,  feems  to  have  been  a  very  fen- 
fible  man,  and  of  liberal  fentiments.  He  married  Ann  Penn,  eldeft  of  the  three  daughter  of  Wil 
liam  Penn,  Efq.  of  Harborough,  in  the  neighbouring  parifh  of  Hagley,  in  Worcefterfhire.  By  the 
death  of  her  brother,  fhe  became  co-heirefs  of  that  eftate,  the  moiety  of  which  made  Shenfione's 
fortune  about  300 1.  a-year. 

He  learned  to  read  of  an  old  dame,  whom  he  has  celebrated  in  The  Scloolmijlrefs ;  and  foon 
received  fuch  delight  from  books,  that  he  expected,  when  any  perfon  went  to  market,  a  new- 
book  fhould  be  brought  him,  which,  when  it  came,  was  carried  to  bed,  and  laid  by  him.  It  is 
faid,  that  when  his  requeft  had  been  neglected,  his  mother  wrapped  up  a  piece  of  wood  of  the 
fame  form,  and  pacified  him  for  the  night. 

As  he  grew  older,  he  went  for  awhile  to  the  grammar-fchool  in  Hales-Owen  ;  and  was  placed  after 
wards  with  the  Rev.  Mr.  Crumpton,  an  eminent  fchoolmafter  at  Solihull,  near  Birmingham,  where 
he  formed  an  acquaintance  with  Jago,  "  the  poet  of  the  birds,"  with  whom  he  correfponded,  on  the 
moft  friendly  terms,  during  life. 

He  received  a  good  claffical  education  under  Mr.  Crumpton  who  inftructed  moft  of  the  gentle 
men's,  and  fome  noblemen's  fons  in  that  neighbourhood,  in  the  rudiments  of  claffical  learning ;  and 
feems  to  have  given  his  pupils  a  more  early  tafte  for  the  Englifh  claffics  than  was  commonly  done  in 
grammar-fchools  at  that  time. 

At  ten  years  old,  he  was  deprived  of  his  father;  and,  in  Auguft  1726,  of  his  grandfather;  and 
was,  with  his  brother  Jofeph,  left  to  the  care  of  his  mother,  who  managed  the  eftate. 

His  brother  was  bred  an  atorney  at  Bridgnorth,  but  never  practifed ;  and  died,  unmarried,  at  the 
Leafowes,  in  1751. 

In  1732,  he  was  entered  a  Commoner  at  Pembroke  College,  Oxford,  where  he  employed  himfelf 
in  the  ftudy  of  the  mathematics,  logic,  natural  and  moral  philofophy,  and  the  other  fciences  ufually 
taught  in  the  Univerfity  ;  and  amufed  himfelf  occafionally  with  Englifh  poetry. 

About  the  time  when  he  went  to  Oxford,  the  death  of  his  mother  devolved  his  affairs  to  the 
care  of  the  Rev.  Thomas  Dolman  of  Brome,  in  Staffer dfhire,  who  married  Mary  Penn,  his  mo 
ther's  fifter,  whofe  attention  he  always  mentioned  with  gratitude. 

He  made  but  few  acquaintance  in  the  Univerfity.  A  degree  of  bafhfulnefs,  from  his  confined 
education,  joined  with  a  confcioufnefs  of  his  own  real  abilities,  made  him  not  inclined  to  make  ad 
vances  to  ftrangers  ;  and  the  Angularity  of  his  appearance  rather  prejudiced  fome  people  againfh 
him. 

According  to  the  tafte  which  then  prevailed,  every  ftudent,  as  foon  as  he  was  entered  at  the 
Univerfity,  cut  oft  his  hair,  without  any  regard  to  his  complexion,  and  put  on  a  wig  of  any  colour 
that  his  fancy  fuggefled.  This  fafhion,  no  confideration  could  at  that  time  have  induced  Shenftone 
to  comply  with.  He  thought,  jufily  enough,  that  every  one  fhould,  in  fome  degree,  confult  his 
particular  fhape  and  complexion  in  adjufting  his  drefs;  and  that  no  fafhion  ought  to  fandtify  what 
was  ungraceful,  abfurd,  or  really  deformed.  He  wore  his  hair  almoft  in  the  graceful  manner,  which 
has  f:nce  generally  prevailed  ;  but  as  hi*  perfon  was  rather  large  for  fo  young  a  man,  and  his  hair' 
coarfe,  it  often  expofed  him  to  the  ill-natured  remarks  of  people  of  Inferior  underilanding. 
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The  College  of  which  he  was  a  member  has  long  been  eminent  for  Englilh  poetry  and  elegant 
literature,  and  was  at  that  time  diftinguifhed  by  the  names  of  Dr.  Adams,  Dr.  Jphnfon,  Biackflone, 
Mr.  Hawkins,  afterwards  poetry-profeffor,  Anthony  Whiftler,  Efq.  of  Whitchurch,  Oxfordfhire, 
author  of  the  "Shuttlecock,"  and  feveral  ingenious  poems  in  "  Dodfley's  Collection,"  Mr.  Robert 
Binnel,  author  of  fome-learned  notes  in  "  Grainger's  Tibullus,"  and  JVJr.  Richard  Graves,  the  pre- 
fent  rector  of  Claverton  in  Somerfetfhire,  author  of  "  The  Spiritual  Quixote,"  "  Euphrofyne," 
"  Columella,"  "  Peter  of  Pontefr act,"  and  other  ingenious  performances. 

Mr.  Whiftler,  Mr.  Graves,  and  Mr.  Binnel,  were  his  moft  intimate  friends,  together  with  his 
fchoolfellow  Jago,  of  Uriiverfity  College ;  whom  he  could  only  vifit  in  private,  as  he  wore  a  fervi- 
tor's  gown. 

They  ufed  to  meet  almoft  every  evening  at  each  other's  chambers,  where,  according  to  Mr. 
Graves,  "  they  read  plays  and  poetry,  Spectators  or  Tatlers,  and  other  works  of  eafy  digeftion,  and 
lipped  Florence  wine." 

His  firft  poetical  production  worth  mentioning,  was  a  little  mock  heroic  poem,  called  The  Diamond^ 
•written  when  he  was  about  nineteen,  in  imitation  of  Pope's  "  Rape  of  the  Lock,"  which  was  fol 
lowed  by  another  poem,  called  The  Znnfflox^  equally  liable  to  the  objection  of  being  a  fervile  imita 
tion  ;  and  therefore  they  have  not  been  collected  in  his  works. 

As  his  fortune  was  a  very  fufficient  foundation  for  a  genteel  profeflion,  he  intended  to  have  taken 
his  degrees,  and  to  have  proceeded  on  the  ftudy  of  phyfic  ;  but  being  now  of  age,  and  coming  into 
the  poffeflion  of  his  eftate  at  the  Leafowes,  and  alfo  to  a  moiety  of  the  eftate  at  Harborough,  which 
fell  to  him  by  the  unexpected  death  of  his  uncle  ;  as  his  houfe  at  the  Leafowes  was  inhabited  by  a 
tenant,  inilead  of  boarding  there,  or  in  the  neighbourhood,  he  rather  prematurely  began  to  keep 
lioufe  at  Harborough,  which  he  found  furniihed  to  his  hands,  and,  in  its  primitive  flate,  having 
been  inhabited  by  the  family  of  the  Penns  for  many  generations. 

It  was  fltuated,  according  to  his  own  defcription,  (Elegy  XV.)  by  the  fide  of  a  large  pond,  fhaded 
by  venerable  oaks  and  elms,  and  rendered  more  folemn  by  a  colony  of  rooks,  Avho  ieemed  to  have 
been  co-eval  with  the  worthy  family  that  gave  them  protection. 

141  this  retirement,  which  fuited  the  natural  melancholy  of  his  temper,  being  his  own  mafter, 
and  feeling  himfelf  much  at  his  eafe,  he  prolonged  his  flay  beyond  what  the  bufmefs  of  the. 
College  regularly  admitted.  And  having  once  neglected  to  return  to  the  Univerfity  at  the  proper, 
feafon,  he  deferred  it  from  time  to  time,  till  at  length  he  felt  a  reluctance  to  returning  at  all ;  fo  that 
although  he  kept  his  name  in  the  College  books  ten  years,  and  changed  his  Commoner's  gown  for 
that  of  a  Civilian,  after  the  fourth  year,  he  had  now  no  thoughts  of  proceeding  to  any  degree,  and 
feldoni  refided  in  College  any  more. 

In  1735,  he  was  introduced  to  Mr.  Graves  of  Mickleton  in  Gloucefterfhire,  who  had  lately  come 
•with  his  filler  to  refide  in  the  country.  In  this  vifit  he  feems  to  have  felt  the  firft  fymptoms  of  the 
tender  pailion.  The  beauty  arid  merit  of  M'ifs  Graves  infenfibly  captivated  his  affections,  and  pro 
duced  that  melancholy  langour  which  took  entire  pofieffion  of  his  heart  for  fome  years,  and  vented 
Itfelf  in  plaintive  love-fongs  and  "  elegies  of  woe." 

At  Mickletcn  alfo  he  feems  to  have  conceived,  from  the  improvements  of  Mr.  Graves,  the  firft 
idea  of  laying  out  in  the  modern  tafle,  and  embellifhing  his  farm  of  the  Leafowes,  which  made  him 
generally  known  and  admired  in  the  world,  though  it  contributed  nothing  to  the  advancement  of 
his  fortune. 

In  1737,  he  printed,  without  his  name,  a  fmall  volume  of  juvenile  verfes,  with  the  following 
title  :  Pcems  uf-nn  vaticus  Gccajjons,  'written  for  the  Entertainment  rf  the  Author ',  and  printed  for 
the  Ami/fervent  of  a  feiv  Fricr.ds  prejudiced  in  his  favour.  Ccntentus paucis  le&oribus.  Hor.  Oxford,  Leo 
nard  Litchfield,  1737.  I2mo.  As  he  got  no  money,  he  got  but  little  fame  by  this  publication,  it 
being  only  circulated  among  his  friends  and  acquaintance. 

In  1740,  he  made  his  firft  vifit  to  London,  where  he  became  acquainted  with  Dodfley,  who  print 
ed,  the  fsme  year,  his  Judgment  of  Hercules,  which  he  adureiTed  to  his  neighbour  Mr.  Lyttleton,  af 
terwards  Lord  Lyttleton,  with  whom  he  became  acquainted  in  1736,  and  whofe  intereft  he  warmly 
iupported  in  a  contefted  election  for  Worcefterfhire,  in  1740.  This  was  next  year  followed  by  the 
Schoolmiftrrfs,  in  the  ilyle  of  Spenfcr,  which  was  written  before  the  judgment  of  Ho  ah,  and  is  juftly 
efteemed  the  moil  plofing  of  his  perfenr,ui;ces» 
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About  this  time  he  was  engaged  in  a  poetical  conteft  with  fome  writers  in  the  "  Gentleman's 
Magazine,"  againft  enigmas,  in  which  he  called  in  the  affiftance  of  Mr.  Whiftler,  Mr.  Graves,  and 
one  or  two  more  of  his  friends. 

From  about  the  year  1740  to  1746,  he  wandered  about  to  acquaint  himfelf  with  life,  and  was 
fometimes  at  London,  and  fometimes  at  Bath,  Cheltenham,  or  other  places  of  public  refort ;  but, 
from  that  period,  made  few  excurfions  at  any  diftance  from  home. 

His  uncle,  Dolman,  to  whofe  care  he  was  indebted  for  his  eafe  and  leifure,  died  in  1745 ;  and 
the  care  of  his  own  fortune  now  fell  upon  him. 

He  lived  for  fome  time  at  ths  Leafowes,  with  his  tenant  Mr.  John  Shenftone,  who  was  diftantly 
related  j  but  finding  that  imperfect  poffeflicn  inconvenient,  he  took  the  whole  eftate  into  his  own 
hands,  more  to  the  improvement  of  its  beauty  than  the  increafe  of  its  produce. 

He  had  already,  on  his  firft  coming  to  board  with  his  tenant,  cut  a  ftraight  walk  through  his 
wood,  terminated  by  a  fmall  building  of  rough  ftone ;  and,  in  the  corner  of  a  field,  he  had  fcooped 
out  a  fort  of  cave,  and  called  it  a  hermitage  ;  and,  a  few  years  after,  had  built  an  elegant  little  fum- 
mer-houfe  in  the  water,  under  a  group  of  beeches ;  but  hitherto  he  had  no  conception  of  difpofing 
his  environs  in  any  confiftent  plan,  and  giving  it  its  prefent  beautiful  and  picturefque  appearance. 

From  this  time  he  began  to  point  his  profpects,  to  diverfify  his  furface,  to  enlarge  his  walks,  and 
to  wind  his  waters,  which  he  did  with  fuch  judgment  and  fuch  fancy,  as  made  his  little  domain  ths 
envy  of  the  great  and  the  admiration  cf  the  fkilful ;  a  place  to  be  viflted  by  travellers,  and  copied  by 
defigners. 

Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  that  "  to  plant  a  walk  in  undulating  curves,  and  to  place  a  beech  at  every 
turn  where  there  is  any  object  to  catch  the  eye,"  and  the  like,  "  demands  no  great  powers  of  mind-'* 
and  that  fuch  performances  are  rather  tlitffott  than  the  bufmefs  of  human  reafon."  The  laft  obfer- 
vation  is  juft  ;  but  the  planning  of  pleafure  grounds,  in  the  perfection  to  which  it  has  lately  been 
brought  into  England,  is  entitled  to  a  place  of  confiderable  rank  among  the  literal  arts,  and  feems 
to  require  as  great  poivers  of  mind  as  thole  which  we  admire  in  the  defcriptive  poems  of  Thomfon,  or 
in  the  noble  landfcapes  of  Salvator  Rofa,  or  the  Pouffms.  Mr.  Wheatley's  ingenious  treatife  on 
"  Gardening,"  andMafon's  excellent  poem  on  the  fubject,  have  given  us  higher  ideas  of  this  fcience. 
The  ercbellilhing  his  farm,  however,  was  by  no  means  the  buftnefs,  but  only  the  amufe- 
went  of  his  leifure  hours,  in  retirement.  He  may,  perhaps,  be  juftly  blamed,  confidcring  his  flender 
patrimony,  for  not  purfuing,  as  he  at  firft  intended,  fome  lucrative  and  ufeful  profefllon ;  but  as  he 
chofe  to  refign  their  emoluments  for  the  charms  of  eafe  and  independence,  he  had  a  right  to  employ 
thofe  in  fo  innocent  and  fo  elegant  a  relaxation. 

How  little  indeed  he  confulted  his  real  happinefs  in  adopting  this  inactivity,  in  preference  to  n 
more  bufy  plan  of  life,  is  but  too  evident  from  feme  of  his  letters  to  his  moft  intimate  friends;  in  one 
of  which  he  exprefsly  declares  his  conviction,  "  that  the  moft  bufy  man  in  the  world  is  much  hap 
pier  than  the  moft  idle  one." 

His  vifits  to  the  Lyttleton  family,  the  Earls  of  Stamford  and  Plymouth,  Lord  Foley,  and  Lorct 
Ward,  Lady  Luxborough,  and  his  other  neighbours  and  relations,  and  the  little  alterations  and  im 
provements  which  he  was  continually  making  about  his  farm,  amufed  him  agreeably  enough  in  the 
fummer ;  but  in  the  winter  he  was  generally  left  a  prey  to  folitude,  indolence,  and  low  fpirits. 
"  His  whole  philofophy,"  fays  Gray  in  his  "  Letters,"  "  confifted  in  living  againft  his  -will,  in  a  re 
tirement  which  his  tafte  had  adorned,  but  which  he  only  enjoyed -when  people  of  note  came  to  fee  and 
commend  it." 

He  has  partly  obviated  this  fevere  cenfure  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  B  "  Though  I  firft  embel~ 

lifhed  my  farm  with  an  eye  to  the  fatisfaction  I  mould  receive  from  its  beauty,  I  am  now  greatly 
dependent  on  the  friends  it  brings  me  for  the  principal  enjoyment  it  affords.  I  am  pleafed  to  find 
them  pleafed,  and  enjoy  its  beauties  by  reflection.  And  thus  the  durable  part  of  my  pleafure  appears 
to  be  of  the  facial  kind." 

"  After  a  certain  time  of  life,"  fays  his  friend  Mr.  Graves,  in  the  «  Recollection  of  fome  Par 
ticulars  in  his  Life,''  publifhed  1788,  "  I  do  not  think  any  confideration  would  have  bribed  him  to 
live  away  from  the  Leafowes." 

"  Lyttleton,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  was  his  neighbour  and  his  rival,  whofe  empire,  fpacious  and 
opulent,  Ipoked  with  difdain  on  the  jetty  ftate  that  off  eared  behind  it.  For  a  while  the  inhabitants 
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of  Haglcy  affected  to  tell  their  acquaintance  of  the  little  fellow  that  was  trying  to  make  himfclf  ad 
mired  ;  but  when,  by  degrees,  the  Leafowes  forced  themfclves  into  notice,  they  took  care  to  defeat 
the  curiofity  which  they  could  not  fupprefs,  by  conducting  their  vifitants  pervcrfely  to  inconvenient 
points  of  view,  and  introducing  them  at  the  wrong  end  of  a  walk  to  detedl  a  deception ;  injuries  of 
which  Shenftone  would  heavily  complain." 

This  charge  ag-ainft  the  Lyttleton  family,  has  been  denied,  with  fome  degree  of  warmth,  by  Mr. 
Potter,  and  fincc  by  Mr.  Graves.  The  latter  fays,  "  The  truth  of  the  cafe,  I  believe,  was,  that  the 
Lytticton  family  went  fo  frequently  with  their  company  to  the  Leafowes,  that  they  were  unwilling 
to  break  in  upon  Mr.  Shenftone's  retirement  on  every  occafion,  and  therefore  often  went  to  the 
principal  points  of  view  without  waiting  for  any  one  to  conduct  them  regularly  through  the  whole 
walks.  Of  this,  Mr.  Shenftone  would  fometimes  peevilhly  complain ;  though  I  am  perfuaded  he 
never  really  fufpectcd  any  ill-natured  intention  in  his  worthy  and  much- valued  neighbours." 

"  The  pleafure  of  fchcnftone,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  was  all  in  his  eye  ;  he  valued  what  he  valued 
merely  for  its  looks;  nothing  raifed  his  indignation  more  than  to  aflc  if  there  was  any  fifties  in  his 
•water."  It  iarnot  furprifing  that  the  qucftion  mould  raife  his  indignation,  as  it  certainly  betrayed 
an  inattention  to  the  beauties  of  his  place. 

"  His  houfe  was  mean,"  he  adds,  "  and  he  did  not  improve  it ;  his  care  was  of  his  grounds, 
"When  he  came  home  from  his  walks,  he  might  find  his  floors  flooded  by  a  mower  through  the 
broken  roof;  but  could  fpare  no  money  for  its  reparation.  In  time,  his  expences  brought  clamours 
about  him,  that  overpowered  the  lamb's  bleat,  and  the  linnet's  fong;  and  his  groves  were  haunted 
by  beings  very  different  from  fawns  and  fairies.  He  fpent  his  eftate  in  adorning  it ;  and  his  death 
was  probably  heightened  by  his  anxieties." 

Mr.  Graves,  however,  afferts,  that  his  houfe  was  not  fo  mean,  or  fo  much  neglected  as  Dr.  John- 
fon's  intelligence  fecms  to  imply;  and  expreffes  his  belief,  that  the  facetious  intimation  of  his  groves 
being  haunted  by  duns,  is  a  groundlcfs  furmile. 

"  The  fame  genius  was  difcovered  in  improving,  that,  in  fome  mcafure,  appeared  in  whatever  he 
undertook.  He  often  made  his  operators  remove  partitions,  the  confequerice  of  which,  according  to 
their  maxims,  would  prove  the  downfal  of  the  whole  edifice.  '  He  gave  his  hall  fome  air  of  magni 
ficence,  by  finking  the  floor,  and  giving  it  an  altitude  of  ten  feet  inftead  of  feven.  By  his  own  good 
tafte,  and  his  mechanical  fkill,  he  acquired  two  tolerably  elegant  rooms,  from  a  mere  farm-houfe  of 
diminutive  dcmenfions. 

"  Mr.  Shenflone,"  he  adds,  "  was  too  much  refpected  in  the  neighbourhood  to  be  treated  with 
rudenefs;  and  though  his  works  (frugally  as  they  were  managed)  added  to  his  manner  of  living, 
mud  neceffarily  have  made  him  exceed  his  income,  and  of  courfe,  he  miglit  fometimes  be  diftreffed 
for  money,  yet  he  had  too  much  fpirit  to  expofe  himfelf  to  infults  for  trifling  fums,  and  guarded 
againft  any  great  diftrcfs  by  anticipating  a  few  hundreds,  which  his  eftate  could  very  well  bear,  as 
appeared  by  what  remained  to  his  executors  after  the  payment  of  his  debts,  and  his  legacies  to  his 
friends,  and  annuities  of  30 1.  a-year  to  one  fervant,  and  of  6 1.  to  another ;  for  his  will  was  dictated 
with  equal  juftice  and  generofity." 

Before  he  was  entirely  fettled,  and  had  taken  the  Leafowes  into  his  own  hands,  he  wrote  the  Scbool~ 
mi/lrefs  and  the  Judgment  of  Her  cults,  and  fome  pieces  of  a  more  trivial  kind.  "  He  had  always," 
fays  Mr.  Graves,  "  admired  Rowe's  fong  of  the  Dffpair'wg  Shepherd,  faid  to  have  been  written  on 
!Mr.  Addifon  and  the  Countefs  of  Warwick.  And  I  believe,  on  parting  from  Mifs  Graves,  on  fome 
occafion,  he  firft  iketched  out  his  Pajloral  Ballad,  in  that  ftyle  which  I  faw  two  or  three  years  before 
lie  went  to  Cheltenham  in  the  fummer  of  1743.  But  meeting  there,  and  becoming  very  intimate 
with  Mifs  C  —  '-,  who  is  flill  living,  [1788]  he  became  fo  far  enamoured  as  to  feel  himfelf  un 
happy  on  leaving  Cheltenham  and  the  object  of  his  paffion.  On  this,  he  enlarged  and  divided  it 
into  the  four  diftinct  parts,  Alfence,  Hope,  Solicitude^  and  Difappoinlment. 

«  Whether  Mr.  Shenftone  was  really  fo  deeply  in  love  as  he  here  dcfcribes  himfclf,  may  perhaps 
lie  queftioned ;  for,  as  Lord  Shaftcfbury  obferves,  "  A  fmall  foundation  of  any  paffion  will  ferve  us, 
not  only  to  act  it  well,  but  even  to  work  ourfelves  into  it  beyond  our  own  reach."  At  lcaft,if  it  were 
true,  as  Dr.  Johnfon  afferts,  that  "  he  might  havt  obtained  the  lady  to  whom  his  Pajlnral  Ballad 
was  addreffed,"  it  mutt  have  been  a  mere  poetical  flight  to  talk  as  he  docs  of  her  cruelty  and  in* 


THE   LIFE    OF   SHE  N£T  ONE.  587 

She  finil'd, — and  I  could  not  but  love; 
She  was  faithlds, — and  I  am  undone. 

11  I  hardly  can  believe,  as  her  fitter  was  married  to  a  baronet  of  confiderable  fortune,  that  Mifs 
C-  •— ,  in  her  bloom,  would  have  condefcended  to  marry  a  man,  however  deferving,  of  fo  fmall 
3  fortune  as  Mr.  Shenftone.  And  though,  from  his  acquired  habits  and  tafte  of  life,  he  could  not 
have  been  happy  with  a  woman  of  Inferior  education^  yet,  as  he  was  fenlible  his  income  was  not  fuf- 

ficient  to  fupport  a  lady  of  Mifs  C 's  defcription,  he  never  afpired  to  that  happinefs ;  as  he 

fays,  in  a  letter  on  this  occafion,  "  marriage  was  not  once  the  fubject  of  our  converfation>  nor  even 
love  ;  as  I  can  add  from  the  beft  authority : 


ncc  conjugis  unquahi 


Praetendi  taedas,  aut  haze  in  fzedera  veni."  VIRG. 

After  his  fettlement  at  the  Lcafowes,  though  the  embellifhment  of  his  farm  engaged  his  thoughts, 
he  occafionally  wrote  moft  of  his  elegies,  "  partly,"  fays  he,  "  to  divert  my  prefent  impatienc-.  and 
partly,  as  it  will  be  a  pifiure  of  moft  that  paffes  in  my  own  mind,  a  portrait  which  friends  may  v.iiuc." 

His  firft  Elegy  (the  fourth  in  the  collection),  called  Ophelia's  Urn,  infcribed  to  Mr.  Graves,  alludes 
to  a  real  urn  which  he  had  erected  in  the  church  at  Mickleton,  with  this  infcription  : 

Utrecix  Smith ; 
Pucllx  fimplici,  innocuae,  eleganti; 

R.  G. 

Una  actse  memor  pueritire 
Majrens  pofuit. 
M.DCC.XLIV. 

JJtrecia  Smith  was  the  daughter  of  a  clergyman,  who,  from  the  books  with  which  her  father  fup- 
plied  her,  had  formed  to  herfelf  a  good  tafte  of  polite  literature,  and  wrote  well  in  profc,  and  fome- 
times  in  verfe.  A  connection  of  four  or  five  years  with  a  very  ingenious  clergyman,  which.,  for 
prudential  reafons,  he  thought  proper  to  break  off,  proved  in  its  confequence  fatal  to  this  extraor 
dinary  young  woman  ;  and  (he  died  foon  after,  greatly  lamented  by  Shenftone,  and  many  more  in 
genious  young  people  who  had  been  acquainted  with  her  at  her  native  place. 

The  Seventh  Elegy  was  written  about  the  end  of  1743,  after  his  return  from  Cheltenham.  In  his 
way  thither  he  had  miffed  his  road,  and  wandered  till  ten  o'clock  at  night  on  the  Cotfwould  hills. 
He  lays  the  fcene  on  Orwell's  banks,  as  Wolfey  was  born  at  Ipfwich  in  Suffolk. 

The  laft  Elegy  on  Jfjfiy,  which  has  been  fuppofed  to  relate  to  an  unfortunate  and  criminal  amour 
of  his  own,  was  known  by  his  friends  to  have  been  fuggefted  by  the  ftory  of  Mifs  Godfrey  in  Richard- 
fon's  "  Pamelia." 

Qne  of  his  lateft  performances  was  his  Ode  on  rural  Elegance,  infcribed  to  the  Duchefs  of  Somerfct 
(Countefs  of  Hertford),  a  lady  diftinguifhcd  for  her  exalted  piety,  as  well  as  every  other  accomplifh- 
ment.  It  was  fent  to  the  Duchefs  at  Percy  Lodge,  by  Lady  Luxborough  ;  with  which,  and  with 
her  Ladyfhip's  account  of  the  Leafowes,  and  of  Shenftone's  character,  ihc  profeffed  herfelf  highly 
pleafed. 

Lady  Luxborough  was  fifter  to  Bolingbroke,  an  accomplifhed  lady ;  wrote  elegantly,  in  French 
and  Englifh,  in  verfe  and  profe.  Living  unhappily  with  her  lord,  {he  retired  to  Barrels,  an  old  feat 
in  Warwickfhire,  which  fhe  had  fitted  up  in  an  elegant  ftyle,  and  made  her  environs  a  perfect  Ar 
cadia.  Shenftone,  Somervile,  and  the  neighbouring  clergy,  wrote  paftoral  ballads  and  fonnets  in 
praife  of  Lady  Luxborough  and  her  Arcadia.  She  died  in  1756.  Her  "  Letters"  to  Shenftone, 
•which  commenced  in  1739,  and  continued  to  the  year  of  her  d.eath,  were  publiflied  in  1775,  by 
Mr.  John  Hodgetts  of  Hagley,  his  executor. 

About  the  year  1750,  he  had  refolution  enough  to  take  a  journey  of  near  70  miles  acrofs  the  coun 
try,  to  vifit  his  friend  Mr.  Whiftler,  at  Whitchurch  in  Oxfordfhire  ;  which,  unfortunately,  occafioned 
a  temporary  coolnefs  and  interuption  of  iutercourfe  between  them. 

Mr.  Whiftler  lived  in  an  elegant  ftyle,  and  was  vifited  by  all  the  genteel  families  in  the  neighbour 
hood.  With  manly  fenfe,  and  a  fine  genius,  he  had  a  delicacy  of  tafte  and  foftncfs  of  manners, 
Bordering  on  effeminacy.  He  laid  a  ftrcfs  on  frivol  circumflances  in  his  domeftic  economy,  which 
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Shenftone  afiected  to  defpife.  This  difpofed  him  one  evening  to  ridicule  Mr.  Whiftler's  great  foli- 
eltude  in  preparing  for  an  entertainment  in  his  houfe.  Inftead  of  dreffing  for  the  company,  he  con 
tinued  lolling  at  his  eafe,  and  difputing  rather  perverfely  on  the  folly  and  abfurdity  of  laying  a  ftrefs 
upon  fuch  trifles.  The  difpute  ran  high ;  and,  although  he  fuppreffed  his  choler  that  evening,  yet 
te  curtailed  his  vifit  two  or  three  days,  and  took  a  cool  leave  next  morning. 

Mr.  Whiftler  died  in  1754 ;  and  it  appears,  from  a  letter  on  his  death,  that  Shenftone  ftill  retained 
the  fame  warmth  of  affection  for  his  old  friend. 

«  Poor  Mr.  Whiftler !  how  do  all  our  little  difputes  appear  to  us  now !  yet  we  may  with  comfort 
reflect  that  they  were  not  of  a  kind  that  affected  the  vitals  of  our  friendfhip ;  we  fondly  loved  and 
efleeined  each  other — of  neceflity,  tales  animas  oportuit  effe  Concordes,  £ffc.  Not  a  fingle  embellifhment 
liave  I  given  to  my  place  fince  he  was  laft  here ;  but  I  have  had  his  approbation  and  amufement  in 
my  eye." 

He  paid  fo  great  a  deference  to  the  tafle  of  Mr.  Whiftler,  that  he  feldom  wrote  a  letter  to  him 
tyithout  the  utmoft  care  and  attention,  which  made  him  fo  much  lament  the  deftroying  that  corref- 
|>ondence  after  his  death. 

From  this  time,  he  went  but  feldom  from  home,  and  grew  daily  more  indolent  and  fedentary  j 
but  he  was  always  alert  and  attentive  to  the  claims  of  friendship  and  benevolence. 

As  far  as  his  influence  extended,  he  patronized  Mifs  Wheatley,  Mr.  Woodhoufe,  and  Mr.  Giles, 
and  corrected  and  improved  their  poetical  compofitions.  He  promoted  the  publication  of  Livie's 
elegant  edition  of  Horace  ;  aflifted  Mr.  Hull  in  writing  his  tragedy  of  "  Henry  II.  or  the  Fall  of 
Rofamond ;"  and  fuggefted  to  Dr.  Percy,  the  prefent  refpectable  bifliop  oi  Dromore,  the  fcheme  of 
publifhing  his  "  Reliques  of  Ancient  Poetry;"  and,  as  he  gratefully  acknowledges,  greatly  aflifted 
Jlirn  in  that  work. 

As.  the  difproportion  of  his  fortune  to  the  exigencies  of  his  ftation  was  generally  known  among 
Ms  friends,  feme  of  them,  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life,  and  he  himfelf  believed,  among  others,  the 
prefent  Lord  Loughborough  applied  to  Lord  Bute  to  procure  him  a  penfion.  Such  bounty  could 
sot  have  been  ever  more  properly  beftowed ;  but  that  it  was  ever  alked  of  the  king  is  not  certain. 
He  was  made  to  believe  that  the  patent  was  actually  made  out,  when  his  death  rendered  unne- 
ceflary  any  farther  concern  of  his  friends  for  his  future  eafe  and  tranquillity  in  this  world. 

He  had  been  on  a  vifit  to  his  friend  Lord  Stamford  at  Enville,  from  whence  he  did  not  return  till 
Sunday  while  the  people  were  at  church.  It  was  a  very  cold  day ;  and  he  was  foon  after  feized  with 
a  fever  of  the  putrid  kind,  which  terminated  fatally.  He  died  about  five  on  Friday  morning,  Fe 
bruary  II.  1763  ;  and  was  buried  near  his  brother,  under  a  plain  flat  ftone  in  the  church-yard  of 
Hales-Owen.  Afterwards,  his  friend  Mr.  Graves  erected  a  neat  urn  to  his  memory,  in  Hales-Owen 
church,  with  an  infcription,  the  laft  line  of  which  has  an  immediate  reference  to  the  place  of  his  in 
terment.  An  urn  was  alfo  erected  to  his  memory  at  Hagley,  by  his  friend  Lyttleton ;  and  feats 
were  infcribed  to  him  by  Mr.  Knight  at  Wooverly  in  Worcefterfhire,  and  by  the  Marquis  de  Gi- 
rardin  at  Ermenonville,  "  the  Leafowes  of  France." 

His  JVorkst  in  Verfc  and  Profe,  mojl  of  ivbich  ivere  never  befor:  printed,  were  collected  and  publifhed,  in 
2  vols.  8vo.  1764,  with  an  "  Account  of  his  Life,"  and  a  "  Defcription  of  the  Leafowes,"  by  his  friend 
Dodfley.  A  third  volume,  containing  his  Letters,  was  publifhed  in  1769.  A  poetical  defcription  of 
the  Leafowes  is  printed  in  "  Woodhoufe's  Poems,"  and  in  "  Giles's  Mifcellanics."  It  has  been 
improved  by  a  plain  elegant  houfe,  built  in  1776,  by  Edward  Home,  Efq.  the  prefent  pofTefibr, 
who  has  infcribed  a  feat  near  one  of  the  cafcades, 

To  William  Shenftone,  Efq. 
Whofe  genius  firft  difcovered, 
Whofe  amiable  manners  recommended, 
Whofe  writings  adorned 
The  beauties  of  this  villa, 
(Before  neglected  and  unknown) 
This  feat,  with  its  concomitant  ftreanr, 
Is  dedicated  by 
E,  H. 
1776. 
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The  character  of  Shenftone  has  been  drawn  with  fufficient  accuracy  by  Dodfley  and  Mr.  Graves. 
He  feems  to  have  had  all  the  virtues  and  all  the  imperfections  that  attend  a  generous,  eafy,  indolent 
difpofition.  To  the  effential  duties  and  principles  of  revealed  religion  he  was  fiucerely  attached. 
Nothing  could  be  more  amiable  than  his  iocial,  or  more  unexceptionable  than  his  moral  character. 
He  was  the  warmeft  and  nioft  affeddonate  friend,  and  never  an  inveterate  enemy.  In  company  with 
ftrangers,  he  felt  an  awkward  reftraint ;  where  he  was  free,  his  converfation  was  fenfible  and  fprightlj. 
He  fometimes  indulged  himfelf  in  ftrokes  of  humour ;  but  the  tender  and  pathetic  were  more  con 
genial  to  the  natural  melancholy  of  his  temper.  He  was  fond  of  pictures,  ilatues,  medals,  and  every 
article  of  vertu,  without  being  a  virtuoib,  or  enthufiaftically  attached  to  them.  In  mufic  and  paint 
ing  he  had  confiderable  tafle  and  {kill.  He  was  fond  of  trinkets,  fuch  as  rings,  muff  -boxes,  &c;  and 
iludied  and  drew  {ketches  for  them,  from  which  the  Birmingham  people  improved  their  toys.  la 
his  perfon,  he  was  larger  than  the  middle  fize,  but  rather  of  a  robuft  than  an  elegant  form.  He  had 
a  dull  heavy  look,  unlefs  when  his  features  were  animated  by  any  fprightly  fentiment,  which  ren 
dered  them  extremely  pleafing.  He  was  remarkable  for  wearing  his  gray  hair  in  a  particular 
manner.  His  favourite  drefs  was  a  plain  blue  coat,  and  a  fcarlet  waiftcoat,  with  a  broad  gold  lace, 
which  he  feldom  changed  either  winter  or  fummer. 

As  a  poet,  his  merit  is  fufficiently  afcertained ;  fimplicity,  delicacy,  and  tendernefs,  characterize 
his  compofitions  more  than  ftrength  and  fire.  Many  of  the  feebler  pieces,  that  abate  our  reverence 
for  his  genius,  were  the  ebullitions  of  an  active  imagination  abounding  in  leifure,  and,  for  want 
of  fome  ufeful  employment,  amufing  itfelf  with  trifles.  The  felectioa  was  made  by  Dodfley,  who 
has  printed  more  than  he  mould  have  done.  Yet,  under  thefe  difadvantages,  his  writings  in  the 
elegiac  and  paftoral  ftyle,  juftly  entitle  him  to  a  high  place  among  our  Englifh  claffics. 

His  profe  effays,  though  many  of  them  unfinifhed,  difcover  much  juftnefs  of  thought  and  erpref- 
iion,and  a  confiderable  knowledge  of  the  characters  of  men.  His  effays  on  Publications ,  and  on  allowing 
Merit  in  others,  fhow  his  critical  knowledge  of  books,  and  their  authors.  The  Impromptu,  and  one  or 
two  more  humorous  effays,  are  in  the  ftyle  of  Addifon.  His  unconnected  thoughts  on  Gardening^ 
and  on  Men  and  Manners,  difcover,  in  general,  his  profound  penetration  and  exquifite  tafte  on  almolt 
every  fubject.  Many  of  them  have  been  adopted  by  men  of  more  learning,  but  lefs  genius,  in  finifhed 
treatifes.  Dr.  Enfield  has  made  fome  ufe  of  them  in  his  "  Speaker,"  and  Mr.  Pratt  has  formed  his 
"  Shenftone-Green"  upon  one  of  his  fpeculations. 

Shenftone  is  chiefly  admired  as  an  elegiac  and  paftoral  writer.  In  his  elegiac  capacity,  he 
feems  to  have  formed  himfelf  principally  on  the  tender,  the  eafy,  and  fweetly  plaintive  Ham 
mond  ;  whom,  if  he  has  riot  equalled  in  fome  departments  of  beauty,  he  has  excelled  in  others.  Ham 
mond  is  generally  more  eafy  in  his  expreffion,  more  natural  and  paffionate ;  but  he  is  frequently  lefs 
elegant ;  and,  from  too  clofe  a  claffical  imitation,  infinitely  lefs  original  than  Shenftone ;  who  may, 
in  fome  meafure,  claim  the  merit  of  originality  in  extending  this  fpecies  of  poetry  to  fo  great  a  variety 
of  fubjects.  Moft  of  his  elegies  convey  fome  moral  inftruction  ;  and  the  expreffion  and  the  imagery 
are  generally  tender  and  poetical.  The  fourth,  the  feventh,  the  tenth,  eleventh,  fifteenth,  and 
twenty-fixth,  deferve  particular  commendation. 

In  the  feventh  elegy,  the  introduction,  the  awful  appearance  of  the  vifion,  the  contraffc  between 
the  dangerous  heights  of  ambition  and  the  fecurity  of  an  humble  ftation,  and  above  all,  the  fuddea 
difappearance  of  Wolfey's  fhadow  (difconcerted  by  the  force  of  truth)  is  admirably  exprefied ; 

The  troubled  vifion  caft  a  mournful  glance ; 
And,  fighing,  vanifh'd  in  the  fhades  of  night. 

In  the  fixteenth  elegy,  he  exhibits  the  ftrongcft  conflict  between  love  and  pride  that  can  poffiblf 
be  imagined,  in  the  perfon  of  a  lady  whofe  affections  had  been  fixed  on  an  inferior  object,  in  confe-* 
quence  of  which,  her  reafon  became  the  victim  of  her  haughtinefs. 

The  twenty-fixth  elegy,  which  defcribes  the  melancholy  event  of  a  licentious  amour,  is,  both  witbi 
regard  to  the  fubject  and  the  manner  of  execution,  one  of  the  moft  affecting  poems  in  our  language. 

His  Pajloral  Ballad  has  been  univerfally  admired,  as  excellent  in  its  kind;  a  fpecies  of  poetry,  in 
Vhich,  from  his  real  fituation  in  life,  a  genius  like  Shenftone's  could  not  but  excel,  Akenfide  prs- 
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ferred  it  to'every  thing  of  the  kind,  either  ancient  or  modern.     And  the  rank  which  it  fri 

among  young  people  of  the  beft  tafte,  is   a  fufficient  proof  of  its  merit.     Dr.  Johnfon,  who  had 

an  averfion  to  paftorals  in  general,  only  "  regrets  that  it  is  paftoral,"  and  "  fickens  at  the  mention 

of  the  crook,  the  fife,  the  Jbeep,  and  the  kids"     But  the  ideas  of  rural  innocence  and  fimplicity  are 

fo  congenial  to  the  human  mind,  in  its  uncorrupted  ftate,  that,  in  fpite  of  ridicule,  they  will  always 

pleafe  the  generality  of  mankind. 

Of  his  lyric  pieces,  the  Ode  on  Rural  Elegance,  Ode  to  Memory,  Verfes  turl'ten  towards  the  clofe  of  the 
Tear  1748,  the  Princefs  Elizabeth,  the  Sky-Lark,  Nancy  of  the  Vale,  and  Jemmy  Datvfon,  deferve  the 
higheft  praife.  The  firft  is  an  irregular  ode  ;  but  the  fubject,  which  was  then  new,  is  treated  in  an 
agreeable  manner,  and  illuftrated  with  many  pleating  inftances,  particularly  with  that  of  the 
amiable  lady  to  whom  it  is  infcribed,  who  had  embelliflied  Percy-Lodge  with  great  tafte,  and  had 
there  reconciled  Art  and  Nature,  who  are  reprefented  as  having  been  long  at  variance.  It  con 
cludes  with  an  elegant  apoftrophe  to  the  inhabitants  of  the  groves  to  amufe,  but  not  difturb  the 
noble  reclufe  in  her  folitude. 

The  Scloolmi/trefs,  Dr.  Johnfon  pronounces  "  the  moft  pleating  of  his  performances."  Warburton 
(who  read  every  thing),  was  of  the  fame  opinion ;  and  with  them  the  critics  and  the  general 
readers  of  poetry  agree.  Though  partly  a  burlefque  poem,  it  abounds  with  picturefque  ftrokea, 
and  ferious  inftruction.  Of  his  Judgment  of  Hercules,  the  general  opinion  is  juftly  favourable. 

From  the  contempt  which  Dr.  Johnfon  has  thrown  on  his  Moral  Pieces  in  blank  verfe,  he  might 
have  excepted  the  poem  on  Economy,  addreffed  to  young  poets.  "  I  would  have  ventured,"  fays 
Mr.  Graves,  "  to  pronounce  it  not  inferior  to  Philips's  "  Splendid  Shilling,"  if  Mr.  Shenftone  had 
lived  to  correct  his  own  manufcripts,  and  to  prune  off  fome  few  excrefcences  and  luxuriances  of 
youth  when  this  poem  was  partly  written,  though  not  brought  to  its  prefent  ftate  till  he  began  to 
experience  the  futility  of  that  youthful  rant,  "  that  economy  was  beneath  the  care  of  a  rational 
creature." 

Shenftone  enjoyed  an  intimacy  with  fome  of  the  moft  eminent  of  his  poetical  contemporaries,  and 
carried  on  an  occafional  correfpondence  with  perfons  diftinguifhed  for  their  learning,  tafte,  and  good 
fenfe.  Thomfon,  Lyttleton,  Somervile,  Jago,  Dodfley,  Spence,  &c.  bear  ample  teftimony  to  his  ge 
nius  and  abilities. 

Mr.  Wheatley,  in  his  ingenious  and  elaborate  treatife  "  on  Gardening,"  has  paid  a  juft  tribute 
feo  Shenftone,  both  as  a  man  of  tafte  and  as  a  poet. 

**  An  allufion  to  the  ideas  of  paftoral  poetry  evidently  enters  into  the  defign  of  the  Leafowes, 
where  they  appear  fo  lovely  as  to  endear  the  memory  of  their  author,  and  juftify  the  reputation  of 
Mr.  Shenftone,  who  inhabited,  made,  and  celebrated  the  place.  It  is  a  perfect  picture  of  his  mind, 
Simple,  elegant,  and  amiable,  and  will  always  fuggeft  a  doubt  whether  the  fpot  infpired  his  verfe, 
«r  whether,  in  the  fcenes  which  he  formed,  he  only  realifed  the  paftoral  images  which  abound  in 
his  fongs." 

Gray's  opinion  of  Shenftone,  is  very  unfavourable  to  his  character,  both  as  a  writer  and  a  man  of 
fenfe.  "  There  is  Mr.  Shenftone,  who  trufts  to  nature  and  fimple  fentiment,  why  does  he  do  no 
better  ?  he  goes  hopping  along  his  own  gravel  walks,  and  never  deviates  from  the  beaten  path  for 
fear  of  being  loft."  This  remark,  which  was  made  on  his  pieces  in  the  two  laft  -volumes  of  Dod- 
iley's  "  Collection,"  implies  fome  opinion  of  Shenftone's  poetical  merit,  or  why  fhould  Gray  expect 
him  to  do  better  ?  It  is  alfo  a  compliment  to  his  difcretion,  in  not  launching  forth  beyond  his  depth, 
but  confining  himfelf  to  fubjects  which  he  found  proportioned  to  his  ftrength.  His  Ode  to  Memory^ 
and  his  Pajloral  Ballad,  are  not,  however,  fuch  performances  in  their  kind  as  make  Shenftone  an 
object  of  compaffion. 

What  Gray  thought  of  him  from  the  perufal  of  his  Letters  is  more  fevere,  as  he  makes  him  guilty 
of  a  reftlefs  ambition  and  a  ridiculous  vanity.  "  I  have  read  an  octavo  volume  of  Shenftone's  let 
ters.  Poor  man  !  he  was  always  wilhing  for  money,  for  fame,  and  other  deftinctions ;  and  his 
whole  philofophy  confifted  in  living  againft  his  will  in  retirement,  and  in  a  place  which  his  tafte 
had  adorned,  but  which  he  only  enjoyed  when  people  of  note  came  to  fee  and  commend  it ;  his  cor 
refpondence  is  about  nothing  elfe  but  this  place  and  his  own  writings,  with  two  or  three  neigh 
bouring  clergymen  who  wrote  verfes  too."  Some  cf  his  letters  are,  no  doubt,  very  trivial  j  but 
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liis  perfonal  character  appears  in  them  in  the  fame  amiable  light  as  in  his  poetical  competitions ; 
they  contain  the  "  hiftory  of  his  mind  for  the  laft  24  years  of  his  life." 

His  letters  on  the  death  of  his  brother  are  the  genuine  effufions  of  a  feeling  heart,  pierced  with 
the  mofl  poignant  grief  and  affliction.  His  account  of  the  people  of  rank  who  came  to  fee  his  place, 
he  wrote  only  to  two  of  his  moft  intimate  friends,  Jago  and  Mr.  Graves,  among  the  ordinary  oc 
currences  of  his  life. 

His  character,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  cannot  be  generally  allowed,  without  making  confiderable 
exceptions  in  favour  of  the  cowiprehenfi-venefs  of  his  mind,  the  aflivity  of  his  curiofity,  and  the  variety 
of  his  knowledge.  The  concluding  criticifm  is  unreafonably  fevere.  Had  his  mind  been  better 
ftored  with  knowledge,  he  certainly  would  have  been  great ;  with  his  prefent  ftore,  he  is  univerfally 
allowed  to  be  agreeable. 

"  His  poems  confifl  of  elegies,  odes,  and  ballads,  humorous  failles,  and  moral  pieces. 

"  His  conception  of  an  elegy  he  has  in  his  Preface  very  judicioufly  and  difcriminately  explained. 
It  is,  according  to  his  account,  the  effufion  of  a  contemplative  mind,  fometimes  plaintive,  and  al 
ways  ferious,  and  therefore  fuperior  to  the  glitter  of  flight  ornaments.  His  compofitions  fuit  not 
ill  to  this  deicription.  His  topics  of  praife  are  the  domeftic  virtues,  and  his  thoughts  are  pure  and 
fimple  ;  but,  wanting  combination,  they  want  variety.  The  peace  of  folitude,  the  innocence  of  in 
activity,  and  the  unenvied  fecurity  of  an  humble  flation  can  fill  but  a  few  pages.  That  of  which 
the  eflence  is  uniformity,  will  be  foon  defcribed.  His  elegies  have  therefore  too  much  refemblance 
of  each  other. 

"  The  lines  are  fometiraes  fuch  as  elegy  requires,  fmooth  and  eafy ;  but  to  this  praife  his  claim  is 
not  conftant ;  his  diction  is  often  harfh,  improper,  and  affected,  his  words  ill  coined  or  ill  chofen, 
and  his  phrafe  unflcilfully  inverted. 

"  The  Lyric  Poems  are  almoft.all  of  the  light  and  airy  kind,  fuch  as  trip  lightly  and  nimbly  along, 
without  the  load  of  any  weighty  meaning.  From  thefe,  however,  Rural  Elegance  has  fome  right  to 
be  excepted.  I  once  heard  it  praifed  by  a  very  learned  lady ;  and,  though  the  lines  are  irregular, 
and  the  thoughts  diffufed  with  too  much  verbofity,  yet  it  cannot  be  denied  to  contain  both  philofo- 
phical  argument  and  poetical  fpirit. 

"  Of  the  reft,  I  cannot  think  any  excellent;  the  Sky-Lark  pleafes  me  beft,  which  has,  however, 
more  of  the  epigram  than  of  the  ode. 

"  But  the  four  parts  of  the  PaftoraJ  Ballad  demands  particular  notice.  I  cannot  but  regret  that  it 
is  paftoral ;  an  intelligent  critic,  acquainted  with  the  fcenes  of  real  life,  fickens  at  the  mention  of 
the  crook,  the  pipe,  thejceep,  and  the  kids,  which  it  is  not  neceffary  to  bring  forward  to  notice  ;  for  the 
poet's  art  is  felection,  and  he  ought  to  (how  the  beauties  without  the  groflhefs  of  a  country  life. 

"  In  the  firft  part  are  two  paffages,  to  which,  if  any  mind  denies  its  fympathy,  it  has  no  acquaint 
ance  with  love  or  nature  : 

I  priz'd  every  hour  that  went  by, 
Beyond  all  that  had  pleas'd  me  before,  &c. 

"  In  the  fecond,  this  pafiage  has  its  prettinefs,  though  it  is  not  equal  to  the  former : 

I  have  found  out  a  gift  for  my  fair ; 

I  have  found  where  the  wood-pigeons  breed,  &c. 

"  In  the  third,  he  mentions  the  common  places  of  amorous  poetry  with  fome  addrefs : 

'Tis  his  with  mock  pafiion  to  glow,  &c. 
"  In  the  fourth,  I  find  nothing  better  than  this  natural  ftrain  of  Hope: 

Alas  !  from  the  day  that  we  met, 
What  hope  of  an  end  to  my  woes  ?  &c. 

"  His  Levities  are,  by  their  title,  exempted  from  the  feverities  of  criticifm ;  yet  it  may  be  remark 
ed,  in  a  few  words,  that  his  humour  is  foractimes  grofs,  and  feldom  fprightly. 
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"  Of  his  Moral  Poems,  the  firft  is  the  Choice  of  Hercules,  from  Xenophon.  The  numbers  are  fmooth, 
the  di&ion  elegant,  and  the  thoughts  juft ;  but  fomething.  of  vigour  is  {till  to  be  wifhed,  which  it 
might  have  had  by  brevity  and  compreflion.  His  Fate  of  Delicacy  has  an  air  of  gaiety,  but  not  a  very 
pointed  or  general  moral.  His  blank  verfes,  thofe  that  can  read  them,  may  probably  find  to  be  like 
the  blank  verfes  of  his  neighbours.  Love  and  Honour  is  derived  from  the  old  ballad,  "  Did  you  not 
hear  of  a  Spanish  Lady  ?"  I  wilh  it  well  enough  to  wifh  it  were  in  rhyme. 

"  The  Schoolmijlrefs,  of  which  I  know  not  what  claim  it  has  to  ftand  among  the  moral  works,  is 
furely  the  nioft  pleafing  of  Shenftone's  performances.  The  adoption  of  a  particular  ftyle,  in  light 
and  fhort  compofitions,  contribute  much  to  the  increafe  of  pleafure ;  we  are  entertained  at  once 
with  two  imitations,  of  nature  in  the  fentiments,  of  the  original  author  in  the  flyle ;  and  between 
them  the  mind  is  kept  in  perpetual  employment. 

"  The  general  recommendation  of  Shenftone,  is  eafinefs  and  fimplicity  ;  his  general  defect,  is  want 
of  comprehenfion  and  variety.  Had  his  mind  been  better  fto'red  with  knowledge,  whether  he  could 
have  been  great  I  know  not;  he  could  certainly  have  been  agreeable." 
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ELEGIES, 

WRITTEN  ON  MANY  DIFFERENT  OCCASIONS. 


"  Tantum  inter  denfas,  umbrofa  cacumina,  fagos, 

*'  Aflidue  veniebat ;  ibi  habc  incondita,  folus, 

"  Montibus  et  fylvis  ftudio  jaclabat  inani I"         VIRG. 
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IT  is  obfervable,  that  difcourfes  prefixed  to  poetry 
are  contrived  very  frequently  to  inculcate  fuch 
tenets  as  may  exhibit  the  performance  to  the 
greateft  advantage.  The  fabric  is 'very  cornmon- 
jy  raifed  in  the  firjl  place,  and  the  meafures,  by 
which  we  are  to  judge  of  its  merit,  are  after 
wards  adj  ufted. 

There  have  beeri  few  rules  given  us  by  the  cri 
tics  concerning  the  ftructure  of  elegiac  poetry  ; 
and  far  be  it  from  the  author  of  the  following 
trifles  to  dignify  his  own  opinions  with  that  deno- 
mination.  He  would  only  intimate  the  great  va- 
liety  of  fitbjcfis,  and  the  different  ftylcs  in  which 
the  writers  of  elegy  have  hitherto  indulged  them- 
felves,  and  endeavour  to  fhield  the  following  ones 
by  the  latitude  of  their  example. 

If  we  confider  the  etymology  *  of  the  word, 
the  epithet  which  f  Horace  gives  it,  or  the  con- 
feffion  which  f  Ovid  makes  concerning  it,  I  think 
we  may  conclude  thus  much,  however,  that  elegy, 
In  its  true  and  genuine  acceptation,  includes  a 
tender  and  querulous  idea :  that  it  looks  upon 
this  as  its  peculiar  charadteriftic,  and  fo  long  as 
this  is  thoroughly  fuftained,  admits  of  a  variety 
of  fubjeifls ;  which,  by  its  manner  of  treating 
them,  it  renders  them  its  own.  It  throws  its  me 
lancholy  j?o/c  over  pretty  different  objects ;  which, 
like  the  dreffes  at  a  funeral  proceffion,  gives  them 
all  a  kind  of  folema  and  uniform  appearance. 

It  is  probable  that  elegies  were  written  vdjirft, 
upon  the  death  of  intimate  friends  and  near  rela- 

*  E-Asyuy,  s  pcirticulatn  dalendi. 

\  "  Mifcrabiles degas"          HOR. 

\  "  He  u  nini(s  ex  vero  mine  tibi  not/ten  erit" 

OVID,  de  Morte  Tibulli. 
VOL.  IX. 


tions ;  celebrated  beauties,  orfd-u/ivrite  mi/ 
beneficent  governors  and  illvjlriuus  men :  one 
may  add  perhaps,  of  all  thofe,  who  are  placed  by- 
Virgil  in  the  laurel-grove  of  his  Elyfium.  (Se6 
Hurd's  Diflertation  on  Horace's  Epiftle.) 

*'  Q^iique  fui  memores  alios  fecere  meremlo." 
After  thefe  fubjecls  were  fufficiently  exhaufteJ» 
and  the  feverity  of  fate  difplayed  in  the  moil  al- 
feclihg  inftances,  die  poets  fought  bccafion  to  vary 
their  complaints;  and  the  next  tender  fpecics  o£ 
forrow  that  prefented  itfelf,  was  the  grief  of  ab~ 
fent  or  neglefted  lovers.  And  this  indulgence 
might  be  indeed  allowed  them  ;  but  with  this 
they  wrere  not  contented.  They  had  obtained  a. 
fmall  corner  in  the  province  of  love,  and  they 
took  advantage,  from  thence,  to  over-run  thes 
whole  territory.  They  fung  its  fpoiis,  triumphs,, 
ovations,  and  rejoicings  *,  as  well  as  the  capti 
vity  and  exequies  that  attended  it.  They  gave: 
the  name  of  elegy  to  their  pleafantries  as  well  as 
lainentations;  till  at  laft,  through  their  abundant 
fondnels  for  the  myrtle,  they  forgot  that  the  cy-+ 
prefs  was  their  peculiar  garland. 

In  this  it  is  probable  they  deviated  from  the 
original  de/ign  of  elegy  ;  and  it  fbould  feem,  that 
any  kind  of  fubjedls,  treated  in  fuch  a  manner  as 
to  dirfufe  a  pleafing  melancholy,  might  far  better 
deferve  the  name,  than  the  facetious  mirth  and 
libertine  feitivity  of  the  fuccefsful  votaries  o£ 
love. 

But  not  to  dwell  too  long  upon  an  opinion 
which  may  festn  perhaps  introduced  to  favour  the 
following  performance,  it  may  not  be  improper 


*  Difite  Io Ffea?tt  et  IQ  Us  dicite  Pxan" 
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to  examine  into  tha  life  and  end  of  elegy.  The 
moft  important  end  of  all  poetry  is  to  encourage 
virtue.  Epic  and  tragedy  chiefly  recommend  the 
public  virtues ;  elegy  is  of  a  fpecies  which  iliui- 
irates  and  endears  the  private.  There  is  a  truly 
virtuous  pleafure  connected  with  many  pen  five 
contemplations,  which  it  is  the  province  and  ex 
cellency  of  elegy  to  enforce.  This,  by  presenting- 
fuitable  ide?.?,  has  difcovered  fweets  in  melancholy 
which  we  could  not  find  in  mirth  ;  and  has  led  us 
with  fuccefs  to  the  dufty  urn,  when  we  could 
draw  no  pleafure  from  the  fparkling  bowl  ;  as 
paftoral  conveys  an  idea  of  fivnplicity  and  inno 
cence,  it  is  in  particular  the  talk  and  merit  of 
elegy  to  (how  the  innocence  and  fimplicity  of  ru 
ral  life  to  advantage  :  and  that,  in  a  way  diftinct 
from  pajloral,  as  much  as  the  plain  but  judicious 
landlord  may  be  imagined  to  furpafs  his  tenant 
lioth  in  dignity  and  under/landing.  It  fhould  al- 
ib  tend  to  elevate  the  more  tranquil  virtues  of 
humility,  difnterejtednefs,  fimplicity,  and  inno 
cence  :  but  then  there  is  a  degree  of  elegance  and 
refinement,  no  way  inconfiftent  with  thefe  rural 
virtues  ;  and  that  raifes  elegy  above  that  tnerum 
nts,  that  itnpoli/Jjed  rufticity,  which  has  given 
our  pajloral  writers  their  higheft  reputation. 

Wealth  and  fplendour  will  never  want  their 
proper  weight :  the  danger  is,  left  they  fliould 
1oo  much  preponderate.  A  kind  of  poetry  there 
fore  which  throws  its  chief  influence  into  the  o- 
ther  fcale,  that  magnifies  the  fweets  of  liberty 
and  independence,  that  endears  the  honeft  delights 
of  love  and  friendship,  that  celebrates  the  glory 
of  a  good  name  after  death,  that  ridicules  the  fu 
tile  arrogance  of  birth,  that  recommends  the  in 
nocent  amufement  of  letters,  and  infenfibiy  pre 
pares  the  mind  for  that  humanity  it  inculcates, 
fuel)  a  kind  of  poetry  may  chance  to  pleafe  ;  and 
if  it  pleafe,  fliould  feem  to  be  of  fervice. 

As  to  thejly/e  of  elegy,  it  may  be  well  enough 
determined  from  what  has  gone  before.  It  fliould 
imitate  the  voice  and  language  of  grief,  or  if  a 
metaphor  of  drefs  be  more  agreeable,  it  mould  be 
(imple  and  diffufe,  and  flowing  as  a  mourner's 
veil.  A  verfification  therefore  is  defirable,  which, 
t>y  indulging  a  free  and  unconftrained  exprefllon, 
may  admit  of  that  fimplicity  which  elegy  re 
quires. 

Heroic  metre,  with  alternate  rhyme,  feems 
•well  enough  adapted  to  this  fpecies  of  poetry  ; 
and,  however  exceptionable  upon  other  occafions, 
its  inconveniencies  appear  to  loie  their  weight  in 
{barter  elegies  :  and  its  advantages  feem  to  ac 
quire  an  additional  importance.  The  world  has 
an  admirable  example  of  its  beauty  in  a  collection 
of  elegies  not  long  fince  publijbed  ;  the  product  of 
a  gentleman  *  of  the  mod  exact  tafte,  and  whofe 
untimely  death  merits  all  the  tears  that  elegy  can 
flied. 

It  is  not  impoflible  that  fome  may  think  this 
metre  too  lax  and  profaic  :  others,  that  even  a 
more  diflolute  variety  of  numbers  may  have  Supe 
rior  advantages.  And,  in  favour  of  thefe  laft, 
might  be  produced  the  example  of  Milton  in  his 
Lycidas,  together  with  one  or  two  recent  and 

.    •*  Mr,  Hammond. 


beautiful  imitations  of  his  verification  in  that  raft* 
nody.  But  this  kind  of  argument,  I  am  apt  to 
think,  muft  prove  too  much  ;  fince  the  writers  I 
have  in  view  feem  capable  enough  of  recum- 
mending  any  metre  they  lhall  choofe ;  though  it 
mult  be  owned  alio,  that  the  choice  they  make 
of  any,  is  at  the  fame  time  the  Ihongeit  prefump- 
tiori  in  its  favour. 

Perhaps  it  may  be  no  great  difficulty  to  com- 
promife  the  dtfpute.  There  is  no  one  kind  o£ 
metre  that  is  diitinguifhed  by  rhymes,  but  is 
liable  to  fome  objection  or  other.  Heroic  verfe, 
where  every  fecond  line  is  terminated  by  a  rhym?, 
(with  which  the  judgment  requires  that  tfatfenfe 
fhould'  in  fome  meafure  alfo  terminate)  is  apt  to 
render  the  expreffion  either  fcanty  or  conftrained. 
And  this  is  Sometime?  obfervable  in  the  writings 
of  a  poet  lately  deceafed  :  though  I  believe  no  one 
ever  threw  fo  much  fenfe  together  with  fo  much 
eafe  into  a  couplet  as  Mr.  Pope.  But,  as  an  air 
of  conflraint  too  often  accompanies  this  metre,  it 
feems  by  no  means  proper  for  a  writer  of  elegy. 

The  previous  rhyme  in  Milton's  Lycidas  is  very 
frequently  placed  at  fuch  a  dift'ance  from  the  fol 
lowing,  that  it  is  often  dropt  by  the  memory 
(much  better  employed  in  attending  to  the  fenti- 
ment)  before  it  be  brought  to  join  its  partner : 
and  this  feems  to  be  the  greateft  objection  to  that 
kind  of  verfification.  But  then  the  peculiar  eafe 
and  variety  it  admits  of,  are  no  doubt  Sufficient  to- 
overbalance  the  objection,  and  to  give  it  the  pre 
ference  to  any  other,  in  an  elegy  of  length. 

The  chief  objection  to  which  Jlan%a  of  "all 
kinds  is  liable,  is,  that  it  breaks  the  fenfe  too  re 
gularly,  when  it  is  continued  through  a  long 
poem.  And  this  may  be  perhaps  the  fault  of  Mr. 
Waller's  excellent  panegyric.  But  if  this  fault 
be  lofs  difcernible  in  fmaller  compofitions,  as  I 
fuppofe  it  /;,  I  flatter  myfelf,  that  the  advantages 
I  have  before  mentioned  refulting  from  alternate 
rhyme  (with  which  ftanza  is,  1  think,  connected) 
may,  at  leadirijborter  elegies,  be  allowed  to  out 
weigh  its  imperfections. 

I  lhall  fay  but  little  of  the  different  kinds  cf 
elegy.  The  melancholy  of  a  lover  is  different,  no 
doubt,  from  what  we  feel  on  other  mixed  occa 
fions.  The  mind  in  which  love  and  grief  at  once 
predominate,  is  foftened  to  an  exceff.  Love-ele 
gy  therefore  is  more  negligent  of  order  and  deiign, 
and  being  addrefled  chiefly  to  the  ladies,  requires 
little  more  than  tendernefs  and  perspicuity.  Ele 
gies,  that  are  formed  upon  promifcuous  incidents, 
and  addrelfed  to  the  world  in  general,  inculcate 
fome  fort  of  moral,  and  admit  a  different  degree 
,of  realbning,  thought,  and  ardour. 

The  author  of  the  following  elegies  entered  on 
his  Subjects  occajionally,  as  particular  incidents 
in  life  fuggefled,  or  difpofitions  of  mind  recom 
mended  them  to  his  choice.  If  he  defcribes  a  ru 
ral  landfcape,  or  unfolds  the  train  of  Sentiments 
it  infpired,  he  fairly  drew  his  picture  from  the  fpot; 
and  felt  very  fenfibly  the  affection  he  communi 
cates.  If  he  fpeaks  of  his  humble  flied,  his  flocks  and 
his  fleeces,  he  does  not  counterfeit  the  fcene  ;  who 
having  (whether  through  choice  or  necefiity,  is 
not  material)  retired  betimes  to  country-Solitudes, 
and  fought  his  happinefs  in  rural  em-ploy 
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"'"5  a  right  to  confuler  himfoL*  as  a  real  fhepherd. 
The  flocks,  the  meadows,  and  the  grottos,  are 
fjis  own,  and  the  embellifliment  of  his  farm  his 
ible  ainufement.  As  the  fentiments  therefore 
were  intpircd  by  nauuv:,  and  that  in  the  earlier 
part  of  his  life,  he  hopes  they  will  retain  a  natu 
ral  appearance  :  dilluling  at  ihafl  fome  part  of 
that  amufement,  which  lie  freely  acknowledges 
he  received  from  the  compofition  of  them. 

There  will  appear  perhaps  a  real  inconfiftency 
in  the  moral  tenor  of  the  feveral  elegies ;  and  the 
fublVquent  ones  may  foinetimes  feem  a  recanta 
tion  of  the  preceding.  The  reader  will  fcarce  im 
pute  this  to  overfight ;  but  will  allow,  that  men's 
opinions  as  well  as  tempers  vary ;  that  neither 
public  nor  private,  active  nor  fpeculativelife,  are 
unexceptionable  happy,  and  confequently  that 
any  change  of  opinion  concerning  them  may  afford 
an  additional  beauty  to  poetry,  as  it  gives  us  a 
more  finking  reprefentation  of  life. 

If  the  author  has  hazarded,  throughout,  the 
ufe  of  Englifh  or  modern  alluiions,  he  hopes  it 
will  not  be  imputed  to  an  entire  ignorance,  or  to 
the  leaft  difefteem,  of  the  ancient  learning.  He 
has  kept  the  ancient  plan  and  method  in  his  eye, 
though  he  builds  his  edifice  with  the  materials  of 
Ins  own  nation.  In  other  words,  through  a  fond- 
nefs  for  his  native  country,  he  has  made  ufe  of 
the  flowers  it  produced,  though,  in  order  to  ex 


hibit  them  to  the  greater  advantage,  he  has  en 
deavoured  to  weave  his  garland  by  the  beft  model 
he  could  find :  with  what  fuccefs,  beyond  his  own 
amufement,  mud  be  lett  to  judges  lefs  partial  to 
him  than  either  his  acquaintance  or  his  friends.— 
If  any  of  thofe  mould  be  fo  candid,  as  to  approve! 
the  variety  of  fubjeclrs  he  has  choien,  and  the  ten- 
dernefs  of  fentiment  he  has  endeavoured  to  im- 
prefs,  he  begs  the  metre  alfo  may  not  be  too  fud- 
denly  condemned.  The  public  ear,  habituated 
of  late  to  a  quicker  meafure,  may  perhaps  conli- 
der  this  as  heavy  and  languid  ;  but  an  objection 
of  that  kind  may  gradually  lofe  its  force,  if  this 
meafure  mould  be  allowed  to  fuit  the  nature  of 
cleg  jr. 

If  it  fhould  happen  to  be  considered  as  an  ob- 
jecl  with  others,  that  there  is  too  much  of  a  mo 
ral  caft  diffufed  through  the  whole  ;  it  is  replied, 
that  he  endeavoured  to  animate  the  poetry  fo  far 
as  not  to  render  this  objection  too  obvious ;  or  to 
rijk  excluding  the  fafhionable  reader :  at  the 
fame  time  never  deviating  from  a  fixed  principle, 
that  poetry  without  morality  is  but  the  blvffbm  of 
a  fruit-tree.  Poetry  is  indeed  like  that  fpecies 
of  plants,  \Vhich  may  bear  at  once  both  fruits  and 
bloifoms  ;  and  the  tree  is  by  no  means  in  perfect 
tion  withouX  the  former-^  however  it  may  be  em- 
embellifhed  by  the  flowers  which  furround  il. 


ELEGY    I. 

He  arrives  at  bis  retirement  in  the  country,  and 
t.ikes  occafwi  to  expatiate  in  praife  ofjirnplicity. 

TO  A  FRIEND. 

FOR  rural  virtues,  and  for  native  ikies, 
I  bade  Augufta's  venal  fons  farewell ; 

Now  'mid  the  trees  I  fee  my  fmoke  arife  ; 

Now  hear  the  fountains  bubbling  round  my  cell. 

O  may  that  genius,  which  fecures  my  reft, 
Preiei  ve  this  villa  for  a  friend  that's  dear  I 

-nay  my  vintage  glad  the  fordid  breaft ; 
Ne'er  tinge  the  lip  that  dares  be  unfincere  ! 

Far  from  thcfe  paths,  ye  faithlefs  friends,  depart  1 
Fiy  my  plain  board,  abhor  rr.y  hoftile  name  I 

Jlence!   the  faint  verfe  that  flows  not  from  the 

[fame  ! 
But  mournr,  in  labour'd  ftrains,    the  price  of 

O  IcfvM  fimplicity,  be  thine  the  prize  ! 

Affiduoi  •  art  correct  her  page  in  vain  ! 
His  be  the  palm,  who,  guiltlefs  of  difguifc, 

Contemns  the  power,  the  dull  reiburce  to  feign  ! 

Still  may  the  mourner,  lavifh  of  his  tears 
For  lucre's  venal  meed,  invite  my  fcorn  ! 

Still  may  the  bard  difiembling  doubts  and  fears, 
For  piaii'e,  for  flattery  fighingj  figh  forlorn  ! 

;  =  the  line  of  love-lick  Hammond  flows, 
his  fond  heart  effus'd  the  melting  theme  ; 


Ah  !  never  could  Aonia's  hill  difclofe 
So  fair  a  fountain,  or  fo  lov'd  a  ftream. 

Ye  lovelefs  bards  !  intent  with  artlefs  pairii 
To  form  a  figh,  or  to  contrive  a  tear  1 

Forego  your  Pindus,  and  on plains- 
Survey  Camilla's  charms,  and  grow  fiucere. 

But  thou,  my  friend  !  while  in  thy  youthful  foul 
Love's  gentle  tyrant  feats  his  awful  throne, 

Write  from  thy  bofom — let  not  art  controul 
The  ready  pen,  that  makes  his  edicts  known. 

Pleafing,  when  youth  is  long  expir'd,  to  trace 
The  forms  our  pencil,  or  our  pen  defign'd  ! 

"  Such  was  our  youthful  air,  and  fhape,  and  face  I 
"  Such  the  foft  image  of  our  youthful  mind  ! 

Soft  whilft  we  fteep  beneath  the  rural  bowers, 
The  loves  and  graces  fteal  unfeen  away  ; 

And  where  the  turf  diffus'd  its  pomp  of  flowers, 
We  wake  to  wintery  fcen.es  of  chill  decay  I 

Cuffe  the  fad  fortune  that  detains  thy  fair  ; 

Praife  the  foft  hours  that  gave  thee  to  her  arms  j 
Paint  thy  proud  fcorn  of  ev^ry  vulgar  care, 

When  hope  exalts  thee,  or  when  doubt  alarms. 

Where  with  Oenone  thou  haft  worn  the  day, 
Near  fount  or  ftream,  in  meditation,  rove  ; 

If  in  the  grove  Oenone  lov'd  to  ftray, 

The  faithful  raufe  ihali  meet  thee  in  the  grove* 
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ELEGY  II. 

On  pojlhumous  reputation. 

TO  A  FRIEND. 

O  GRIEF  of  griefs !  that  envy's  frantic  ire 
Should  rob  the  living  virtue  of  its  praife  ; 

O  foolifh  mufes  1  that  .with  zeal  infpire 

To  deck  the  cold  iafenfate  fhrine  with  bays  I 

When  the  free  fpirit  quits  her  humble  frame, 
Totreadthe  fides  with  radiant  garlands  crown'd 

Say,  will  flie  hear  the  diftant  voice  of  fame  ? 
Or,  hearing,  fancy  fweetriefs  in  the  found  ? 

Perhaps  ev'n  genius  pours  a  flighted  lay  ; 

Perhaps  ev'n  friendship  ftieds  a  fruitlefs  tear ; 
Ev'n  Lyttleton  but  vainly  trims  the  bay, 

And  fondly  graces  Hammond's  mournful  bier. 

Though  weeping  virgins  haunt  his  fayour'd  urn, 
Renew  their  chaplets,  and  repeat  their  iighs ; 

Though  near  his  tomb,  Sabsean  odours  burn, 
The  loitering  fragrance  will  it  reach  the  Ikies  ? 

No,  fhould  his  Delia  votive  wreaths  prepare, 
Delia  might  place  the  votive'  wreaths  in  vain : 

Yet  the  dear  hope  of  Dejia's  future  c.re 

Once  crownMhis  pleafures.and  difpeU'd  his  pain 

Yes — the  fair  profpeft  of  furviving  praife 
Can  every  fenfe  of  prefent  joys.excel : 

For  this,  great  Hadrian  chofe  laborious  days ;    , 
Through  this,  expiring,  bade  a  gay  farewell. 

Shall  then  our  youths,  who  fame's  bright  fabric 
raife, 

To  life's  precarious  date  confine  their  care  ? 
O  teach  them  you,  to  fpread  the  facred  bafe, 

To  plan  a  work,  through  lateft  ages  fair  !    • 

Is  it  with  fmall  tranfport,  as  with  cutious  eye 
You  trace  the  ftory  of  each  Attic  fage, 

To  think  your  blooming  praife  mail  time  defy  ? 
Shall  waft  like  odours   through  the  pleafin. 
page.? 

To  mark  the  day,  when  through  the  bulky  tome 
Around  your  name  the  varying  ftyle  refines  ? 

And  readers  call  their  loft  attention  home, 
Led  by  that  index  where  true  genius  fliines  ? 

Ah  let  not  Britons  doubt  their  focial  aim, 
Whofe  ardent  bofom  catch  this  ancient  fire  I 

Gold  intereft  melts  before  the  vivid  flame, 
Ai;d  patriot  ardours  but  with  life  expire. ! 

ELEGY   III. 

On  tie  untimely  death  of  a  certain  learned 
acquaintance. 

IT  proud  Pygmalion  quit  his  cumbrous  frame, 
Funereal  pomp  the  fcanty  tear  fupplies ; 

Whilft  heralds  loud  with  venal  voice  proclaim, 
Lp  '.  here  the  brave  and  the  puiflant  lies. 

When  humbler  Alcon  leaves  his  drooping  friend 
Pageant  nor  plume  diftinguifh  Alcoa's  bier  j 

The  faithful  mule  with  votive  fong  attends, 
And  blots  the  mournful  numbers  with  a  tear. 


He  little  knew  the  fly  penurious  art  ; 

That  odiousart  which  fortune's  favourites  knowj 

to  beftow,  he  felt  the  warmeft  heart, 
But  envious  fate  forbade  him  to  beftow. 

[e  little  knew  to  ward  the  fecret  wound  ; 

He  little  knew  that  mortals  could  enfnare  ; 
Virtue  he  knew  ;  tiie  nobleft  joy  he  found, 
To  (ing  her  glories,  and  to  paint  her  fair  1 

11  was  he  Ikill'd  to  guide  his  wandering  fheep  ; 

And  unforefeen  difafter  thinn'd  his  fold  ; 
Yet  at  another's  lofs  the  fwain  would  weep; 

And,  for  his  friend,  his  very  crook  was  fold. 

Ye  fons  of  wealth  !  protect  the  mufe's  train  ! 

From  winds  protect  them,  and  with  food  fupply; 
Ah  1  helplefs  they,  to  ward  the  threaten'd  pain  ! 

The  meagre  famine,  and  the  wintery  Iky  ! 

3e  lov'd  a  nymph  :  amidft  his  flender  ftore, 
He  dar'd  to  love ;   and  Cynthia  was  his  theme  ; 

He  breath'd  his  plaints  along  the  rocky  fhore, 
They  only  echo'd  o'er  the  winding  ftream  1    . 

His  nymph  was  fair  '.  the  fweeteft  bud  that  bloxvs 
Revives  lefs  lovely  from  the  recent  fiiower  ; 

So  Philomel  enamourM  eyes  the  rofe  ; 

Sweet  bird  1  enamour'd  of  the  fweeteft  flower  ! 

He  lov'd  the  mnfe  ;  fhe  taught  him  to  complain  ; 

He  faw  his  timorous  loves  on  her  depend  ; 
He  lov'd  the  mufe  ;  although  ihe  taught  in  vain  ; 

He  lov'd  the  mufe,  for  (he  was  virtue's  friend. 

She  guides  the  foot  that  treads  on  Parian  floors ; 

She  wins  the  ear  when  formal  pleas  are  vain ; 
She  tempts  patricians  from  the  fatal  doors 

Of  vice's  brothel,  forth  to  virtue's  fane. 

He  wifh'd  for  wealth,  for  much  he  wim'd  to  give ; 

He  griev'd  that  virtue  might  not  wealth  obtain^ 
Piteous  of  woes,  and  hopelefs  to  relieve, 

The  penfive  profpect  fadden'd  all  his  ftrain. 

I  faw  him  faint !  I  faw  him  fink  to  reft  ! 

Like  one  ordain'd  to  fwell  the  vulgar  throng  ; 
As  though  the  virtues  had  not  warnVd  his  breaft, 

As  though  the  mufes  not  infpir'd  his  tongue. 

I  faw  his  bier  ignobly  crofs  the  plain  ; 

Saw  peafant  hands  the  pious  rite  fupply  : 
The  generous  ruftics  mourn'd  the  friendly  fwain, 

But  power  and  wealth's  unvarying  cheek  was 
dry! 

Such  Alcon  fell ;  in  meagre  want  forlorn  ! 

Where   were  ye   then,   ye   powerful   patrons, 

where  ? 
Would  ye  the  purple  fhould  your  limbs  adorn, 

Go  wafli  the  confcious  blemiih  with  a  tear. 

ELEGY  IV. 

Ophelia's  Urn. 

TO  MR.  GRAVES. 

THROUGH  the  dim  veil  of  evening's  dufky  fhade, 
Near  fome  lone  fane,  or  yew's  funereal  green, 

What  dreary  forms  has  magic  fears  furvey'd  ! 
What  ihr Glided  fpe&res  fuperititiou  feen  \ 
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But  you  fecure  fliall  pour  your  fad  complaint, 
Nor  dread  the  meagre  phantom's  wan  array  ; 

What  none  but  fear's  officious  hand  can  paint, 
What  none,  but  fuperftition's  eye,  furvey. 

The  glimmering  twilight  and  the  doubtful  dawn 
Shall  fee  your  ftep  to  thefe  fad  fcenes  return  : 

Conftant,  as  cryftal  dews  impearl.the  lawn, 
Shall  Strephon's  tear  bedew  Ophelia's  urn  ! 

Sure  nought  unhallow'd  fhall  prefume  to  ftray 
Where  fleep  the  relics  of  that  virtuous  maid  : 

Nor  aught  unlovely  bend  its  devious  way, 
Where  foft  Ophelia's  dear  remains  are  laid. 

Haply  thy  mufe,  as  with  unceafing  fighs 
She  keeps  late  vigils  on  her  urn  reclin'd, 

May  fee  light  groups  of  pleafing  vifions  rife  ; 
And  phantoms  glide,  but  of  celeftial  kind. 

There  fame,  her  clarion  pendant  at  her  fide, 
Shall  feek  forgivenefs  of  Ophelia's  fhade  ; 

"  Why  has  fuch  worth,  without  diftin&ion,  dy'd 
"  Why,  like  the  defert's  lily,  bloom'd  to  fade  ?' 

Then  young  fimplicity,  averfe  to  feign, 
Shall  unmolefted  breathe  her  fofteft  figh  : 

And  candour  with  unwonted  warmth  complain, 
And  innocence  indulge  a  wailful  cry. 

Then  elegance,  with  coy  judicious  hand, 
Shall  cull  frefh  flowrets  for  Ophelia's  tomb  : 

And  beauty  chide  the  Fates'  fevere  command, 
That  fhow'd  the  frailty  of  fo  fair  a  bloom  1 

And  fancy  then,  with  wild  ungovern'd  \voe, 
Shall  her  lov'd  pupil's  native  tafte  explain  j 

For  mournful  fable  all  her  hues  forego, 
And  afk  fweet  folace  of  the  mufe  in  vain  1 

Ah,  gentle  forms,  expect  no  fond  relief; 

Too  much  the  facred  Nine  their  lofs  deplore  : 
Well  may  ye  grieve,  nor  find  an  end  of  grief — 

Your  belt,  your  brighteft  favourite  is  no  more. 


ELEGY    V. 

He  compares  the   turbulence   of  love  with   the 
tranquillily  of  friend/Jjip. 

TO  MELISSA  HIS  FRIEND. 

FROM  love,  from  angry  love's  inclement  reign 
I  pals  a  while  to  friendihip's  equal  Ikies  ; 

Thou,  generous  maid,  reiiev'ft  my  partial  pain  , 
And  cheer'ft  the  victim  of  another's  eyes. 

*Tis  thou,  Mclifla,  thou  deferv'ft  my  care: 
How  can  my  will  and  reafon  difagree  ? 

How  can  my  paffion  live  beneath  defpair  ! 
How  can  my  bofom  figh  for  aught  but  thee  ? 

Ah  dear  Melifia  1  pleas'd  with  thee  to  rove, 
My  foul  has  yet  furviv'd  its  drearieft  time  ; 

111  can  I  bear  the  various  clime  of  love  ! 
Love  is  a  pleafing,  but  a  various  clime  ! 

So  fmiles  immortal  Maro's  favourite  fliore, 
Parthenope,  with  every  verdure  crown'd  ! 

When  ftrait  Vefuvio's  horrid  cauldrons  roar, 
Ami  the  dry  vapour  blafts  the  regions  round. 


Oh  blifsful  regions !  oh  vmrival'd  plains  ! 

When  Maro  to  thefe  fragrant  haunts  retir'd  ! 
Oh  fatal  realms  !  and  oh  accurft  cfomaius ! 

When  Pliny,  'mid  fulphureous  clouds,  expjr'd  I 

So  fmiles  the  furface  of  the  treacherous  main, 
As  o'er  its  waves  the  peaceful  halcyons  play ; 

When  foon  rude  winds  their  wonted  rule  regain, 
And  fky  and  ocean  mingle  in  the  fray. 

But  let  or  air  contend,  or  ocean  rave  ; 

Ev'n  hope  fubfide  amid  the  billows  teft  ; 
Hope,  ftill  emergent,  ftill  contemns  the  wave, 

And  not  a  feature's  wonted  fmile  is  loft. 

ELEGY     VI. 

TO  A  LADY  ON  THE  LANGUAGE  OF  BIRDS. 

COME  then,  Dione,  let  us  range  the  grove, 
The  fcience  of  the  feather'd  choirs  explore  J 

Hear  linnets  argue,  larks  defcant  of  love, 
And  blame  the  gloom  of  folitude  no  more. 

My  doubt  fubfides — 'tis  no  Italian  fong, 
Nor  fenfelefs  ditty,  cheers  the  vernal  tree  : 

Ah  !  who,  that  hears  Dione's  tuneful  tongue, 
Shall  doubt  that  mufic  may  with  fenfe  agree  ? 

And  come,  ray  mufe  !  that  lov'ft  the  fylvan  fhade; 

Evolve  the  mazes,  and  the  mift  difpel: 
Tranflate  the  fong  ;  convince  my  doubting  maid. 

No  folemn  dervife  can  explain  fo  well. — 

Penfive  beneath  the  twilight  flbades  I  fate, 
The  flave  of  hopelefs  vows,  and  cold  difdain ! 

When  Philomel  addrefs'd  his  mournful  mate» 
And  thus  I  confirued  the  mellifluent  ftrain. 

"  Sing  on,  my  bird — the  liquid  notes  prolong', 
At  every  note  a  lover  fheds  his  tear ; 

Sing  on,  my  bird — 'tis  Damon  hears  thy  fong ; 
Nor  doubt  to  gain  applaufe,  when  lovers  hear* 

He  the  fad  fource  of  our  complaining  knows  ; 

A  foe  to  Tereus,  and  to  lawlefs  love  ! 
He  mourns  the  ftory  of  our  ancient  woes  ; 

Ah  could  our  mufic  his  complaints  remove  1 

Yon'  plains  are  govern'd  by  a  peerlefs  maid  ; 

And  fee  pale  Cynthia  mounts  the  vaulted  fky, 
A  train  of  lovers  court  the  chequer'd  made ; 

Sing  on,  my  bird,  and  bear  thy  mate's  reply: 

Erewhile  no  fhepherd  to  thefe  woods  retir'd  ; 

No  lover  bleft  the  glow-worm's  pallid  ray : 
But  ill-ftar'd  birds,  that  liftening  not  admir'd, 

Or  liftening  envy'd  our  fuperior  lay. 

Cheer'd  by  the  fun,  the  vaflals  of  his  power, 
Let  fuch  by  day  unite  their  jarring  ftrains  '. 

But  let  us  choofe  the  calm,  the  fifent  hour, 
Nor  want  fit  audience  while  Dione  reigns..'^ 

ELEGY     VII. 

He  defcribes  bis  'vijtoji  to  an  acquaintance* 
"  Csetera  per  terras  omnes  animalia,  Sec. 

VlRCf. 

ON  diflant  heaths,  beneath  autumnal  fkies, 
Penfwe  I  faw  the  circling  fhades  defceni; 
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Weary  and  faint  I  heard  the  ftorm  arife, 

While  the  fun  vanifti'd,  like  a  faithlefs  friend. 


INO  kind  companion  led  my  fteps  aright ; 

No  friendly  planet  lent  its  glimmering  ray; 
JEv'n  the  lone  cot  refus'd  its  wonted  light, 

Where  toil  in  peaceful  fmmber  clos'd  the  day. 

Then  the  dull  bell  had  given  a  pleating  found  ; 

The  village  cur  'twere  tranfport  then  to  hear 
In  dreadful  filence  all  was  hum'd  around, 

While  the  rude  itorm  alone  diftrefs'd  mine  ear 

As  led  by  Orwell's  winding  banks  I  ftray'd, 
Where  towering  Wolfey  breaf.h'd  his  native  air; 

A  fudden  luftre  chas'd  the  flitting  made, 

The  founding  winds  were  hum'd,  and  all  was 
fair. 

Inftant  a  grateful  form  appeared  confeft ; 

White  were  his  locks,  with  awful  i'carlet  crown'd, 
And  livelier  far  than  Tyrian  feem'd  his  vert, 

That  with  the  glowing  purple  ting'd  the 
ground. 

"  Stranger,  he  faid,  amid  this  pealing  rain, 
Benighted,   lonefome,   whither    would'it  them 
ftray? 

Does  wealth  or  power  thy  weary  ftep  conftrain  ? 
Reveal  thy  wifh,  and  L*.t  me  point  the  way. 

For  know,  I  trod  the  trophy'd  paths  of  power  ; 

Felt  every  joy  that  fair  ambition  brings ; 
And  left  the  lonely  roof  of  yonder  bower, 

To  ftand  beneath  the  canopies  of  kings. 

J  bade  low  hinds  the  towering  ardour  fhare  ; 

Nor  meanly  role,  to  blefs  myfelf  alone  : 
I  fnatch'd  the  fliepherd  from  his  fleecy  care, 

And  bade  his  wholefome  diclate  guard  the 
throne. 

J»ow  at  my  feet  the  fuppliant  peer  I  faw  ; 

1  faw  proud  empires  my  decifion  wait ; 
My  will  was  duty,  and  my  word  was  law, 

My  fmile  was  tranfport.  and  my  frown  was 
fate." 

Ah  me  I  faid  I,  nor  power  I  feek,  nor  gain  ; 

Nor  urg'd  by  hope  of  fame  thefe  toils  endure  ; 
A  fimple  youth,  that  feels  a  lover's  pain, 

And,  from  his  friend's  condolence,  hopes  a  cure. 

He,  the  dear  youth,  to  whofe  abodes  I  roam, 
Nor  can  mine  honours,  nor  my  fields  extend  ; 

Yet  for  his  fake  I  leave  my  diftant  home, 

Which"  oaks  embofom,  and  which  hills  defend. 

Beneath  that  home  I  fcorn  the  wintcry  wind  ; 

The  fpring,  to  fliade  me,  robes  her  faireft  tree; 
And  if  a  friend  my  grafs-grown  threshold  find, 

0  how  my  lonely  cot  refbunds  with  glee  ! 

Yet,  though  averfc  to  gold  in  heaps  amafs'd, 

1  wifh  to  blefs.  I  languifli  io'beitow  ; 

And  though  no  friend  to  fame's  obftre'perous  blaft, 
Still,  to  her  dulcet  murmurs  not  a  foe. 

Too  proud  with  fervile  tone  tu  deign  addrefs  ; 

Too  moan  to  think  that  honours  arc  my  due: 
Yet^fhould  feme  patron  yield  my  ftores  to  blefs, 

::2  fhauld  deem  my  bcundiefs  rhar.ks  were  !b  vv. 


But  tell  me,  thou  !  that,  iil;c  a  m^teoi*;  fire, 
Shot'ft  blazing  forth  ;  difdaining  dull  degrees- 

Should  I  to  wealth,  to  fame,  to  power  afpire, 
Muft  I  not  pafs  more  rugged  paths  than  thefe  ? 

Mufl  I  not  groan  beneath  a  guilty  load, 
Praife  him  I  fcorn,  and  him  I  love  betray  ? 

Does  not  felonious  envy  bar  the  road  ? 

Or  falfehood's  treacherous  foot  befet  the  way  ? 

$ay,  mould  I  pafs  through  favour's  crowded  gate, 
Muft  not  fair  truth  inglorious  wait  behind  ? 

Whilft  I  approach  the  glittering  fcenes  of ftate, 
My  beft  companion  no  admittance  find  ? 

Nurs'd  in  the  fhades  by  freedom's  lenient  care, 
Shall  I  the  rigid  fway  of  fortune  own  ? 

Taught  by  the  voice  of  pious  truth,  prepare 
To  fpurn  an  altar,  and  adore  a  throne  ? 

And  when  proud  fortune's  ebbing  tide  recedes, 
And  when  it  leaves  me  no  unfliaken  friend, 

Shall  I  not  weep  that  e'er  I  left  the  meads, 
Which  oaks  embofom,  and  which  hills  defend  ? 

Oh  !  if  thefe  ills  the  price  of  power  advance, 
Check  not  my  fpeed  where  focial  joys  invite  !-  — 

The  troubled  vilion  caft  a  mournful  glance, 
And  fighing  vanifh'd  in  the  fhades  of  night. 

ELEGY    VIII. 

He  defer  ibes  bis  early  love  of  poetry,  and.  its  con" 
fequences. 

TO    MR.    GRAVES,  1745. 

Written  after  tbe  death  cf  Mr.  Pope. 

AH  me  !  what  envious  magic  thins  my  fold  ? 

What  mutter'd  fpell  retards  their  late  increafe  $ 
Such  leflening  fleeces  muft  the  fwain  behold, 

That  e'er  with  Doric  pipe  eiiays  to  pieafe  ? 

I  faw  my  friends  in  evening  circles  meet ; 

I  took  my  vocal  reed,  and  tun'd  my  lay ; 
I  heard  them  fay  my  vocal  reed  was  fweet : 

Ah  fool !  to  credit  what  I  heard  them  fay  1 

111  fated  bard  !  that  feeks  his  fkill  to  mow, 
Then  courts  the  judgment  of  a  friendly  ear  \ 

Not  the  poor  veteran,  that  permits  his  foe 
To  guide  his  doubtful  ftep,  has  more  to  fear. 

Nor  could  my  Graves  miftake  the  critic's  laws, 
Till  pious  friend/hip  mark'd  the  pleafing  way: 

Welcome  fuch  error  !  ever  bleft  the  caufe  ! 
Ev'n  though  it  led  me  boundlefs  leagues  aftray  ! 

Couldft  thou  reprove  me,  when  I  nurs'd  the  flame 
On  liftening  Cherwell's  ofier  banks  reclin'd  ? 

While,  foe  to  fortune,  unfeduc'd  by  fame, 
I  footh'd  the  bias  of  a  carelefs  mind. 

Youth's  gentle  kindred,  health  and  love  were  met? 

What  though  in  Alma's  guardian  arms  I  play'd? 
How  fhall  the  mufe  thofe  vacant  hours  forget  ? 

Or  deem  that  blifs  by  folid  cares  repaid  ? 

Thou  know'ft  how  tranfport  thrills  the  tenderbreaft, 
Where  love  and  fancy  fix  their  opening  reign  ; 

[low  nature  fhine;  i;i  livelier  colours  dreit, 
To  blefs  their  union,  ?.nd  to  grace  their  train. 
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So  f?rft  when  Phoebus  met  the  Cyprian  queen, 
And  favour'dRhodesbeheld  their  paflloncrown'd 

Unufual  flowers  enrieh'd  the  painted  green  ; 
And  fwift  ipontaneous  roles  bluih'd  around. 

Now  fadly  lorn,  from  Twitnam's  widow'd  bower, 
The  drooping  mufes  take  their  cafual  way; 

And  where  they  ftop,  a  flood  of  tears  they  pour ; 
And  where  they  wee.p,  no  more  the  fields  are  gay. 

Where  is  the  dappled  pink,  the  fprightly  rofe  ? 

The  cowflips  golden  cup  no  more  I  lee  : 
Dark  and  difcolourM  every  flower  that  blows, 

To  form  the  garland,  Elegy  !  for  thee  ! — 

Enough  of  tears  has  wept  the  virtuous  dead  ; 

Ah  might  we  now  the  pious  rage  control ; 
Hufti'd  be  my  grief  ere  every  i'mile  be  fled, 

Ere  the  deep  fwelling  figh  fubvert  the  foul ! 

If  near  fome  trophy  fpring  a  {tripling  bay, 

Pleas'd  we  behold  the  graceful  umbrage  rife ; 

£ut  foon  too  deep  it  works  its  baneful  way, 
And,  low  on  earth,  the  proflrute  ruin'lies. 

ELEGY    IX. 

He  defcribes  his  difintereftednefs  to  a  friend. 

I  NB'ER  muft  tinge  my  lip  with  Celtic  wines; 

The  pomp  of  India  muft  I  ne'er  difplay; 
Nor  boaft  the  produce  of  Peruvian  mines, 

Nor,  with  Italian  founds,  deceive  the  day. 

Down  yonder  brook  my  cryftal  beverage  flows ; 

My  grateful  flieep  their  annual  fleeces  bring  ; 
Fair  in  my  garden  buds  the  damafk  rofe, 

And,  from  my  grove,  I  hear  the  throttle  fing. 

My  fellow  fwains  1  avert  your  dazzled  eyes  : 
In  vain  aliur'd  by  glittering-  fpoils  they  rove. 

The  fates  ne'er  meant  them  for  the  ihepherd's  prize, 
Yet  gave  them  ample  recompence  in,  love. 

They  gave  you  vigour  from  your  parent's  veins  ; 

They  gave  you  toils;  but  toils  your  u'news  brace; 
They  gave  you  nymphs,  that  own  their  amorous 
pains, 

And  (hades,  the  refuge  of  the  gentle  race. 

To  carve  your  loves,  to  paint  your  mutual  flames, 
See  1  pohfli'd  fair,  the  beech's  friendly  rind  1 

To  fing  foft  carrols  to  your  lovely  dames, 
See  vocal  grots,  and  echoing  vales  affign'd  ! 

\Vould'ft  thou,  my  Strephon,  love 'sdelighted (lave! 

Though  fure  the  wreaths  of  chivalry  to  {hare, 
Forego  the  ribbon  thy  Matilda  gave, 

And,  giving,  bade  thee  in  remembrance  wear  ? 

Ill  fare  my  peace,  but  every  idle  toy, 

If  to  my  mind  my  Delia's,  form  it  brings, 

Has  truer  worth,  imparts  fincerer  joy, 

Than  all  that  bears  the  radiant  itamp  of  kings. 

O  my  foul  weeps,  my  bread  with  anguifli  bleeds, 
n  love  deplores  the  tyrant  power  of  gain  ! 
Difdainirig  riches  as  the  futile  weeds, 
I  rife  fuperior,  and  the  rich  difdain. 

'  ^)ftfromtheftream, flow  wanderingdown the  glade, 
f  enfive  I  hear  the  nuptial  peal  rebound  j 


'  Some  mifer  weds,  I  cry,  the  captive  maid, 
"  And  fome  fond  lover  fickens  at  the  found." 

Not  Somerville,  the  mufe's  friend  of  old, 
Though  now  exalted  to  yon  ambient  fl;y, 

So  fliun'd  a  foul  diftain'd  with  earth  and  gold, 
So  lov'd  the  pure,  the  generous  breaft,  as  1. 

Scorn'd  be  the  wretch  that  quits  his  genial  bowl, 
His  loves,  hisfriendfliips  ev'n  his  felf  reiigns  ; 

Perverts  the  facred  inllinc~t  of  his  foul, 
And  to  a  duceat's  dirty  fpnere  confines. 

But  come,  my  friend,  with  tafle,  with  fcienceblefl", 
Ere  age  impair  me,  and  ere  gold  allure  ; 

Reftore  thy  near  idea  to  my  brealt, 

The  rich  depofit  (hall  the  ihrine  fecure. 

Let  others  toil  to  gain  the  fordid  ore, 

The  charms  of  independence  let  us  fing  ; 

Eieft  with  thy  friend/hip,  can  I  vvifli  for  more  ? 
I'll  fpurn  the  boalled  wealth  of  Lydia's  king. 

ELEGY     X. 

To  Fortune  ;  fuggejling  his  motive  for  repining  at 
her  difpeiijutions. 

ASK  not  the  caufe,  why  this  rebellious  tongue 
Loads  with  frefli  curies  thy  detefted  fway  ! 

Afk  not,  thus  branded  in  my  fofteft  fong, 

Why  ftands  the  flatter'd  name,  which  all  obey  ? 

'Tis  not,  that  in  my  flied  I  lurk  forlorn, 
Nor  fee  my  roof  on  Parian  columns  rife ; 

That,  on  this  breaft,  no  mimic  ftar  is  borne, 
Rever'd,  ah  !  more  than  thole  that  light  thr 
fkies. 

'Tis  not,  that  on  the  turf  fupinely  laid, 

I  fing  or  pipe,  but  to  the  flocks  that  graze ; 

And,  all  inglorious,  in  the  lonefome  (hade, 
My  finger  ftiftcns,  and  my  voice  decays. 

Not,  that  my  fancy  mourns  thy  ftcrn  command, 
When  many  an  embryo  dome  is  loft  in  air; 

While  guardian  prudence  checks  my  eager  hand, 
And,  ere  the  turf  is  broken,  cries,  "  Forbear. 

"  Forbear,  vain  youth  I  be  cautious,  weigh  thy 
"  gold, 

f*  Nor  let  yon  rifing  column  more  afprre  ; 
"  Ah  !  better  dwell  in  ruins,  than  behold 

"  Thy  fortunes  mouldering  and  thy  domesentire. 

"  Honorio  built,  but  dar'd  my  laws  defy  ; 

"  He  planted,  fcornful  of  my  fage  commands; 
"  The  peach's  vernal  bud  regal'd  his  eye  ; 

"  The  fruitage  ripen'd  for  more  frugal  hands-'' 

See  the  fmall  ftream  that  pours  its  murmuring  tide 
O'er  fome   rough  rock  that  would  its  wealth 
difplay, 

Difplays  it  aught  but  penury  and  pride  ? 

Ah  \  conftrue  wifely  what  fuch  murmurs  fay. 

"  How  would  fome  flood,  with  ampler  treafures 
Difdainfulview  the  fcantlingdropsdiftil !  [blcit, 

How  muft  *  Velino  fliake  his  reedy  creft  ! 
How  every  cygnet  mock  the  boallive  rill  I 

*   £  river  in  Italy. 
¥  P  iiij 
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Fortune,  I  yield  !  ami  fee,  I  give  the  fign  ; 

At  noon  the  poor  mechanic  wanders  home  ; 
Coilecls  the  fquare,  the  level,  and  the  line, 

And,  with  retorted  eye,  forfakes  the  dome. 

Yes,  I  can  patient  view  the  fhadelefs  plains ; 

Can  unrepining  leave  the  rifing  wall : 
Check  the  fond  love  of  art  that  fir'd  my  veins, 

"  And  my  warm  hopes,  in  full  puifuit,  recall. 

Defcend,  ye  ftorms !  deftroy  my  rifing  pile  ; 

Loosed  be  the  whirlwind's  unremitting  fway  ; 
Contented  I,  although  the  gazer  fmile 

To  fee  it  fcarce  furvive  a  winter's  day. 

Let  fome  dull  dotard  bafk  in  thy  gay  fhrine, 
As  in  the  fun  regales  his  wanton  herd; 

Guiltlefs  of  envy,  why  fhould  I  repine, 

That  his  rude  voice,  his  grating  reed's  preferd  ? 

Let  him  exult,  with  boundlefs  wealth  fupply'd, 
Mine  and  the  fwam's  reluctant  homage  fliare  ; 

But  ah  !  his  tawdry  fhepherdefs's  pride, 

Gods !  mud  my  Dejia,  muft  my  Delia  bear  ? 

'Muft  Delia's  foftnefs,  elegance,  and  eafe, 

Submit  to  Marian's  clrefs  ?  to  Marian's  gold  ? 

Muft  Marian's  robe  from  diftant  India  pleaie  ? 
The  fimple  fleece  my  Delia's  limbs  enfold  ? 

"  Yet  fure  on  Delia  feems  the  ruffet  fair ; 

"  Ye  glittering  daughters  of  difguife,  adieu  I" 
So  talk  the  wife,  who  judge  of  fhape  and  air, 

But  will  the  rural  thane  decide  fo  true  ? 

Ah  1  what  is  native  worth  efteem'd  of  clowns ! 

'Tis  thy  falfe  glare,  O  fortune  !  thine  they  fee  : 
3Tis  for  my  Delia's  fake  I  dread  thy  frowns, 

And  my  laft  gafp  fiiail  curfes,  breathe  on  thee. 

ELEGY    XI. 

He  complains  ho<w  foon  the  pleqfing  novelty  of 
life  is  over. 

TO  MR.  JAGO. 
AH  me,  my  friend !  it  will  not,  will  not  laft  ! 

This  fairy-fcene,  that  cheats  our  youthful  eyes  ! 
The  charm  diffblves;  th'  aerial  mufic's  pad  ; 

The  banquet  ceafe's,  and  the  vifion  flies. 

Where  are  the  fplcndid  forms,  the  rich  perfumes, 
Where  ths  gay  tapers,  where  the  fpaciousdome? 

Vanifli'd  the  coftly  pearls,  the  crimfon  plumes, 
And  we,  delightlefs,  left  to  wander  home  ! 

Vain  now  are  books,  the  fage's  wifdom  vain  ! 

What  has  the  world  to  bribe  our  fteps  aftray  ? 
Ere  reafon  learns  by  ftudy'd  laws  to  reign, 

The  weakened  paffions,  felf-fubdued,  obey. 

Scarce  has  the  fun  feye.n  annual  courfes  roll'd, 
_   Scarce  mown  the  whole  that  fortune  can  fupply; 
Since,  not  the  mifer  fo  carefs'd  his  gold, 
As  I,  for  what  it  gave,  was  heard  to  figh. 

On  the  world's  ftage  I  wiOVd  fome  fprightly  part ; 

To  deck  ray  native  fleece  with  tawdry  lace  ! 
»Twas  lire,  'twas  taile,  and — oh  my  fooliili  heart, 

Sabflantial  joy  was  fix'd  in  power  and  place. 
And  you.  ye  works  of  art  !  allur'd  mine  eye, 

reatiurig  vy<fture,  and  the  living  ftone  ;.. 


"  Though  gold,  though  fplendor,  heaven  and  fate 

"  deny. 
"  Yet  might  I  call  one  Titian  ftroke  my  own  !»* 

Smit  with  the  charms  of  fame,  vvhofe  lovely  fpoil, 
The  wreath,  the  garland,  fire  the  poet's  pride, 

I  trim'd  my  lamp,  confum'd  the  midnight  oil — 
But  foon  the  paths  of  health  and  fame  divide  '. 

Oft  too  I  pray'd,  'twas  nature  form'd  the  prayer. 
To  grace  my  native  fcenes,  my  rural  home  ; 

To  fee  my  trees  expreis  my  planter's  care, 
And  gay,  on  Attic  models,  raife  my  dome. 

But  now  'tis  o'er,  the  dear  delufion's  o'er  ! 

A  ftagnant  breezelefs  air  becalms  my  foul : 
A  fond  afpifing  candidate  no  more, 

I  fcorn  the  palm,  before  I  reach  the  goal. 

O  youth  !  inchanting  ftate,  profufely  bleft  ! 

Blifsev'n  obtrufive  courts  the  frolic  mind  ; 
Of  health  neglectful,  yet  by  health  careft ; 

Carelefs  of  favour,  yet  fecure  to  find. 

Then  glows  the  breaft,  as  opening  rofes  fair  ; 

More  free,  more  vivid,  than  the  linnet's  wing; 
Honeft  as  light,  tranfparent  ev'n  as  air, 

Tender  as  buds,  and  lavifli  as  the  fpring. 

Not  all  the  force  of  manhood's  active,  might, 
Not  all  the  craft  to  fubtile  age  affign'd, 

Not  faience  fhall  extort  that  dear  delight, 
Which  gay  delulion  gave  the  tender  mind. 

Adieu  foft  raptures,  tranfportsvoid  of  care  ! 

Parent  of  raptures,  dear  deceit,  adieu  ! 
And  you,  her  daughters,  pining  with  defpair, 

Why,  why  fo  foon  her  fleeting  fteps  purfue  1 

Tedious  again  to  curfe  the  drizling  day  ! 

Again  to  trace  the  wintery  track*  of  ihow  1 
Or,  footh'd  by  vernal  airs,  again  furvey, 

'fhefelf-famehawthornsbud,andcowflipsblowl 

O  life  !  how  foon  of  every  blifs  forlorn  ! 

What  ftart  falfe  joys,  and  urge  the  devious  race; 
A  tender  prey  ;  that  cheers  your  youthful  morn, 

Then  finks  untimely,  and  defrauds  the  chafe. 


ELEGY    XII. 

His  recantation. 

No  more  the  mufe  obtrudes  her  thin  difguife  { 
No  more  with  awkward  fallacy  complains, 

How  every  fervour  from  my  bofom  flies, 
And  reafon  in  her  lonefome  palace  reigns. 

Ere  the  chill  winter  of  our  days  arrive, 

No  more  (he  paints  the  breaft  from  paffion  free  j 

I  feel,  \  feel  one  loitering  wifli  furvive — - 
Ah,  need  I,  Florio,  name  thatwiflito  thee  ! 

The  (tar  of  Venus  ufhers  in  the  day, 

The  firft,  the  lovelieft  of  the  train  that  fliine  I, 

The  ftar  of  Venus  lends  her  brighteft  ray, 
When  other  ftars  their  friendly  beams  refign. 

Still  in  my  breaft  one  foft  defire  remains, 

Pure  as  that  ftar,  from  guilt,  from  intereft  free;, 

Has  ger.tle  Delia  trip'd  acrofs  the  plains, 
And  need  I,  Florio,  name  that  wifli  to  thee  4 
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While,  cloy'd  to  find  the  fcenes  of  life  the  lame, 
I  tune  with  carelefs  hand  my  languid  lays ; 

Some  fecret  impulfe  wakes  my  former  flame, 
And  fires  my  ftrain  with  hope  of  brighter  days. 

I  flept  not  long  beneath  yon  rural  bowers  ; 

And  lo  !  my  crook  with  flowers  adorn'd  I  fee  : 
Has  gentle  Delia  bound  my  crqok  with  flowers, 

And  need  I,  Florio,  name  my  hopes  to  thee  ? 

ELEGY    XIII. 

To  a  friend,  onfomejlight  occajion  eftrangedfrom 
him. 

HEALTH  to  my  friend,  and  many  a  cheerful  day 
Around  his  feat  may  peaceful  (hades  abide  ! 

Smooth  flow  the  minutes,  fraught  with  fmilesawoy, 
And,  till  they  crown  our  union,  gently  glide. 

Ah  me  !  too  fwiftly  fleets  our  vernal  bloom  ! 

Loft  to  our  wonted  friendmip,  loft  to  joy  ! 
Soon  may  thy  breaft  the  cordial  wifli  refumr, 

Ere  wintery  doubt  its  tender  warmth  deftroy. 

Say,  were  it  ours,  bv  fortune's  wild  command, 
By  chance  to  meet  beneath  the  torrid  zone  ; 

Would'ft  thou  reject  thy  Damon's  plighted  hand  ? 
Would'ft  thou.  with  fcorn  thy  once-lov'd  friend 
difown  ? 

Life  is  that  ftranger  land,  that  alien  clime  : 
Shall  kindred  fouls  forego  their  focial  claim  ? 

Launch'd  in  the  vaft  abyis  of  fpace  and  time, 
Shall  dark  fufpicion  quench  the  generous  flame  ? 

Myriads  of  fouls,  that  knew  one  parent  mold, 
See  fadly  fever'd  by  the  laws  of  chance  ! 

Myriads,  in  time's  perennial  lift  enroll'd, 

Forbid  by  fate  to  change  one  tranfient  glance  I 

But  we  have  met— where  ills  of  every  form, 
Where  paflions  rage,  and  hurricanes  defcend: 

Say,  (hall  we  nurfe  the  rage,  aflift  the  ftorm  ? 
And  guide  them  to  the  boforn — of  a  friend  ! 

Yes,  wehave  met — thro'  rapine,  fraud, and  wrong: 
Might  our  joint  aid  the  paths  of  peace  explore  ! 

Why  leave  thy  friend  amid  the  boifterous  throng, 
Ere  death  divide  us,  and  we  part  no  more  ? 

For  oh  !  pale  fkknefs  warns  thy  friend  away  ; 

For  me  no  more  the  vernal  rofes  bloom  ! 
I  fee  ftern  fate  his  ebon  wand  difplay  ; 

And  paint  the  wither'd  regions  of  the  tomb. 

Then  the  keen  anguifli  from  thine  eye  (hall  ftart, 
Sad  as  thou  follow'ft  my  untimely  bier  ; 

"  Fool  that  I  was — if  friends  fo  foon  muft  part, 
'<  To  let  fufpicion  intermix  a  fear." 

ELEGY     XIV. 

Declining  an  invitation  to  vi fit  foreign  countries, 
he  takes  occajicn  to  intimate  the  advantages  of 
his  own. 

TO  LORD  TEMPLE. 

WHILE  others,  loft  to  friend fliip,  loft  to  love, 
Wafte  their  beft  minutes  on  a  foreign  (trand, 

Be  mine,  with  Britifli  nymph  or  fwain  to  rove, 
And  court  the  genius  of  my  native  land. 


Deluded  youth-!  that  quits  thefe  verdant  plains> 
To  catch  the  follies  of  an  alien  foil  ! 

To  win  the  vice  his  genuine  foul  difdains, 
Return  exultant,  and  import  the  (poll  1 

In  vain  he  boafts  of  his  detefted  prize; 

No  more  it  blooms  to  Britifh  climes  convey'd, 
Cramp'd  by  the  inipuife  of  ungenial  fkies, 

See  its  frefti  vigour  Iu  a  moment  fade  1 

Th*  exotic  folly  knows  its  native  clime; 

An  awkward  ftranger,  if  we  waft  it  o'er  ; 
Why  then  thefe  toils,  this  coftly  watte  of  time, 

To  fpread  foft  poifon  on  our  happy  fhore  ? 

I  covet  not  the  pride  of  foreign  looms  ; 

In  fearcli  of  foreign  modes  I  fcorn  to  rove  ; 
Nor,  for  the  worth!  efs  bird  of  brighter  plumes, 

Would  change  the  meaneft  warbier  of  my  grove* 

No  diftant  clime  fliall  fervile  airs  impart, 

Or  form  thefe  limbs  with  pliant  eafe  to  play  ; 

Trembling  I  view  the  Gaul's  illuiive  art, 
That  fteals  my  lov'd  rufticity  away. 

'Tis  longfince  freedom  fled  th'  Hefperian  clime; 

Her  citron  groves,  her  flower-embroider'd  more; 
She  faw  the  Bntifh  oak  afpire  fublime, 

And  foft  Campania's  olive  charms  no  more, 

Let  partial  funs  mature  the  weftern  mine, 
To  (lied  its  luftre  o'er  th'  Iberian  maid  ; 

Mien,  beauty,  (hape,  O  native  foil,  are  thine; 
Thy  peerlcfs  daughters  alk  no  foreign  aid. 

Let  Ceylon's  envy'd  plant  *  perfume  the  feas, 
Till  torn  to  feafon  the  Batavian  bowl  ; 

Ours  is  the  breaft  whole  genuine  ardours  pleafe, 
Nor  need  a  drug  to  meliorate  the  foul. 

Let  the  proud  Soldan  wound  th'  Arcadian  groves, 
Or  with  rude  lips  th'  Aoniari  fount  profane  ; 

The  mufe  no  more  by  flowery  Ladon  roves, 
She  feeks  her  Thomion  on  the  Britifli  plain. 

Tell  not  of  realms  by\ruthlefs  war  difmay'd  ; 

Ah  !  haplefs  realms  that  war's  opprefiion  feel  I 
In  vain  may  Auftria  boaft  her  Noric  blade, 

If  Auftria  bleed  beneath  her  boafted  fteel. 

Beneath  her  palm  Idume  vents  her  moan  ; 

Raptur'd  (he  once  beheld  its  friendly  (hade! 
And  hoary  Memphis  boafts  her  tombs  alone, 

The  mournful  types  of  mighty  power  decay'd  1 

No  crefcent  here  difplays  its  banefal  horns  ; 

No  turban'd  hoft  the  vice  of  truth  reproves; 
Learning's  free  fource  the  fage's  breaft  adorns, 

And  poets,  not  inglorious,  chant  their  loves. 

Boaft,  favoured  Media,  boaft  thy  flowery  (lores  ; 

Thy  thoufand  hues  by  chemic  funs  refin'd  ; 
'Tis  not  the  drefsor  mien  thy  foul  adores, 

'Tis  the  rich  beauties  of  Britannia's  mind. 

While  Grenville's  breaft  f  could  virtue's  ftores  af- 
What  envy'd  flota  bore  fo  fair  a  freight  ?  [ford, 


*  The  cinnamon. 

t  Written  a  few  years  after  'the  time  of  C apt 
Greimille 's  death,  which  happened  in  1747.  The 
earldom  of  Temple  iva;  nr;t  nc::tal  til!  1740- 
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The  mine  cotnpat'd  in  vain  its  latent  hoard, 
The  gem  its  luftre,  and  the  gold  its  weight. 

Thee,Grenville,thee  with  calmeft  courage  f'.tught, 
Thee  the  lov'd  image  of  thy  native  more  ! 

Thee  by  the  virtues  arm'd,  the  graces  taught, 
Wlien  fhall  we  ceafe  to  boaft,  or  to  deplore  ? 

Prefumptuous  war,  which  could  thy  life  deftroy, 
What  lliali  it  now  in  recompence  decree  ? 

While  friends  that  merit  every  earthly  joy, 
Feel  every  anguifli ;  feel  the  lofs  of  thee  1 

Bid  me  no  more  a  fervile  realm  compare, 
No  more  the  mufe  of  partial  praile  arraign  ; 

Britannia  fees  no  foreign  breaft  fo  fair, 
And,  if  flie  glory,  glories  not  in  vain. 


ELEGY    XV. 

In  the  memory  of  a  private  family  *  in  Worccjler- 
JJjire. 

FROM  a  lone  tower  with  reverend  ivy  crown'd, 
The  pealing  bell  awak'd  a  tender  figh  ; 

Still,  as  the  village  caught  the  waving  found, 
A  fwelling  tear  diftream'd  from  every  eye. 

Sodroop'd,  I  ween,  each  Briton's  breaft  of  old, 
When  the  dull  curfew  fpoke  their  freedom  fled  ; 

For,  lighting  as  the  mournful  accent  roll'd, 

Our  -hope,  they  cry'd,  our  kind  fupport  is  dead  ! 

*Twas  good  Palemon — near  a  (haded  pool, 
A  group  of  ancient  elms  umbrageous  rofe  ; 

The  flocking  rooks,  by  inftin&'s  native  rule, 
This  peaceful  tcene,  for  their  afjlum,  chofe. 

A  few  fmall  fpires  to  Gothic  fancy  fair, 

Amid  the.  {hades  emerging,  ftruck  the  view  ; 

*Twas  here  his  youth  refpir'd  its  earlielt  air : 
'Twas  here  his  age  breath'd  out  its  laft  adieu. 

One  favoured  fon  engagM  his  tendcreft  care  ; 

One  pious  youth  his  whole  affection  crown'd  : 
In  his  young  breaft  the  virtues  fprung  fo  fair, 
Such  charms  difplay 'd,  fuch  fweetsdiffus'd  around. 

But  whilft  gay  tranfport  in  his  face  appears, 
A  noxious  vapour  clogs  the  poifon'd  Iky  ; 

Blafts  the  fair  crop — the  fire  is  drown'd  in  tears, 
And,  fcarce  furviving,  fees  his  Cynthio  die  ! 

O'er  the  pale  corfe  we  faw  him  geetly  bend  ; 

Heart-chill'd  with  grief— ."My  thread,  he  cry'd, 

is  fpun  ! 
If  heaven  had  meant  I  mould  my  life  extend, 

Heaven  had  preferv'd  my  life's  fupport,  my  fon. 

Snatch'd  in  thy  prime  !  alas,  the  ftroke  were  mild, 
Had  my  frail  form  obey'd  the  fate's  decree ! 

Bleft  were  my  lot,  O  Cynthio  !  O  my  child  ! 
Heaven  fo  pleas'd,  and  I  had  dy'd  for  thee." 

Five  (leeplefs  nights  he  ftem'd  this  tide  of  woes  ; 

Five  irkfome  funs  he  faw,  through  tears  forlorn  ! 
On  his  pale  corfe  the  lixth  fad  morning  role ; 

From  yonder  dome  the  mournful  bier  was  borne. 
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Twas  on  thofe  downs,  by  Roman  holts  annoy'd, 
Fought  our  bold  fathers ;  ruftic,  unrefin'd  ! 

Freedom's  plain  fons,  in  martial  cares  employ 'd  ! 
They  ting'd  thei*.  bodies,  but  unmaik'd  their 
mind. 

'Twas  there,  in  happier  times,  this  virtuous  race, 
O  milder  merit,  fix'd  their  calm  retreat ; 

War's  deadly  crimfon  had  forfook  the  place, 
And  freedom  fondly  lov'd  the  chofen  feat. 

No  wild  ambition  fir'd  their  tranquil  breaft, 
To  fwell  with  empty  founds  a  fpotlefs  name  ; 

If  foftering  fkies,  the  fun,  the  ihower  were  bleft, 
Their bountyfpread;  theirfieldsextentthefame. 

Thofe  fields,  profufe  of  raiment,  food  and  fire, 
They  fcorn'd  to  leflen,  carelefs  to  extend  ; 

Bade  luxury  to  lavilh  courts  afpire, 
And  avarice  to  city-breafts  defcend. 

None,  to  a  virgin's  mind,  prefer'd  her  dower; 

To  fire  with  vicious  hopes  a  modeft  heir  : 
The  fire,  in  place  of  titles,  wealth  cr  power, 

Afiign'd  him  virtue  ;  and  his  lot  was  fair. 

They  fpoke  of  fortune,  as  fome  doubtful  dame, 
That  fway'd  the  natives  of  a  diitant  fphere  ; 

From  lucre's  vagrant  fors  had  learnt  her  fame, 
But  never  wifh'd  to  place  her  banners  here. 

Here  youth's  free  fpirit,  innocently  gay, 
Enjoy'd  the  moft  that  innocence  can  give, 

Thofe  wholefome  fweets  that  border  virtue's  way; 
Thofe  cooling  fruits  that  we  may  tafte  and  live. 

Their  board  no  ftrange  ambiguous  viand  bore  ; 

From  their  own  ftreams  their  choicer  fare  they 

drew, 
To  lure  the  fcaly  glutton  to  the  fliore, 

The  fole  deceit  their  artlefs  boforn  knew  \ 

Sincere  themfelves,  ah  too  fecure  to  find 

The  common  bofom,  like  their  own,  fincere  ! 

'Tis  its  own  guilt  alarms  the  jealous  mind  ; 
'Tis  her  own  poifon  bids  the  viper  fear. 

Sketch'd  on  the  lattice  of  th'  adjacent  fane,    [er  : 
Their  fuppliant  bufts  implore  the  reader's  pray- 

Ah  gentle  fouls  !  enjoy  your  blisful  reign, 

And  let  frail  mortals  claim  your  guardian  care. 

For  fare,  to  blifsful  realms  the  fouls  are  flown, 
That  never  flatter'd,  injur'd,  cenfur'd,  ftrove  ; 

The  friends  of  fcience  !  mufic,  all  their  own  ; 
Mulic  the  voice  of  virtue  and  of  love  ! 

The  journeying  peafant  through  the  fecret  made, 
Heard  their  foft  lyres  engage  his  iiftenirig  ear  ; 

And  haply  deem'd  fome  courteous  angel  play'd  ; 
No    angel  play'd— but    might  with  tranfport 
hear. 

For  thefe  the  founds  that  chafe  unholy  ftrife  ! 

Solve  envy's  charm,  ambition's  wretch  releafel 
Raife  him  to  fpurn  the  radiant  ills  of  life  : 

To  pity  pomp,  to  be  content  with  peace. 

Farewell,  pure  fpirits  !  vain  the  praife  we  give, 
The  praife.you  fought  from  lips  angelic  flows  ; 

Farewell !  the  virtues  which  deferve  to  live, 
Dsierve  r.n  ampler  blifsthan  life  beftovys* 
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Laft  of  his  race,  Palemon,  now  no  more 
The  modeft  merit  of  his  line  difplay'd  j 

Then  pious  Hugh,  Vigornia's  mitre  wore— 
Soft  fleep  the  duft  of  each  deferring  (hade  '. 

ELEGY    XVI. 

Hefuggejls  the  advantages  of  birth  to  a  per/on  of 
merit,  and  the  folly  of  afiipercilioufnefs  that  is 
built  upon  thatfole  foundation. 

WHEN  genius  grac'd  with  lineal  fplendor  glow?, 
When  title  fliines  with  ambient  virtues  crovvn'd, 

Like  fome  fair  almond's  flowery  pomp  it  (hows; 
The  pride,  the  perfume  of  the  regions  round. 

Then  learn,  ye  fair  !  to  foften  fplendor's  ray ; 

Endure  the  fwain,  the  youth  of  low  degree  ; 
Let  meeknefs  join'd  its  temperate  beam  difplay  ; 

'Tis  the  mild  verdure  that  endears  the  tree. 

Pity  the  fandal'd  fwain,  the  fhepherd's  boy ; 

He  fighs  to  brighten  a  neglected  name  ; 
Foe  to  the  dull  appulfe  of  vulgar  joy, 

He  mourns  his  lot  j  he  wiflies,  merits  fame. 

In  vain  to  groves  and  pathlefs  vales  we  fly  ; 

Ambition  there  the  bowery  haunt  invades  ; 
Fame's  awfui  rays  fatigue  the  courtier's  eye, 

But  gleam  ftill  lovely  through  the  checquer'd 
lhades. 

Vainly,  to  guard  from  love's  unequal  chain, 
Has  fortune  rear'd  us  in  the  rurul  grove  ; 

Should  ****'s  eyes  illume  the  defert  plain, 
Ev'n  I  may  wonder,  and  ev'n  I  mult  love. 

Nor  unregarded  fighs  the  lowly  hind  ; 

Though  you  contemn,  the  gods  refpect  his  vow  ; 
Vindictive  rage  awaits  the  fcornful  mind, 

And  vengeance,  too  fevere  !  the  gods  allow. 

On  Sarum's  plain  I  met  a  wandering  fair; 

The  look  of  forrow,  lovely  ftiil  (he  bore  ; 
Loofc  flow'd  the  foft  redundance  of  her  hair, 

And,  on  her  brow,  a  flowery  wreath  fhe  wore. 

Oft  ftooping  as  fhe  ftray'd,  fne  cull'd  the  pride 
Of  every  plain  ;  (lie  pillag'd  every  grove  ! 

The  fading  chaplet  daily  fhe  fupply'd, 

And  ftiil  her  hs.nd  fome  various  garland  wove. 

Erroneous  fancy  fhap'd  her  wild  attire  ;   [ftray'd  ; 

From    Bethlem's    walls    the    poor    lymphatic 
Seem'd  with  her  air  her  accent  to  confpire,  ' 

When,  as  wild  fancy  taught  her,  thus  fhe  faid  : 

"  Hear  me,  dear  youth  !  oh  hear  an  haplefs  maid, 
Sprung  from  the  fcepter'd  line  of  ancient  kings  ! 

Scorn'd  by  the  world,  I  afk  thy  tender  aid  ; 
Thy  gentle  voice  fhall  whifper  kinder  things. 

The  world  is  frantic— fly  the  race  profane — 
Nor  I,  nor  you,  (hall  its  compaffion  move  ; 

Come  friendly  let  us  wander, .and  complain, 

And  tell  me,  ihepherd  I  haft  thou  feen  my  love? 

My  love  is  young — but  other  loves  are  young  ; 

And  other  loves  are  fair,  and  fo  is  mine  ; 
An  air  divine  ditclofes  whence  he  fprung  ; 

He  is  my  love,  \\  i,o  boaih  that  air  divine. 


No  vulgar  Damon  robs  me  of  my  reft, 

lanthe  liftens  to  no  vulgar  vow  ; 
A  prince,  from  gods  defcended,  fires  her  bread ; 

A  brilliant  crown  diftinguiihes  his  brow. 

What,  (hall  I  ftain  the  glories  of  my  race  ? 

More  clear,  more  lovely  bright  than  Hefper's 

beam  ? 
The  porcelain  pure  with  vulgar  dirt  debafe  ? 

Or  mix  with  puddle  the  pellucid  ftream  ? 

See  through  thefe  veins  the  Sapphire  current 
mine  ! 

'Twas  Jove's  own  nectar  gave  th'  ethereal  hue :' 
Can  bafe  plebeian  forms  contend  with  mine  ? 

Difplay  the  lovely  white,  or  match  the  blue  ? 

The  painter  ftrove  to  trace  its  azure  ray  ; 

He  chang'd  his  colours,  and  in  vain  he  ftrove; 
He  frown'd— -I  fmiling  view'd  the  faint  eflay ; 

Poor  youth  !  he  little  knew  it  flow'd  from  Jove. 

Pitying  his  toil,  the  wondrous  truth  I  told ; 

How  amorous  Jove  trepann'd  a  mortal  fair  ; 
How  through  the  race  the  generous  current  roll'dj 

And  mocks  the  poet's  art,  and  painter's  care. 

Yes,  from  the  gods,  from  earlieft  Saturn,  fprung 
Our  f:icred  race  ;  through  demigods,  convey 'd  ; 

And  he,  ally'd  to  Phoebus,  ever  young, 

My  godlike  boy,  muft  wed  their  duteous  maid. 

Oft  when  a  mortal  vow  profanes  my  ears, 

My  fire's  dread  fury  murmurs  through  the  iky; 

And  Ihould  I  yield — his  inftant  rage  appears; 
He  darts  th'  uplifted  vengeance,  and  I  die. 

Have  you  not  heard  unwonted  thunders  roll ! 

Have  you  not  feen  more  horrid  lightnings  glare  \ 
'Twas  then  a  vulgar  love  enfnar'd  my  foul : 

'  Twas  then-—  I  hardly  fcap'd  the  fatal  fnare. 

'Twas  then  a  peafant  pour'd  his  amorous  vow, 
All  as  I  liften'd  to  his  vulgar  drain  ;--- 

Yet  fuch  his  beauty— would  my  birth  allow, 
Dear  were  the  youth,  and  blifsful   were  the 
plain. 

But  oh  !  I  faint  !  why  waftes  my  vernal  bloom, 
In  fruitlefs  fearches  ever  doom'd  to  rove  ? 

My  nightly  dreams  the  toilfome  path  refume, 
And  I  (hall  die — before  I  find  my  love. 

When  laft  I  fiept,  methought  my  ravifh'd  eye, 
On  diftant  heaths  his  radiant  form  furvey'd ; 

Though  night's  thick  clouds  encompafs'd  all  the 

iky,  [lliade. 

The  gems  that  bound  his  brow,  difpell  d  the 

O  how  this  bofom  kindled  at  the  fight ! 

Led  by  their  beams  I  urg'd  the  pleafing  chafe  ! 
Till,  on  a  fudden,  thefe  with-held  their  light — 

All,  all  things  envy  the  fublime  embrace, 
But  now  no  more— behind  the  diftant  grove, 

Wanders  my  deftin'd  youth,  and  chides  my  ftay  i 
See,  fee,  he  grafps  the  fleel — forbear,  my  love— 

lanthe  comes  ;  thy  princefs  haftes  away." 
Scornful  (lie  fpoke,  and  heedlefs  of  reply 

The  lovely  maniac  bounded  o'er  the  plain  • 
The  piteous  victim  of  an  angry  iky  ! 

Ah  me  1  the  victim  of  her  proud  djfdain ! 
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ELEGY    XVII. 
He  indulges  the  fifggefiions  offyteen. 

AN  ELEGY  TO  THE  WINDS. 

"  ./Eole,  namque  tihi  divum  pater  atque  hominum 
"  Et  mulcere  dedit  mentes,  &  tolJere  vento."  [rex 

STEK.N  monarch  of  the  winds,  admit  my  prayer! 

A  while  thy  fury  check,  thy  ftorm  confine  ! 
No  trivial  blaft  impells  the  paflive  air  ; 

But  brews  a  tempeft  in  a  bread  like  mine. 

What  bands  of  black  ideas  fpread  their  wings  '. 

The  peaceful  regions  of  content  invade  1 
With  deadly  poifon  taint  the  cryftal  fprings  ! 

With  noitbme  vapour  blaft  the  verdant  (hade  I 

1  know  their  leader,  fpleen ;  and  dread  the  fway 

Of  rigid  Eurus,  his  detefted  fire  ; 
Through  one  my  blofibrns  and  my  fruits  decay ; 

Through  one  my  pleafures  and  my  hopes  ex 
pire. 

Like  fome  pale  ftripiing,  when  his  icy  way 
Relenting  yields  beneath  the  noontide  beam, 

I  fland  aghaft ;   and*  chill'd  with  fear,  furvey 
How  far  I've  tempted  life's  deceitful  ftream  ! 

Where,  by  remorfe  impell'd,  repuls'd  by  fears, 
Shall  wretched  fancy  a  retreat  explore  ? 

She  flies  the  fad  prefage  of  coming-  years, 

And  forrowing  dwejis  on  pleafures  now  no  more! 

Again  with  patrons  and,  with  friends  (he  roves ; 

But  friends  and  patrons  never  to  return  I 
She  fees  the  nymphs,  the  graces,  and  the  loves, 

But  fees  them,  weeping  o'er  Luanda's  urn. 

She  vifits,  Ifis !  thy  forfaken  ftream, 

Oh  ill  forfaken  for  Boeotian  air  ! 
She  deems  no  flood  reflect  fo  bright  a  beam, 

No  reed  fo  verdant,  and  no  flowers  fo  fair. 

^he  dreams  beneath  thy  facred  fhades  were  peace, 
Thy  bays  might  ev'n  the  civil  ftorm  repel; 

Reviews  thy  focial  blifs,  thy  learned  eafe, 
And  with  no  cheerful  accent  cries,  farewell ! 

Farewell,  with  whom  to  thefe  retreats  I  ftray'd! 

By  youthful  fports,  by  youthful  toils  ally'd  ! 
Joyous  we  fojourn'd  in  thy  circling  fliade, 

And  wept  to  find  the  paths  of  life  divide. 

She  paints  the  progrefs  of  my  rival's  vow ; 

Sees  every  mufe,  a  partial  ear  incline  ; 
Binds  with  luxuriant  bays  his  favour'd  brow, 

Nor  yields  the  refufe  of  his  wreath  to  mine. 

She  bids  the  flattening  mirror,  form'd  to  pleafe, 

Now  blaft  my  hope,  now  vindicate  defpair; 
Bids  my  fond  verfe  the  love-fick  parley  ceafe ; 
•  Accufe  my  rigid  fate,  acquit  my  fair. 

Where  circling  rocks  defend  fome  pathlefs  vale, 
Superfluous  mortal,  let  me  ever  rove  ! 

Alas !  there  echo  will  repeat  the  tale — 
Where  mall  I  find  the  filent  fcenes  I  love  ? 

Fain  would  I  mourn  my  lucklefsfate  alone  ; 
Forbid  to  pleafe,  yet  fated  to  admire  j 


Away  my  friends  !  my  forrows  are  my  own  ! 
Why  fhould  I  breathe  around  my  fick  defire  ? 

Bear  me,  ye  winds,  indulgent  to  my  pains, 
Near  fome  fad  ruin's  ghaftly  fhade  to  dwell  I 

There  let  me  fondly  eye  the  rude  remains, 

And  from  the  mouldering  refufe,  build  my  cell  I 

Genius  of  Rome  !  thy  proftrate  pomp  difplay  ! 

Trace  every  difmal  proof  of  fortune's  power  ; 
Let  me  the  wreck  of  theatres  furvey, 

Or  penfive  fit  beneath  fome  nodding  tower. 

Or  where  fome  duel:,  by  rolling  feafons  worn, 
Convey'd  pure  ftreams  to  Rome's  imperial  wall, 

Near  the  wide  breach  in  filence  let  me  mourn; 
Or  tune  my  dirges  to  the  water's  fall. 

Genius  of  Carthage  !  paint  thy  ruin'd  pride  ; 

Towers,  arches,  fanes,  in  wild  confufion  ftrewn  j 
Let  banifh'd  Marius,  lowering  by  thy  fide, 

Compare  thy  fickle  fortunes  with  his  own. 

Ah  no  !  thou  monarch  of  the  ftorms !  forbear  ! 

My  trembling  nerves  abhor  thy  rude  controul; 
And  fcarce  a  pleafing  twilight  foothes  my  care, 

Ere  one  vaft  death  like  darknefs  fliocks  my  foul, 

Forbear  thy  rage-—on  no  perennial  bafe 
Is  built  frail  fear,  or  hope's  deceitful  pile ; 

My  pains  are  fled— my  joy  refumes  its  place, 
Should  the  fky  brighten,  or  Melifla  fmile. 

ELEGY    XVIII. 

He  repeats  the  fong  of  Colin,  a  difcerning  Jhep.- 
herd ;  lame nting  the  ftctte  cfthe  'woollen  manu* 
fafiory. 

"  Ergo  omni  ftudio  glaciem  ventofque  nivales, 
"  Quo  minus  eft  illis  curx  mortalis  egeftas, 
"  Avertes:  vidrumque  feres."  VIRG. 

NEAR  Avon's  bank,  on  Arden's  flowery  plain, 
A  *  tuneful  fhepherd  charm'd  the  lifter*ing 

And  funny  Cotfol'  fondly  lov'd  the  ftrain  ;  [wave.; 
Yet  not  a  garland  crowns  th,e  fliepherd's  grave  i 

Oh  !  loft  Ophelia  !  fmoothly  flow'd  the  day, 
To  feel  his  mufic  with  my  flames  agree  I 

To  tafte  the  beauties  of  his  melting  lay, 
To  tafte  and  fancy  it  was  dear  to  thee. 

When,  for  his  tomb,  with  each  revolving  year, 
I  fteal  the  mufk-rofe  from  the  fcented  braket 

I  ftrew  my  cowflips,  and  I  pay  my  tear, 
I'll  add  the  myrtle  for  Ophelia's  fake. 

Shivering  beneath  a  leaflefs  thorn  he  lay, 

When  death's  chill  rigour  feiz'd  his  flowing 
tongue  ; 

The  more  I  found  his  faultering  notes  decay, 
The  more  prophetic  truth  fublim'd  the  fong. 

"  Adieu  my  flocks,  he  faid  !  my.  wonted  care, 
By  funny  mountain,  or  by  verdant  fliore  ! 

May  fome  more  happy  hand  your  fold  prepare, 
And  may  you  need  your  Colin's  crook  no  more  ^ 

And  you,  ye  fhepherds !  lead  my  gentle  flieep  j 
To  breezy  hills,  or  leafy  flickers  lead  j 

*  Mr. 
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But  if  the  fky  with  fhowers  inceffant  weep, 
Avoid  the  putrid  moifture  of  the  mead. 

"Where  the  wild  thyme  perfumed  the  purpled 
heath, 

Long  loitering  there  your  fleecy  tribes  extend- 
But  what  avail  the  maxims  I  bequeath  ? 

The  fruitlefs  gift  of  an  officious  friend  ! 

Ah  !  what  avails  the  timorous  lambs  to  guard, 
Though  nightly  cares,  with  daily  labours,  join  ? 

If  foreign  floth  obtain  the  rich  reward, 

If  Gallia's  craft  the  ponderous  fleece  purloin. 

Was  it  for  this,  by  conftant  vigils  worn, 
I  met  the  terrors  of  an  early  grave  ; 

For  this  I  led  them  from  the  pointed  thorn  ? 
For  this  I  bath'd  them  in  the  lucid  wave  ? 

Ah  heedlefs  Albion !  too  benignly  prone 
Thy  blood  to  lavifh,  and  thy  wealth  refign  ! 

Shall  every  other  virtue  grace  thy  throne, 
But  <|uick-ey'd  prudence  never  yet  be  thine  ? 

From  the  fair  natives  of  this  peerlefs  hill 

Thougav'ft  the iheepthat  browze  Iberian  plains: 

Their  plaintive  cries  the  faithlefs  region  fill, 
Their  fleece  adorns  an  haughty  foe's  domains. 

ill-fated  flocks  !  from  cliff  to  cliff  they  ftray ; 

Far  from  their  dams  their  native  guardians  far  ! 
Where  the  foft  fhepherd,  all  the  livelong  day, 

Chaunts  his  proud  miflrefs  to  his  hoarfe  guittar. 

But  Albion's  youth  her  native  fleece  defpife  ; 

Unmov'd  they  hear  the  pining  fhepherd's  moan : 
In  filky  folds  each  nervous  limb  difguife, 

Allur'd  by  every  treafure,  but  their  own. 

Oft  have  I  hurry'd  down  the  rocky  fteep, 
Anxious,  to  fee  the  wintery  tempeft  drive ; 

Preferve,  laid  I,  preferve  your  fleece,  my  fheep  ! 
Ere  long  will  Phillis,  will  my  love  arrive. 

Ere  long  fhe  came  :  ah  !  woe  is  me,  fhe  came  ! 

Rob'd  in  the  Gallic  loom's  extraneous  twine : 
For  gifts  like  thefe  they  give  their  fpotlefs  fame, 

Refign  their  bloom,  their  innocence  refign. 

Will  no  bright  maid,  by  worth,  by  titles  known, 
Give  the  rich  growth  of  Britifh  hills  to  fame  ? 

And  let  her  charms,  and  her  example,  own 
That  virtue's  drefs,  and  beauty's  are  the  fame. 

Will  no  fam'd  chief  fupport  this  generous  maid  ? 

Once  more  the  patriot's  arduous  path  refume  ? 
And,  comely  from  his  native  plains  array'd, 

Speak  future  glory  to  the  Britifh  loom  ? 

What  power  unfeen  my  ravilh'd  fancy  fires  ? 

I  pierce  the  dreary  made  of  future  days ; 
Sure  'tis  the  genius  of  the  land  infpires, 

To  breathe  my  lateft  breath  in  ***'s  praife. 

O  might  my  breath  for  ***'$  praife  fuffice, 
How  gently  fhould  my  dying  limbs  repofe  ! 

O  might  his  future  glory  blefs  mine  eyes, 

My  ravifh'd  eyes !  how  calmly  would  they  clofe! 

***  was  born  to  fpread  the  general  joy  ; 

By  virtue  wrapt,  by  party  uncontroul'd ; 
Britons  for  Britain  fhall  the  crook  employ  ; 

Briton*  for  Britain's  glory  fliear  tjie  fold." 


ELEGY    XIX. 


Writttn  in  Spring  1743. 

AGAIN  the  labouring  hind  inverts  the  foil ; 

Again  the  merchant  ploughs  the  tumid  wave  J 
Another  fpring  renews  the  foldier's  toil, 

And  finds  me  vacant  in  the  rural  cave. 

As  the  foft  lyre  difplay'd  my  wonted  loves, 
The  penfive  pleafure  and  the  tender  pain, 

The  fordid  Alpheus  hilrry'd  through  my  groves; 
Yet  ftop'd  to  vent  the  dictates  of  difdain. 

He  glanc'd  contemptuous  o'er  my  ruin'd  fold  ; 

He  blam'd  the  graces  of  my  favourite  bower  ; 
My  breaft,  unfully'd  by  the  luft  of  gold  ; 

My  time,  unlavifh'd  in  purfuit  of  power. 

Yes,  Alpheus  !  fly  the  purer  paths  of  fate  ; 

Abjure  thefe  fcenes  from  venal  paffions  free  ; 
Know,  in  this  grove,  I  vow'd  perpetual  hate, 

War,  endlefs  war,  with  lucre  and  with  thee. 

Here  nobly  zealous,  in  my  youthful  hours, 

I  dreft  an  altar  to  Thalia's  name  : 
Here,  as  I  crown'd  the  verdant  fhririe  with  flowers, 

Soft  on  my  labours  ftole  the  milling  dame. 

Damon,  fhe  cry'd,  if  pleas'd  with  honefl  praife, 
Thou  court  fuccefs  by  virtue  or  by  fong, 

Fly  the  falfe  dictates  of  the  venal  race  ; 
Fly  the  grofs  accents  of  the  venal  tongue. 

Swear  that  no  lucre  fhall  thy  zeal  betray ; 

Swerve  not  thy  foot  withjfortune's  votariesmore  ; 
Brand  thou  their  lives, and  b'rand  their  lifelefs  day — 

The  winning  phantom  nrg'd  me,  and  I  fwore. 

Forth  from  the  ruftic  altar  fwift  I  flray'd, 
"  Aid  my  firm  purpofe,  ye  celeftial  powers  ! 

Aid  me  to  quell  the  fordid  breaft,  I  faid;"  [towers  *. 
And   threw   my  javelin   tow'rds  their  hoflile 

Think  not  regretful  I  furvey  the  deed  ; 

Or  added  years  no  more  the  zeal  allow ; 
Still,  ftill  obfervant,  to  the  grove  I  fpeed, 

The  fhrinc  enibellifh,  and  repeat  the  vow. 

Sworn  from  his  cradle  Rome's  relentlefs  foe, 
Such  generous  hate  the  Punic  champion  f  bore ; 

Thy  lake,  Q  Thrafimene  !  beheld  it  glow, 

And  Cannaj's  walls,  and  Trcbia's  crimfon  fhorc". 

But  let  grave  'annals  paint  the  warrior's  fame ; 

Fair  fhine  his  arms  in  hiftory  enroll'd ; 
Whilft  humbler  lyres  his  <rivil  worth  proclaim, 

His  nobler  hate  of  avarice  and  gold.— 

Now  Punic  pride  its  final  eve  furvey'd ; 

Its  hofts  exhaufted,  and  its  fleets  on  fire : 
Patient  the  victor's  lurid  frown  obey'd, 

And  faw  th'  unwilling  elephants  retire. 

But  when  their  gold  deprefs'd  the  yielding  fcale, 
Their  gold  in  pyramidic  plenty  pil'd, 

He  faw  th'  unutterable  grief  prevail ; 

He  faw  their  tears,  and  in  his  fury  fmil'd. 

Think  not,  he  cry'd,  ye  view  the  fmiles  of  eafet 
Or  this  firm  breaft  difclaims  a  patriot's  pain  ; 

*  A  Roman  ftremony  in  declaring  wart 
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I  fmile,  but  from  a  foul  cftnmg'd  to  peace, 
Frantic  with  grief,  delirious  with  difdain  ! 

But  were  it  cordial,  this  detefted  fmile, 

Seems  it  lefs  timely  than  the  grief  ye  fho\v  ? 

O  fons  of  Carthage  !  grant  me  to  revile 
The  fordid  fource  of  your  indecent  woe  ! 

Why  weep  ye  now  !  ye  faw  with  tearlefs  eye 
When  your  fleet  pcrifh'don  the  Punic  wave  ; 

Where  lurk'd  the  coward  tear,  the  lazy  figh, 
When  Tyre's  imperial  ftate  commenc'd  a  Have  ? 

'Tis  pa$ — rO   Carthage !    vanquifh'd  !    honour'd 
{hade ! 

Go,  the  mean  forrows  of  thy  fons  deplore ; 
Has  freedom  fhar'd  the  vow  to  fortune  paid, 

She  ne'er,  like  fortune,  had  forfook  thy  fhore  ! 

He  ceas'd— abaih'd  the  confcious  audience  hear  ; 

Their  pallid  cheeks  a  crimfon  blufh  unfold  ; 
Yet  o'er  that  virtuous  blufh  diftreams  a  tear, 

And  falling  moiftens  their  abandon'd  gold. 

ELEGY    XX. 

He  compares   Ins  bumble  fortune  ivlib   the  diftrsfs  of 
others ;   and  his  Jubj&Siion    to  Delia,  ivith  I. 
able  fer-vitude  of  an  African  Jlave. 

WHY  droops  this  heart,  with  fancy'd.  woes  forlorn, 
Why  finks  my  foul  beneath  this  wintery  iky  ? 

What  penfive  crowds,  by  ceafelefs  labours  worn, 
What  myriads,  wifli  to  be  as  bleft  as  I  ! 

What  though  my  roofs  devoid  of  pomp  arife, 
Nor  tempt  the  proud  to  quit  his  deftin'd  way  ? 

!Nor  coftly  art  my  flowery  dales  difguife, 

Where  only  fimple  friendihip  deigns  to  ftray  ? 

See  the  wild  fons  of  Lapland's  chill  domain, 
That  fcoop  their  couch  beneath  the  drifted  fnows ! 

How  void  of  hope  they  ken  the  frozen  plain, 
Where  the  fharp  eafl  for  ever,  ever  blows ! 

Slave  though  I  be,  to  Delia's  eyes  a  flave, 
My  Delia's  eyes  endear  the  bands  I  wear ; 

The  figh  {he  caufes  well  becomes  the  brave, 
The  pang  flie  caufes,  'tis  ev'n  blifs  to  bear. 

See  the  poor  native  quit  the  Libyan  fhores^ 
-_    Ah  !  not  in  love's  delightful  fetters  bound  ! 
2sJo  radiant  fmile  his  dying  peace  reftores  ;  [wound. 
Nor  love,  nor  fame,  nor  friendfhip,  heals  his 

Let  vacant  bards  difplay  their  boafted  woes, 
Shall  I  the  mockery  of  grief  difplay  ? 

Ko  let  the  mufe  his  piercing  pangs  difclofe, 
Who  bleeds  and  weeps  his  fum  of  life  away. 

On  the  wild  beach  in  mournful  guife  he  flood, 
Ere  the  Ihrill  boatfvvain  gave  the  hated  fign ; 

He  dropt  a  tear  unfeen  into  the  flood ; 
He  flole  one  fccret  moment,  to  repine. 

Yet  the  mufe  liften'd  to  the  plaints  he  made ; 

Such  moving  plaints  as  nature  could  infpire  : 
To  me  the  mufe  his  tender  plea  convey'd, 

But  fmooth'd,  and  fuited  to  the  founding  lyre. 

"  Why  am  I  ravifli'd  from  my  native  ftrand  ? 

What  favage  race  protects  this  impious  gain  ? 
Shall  foreign  plagues  infeft  this  teeming  land, 
Andmorethanfea-bornmonflersploughtheir^ir. ? 
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Here  the  dire  locufh  horrid  Avnrrns  prc  : 
Here  the  blue  afps  with  livi-I  poifon  fwell ; 

Here  the  dry  dipfa  with  his  finuous  mail ; 
Caia  we  not  here  fecure  from  envy  dwell  ? 

When  the  grim  lion  urg'd  his  cruel  chafe, 

When  the  ftern  panther  fought  his  midnight  prey, 

What  fate  referv'd  me  for  this  Chriflian  race  ? 
A  race  more  polifh'd,  more  fevere  than  they  1 

Ye  prouling  wolves,  purfue  my  lateft  cries  ! 

Thou  hungry  tiger,  leave  thy  reeking  den  ! 
Ye  fandy  waftes,  in  rapid  eddies  rife  ! 

O  tear  me  from  the  whips  and  fcorns  of  men  ! 

Yet  in  their  face  fuperior  beauty  glows ; 

Are  f:niles  the  mien  of  rapine  and  of  wrong  ? 
Yet  from  their  lip  the  voice  of  mercy  flows, 

And  ev'n  religion  dwells  upon  their  tongue. 

Of  bliisful  haunts  they  tell,  and  brighter  climes, 
Where  gentle  minds  convey'd  by  death  repair, 

But  ftaia'd  with,  blood,  and  crimfon'd  .o'er  with 

crimes, 
Say,  fiiali  they  merit  what  they  paint  fo  fair  ? 

No,  carelefs,  hopelefs  cf  thofe  fertile  plains, 
Rich  by  our  toils,  and  by  our  forrows  gay, 

They  ply  our  labours,  and  enhance  our  pains, 
And  feign  thefe  diftant  regions  to  repay. 

For  them  our  tufky  elephant  expires ; 

For  them  we  drain  the  mine's  embowel' d  gold; 
Where  rove  the  brutal  nations  wild  deCres  ? 

Our  limbs  are  purchas'd,  and  our  life  is  fold ! 

Yet  fhores  there  are,  bleft  fhores  for  us  remain, 
And  favour'difles  with  golden  fruitage  crown'd, 

Where  tufted  flowerets  paint  the  verdant  plain, 
Where  every  breeze  fhall  med'cine  every  wound. 

There  the  ftern  tyrant  that  embitters  life 

Shall,  vainly  funpliant,  fpread  his  afking  hand  ; 

There  fhail  we  view  the  billows  raging  ttrife, 
Aid  the  kind  breaft,  and  waft  his  boat  to  land." 

ELEGY    XXI. 

^ 

Taking  a  vieiv  of  the  country  from  his  retirement,  he  is 
leJ  to  meditizt:  on  the  cbaratler  of  the  ancient  Britons. 
Written  at  the  time  of  a  rumoured  tax  upon  luxury , 
.1746. 

THUS  Damon  fung — What  though  unknown  to 
praife 

Umbrageous  coverts  hide  my  mufe  and  me  ; 
Or  'mid  the  rural  fhepherds,  flow  my  days, 

Amid  the  rural  fnepherds,  I  am  free. 

To  view  fleek  vaffals  crowd  a  ftately  hall, 
Say,  fhould  I  grow  myfelf  a  folemn  flave  ! 

To  find  thy  tints,  O  Titian  !  grace  my  wall, 
Forego  the  flowery  fields  my  fortune  gave  ? 

Lord  of  my  time  my  devious  path  1  bend, 

Through  fringy  woodland,  or  fmooth-fhaven 

Or  penfile  grove,  or  airy  cliff  afcend,  [lawn  j 

And  haU  the  fcene  by  nature's  pencil  drawn. 

Thanks  be  to  fate — though  nor  the  racy  vine, 
Nor  fattening  olive  clothe  the  fields  I  rove, 

Sequefter'd  {hades,  and  gurgling  founts  arenr 
And  every  filvan  grott  ths  ra lifts  love. 


ELEGIES. 
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!Here  if  my  vifta  point  the  mouldering  pile, 
Where  hood  and  cowl  devotion's  afpec~l  wore, 

I  trace  the  tottering  reliques  with  a  fraile, 
To  think  the  mental  bondage  is  no  more ! 

Pleas'd  if  the  glowing  landfcape  wave  with  corn ; 

Or  the  tall  oaks,  my  country's  bulwark,  rile  ; 
Pleas'd  if  mine  eye,  o'er  thoufand  vallies  borne, 

Difcern  the  Cambria  hills  iupport  the  lk:cs. 

And  fee  Plinlimmon  !  ev'n  the  youthful  fight 
Scales  the  proud  hill's  ethereal  cliffs  with  pain  ! 

Such  Caer-caradoc  !  thy  ftupendous  height, 
WhoL-  ample  {hade  obfcures  th'  Icrniaa  main. 

Bleak,  joylcfs  regions !  where,  by  fcience  tir'd, 
Some  prying  fage  his  lonely  ftep  may  bend  ; 

There,  by  the^love  of  novel  plaints  infpir'd, 
Invidious  view  the  clambering  goats  afcend. 

Yet  for  thofe  mountains,  clad  with  lading  mow, 
The  frxeborn  Briton  left  his  greened  mead, 

Receding  fullen  from  his  mightier  foe, 
For  here  he  faw  fair  liberty  recede. 

Then  if  a  chief  pcrform'd  a  patriot's  part, 
Suilain'd  her  drooping  fons,  repell'd  her  foes, 

Above  all  Perfian  luxe,  or  Attic  art, 
The  rude  majeftic  monument  arofe. 

Progreflive  ages  caroll'd  forth  his  fame  ; 

Sires,    to   his  praife,    attun'd  their   children' 
The  hoary  druid  fed  the  generous  flame,  [tongue 

While  in  fuch  ilrains  the  reverend  vizard  fung. 

<c  Go  forth,  my  fons !— for  what  is  vital  breath, 
Your  gods  expell'd,  your  liberty  refign'd  ? 

Go  forth,  my  fons!  for  what  isinftant  death 
To  fouls  fecure  perennial.joys  to  find  ? 

For  fcenes  there  are,  unknown  to  war  or  pain, 
Where  drops   the  balm  that  heals  a   tyrant's 
wound  ; 

Where  patriots,  bleflwithboundlefsfreedom,  reign 
With  mifletoe's  myllerious  garlands  crown'd. 

Such  are  the  names  that  grace  your  myftic  fongs 
Your  i'olemn  woods  relound  their  martial  fire  ; 

To  you,  rny  fens,  the  ritual  meed  belongs, 
If  in  the  caufe  you  vanquifh  or  expire. 

Hark  !  from  the  facred  oak  that  crowns  the  groves 
What  awful  voice  my  raptur'd  boiom  warms  ; 

This  is  the  favour'd  moment  -heaven  approves, 
Sound  the  fh rill  trump;  this  inftant,  found  to 
arms." 

Theirs  was  the  fcience  of  a  martial  race, 
To  (hape  the  lance,  or  decorate  the  fhield  ; 

Ev'n  the  fair  virgin  ftain'd  her  native  grace, 
To  give  new  horrors  to  the  tented  field. 

"Now,  for  fome  cheek  where  guilty  bluihes  glow, 

For  fome  falfe  Florimel's  impure  difguife, 
The  lifted  youth,  nor  war's  loud  fignal  know, 
Nor  virtue's  call,  nor  fame's  imperial  prize. 

Then  if  foft  concord  lull'd  their  fears  to  fleep, 
Inert  and  filent  flcpt  the  manly  car  ; 

B  «t  rufli'd  horrific  o'er  the  fearful  fteep, 
If  freedom's  awful  clarion  breath'd  to  war. 

Now  the  fleek  courtier,  indolent,  and  vain, 
Thron'd  in  the  fplendid  cairiage  glides  lupine  ; 


To  taint  his  virtue  with  a  foreign  ftain, 
Or  at  a  favourite's  board  his  faith  refign. 

Leave  them,  O  luxury  !  this  happy  foil ! 

Chafe  her,  Britannia,  to  fome  hoftile  fliore  ! 
Or  *  fleece  the  baneful  peft  with  annual  fpoil, 

And  let  thy  virtuous  offspring  weep  no  more  ! 

ELEGY    XXII. 

Written  in  tlz  year ,  ivhen  the  rights  of  fepulture 

ii-src  fo  frequently  violated. 
SAY,  gentle  fleep,  that  lov'ft  the  gloom  of  night, 

Parent  of  dreams  !  -thou  great  magician,  fay, 
Whence  my  late  vuion  thus  endures  the  light ; 

Thus  haunts  my  fancy  through  the  glare  of  day  ? 

The  filent  moon  had  fcal'd  the  vaulted  Ikies, 
And  anxious  care  refign'd  my  limbs  to  reft  ; 

A  fudden  lufire  {truck  my  wondering  eyes, 
And  Silvia  flood  before  my  couch  confeft. 

Ah  !  not  the  nymph  fo  blooming  and  fo  gay, 
That  led  the  da'nce  beneath  the  fcftive  ma 

But  (he  that,  in  the  morning  of -her  day, 

Entomb'd  beneath  the  grafs-green  fod  was  laid, 

No  more  her  eyes  their  wonted  radiance  caft  ; 

No  more  her  breaft  infpir'd  the  lover's  flame, 
No  more  her  cheek  the  Pajftan  rofe  furpaft  ; 

Yet  feem'd  her  lip's  etherial  fmile  the  fame. 

Nor  fuch  her  hair  as  deck'd  her  living  face ; 

Nor   fuch   her   voice  as  charm'd  the  liftening 

crowd ; 
Nor  fuch  her  drefs  as  heighten'd  every  grace : 

Alas!  all  vanifli'd  for  the  mournful  ftiroud  ! 

Yet  feem'd  her  lip's  ethereal  charm  the  fame  ; 

That  dear  diftin&ion  every  doubt  remov'd  ; 
Perifh  the  lover,  whofe  imperfedt  flame 

Forgets  one  feature  of  the  nymph  he  lov'd. 

"  Damon,  {he  faid,  mine  hour  allotted  flies ; 

Oh  !  do  not  wafte  it  with  a  fruitlefs  tear  ! 
Though  griev'd  to  fee  thy  Silvia's  pale  difguife, 

Sufpend  thy  forrow,  and  attentive  hear. 

So  may  thy  mufe  with  virtuous  fame  be  bleft ! 

So  be  thy  love  with  mutual  love  repaid  ! 
So  may  thy  bones  in  facred  filence  reft, 

Faft  by  the  relics  of  fome  happier  maid  ! 

Thou  know'ft,  how  lingering  on  a  diftant  fliore 
Difeafe  invidious  nipt  my  flowery  prime  ; 

And  oh  !  what  pangs  my  tender  bofom  tore, 
To  think  I  ne'er  muft  view  my  native  clime  ! 

No  friend  was  near  to  raife  my  drooping  head ; 

No  dear  companion  wept  to  fee  me  die  ; 
Lodge  me  within  my  native  foil,  I  faid ; 

There  my  fond  parents  honour'd  reliciucs  lie; 

Though  now  debarr'd  of  each  domeftic  tear  ; 

Unknown,  forgot,  I  meet  the  fatal  blow  ; 
There  many  a  friend  fhall  grace  my  woful  bier, 

And  many  a  figh  fiiall  rife,  and  tear  {hall  flow. 

I  fpoke,  nor  fate  forbore  his  trembling  fpoil ; 

Some  vernal  mourner  lent  his  carelefs  aid  ; 
And  foon  they  bore  me  to  iny  native  foil, 

Where  my  fond  parents  dear  remains  were  laid. 

•     *  Alludes  to  a  tax  vfcn  fvxvrj, 
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T  •  •  ni  every  plain  and  grove, 

.,;!  verfe  thy  Silvia's  bier; 

4Tw  •-..  ••=•  their  votive  gar  lands  wove, 

d  the  fragrance  of  the  youthful  year. 

y,  alas  !  the  tender  fcene  difplay  ? 
Could  Damon  s  foot  the  pious  path  decline  ? 
Ah  no !  'twas  Damon  firft  attun'd  his  lay, 
And  fure  no  fonnet  was  fo  dear  as  thine. 

Thus  was  I  bofom'd  in  the  peaceful  grave  ; 

My  placid  ghoft  no  longer  wept  it'  doom ; 
When  favage  robbers  every  fan ction  brave, 
'  And  with  outrageous  guilt  defraud  the  tomb ! 

Shall  my  poor  corfe,  from  hoftile  realms  convey'd, 
Lofe  the  cheap  portion  of  my  native  fands  ; 

Or,  in  my  kindred's  dear  embraces  laid, 
Mourn  the  vile  ravage  of  barbarian  hands  ? 

Say,  would  thy  breaft  no  death-like  torture  feel, 
«•  To  fee  my  limbs  the  felon's  gripe  obey ; 
To  fee  them  gafh'd  beneath  the  daring  fteel  ? 
To  crowds  a  fpe<5tre,  and  to  dogs  a  prey  ? 

If  Plan's  fons  thefe  horrid  rites  require, 
If  health's  fair  fcience  be  by  thefe  refin'd, 

Let  guilty  convicts,  for  their  ufe,  expire  ; 
And  let  their  breathlefs  corfe  avajl  mankind. 

Yet  hard  it  feems,  when  guilt's  laft  fine  is  paid, 
To  fee  the  victim's  corfe  deny'd  repoie  ! 

Now,  more  fevere  !  the  poor  offencelefs  maid 
Dreads  the  dire  courage  of  inhuman  foes. 

Where  is  the  faith  of  ancient  pag?ais  fled  ? 

Where  the  fond  care  the  wandering  manes  claim? 
Nature,  inttinciive,  cries,  Prote6l  the  dead, 

And  facred  be  their  aflies,  and  their  fame  : 

Arife,  dear  youth  !  ev'n  now  the  danger  calls ; 

Ev'n  now  the  villain  fnuffs  his  wonted  prey; 
See  !  fee  !  I  lead  thee  to  yon'  facred  walls — 

Oh!  fly  to  chafe  thefe  human  wolves  away." 

ELEGY   XXIII. 

Re/kSmu  fuggefiad  by  bis  fituat'ton. 

BORN  near  the  fcene  for  Kenelm's  fate  renown '-d 

I  take  my  plaintive  reed,  and  range  the  grove, 
And  raife  my  lay,  and  bid  the  rocks  refound 

Thefavage  force  of  empire,  and  of  love. 
Fail  by  the  centre  of  yon'  various  wild, 

Where  fpreading  oaks  embower  a  Gothic  fane  ; 
Kendria's  arts  a  brother's  youth  beguil'd ; 

There  nature  urg'd  her  tendered  pleas  in  vain. 

Soft  o'er  his  birth,  and  o'er  his  infant  hours, 
Th'  ambitious  maid  could  every  care  employ  ; 

Then  with  affiduous  fondnefs  cropt  the  flowers, 
To  deck  the  cradle  of  the  princely  boy? 

But  foon  the  bofom's  pleafmg  calm  is  flown ; 

Love  fires  her  breaft ;  the  fultry  paflions  rife ; 
A  favour'd  lover  fecks  the  Mercian  throne, 

And  views  her  Keneim  with  a  rival's  eyes. 

How  kind  were  fortune,  ah !  how  juft  were  fate, 
Would  fate  or  fortune  Mercia's  heir  remove  ! 

How  fweet  to  revel  oil  the  couch  of  ttate  ! 
To  crown  at  once  her  lover  and  her  love  ! 

See,  garnifh'd  for  the  chafe,  the  fraudful  maid 
To  thefe  ).one  lulls  direcl  1m  devious  way ; 
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The  youth  all  prone  the  fitter  guide  obey5^, 
Ill-fated  youth  !  himfelf  the  deftin'd  prey, 

But  now,  nor  fhaggy  hill,  nor  pathlefs  plain, 
Forms  the  lone^rcfuge  of  the  fylvan  game  ; 

Since  Lyttleton  has  crown'd  the  fweet  domain 
With  fofter  pleafures,  and  with  fairer  fame. 

Where  the  rough  bowman  urg'd  his  headlong  fteed* 
Immortal  bards,  a  polifh'd  race,  retire  ; 

And  where  hoarfe  fcream'd  the  ftrepent  horn  fucceed 
The  melting  graces  of  no  vulgar  lyre. 

See  Thomfon  loitering  near  fome  limpid  well, 
For  Britian's  friend  the  verdant  wreath  prepare, 

Or,  ftudious  of  revolving  feafons,  tell, 
How  peerlefs  Lucia  made  all  feafons  fair  ! 

See  *******  from  civic  garlands  fly, 

And  in  thofe  groves  indulge  his  tuneful  vein  ! 

Or  from  yon'  fummit,  with  a  guardian's  eye, 
Obferve  how  freedom's  hand  attires  the  plain  ! 

Here  Pope,  ah  never  mutt  that  towering  mind 
To  his  lov'd  haunts,  or  dearer  friend,  return  ? 

What  art !  what  friendfhips !  oh  !  what  fame  rc- 

fign'd! 
—In  yonder  glade  I  trace  his  mournful  urn. 

Where  is  the  breaft  can  rage  or  hate  retain, 

And  thefe  gladftreams  and  fmiling  lawnsbehold  ? 

Where  is  the  breaft  can  hear  the  woodland  ftrain, 
And  think  fair  freedom  well  exchang'd  for  gold? 

Through  thefe  foft  fhades  delighted  let  me  ftray, 
While  o'er  my  head  forgotten  funs  defcend! 

Through  thefe  dear  valleys  bend  my  cafual  way, 
Till  letting  life  a  total  fhade  extend  ! 

Here  far  from  courts,  and  void  of  pompous  cares, 
I'll  mufe  how  much  I  owe  mine  humbler  fate  : 

Or  fhrink  to  find,  how  much  ambition  dares, 
To  fhine  in  anguifhi  and  to  grieve  in  ftate ! 

Canft  thou,  O  fun  t  that  fpotlefs  throne  difclofe, 
Where  her  bold  arm  has  left  no  fanguine  ftain  ? 

Where,  fhow  me  where,  the  lineal  fceptre  glows, 
Pure,  as  the  fimple  crook  that  rules  the  plain  ? 

Tremendous  pomp  !  where  hate,  diftruft,  and  fear, 
In  kindred  bofoms  folve  the  focial  tie  ; 

There  riot  the  parent  fmile  is  half  fincere  ; 
Nor  void  of  art  the  confort's  melting  eye. 

There  with  the  friendly  wifh,  the  kindly  flame. 
No  face  is  brighten'd,  and  no  bofoms  beat ; 

Youth,  manhood,  age,  avow  one  fordid  aim, 
And  ev'n  the  beardlefs  lip  affays  deceit. 

There  coward  rumours  walk  their  murderous, 
round ; 

The  glance,  that  more  than  rural  blame  inftills ; 
Whifpers,  thatting'dwithfriendfhipdoubly  wound, 

Pity  that  injures,  and  concern  that  kills. 

There  anger  whets,  but  love  can  ne'er  engage ; 

Careffing  brothers  part  but  to  revile; 
There  all  men  fmile,  and  prudence  warns  the  wife, 

To  dread  the  fatal  ftroke  of  all  that  fmile. 

There  all  her  rivals!  fitter,  fon,  and  fire, 
With  horrid  purpofehug  deftruclive  arms  ; 

There  foft-ey'd  maids  in  murderous  plots  confpire. 
And  fcorn  the  gentler  mifchicf  of  their  charms* 
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Let  fefvile  minds  one  endlefs  watch  endure  ; 

Day,  night,  nor  hour,  their  anxious  guard  refign; 
But  lay  me,  fate  !  on  flowery  banks  fecure, 

Though  my  whole  foul  be,  like  my  limbs,  lupine. 

Yes,  may  my  tongue  difdain  a  vaffal's  care  ; 

My  lyre  fefdund  no  profhitnted  lay  ; 
More  warm  to  merit,  more  elate  to  wear 

The  cap  of  freedom,  than  the  crown  of  bay. 

Sooth'd  by  the  murmurs  of  my  pebbled  flood, 
I  wifh  it  not  o'er  golden  lands  to  flow  ; 

Cheer'd  by  the  verdure  of  my  fpiral  wood, 
I  fcorn  the  quarry,  where  no  fhrub  can  grow. 

No  midnight  pangs  the  fhepherd's  peace  purfue; 

His  tongue,  his  hand,  attempts  no  fecret  wound; 
He  fings  his  Delia,  and  if  fhe  be  true, 

His  love  at  once,  and  his  ambition's  crown'd. 

ELEGY     XXIV. 

He  tatev  occafion,  from  the  fate  of  Eleanor  of  Brrtagm, 
tofoggejl  the  imperfefi  pieafures  of  a  folitary  life. 

WHEN  beauty  mourns,  by  fate's  injurious  doom, 
Hid  from  the  cheerful  glance  of  human  eye  ; 

When  nature's  pride  inglorious  waits  the  tomb, 
Hard  is  that  heart  which  checks  the  rifmg  iigh. 

Fair  Eleonora  !  would  no  gallant  mind, 

The  caufe  of  love,  the  caufe  of  juftice  own  ? 

Matchlefs  thy  charms,  and  was  no  life  refign'd 
To  fee  them  fparkle  from  their  native  throne  ? 

Or  hadfeir  freedom's  hand/unveil'd  thy  charms, 
Well  might  fuch  brows  the  regal  gem  refign  ; 

Thy  radiant  mien  might  fcorn  the  guilt  of  arms, 
Yet  Albion's  awful  empire  yield  to  thine. 

O  fhame  of  Britons !  in  one  fullcn  tower 
She  wet  with  royal  tears  her  daily  cell ; 

She  found  keen  anguifh  every  rofe  devour  ;  [fell. 
They  fprung,  they  fhone,  they  faded,  and  they 

Through  one  dim  lattice  fring'd  with  ivy  round, 
Succeflive  funs  a  languid  radiance  threw  ; 

To  paint  how  fierce  her  angry  guardian  frown'd, 
To  mark  liow  faft  her  waning  beauty  flew. 

This,  age  might  bear ;  then  fated  fancy  palls, 
Nor  warmly  hopes  what  fplendour  can  fupply; 

Fond  youth  inceffant  mourns,  if  rigiri  walls 
Reftrain  its  liilening  ear,  its  curious  eye. 

Believe  me,  ****,  the  pretence  is  vain  ! 

This  boafted  calm  that  fmooths  our  early  days, 
For  never  yet  could  youthful  mind  reffrain 

Tli*  alternate  pant  for  pleafure  and  for  praifc. 

Ev'n  me,  by  Ihady  oak  or  limpid  fpring, 
Ev'n  me,  the  fcenes  of  polifh'd  life  allure ; 

Some  genius  whifpers,  "  Life  is  on  the  wing, 
And  hard  his  lot  that  langnifhes  obfcure. 

What  though  thy  riper  mind  udmire  no  more— 
The  fhining  cincture,  and  the  broider'd  fold, 

Can  pierce  like  lightning  through  the  rigur'd  ore, 
And  melt  to  drofs  the  radiant  forms  of  gold. 

Furs,  ermines,  rods,  may  well  attract  thy  fcorn  ; 

The  futile  prefents  of  capricious  power  ! 
But  wit,  but  worth,  the  public  fphere  adorn, 

And  who  but  envies  then  the  focial  hour  ? 

VOL.  XI. 


Can  virtue,  carelefs  of  her  pupil's  meed, 

Forget  how  *  *  *  *  fullains  the  ihepherd's  caufe  ? 

Content  in  ihades  to  tune  a  lonely  reed, 
Nor  join  the  founding  paean  of  applaufe  ? 

For  public  haunts,  impell'd  by  Britain's  weal, 
See  Grenviiie  quit  the  mufe's  favourite  eafe; 

And  fhall  not  fwains  admire  his  noble  zeal  ? 
Admiring  praife,  admiring  ftrive  to  pleaie  ? 

Life,  fays  the  fage,  affords  no  blifs  fincere  ; 

And  courts  arid  cells  in  vain  ouf  hopes  renew  : 
But  ah  !  where  Grenville  charms  the  liftening  ear, 

"Tis  hard  to  think  the  cheeriefs  maxim  true. 

The  groves  may  fmile  ;  the  rivers  gently  glide  ; 

Soft  through  the  vale  refound  the  lonefome  lay. 
Ev'n  thickets  yield  deli,ht,  if  tafre  prefide  ; 

But  can  they  pleafe,  when  Lyttehon's  away  ? 

Pure  as  the  fwain's  the  breafl  of  *  *  *  glows, 
Ah !  were  the   fhepherd's  phrafe,  like  his,  r2- 
fin'd! 

But,  how  improv'd  the  generous  dictate  flows 
Through  the  clear  medium  of  a  polifn'd  mind  ! 

Happy  the  youths  who,  warm  with  Britain's  love, 
Her  inmoffc  wifh  in  ***'s  periods  hear ! 

Happy  that  in  the  radiant  Circle  move,   [fphere! 
Attendant  orbs,    where   Lonfdale   gilds  the 

While  rural  faith,  and  every  polifh'd  art, 
Each  friendly  charm,  in  ***  confpire, 

From  public  fcenes  all  penfive  niuft  you  part ; 
All  joylefs  to  the  greeneil  fields  retire  ! 

Go,  plaintive  youth  !  no  more  by  fount  or  ftream, 
Like  fome  lone  halcyon,  focial  pleafure  fliun  ; 

Go  dare  the  light,  enjoy  its  cheerful  beam, 
And  hail  the  bright  proceffion  of  the  fun. 

Then  cover' d  by  thy  ripen'd  fhades,  refume 
The  filent  walk  ;  no  more  by  paffion  toft : 

Then  feek  thy  rullic  haunts  ;  the  dreary  gloom. 
Where  every  art,  that  colours  life,  is  lofh."— 

In  vain  !  the  lifleninjf  >mufe  attends  in  vain  ! 

Reftraints  in  hoftile  bands  h.r  motions  wait- 
Yet  will  I  grieve,  and  fadden  all  my  ftrain, 

When  injur'd  beauty  mourns  the  mufe's  fate. 

ELEGY  XXV. 

'To  Delia ^  iv Itb  fome  Jloivers  )   complarninv  hoiv  much 
bis  benevolence fujfers  on  account  of  bis  humble  fortune. 

WHATE'KR  could  fculpMire's  curious  art  employ 
Whate'er  the  Idvifh  hand  of  wealth  can  fhower, 

Thefe  would  I  give*— and  every  gift  enjoy, 

That  pleas'd  my  fair — but  fate  denies  the  power. 

Bleft  were  my  lot  to  feed  the  focial  fires ! 

To  learn  the  latent  wifhes  of  a  friend  f 
To  give  the  boon  his  native  tafts  admires, 

And,  for  iny  tranfport,  on  his  fmile  depend  ! 

Bleft  too  3«  he,  v/hofe  evening  ramble  ftrays, 
Where  droop  the  Tons  of  indigence  and  care ! 

His  little  gifts  their  gladden'd  eyes  amaze, 

And  win,  at  fmali  expcnce,  their  fonaeft  prayer! 

And  eh  the  joy  !  to  Ihim  the  confcious  light, 
To  fpare  the  modeit  blulli ;  to  give  imfeeu  ! 

Like  ihowers  that  fall  behind  the  v,jii  of  night, 
Yet  deeply  tinge  the  faiiling  vales  with  green. 
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But  happicft  they,  xvho  drooping  realms  relieve  ! 

Whole  virtue  in  our  cultur'd  vales  appear  ! 
For  \vhofe  fad  fate  a  thoufand  fhepherds  grieve. 

And  fading  fields  allow  the  grief  fincere. 

To  call  loft  worth  from  its  opprefiive  fhade  ; 

To  fix  its  equal  fphere  and  fee  it  fhine  ; 
To  hear  it  grateful  own  the  generous  aid  ; 

This,    this  is  tranfport— but  muft  ne'er  be 
mine. 

Faint  is  my  hounded  blifs ;  nor  I  rcfufe 
To  range  where  dailies  open,  rivers  roll ; 

While  profe  or  long  the  languid  hours'  amufe, 
And  footh  the  fond  impatience  of  my  foul. 

A  while  I'll  weave  the  roofs  of  jafmine  bowers, 
And  urge  with  trivial  cares  the  loitering  year  ; 

A  while  I'll  prune  my  grove,  protect  my  flowers, 
Then,  unlamented,  prefs  an  early  bier  ! 

Of  thofe  lov'd  flowers  the  lifelefs  corfe  may  {hare  ; 

Some  hireling  hand  a  fading  wreath  bellow  : 
The  reft  will  breath  as  fvveet,  will  glow  as  fair, 

As  when  their  mafter  fmil'd  to  fee  them  glow. 

The  fequent  morn  fhall  wake  the  fylvan  quire  ; 

The  kid  again  fhall  wi.eton  ere  'tis  noon  ; 
Nature  will  fniile,  will  wear  her  beft  attire  ; 

0  !   let  not  gentle  Delia  fmile  fo  foon ! 

"While  the  rude  hearfe  conveys  me  flow  away, 
And  carelefs  eyes  my  vulgar  fate  proclaim, 

Let  thy  kind  tear  my  utmoft  worth  o'erpay  ; 
And,  foftly  fighing,  vindicate  my  fame.— 

O  Delia  !  cheer'd  by  thy  fuperior  praife, 

1  blefs  the  filent  path  the  fates  decree ; 
Pleas'd,  from  the  lift  of  my  inglorious  days, 

Toraife  the  moments  crown' d  with  blifs  andthee- 


ELEGY  XXVI. 

Defcribing  tleforroiv  of  an  ingenuous  niind^  an  the  me- 
hnchoty  event  of  a  licentious  amour. 

WHY  mourns  my  friend  !  why  weeps  his  down- 

caft  eye ! 
That  eye  where  mirth,  where  fancy  us'd  to 

'  fhfhe? 

Thy  cheerful  meads  reprove  that  fwelling  figh ; 
Spring  ne'er  enamelFd  fairer  meads  than  thine. 

Art  thou  net  lodg'd  in  fortune's  warm  embrace  ? 

Wert  thou  not  form'd  by  nature's  partial  care  ? 
Eleft  in  thy  fong,  and  bleit  in  every  grace 

That  wins  the  friend,  or  that  inchants  the  fair? 

Damon,  faid  he,  thy  partial  praife  reftrain  \ 
Not  Damon's  friendship  can  my  peace  reilore  ; 

Alas  !  his  very  praife  awakes  my  pain, 

And  my  poor  wounded  bofom  bleeds  the  more. 

For  ch  !  that  nature  on  my  birth  had  frown'd, 
Or  fortune  fix'd  me  to  fome  lowly  cell ; 

Then  had  mv  bofom  'fcap'd  this  fatal  wound, 
Nor  bad  I  bid  thefe  vernal  fweets,  farewell. 

33ut  led  by  fortune's  hand,  her  darling  child, 
My  youth  her  vain  licentious  bliis  admir'd ; 

In  fortune's  train  the  fyren  flattery  fmil'd, 
And  rafhly  hallow 'd  all  her  queen  infpir'd. 


Of  folly  ftudious,  ev'n  of  vices  ram, 
Ah  vices  !  gilded  by  the  rich  and  gay  ! 

I  chas'd  the  guilelefs  daughters  of  the  plain, 
Nor  dropt  the  chafe  till  Jeffy  was  my  prey. 

Poor  artlefs  maid !  to  flain  thy  fpotlefs  name, 
Expence,  and  art,  and  toil,  united  ftrove  ; 

To  lure  a  breaft  that  felt  the  pureft  flame, 
Suftain'd  by  virtue,  but  betray'd  by  love. 

School' d  in  the  fcience  of  love's  mazy  wiles, 
1  cloth' d  each  feature  with  affected  fcorn  J 

I  f;  oke  of  jealous  doubts,  and  fickle  fmiles, 
And,  feigning,  left  her  anxious  and  forlorn. 

Then,  while  the  fancy'd  rage  alarm'd  her  care, 
Warm  to  deny,  and  zealous  to  difprove ; 

I  bade  my  words  the  wonted  foftnefs  wear, 
And  feiz'd  the  minute  of  returning  love. 

To  thee,  my  Damon,  dare  I  paint  the  reft  ? 

Will  yet  thy  love  a  candid  ear  incline  ? 
Afiur'd  that  virtue,  by  misfortune  preft, 

Feels  not  the  lharpnefs  of  a  pang  like  mine. 

Nine  envious  moons  matured  her  growing  fliame ; 

Ere- while  to  flaunt  it  in  the  face  of  day  ; 
When,  fcorn'd  of  virtue,  ftigmatiz'd  by  fame, 

Low  at  my  feet  defponding  JefTy  lay. 

"  Henry,  flie  faid,  by  thy  dear  form  fubdued, 
See  the  fad  relics  of  a  nymph  undone ! 

I  find,  I  find  this  rifing  fob  renew'd  : 
I  figh  in  fhades,  and  ficken  at  the  fun. 

Amid  the  dreary  gloom  of  night,  I  cry, 

When  will  the  morn's  once  pleafing  fcenes  re 
turn  ? 

Yet  what  can  morn's  returning  ray  fupply, 

Butfoes  that  triumph,  orbut  friends  that  mourn-! 

Alas  !  no  more  that  joyous  morn  appears 
That  led  the  tranquil  hours  of  fpotlefs  fame ; 

For  I  have  ftecp'd  a  father's  couch  in  tears, 
Arid  ting'd  a    mother's  glowing  cheek  with 
fhame. 

The  vocal  birds  that  raife  their  matin  ftrain, 
The  fportive  lamps,  increafe  my  penfive  moan  ; 

All  feem  to  chafe  me  from  the  cheerful  plain, 
And  talk  of  truth  and  innocence  alone. 

If  through  the  garden's  flowery  tribes  1  ftray, 
Where  bloom  the  jafmines  that  could  once  allure, 

Hope  not  to  find  delight  in  us,  they  fay, 
For  we  are  fpotlefs,  JefTy ;  we  are  pure. 

Ye  flowers  that  well  reproach  a  nymph  fo  frail ; 

Say,  could  ye  with  my  virgin  fame  compare  ? 
The  brightell  bud  that  fcents  the  vernal  gale 

Was  not  fo  fragrant,  and  was  not  fo  fair. 

Now  the  grave  old  alarm  the  gentler  young  ; 

And  all  my  fame's  abhcrr'd  contagion  flee  , 
Trembles  each  lip,  and  faulters  every  tongue, 

That  bids  the  morn  propitious  fmile  on  rue. 

Thus  for  your  fake  I  fhun  each  human  eye  ; 

I  bid  the  fweets  of  blooming  youth  adieu  ; 
To  die  I  languifh,  but  I  dread  to  die, 

Left  my  fad  fate  fhould  nourifh  pangs  for  you. 

Raife  me  from  earth  ;  the  pains  of  want  remove, 
And  let  me  filent  feek  fome  friendly  ftiore ; 
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There  only,  banifh'd  from  the  form  I  love, 
My  weeping  virtue  fhail  rehpfe  no  more. 

Be  but  my  fri;nd;  I  afk  no  dearer  name  ; 

Be  fuch  the  meed  of  fome  more  artful  fair  ; 
Nor  could  it  heal  my  peace,  or  chafe  my  fhame, 

That  pity  gave,  what  love  ref  us'd  to  fhare. 

Force  not  my  tongue  to  afk  its  fcanty  bread, 
Nor  hurl  thy  Jeffy  to  the  vulgar  crew  ; 

Not  fuch  the  parent's  board  at  which  I  fed  ! 
Not  fuch  the  precepts  from  his  lips  I  drew  ! 

Haply,  when  age  has  filver'd  o'er  my  hair, 
Malice  may  learn  to  fcorn  fo  mean  a  ipoil ; 

Enyy  may  flight  a  face  no  longer  fair  ; 
And  pity,  welcome,  to  my  native  foil." 

She  fpoke— nor  was  I  born  of  favage  race  ; 
Nor  could  thefe  hands  a  niggard  boon  aflign ; 


Grateful  flic  clafp'd  me  in  a  lad  embrace, 

Arid  vow'd  to  wafte  her  life  in  prayers  for 
mine. 

I  faw  her  foot  the  lofty  bark  afcend  ; 

I  faw  her  breaft  with  every  pafiion  heave  ; 
I  left  her— torn  from  every  earthly  friend  ; 

Oh  1    my  hard  bofom,  which  could  bear  to 
leave  ! 

Brief  let  me  be  ;  the  fatal  florin  arofe  ; 

The  billows  rag'd,  the  pilot's  art  was  vain  ; 
O'er  the  tall  maft  the  circling  lurges  clofe  ; 

My  Jeffy— 'floats  upon  the  watery  plain  ! 

And  fee  my  youth's  impetuous  fires  decay ; 

Seek  not  to  flop  reflection's  bitter  tear  ; 
But  warn  the  frolic,  and  inftruA  the  gay, 

From  Jeffy  floating  on  her  watery  bier  ! 
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RURAL  ELEGANCE. 

AN    ODE  TO    THE  LATE    DUCHESS  OF   SOMERSET, 
Written  1750. 

WHILE  orient  fkies  reftore  the  day, 
Andrew-drops  catch  the  lucid  ray  ; 


Amid  the  (brightly 

Will  aught  the  n 


fcenes  of  morn, 


mufe  infpii 

Oil !  Peace  to  yonder  clamorous  horn 
That  drowns  ths  facred  lyre ! 

Ye  rural  thanes  that  o'er  the  mo  fly  down 
Some  panting,  timorous  hare  purfue  ; 

Does  nature  mean  your  joys  alone  to  crown  ? 
Say,  does  fhe  fmooth  her  lawns  for  you  ? 

For  you  does  echo  bid  the  rocks  reply,         £cry  ? 
And  urg'd  by  rude  conllraint  refound  the  jovial 

See  from  the  neighbouring  hill,  forlorn 

The  wretched  fwain  your  fport  furvey  ; 
He  finds  his  faithful  fences  torn, 

He  finds  his  labour'd  crops  a  prey ; 
T   He  fees  his  flock— no  more  in  circles  feed ; 

Haply  beneath  your  ravage  bleed, 
And  with  no  random  curfes  loads  the  deed. 

Nor  yet,  ye  fwains,  conclude 

That  nature  fmiles  for  you  alone  ; 
Your  bounded  fouls,  and  your  conceptions  crude, 

The  proud,  the  felfifh  boaft  difown  : 

Yours  be  the  produce  of  the  foil : 

O  may  it  ftill  reward  your  toil ! 

Nor  ever  the  defencelefs  train 
Of  clinging  infants  aflc  fupport  in  vain  ? 

But  though  the  various  harveft  gild  your  plains, 
Does  the  mere  landfcape  feaft  your  eye  ? 

Or  the  warm  hope  of  diltant  gains 
Far  other  caufe  of  glee  fupply  ? 
Is  not  the  red-ftrcak's  future  juice 
The  fource  of  your  delight  profound, 

Where  Ariconium  pours  her  gems  profufc, 
Purpling  a  whole  horizon  round  ? 


Athirft  ye  praife  the  limpid  ftream,  'tis  true: 
But  though,  the  pebbled  fhores  among, 
It  mimic  no  unpleafing  fong, 

The  limpid  fountain  murmurs  not  for  you* 

Unpleas'd  ye  fee  the  thickets  bloom, 
Unpleas'd  the  fpring  her  flowery  robe  refume; 

Unmov'd  the  mountain's  airy  pile, 

The  dappled  mead  without  a  fmile. 

O  let  a  rural  confcious  mufe, 
For  well  fhe  knows,  your  froward  fenfe  accufe : 
Forth  to  thefolemn  oak  you  bring  the  fquare, 
And  fpan  the  mafly  trunk,  before  you  cry,  'tis  fair. 

Nor  yet  ye  learn'd,  nor  yet  ye  courtly  train, 
If  haply  from  your  haunts  ye  ftray 
To  wafte  with  us  a  fummer's  day. 
Exclude  the  tafte  of  every  fwain, 
Nor  our  untutor'd  fenfe  difdain  : 
'Tis  nature  only  gives  exclufi  ve  right 
To  relifh  her  fupreme  delght ; 
She,  where  fhe  pleafes  kind  or  coy, 
Who  furnifhes  the  fcene  and  forms  us  to  enjoy. 

Then  hither  bring  the  fair  ingenuous  mind, 
By  her  aufpicious  aid  refin'd  ; 

Lo  !  not  an  hedge-row  hawthorn  blows, 

Or  humble  hair-bell  paints  the  plain, 
Or  valley  winds,  or  fountain  {lows, 
Or  purple  heath  is  ting'd  in  vain  : 
For  fuch  the  rivers  dafh  the  foaming  tides, 
The  mountain  f wells  the  dale  fubfides ; 
Ev'n  thriftlefs  furze  detains  their  wandering 
fight,  [delight. 

And  the  rough  barren  rock  grows  pregnant  with 

With  what  fufpicious  fearful  care 

The  fordid  wretch  fecures  his  claim, 
If  haply  fome  luxurious  heir 

Should  alienate  the  fields  that  wear  hit 

name ! 

What  fcruples  left  fome  future  birth 

Should  litigate  a  fpan  of  earth  1 
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Bonds,  contracts,  feoffments,  names  unmeet  for 
profe, 

The  towering  mufe  endures  not  to  difclofe  ; 
Alas  !  her  unrevers'd  decree, 
More  comprehenfive  and  more  .free, 
Herlavifh  charter,  tafte,  appropriates  all  we  fee. 

Let  gondolas  their  painted  flags  unfold, 

And  be  the  folemn  day  enroli'd, 

When,  to  confirm  his  lofty  pl^a. 
In  nuptial  fort,  with  bridal  gold, 

The  grave  Venetian  weds  the  fea : 
Each  laughing  mufe  derides  the  vow  ; 

Ev'n  Adria  fcorns  the  mock  embrace, 
To  fome  lone  hermit  on  the  mountain's  brow, 

Allotted  from  his  natal  hour, 

With  all  her  myrtle  fliores  in  dower. 

His  breaft  to  admiration  prone 

Enjoys  the  fmile  upon  her  face, 

Enjoys  triumphant  every  grace, 
And  finds  her  more  his  own. 

Fatigu'd  with  form's  opprefllve  laws, 
When  Somerfet  avoids  the  great ; 
When,  cloy'd  with  merited  applaufe, 

She  feeks  the  rural  calm  retreat ; 
Does  fhe  not  praife  each  moify  cell, 
And  feel  the  truth  my  numbers  tell  ? 
When  deafen'd  by  the  loud  acclaim, 

Which  genius  grac'd  with  rank  obtains, 
Could  fhe  not  more  delighted  hear 
Yon  throftle  chaunt  the  rifing  year  ? 
Could  file  not  fpurn  the  wreaths  of  fame, 

To  crop  thevprimrofe  of  the  plains  ? 
Does  fhe  not  fweets  in  each  fair  valley  find, 
Loft  to  the  fons  of  power,  unknown  to  half  man 
kind  ? 

Ah,  can  fhe  covet  there  to  fee 
The  fplendid  flaves,  the  reptile  race, 

That  oil  the  tongue,  and  bow  the  knee, 
.That  flight  her  merit,  but  adore  her  place  ? 

Far  happier,  if  aright  I  deem, 
When  from  gay  throngs,  and  gilded  fpires, 

To  where  the  lonely  halcyons  play, 
Her  philofophic  Itep  retires  : 
While  ftudious  of  the  moral  theme, 
She,  to  fome  fmooth  fequeiter'd  ftream 

Likens  the  {'wain's  inglorious  day  ; 
Pleas'd  from  the  flowery  margin  to  furvey, 
How  cooi,  ferene,  and  clear,  the  current  glides 
away. 

O  blind  to  truth,  to  virtue  blind, 
Who  flight  thefweetly  penfive  mind! 
On  whofe  fair  birth  the  graces  mild, 

And  every  mufe  prophetic  fmii'd, 
Not  that  the  poet's  boafted  fire 

Should  fame's  wide  echoing  trumpet  fwell ; 
Or,  on  the  mufic  of  his  lyre 

Each  future  age  with  rapture  dwell ; 
The  vaunted  fweets  of  praife.  remove, 

Yet  fhall  fuch  bofoms  claim  a  part 

In  all  that  glads  the  human  heart;  [prove 
Yet  thefe  the  fpirits;  form'd  to  judge  and 
'All  nature's  charms  immenfe,  and  heavens  un- 
•     bounded  love. 

And  oh  !  the  tranfport,  moft  ally'd  to  fong, 
^  fair  villa's  peaceful  bound, 
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To  catch  foft  hints  from  nature's  tottgite, 
And  bid  Arcadia  bloom  around  : 
Whether  we  fringe  the  floping  hill, 

Or  fmooth  below  the  verdant  mead  ; 
Whether  we  break  the  falling  rill, 

Or  through  meandering  mazes  lead; 
Or  in  the  horrid  bramble's  room 
B'id  carelefs  groups  of  rofes  bloom  ; 
Or  let  fome  fhelter'd  lake  ferene 
Reflecl  flowers,  woods  and  fpires,  and  brighten' 

all  the  fcene. 

O  fweet  difpofal  of  the  rural  hour  ! 

O  beauties  never  known  to  cloy!    [bower, 
While  worth  and  genius  haunt  the  favour'd 

And  every  gentle  breaft  partakes  the  joy  ! 
While  charity  at  eve  furveys  the  fwain, 

Enabled  by  thefe  toils  to  cheer 

A  train  of  helplets  infants  dear, 

Speed  whiftling home  acrofs  the  plain; 
See  vagrant  luxury,  her  hand-maid  grown, 

For  half  her  gracelefs  deeds  atone, 
And   hails  the  bounteous  work,  and  ranks  it 

with  her  own. 

Why  brand  thefe  pleafures  with  the  name 
Of  foft,  unfocial  toils,  of  indolence  and  fhame  ? 
Search  but  the  garden,  or  the  wood, 

Let  yon  admir'd  carnation  own, 
Not  all  was  meant  for  raiment,  or  for  food, 

Not  all  for  needful  ufe  alone  ;      [dwell, 

There   while   the   feeds  of  future   bloffoms 

'Tis  colour'd  for  the  fight,  perfum'd  to  pleafe 

the  fmcll. 
Why  knows  the  nightingale  to  fing  ?  ^ 

Why  flows  the  pine's  nectareous  juice  ? 
Why  Ihines  with  paint  the  linnet's  wing  ? 

For  fuftenance  alone  ?  For  ufe  ? 
For  prefervation  ?  Every  fphere 
Shall  bid  fair  pleafure's  rightful  claim  appear. 
And  fure  there  feem,  of  human  kind, 

Some  born  to  fhun  the  folemn  ftrife  ; 
Some  for  amufive  talks  defign'd, 

To  footh  the  certain  ills  of  life  ; 
Grace  its  lone  vales  with  many  a  budding  rofe, 

New  founts  of  blifs  difclofe, 
Call  forth  refreihing  fhades,  and  decorate  repofe. 

From  plains  and  woodlands ;  from  the  view 
Of  rural  nature's  blooming  face, 
Smit  by  the  glare  of  rank  and  place, 
To  courts  the  fons  of  fancy  flew ; 
There  long  had  art  ordain'd  a  rival  feat  -f 
There  had  fhe  lavifli'd  all  her  care 
To  form  a  fcene  more  dazzlii.-g  fair, 
And  call'd  them  from  their  green  retreat 

To  fhare  her  proud  controul ; 
Had  given  the  robe  with  grace  to  flow, 
Had  taught  exotic  gems  to  glow  ; 
And,  emulous  of  nature's  power, 
Mimic'd  the  plume,  the  leaf,  the  flower; 
Chang'd  the  complexion's  native  hue, 
Moulded  each  ruftic  limb  anew, 

And  warp'd  the  very  foul. 
A  while  her  magic  ftrikes  the  novel  eye, 
A  while  the  fairy  forms  delight ; 
And  now  aloof  we  feem  to  fly 
On  purple  pinions  through  a  purer  fky, 
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Where  all  is  wondrous,  all  is  bright : 
Now  landed  on  forne  fpangled  Qiore 
A  while  each  dazzled  maniac  roves 
By  fapphire  lakes,  through  emerald  groves. 
Paternal  acres  pleafe  no  more  ; 
Adieu  the  fiaiple,  the  lincere  delight— 
Th'  habitual  fcene  of  hill  and  dale, 
The  rural  herds,  the  vernal  gale, 
The  tangled  vetch's  purple  bloom, 
The  fragrance  of  the  bean's  perfume, 
Be  theirs  alone  who  cultivate  the  (oil, 
And  drink  the  cupof  thirit.andeatthe bread  oftoiL 

But  foon  the  pageant  fades  away  ! 
'Tis  nature  only  bears  perpetual  fway. 
We  pierce  the  counterfeit  delight, 
Fatigu'd  with  fpUndour's  irkiome  beams. 
Fancy  again  demands  the  light 
Of  native  groves  and  wonted  ftreams, 
Pants  for  the  icenes  that  charm'd  her  youthful 
eyes,  [guile. 

Where  truth  maintains  her  court,  and  banilhes  dii- 

Then  hither  oft,  ye  fenators,  retire, 
With  nature  here  high  converfe  hold ; 

For  who  like  Stamford  her  delights  admire, 
Like  Stamford  fliall  with  fcorn  behold 

Th'  unequal  bribes  of  pageantry  and  gold; 

Beneath  the  Britilh  oak's  majeftic  fhade, 
Shall  fee  fair  truth,  immortal  maid, 
Friend/hip  in  artlefs  guife  array'd, 
Honour  and  moral  beauty  mine  [divine. 

With  more  attractive  charms,  with  radiance  mor« 

Yes,  here  alpne  did  higheft  heaven  ordain 
The  lafting  magazine  of  charms, 
Whatever  wins,  whatever  warms, 
Whatever  fancy  feeks  to  fliare 
The  great,  the  various,  and  the  fair, 
For  ever  fliould  remain  ! 

Her  impulfe  nothing  may  reftrain — 

Or  whence  the  joy  'mid  columns,  towers, 

'Midft  all  the  city's  artful  trim, 
To  rear  forne  breathlefs  vapid  flower* 

Or  fhrubs  fuliginoufly  grim  : 
From  rooms  of  fiiken  foliage  vain, 
To  trace  the  dun  far  diftant  grove, 
Where,  fmit  with  undiflembled  pain, 
The  wood-lark  mourns  her  abient  love, 
Borne  to  the  dufty  town  from  native  air, 
To  mimic  rural  life,  and  footh  fume  vapour'd  fair. 

But  how  muft  faithlefs  art  prevail, 
^hould  all  who,  tafte  our  joy  iincere, 
To  virtue,  truth,  or  fcience  dear, 
Forego  a  court's  alluring  pale, 
For  dimpled  brook  and  leafy  grove, 

For  that  rich  luxury  of  thought  they  love  ! 

Ah  no,  from  thefe  the  public  fpheie  requires 
Examples  for  its  giddy  bands : 
From  thefe  impartial  heaven  demands 

To  fpread  the  flame  itfelf  infpires  j 

To<fift  opinion's  mingled  mafs, 
Imprefs  a  nation's  tafte,  and  bid  the  fterling  pafs. 

Happy,  thrice  happy  they, 
Whofe  graceful  deeds  have  exemplary  fhone 
the  gay  precinfts  of  a  throne^ 


With  mild  efteclive  beams ! 
Who  bands  of  fair  ideas  bring, 
By  folemn  grot,  or  fliady  fpnng, 
To  join  their  pleafing  dreams  ! 
Theirs  is  the  rural  blils  without  alloy, 

They  only  that  delerve,  enjoy. 
What  tho*  nor  fabled  Dryad  haunt  their  grove, 

Nor  Naiad  near  their  fountain  rove, 
Yet  all  erubody'd  to  the  mental  light, 
A  train  of  fmiling  virtues  bright 
Shall  there  the  wife  retreat  allow, 
Shall  twine  triumphant  palms  to  deck  the  wan 
derer's  brow. 

And  though  by  faithlefs  friends  alarm'd, 
Art  have  with  nature  wag'd  prefumptuous  war; 
By  Seymour's  winning  influence  charm'd, 
In  whom  u^eir  gifts  united  ihine, 

No  longer  ihall  their  counl'els  jar. 
'Tis  her  to  mediate  the  peace  ; 

Near  Percy-lodge,  with  awe-ftruck  mien, 
The  rebel  leeks  her  awful  queen, 
And  havoc  and  contention  ceafe. 
I  fee  the  rival  powers  combine, 
And  aid  each  other's  fair  defign  ; 
Nature  exalt  the  mound  where  art  fliall  bnild ; 
Art  Ihape  the  gay  alcove,  while  nature  paints  th§ 
field. 

Begin,  ye  fongfters  of  the  grove  ! 

O  warble  forth  your  nobleft  lay  ; 

Where  Somerfet  vouchfafe  to  rove, 

Ye  leverets,  freely  ipoi't  and  play, 

— Peace  to  the  It  repent  horn  ! 
Let  no  harfli  difonance  difturb  the  morn. 

No  founds  inelegant  and  rude 

Her  facred  folitudes  profane  ! 

Uniefs  her  candour  not  exclude 

The  lowly  ihepherd's  votive  (train, 
Who  tunes  his  reed  amidft  his  rural  cheer, 
Fearful,  yet  aotayerle,  that  Somerfet  fliouid  hea^ 
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O  MEMORY  !  celeftial  maid  ! 

Whogjean'ft  the  flowerets  cropt  by  time  j 
And,  fuffering  not  a  leaf  to  fade, 

Preferv'ft  the  blollbms  of  our  prime  ; 
Bring,  bring  thoie  moments  to  my  mind 
When  life  was  new,  and  Leibia  kind. 
And  bring  that  garland  to  my  light, 

With  which  iriy  favour'd  crook  (he  bound  ; 
And  bring  that  wreath  of  roles  bright 

Which  then  my  feltive  temples  crown'd  ; 
And  to  my  raptur'd  ear  convey 
The  gentle  things  ftie  deign'd  to  fay. 

And  fketch  with  care  the  mufe's  bower, 

Where  Ifis  rolls  her  filver  tide  ; 
Nor  yet  omit  one  reed  or  flower 

That  (nines  on  Cherweli>  verdant  fide  ; 
If  ib  thou  may'ft  thole  hours  prolong, 
When  polilu'd  Lycon  join'd  my  fong. 

The  fong  it  'vails  not  to  recite — 

But  lure,  to  footh  our  youthful  dreams, 

Thofe  banks  and  ftreams  appcar'd  more  bright 
Than  other  banks,  than  other  ftrea:ns ; 
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Or,  by  thy  foftern'ng  pencil  mown, 
Aflame  thy  beauties  not  their  own  ? 

And  paint  that  fweetly  vacant  fcene, 
When,  all  beneath  the  poplar  bough, 

My  ipirits  light,  my  foul  ierene, 

I  breath'd  in  verfe  one  cordial  vow  :      f 

That  nothing  fliould  my  foul  infpire, 

Ibut  friendihip  warmj  and  love  entire. 

Dull  to  the  fenfe  cf  new  delight, 

On  thfr  the  drooping  mufe  attends; 

As  fome  fond  lover,  robb'd  of  fight, 
On  thy  expreffive  power  depends ; 

Nor  would  exchange  thy  glowing  lines, 

To  live  the  lord  of  all  that  mines. 

Etit  let  me  chafe  thofe  vows  away 
Which  at  ambition's  ihrine  I  made; 

Kor  ever  let  thy  (kill  difplay 

Thofe  anxious  moments,  iil  repaid  : 

Oh  I  from  my  bread  that  feafon  raze. 

And  bring  my  childhood  in  its  place. 

JBring  me  the  bells,  the  rattle  bring, 
And  bring  the  hobby  I  beftrode  ; 

When,  pleas'd  in  many  a  fportive  ring, 
Around  the  room  1  jovial  rode  : 

Ev'n  let  me  bid  my  lyre  adieu, 

And  bring  the  whiftle  that  I  blew. 

Then  will  I  rmife,  and  penfive  fay, 
Why  did  not  thefe  enjoyments  laft  ; 

How  fweetly  wafted  I  the  day, 

While  innocence  allow'd  to  vvaftc  ! 

Ambition's  toils  alike  are  vain, 

But  ah  !  for  pleafure  yield  us  pain. 

THE  PRINCESS  ELIZABETH: 

A  ballad  alluding  to  ajlory  recorded  of  her, 
ffjs  ewas  frifoner  at  (Voodjtock^  1554* 
WILL  you  hear  how  once  repining 

Great  Eliza  captive  lay  ? 
Each  ambitious  thought  refigning, 

Foe  to  riches,  pomp,  and  fway. 

While  the  nymphs  and  fwains  delighted 
Tript  around  in  all  their  pride ; 

Envying  joys  by  others  flighted, 
Thus  the  royal  maiden  cry'd. 

*'  Bred  on  plains,  or  born  in  vallies, 
Who  would  bid  thofe  fcenes  adieu  ? 

Stranger  to  the  art  of  malice, 
Who  Would  ever  courts  purfuc  ? 

Malice  never  taught  to  treafure, 
Cenfure  never  taught  to  bear  : 

Love  is  all  the  fhepherd's  pleafure  ; 
Love  is  all  the  da'mfel's  care. 

HOW  can  they  of  humble  flation 
Vainly  blame  the  powers  above  ? 

Or  accufe  the  difpenfation 

Which  allows  them  all  to  love  ? 

Love  like  air  is  widely  given  ; 

Power  nor  chance  can  thefe  reflrain : 
Tnieft,  nobleft  gifts  of  heaven  \ 

Only  purtft  on  the  plain  \ 


Peers  can  no  fuch  charms  difcovcr, 

AH  in  ftars  and  garters  dreft, 
As,  on  Sunday?,  does  the  lover 

With  his  nofegay  on  his  breaft. 

Pinks  and  rofcs  in  profufion, 

Said  to  fade  when  Chloe's  near  ; 
Fops  may  ufe  the  fame  allufion  ; 

But  the  fhepherd  is  fincere. 

Hark  to  yonder  milk-maid  finging 

Cheerly  o'er  the  brimming  pail 
Cowflips  all  around  her  fpringing  ; 

Sweetly  paint  the  golden  vale. 

Never  yet  did  courtly  maiden 

Move  fo  fprightly,  look  fo  fair ; 
Never  breaft  with  jewels  laden 

Pour  a  fong  fo  void  of  care. 

Would  indulgent  heaven  had  granted 

Me  fome  rural  damfePs  part  '. 
All  the  empire  I  had  wanted 

Then  had  been  my  fhepherd's  heart. 

Then,  with  him,  o'er  hills  and  mountains, 

Free  from  fetters,  might  I  rove  : 
Fearlefs taite  the  cryttal  fountains; 

Peaceful  deep  beneath  the  grove. 

Ruftics  had  been  more  forgiving  ; 

Partial  to  my  virgin  bloom  : 
None  hud  envy'd  me  when  living  ; 

None  had  triumphed  o'er  my  tomb." 

ODE  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

Somewhat  too  folicitaus  about  her  manner  of  ex- 
prejfion. 

SURVEY,  my  fair  !  that  lucid  ftream, 

Adown  the  fmiling  valley  ftray  ; 
Would  art  attempt,  or  fancy  dream, 

To  regulate  its  winding  way  ? 

So  pleas'd  I  view  thy  mining  hair 

In  loofe  difiicveird  ringlets  flow  : 
Not  all  thy  art,  not  all  thy  care, 

Can  there  one  fingle  grace  beftovv. 

Survey  again  that  verdant  hill, 
With  native  plants enamell'd  o'er; 

Say,  can  the  painter's  utmoft  ikill 

inftrudl  one  flower  to  pleafe  us  more  ? 

As  vain  it  were,  with  artful  dye, 

To  change  the  bloom  thy  cheeks  difdofej 

And  oh  may  Laura,  ere  (lie  try, 

With  frefli  vermilion  paint  the  rofe. 

Hark  how  the  wood-lark's  tuneful  throat 

Can  every  fludy'd  grace  excel ; 
Let  art  conllrain  the  rambling  note, 

And  will  flie,  Laura,  pleafe  fo  well  ? 

Oh  ever  keep  thy  native  eafr, 

By  no  pedantic  law  confin'd  ! 
For  Laura's  voice  is  form'd  to  pleafe, 

So  Laura's  words  be  not  unkind. 
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NANCY  OF  THE  VALE.     A  BALLAD. 

«  Nerine  Gallatea  '.  thymo  mihi  dulcior  Hyblae 
"  Candidior  cygnis  !  hedera.  formolior  alba  1" 
THE  wefternfky  was  purpled  o'er 

With  every  pleating  ray  : 
And  flocks  reviving  felt  no  more 

The  fultry  heats  of  day: 

When  from  an  haxle's  artlefs  bower 

Soft  warbled  Strephon's  tongue  ; 
He  bleft  the  fcene,  he  bleft  the  hour, 

While  Nancy's  praife  he  fung. 

"  Let  fops  with  fickle  falfehood  range 

The  paths  of  wanton  loye,v 
While  weeping  maids  lament  their  change, 

And  fadden  every  grove  ; 

But  endlefs  bleflings  crown  the  day 

I  faw  fair  Efham's.  dale  ! 
And  every  bleffing  find  its  way 

To  Nancy  of  the  Vale. 

'Twas  from  Avona's  banks  the  maid 

Diffus'd  her  lovely  beams 
And  every  fliining  glance  difplay'd 

The  Naiad  of  the  ftreams. 

Soft  as  the  wild-duck's  tender  young, 

That  floats  on  Avon's  tide  ; 
Bright  as  the  water-lily,  fprung, 

And  glittering  near  its  tide. 

Frefli  as  the  bordering  flowers,  her  bloom : 

Her  eye,  all  mild  to  view  ; 
The  little  halcyon's  azure  plume 

Was  never  half  fo  blue. 

Her  fhape  was  like  the  reed  fo  fleek, 

So  taper,  ftrait,  and  fair  ; 
Her  dimpled  fmile,  her  blufhing  cheek, 
«     How  charming  fweet  they  were  I 

Far  in  the  winding  vale  retir'd, 

This  peerlefs  bud  I  found  ; 
And  fhadowing  rock  and  woods  confpir'd 

To  fence  her  beauties  round. 

That  nature  in  fo  lone  a  dell 
Should  form  a  nymph  fo  fweet ; 

Or  fortune  to  her  fecret  cell 
Condudt  my  wandering  feet ! 

Gay  lordlings  fought  her  for  their  bride, 

But  fhe  would  ne'er  incline  : 
"  Prove  to  your  equals  true,  flie  cry'd, 

As  I  will  prove  to  mine. 

'Tis  Strephon,  on  the  mountain's  brow, 

Has  won  my  right  good  will ; 
To  him  I  gave  my  plighted  vow, 

With  him  I'll  climb  the  hill." 

Struck  with  her  charms  and  gentle  truth, 

I  clafp'd  the  conftant  fair  ; 
To  her  alone  1  gave  my  youth, 

And  vow  my  future  care. 

And  when  this  vow  fhall  faithlefs  prove, 
Or  I  thofe  charms  forego  j 


he  ftream  that  faw  our  tender  love, 
That  ftream  fhall  ceafe  to  flow. 

ODE  TO  INDOLENCE.     1750. 

AH  !  why  for  ever  on  the  wing 

Perfiits  my  wearied  foul  to  roam  ? 
Vhy,  ever  cheated,  itriveito  bring 
Or  pleafure  or  contentment  home  ? 

Thus  the  poor  bird,  that  draws  his  name 
From  paradiftr's  honour'd  groves, 

Carelefs  fatigues  his  little  frame  ; 
Nor  finds  the  refting-place  he  loves. 

3  !  on  the  rural  mofly  bed 
My  limbs  with  carelefs  eafe  reclin'd  ; 
Ah,  gentle  floth  1  indulgent  ipread 
The  fame  loft  bandage  o'er  my  mind. 

?or  why  fhpuld  lingering  thought  invade, 
Yet  every  worldly  profpecl  cloy  ? 

..end  me,  fof't  floth,  thy  friendly  aid. 
And  give  me  peace,  debarr'd  of  joy. 

,.  „  thou  yon  calm  and  filent  flood, 
That  never  ebbs,  that  never  flows  ; 
'rotecled  by  the  circling  wood 
From  each  tempeftuous  wind  that  blows? 

An  altar  on  its  bank  fhall  rife, 

Where  oft  thy  votary  fhall  be  found  ; 

What  time  pale  autumn  lulls  the  Ikies, 
And  ikkening  verdure  fades  around. 

Ye  bufy  race,  ye  factious  train, 

That  haunt  ambition's  guilty  fhrine  ^ 

No  more  perplex  the  world  in  vain. 
But  offer  here  your  vows  with  mine. 

And  thou,  puiflant  queen  1  be  kind  : 
If  e'er  I  fhar'd  thy  balmy  power  ; 

If  e'er  I  fway'd  my  aclive  mind 

To  weave  for  thee  the  rural  bower  ; 

Diflblve  in  fleep  each  anxious  care  ; 

Each  unavailing  figh  remove  ; 
And  only  let  me  wake  to  fhare, 

The  fvveets  offriendfliip  and  of  love. 

ODJE  TO  HEALTH.     1730, 

0  HEALTH,  capr.icious  maid  1 

Why  cloft  thou  fhun  my  peaceful  bower, 
Where  I  had  hope  to  fbare  thy  power, 
And  blefs  thy  lafting  aid  ? 

Since  thou,  alas !  art  flown, 
It  'vails  not  whether  mufe  or  grace, 
With  tempting  fmile,  frequent  the  place  : 

I  figh  for  thee  alone. 

Age  not  forbids  thy  flay; 
Thou  yet  might'ft  aft  the  friendly  part ; 
Thou  yet  might'ft  raife  this  languid  heart  j 

Why  fpeed  fo  fwift  away  ? 

Thou  fcorn'fl  the  city-air; 

1  breathe  frefli  gales  o'er  furrow'd  ground, 
Yet  haft  not  thou  my  wifhes  crown'd, 

O  falfe  '.  O  partial  fcir ! 

Oa  iiij 
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I  plunge  into  the  wave  ; 
And  though  with  pureft  hand  I  raife 
A  rural  altar  to  thy  praife, 

Thou  wilt  not  deign  to  fave. 

Amid  my  well-known  grove, 
Where  mineral  fountains  vainly  bear 
Thy  boafted  name,  and  titles  fair, 

Why  fcorns  thy  foot  to  rove  ? 

Thou  hear'fr,  the  fportfman's  claim  j 
Enabling-  him,  with  idle  noife, 
To  drown  the  mufe's  melting  voice, 

And  fright  the  timorous  game. 

Is  thought  thy  foe  ?  adieu, 
Ye  midnight  lamps  1  ye  curious  tomes. 
Mine  eye  o'er  hills  and  valleys  roamSj 

And  deals  no  more  with  you. 

Is  it  the  clime  you  flee  ? 
Yet,  'mid ft  his  unremitting  fnnws, 
The  poor  Laponian's  boiom  glows ; 

And  fhares  bright  rays  from  thee. 

There  was,  there  was  a  time, 
When,  though  I  fcorn'd  thy  guardian  care, 
Nor  made  a  vow,  nor  faid  a  prayer, 

I  did  not  rue  the  crime. 

Who  then  more  bleft  than  I  ? 
When  the  glad  fchool-bsy's  talk  was  dones 
And  forth,  with  jocund  fprite,  I  run 

To  freedom  and  to  joy  ?  , 

How  jovial  then  the  day  ! 
What  fince  have  all  my  labours  found, 
Thus  climbing  life,  to  -gaze  around, 

That  can  thy  lofs  repay.  ? 

Wert  thou,  alas  !  but  kind, 
Methinks  no  frown  that  fortune  wears, 
Nor  leffrn'd  hopes,  nor  growing  caresr 

Could  fink  my  cheerful  mind. 

Whatever  my  ftar's  include  ; 
What  other  breafts  convert  to  pain, 
IWy  towering  mind  Dull  foon  difdain, 

Should  fcorn— Ingratitude  ! 

Repair  this  moujcleri'ng  cell, 
And  bleft  with  objects  found  at  home, 
And  envying  no«e  their  fairer  dome, 

How  pleas'd  my  foul  fhould  dwell ; 

Temperance  fliould  guard  the  doors; 

From  room  to*oom  fhould  memory  ftray, 

And  ringing  all  in  .neat  array, 
Enjoy  her  pleafmg  floret- 
There  let  them  reft  unknown, 

The  iypes  of  many  a  pleafmg  fcene  : 

But  to  preferve  them  bright  or  clean, 

;    Js  thine  fair  queen  1   alone. 

TO  A  LADY  OF  QJJALITY  *, 

FITTING    UP    HER    LIBRARY.       1738. 

AH  !  what  is  iVience,  what  is  art, 
Or  what  the  j;i*afarr  thefe  impart? 

*  Lady  Luxl/crougb* 


Ye  trophies,  which  the  Jearn'd  purfue 
Through  endtefs  ffuitlefs  toils  adieu  ! 

What  can  the  tedious  tomes  bellow, 
To  footh  the  miferies  they  fhow  ? 
What,  like  the  bliis  for  him  decreed, 
Who  tends  his  flock,  and  tunes  his  reed  J 

Say,  wretched  fancy  !  thus  refln'd 
From  all  that  glads  the  fimpleft  hind, 
How  rare  that  objedr.  which  fupplies 
A  charm  for  too  difcerning  eyes  1 

The  polifh'd  bard,  of  genius  vain, 
Endures  a  deeper  fenfe  of  pain  : 
As  each  invading  blaft  devours 
The  richeft  fruits,  the  fairefrflowers. 

Sages,  with  irkfome  wafte  of  time, 
The  fteep  afcent  of  knowledge  climb; 
Then  from  the  towering  heights  they  fcale, 
Behold  contentment  range — the  vale. 

Yet  why.  Afteria,  tell  us  why 
We  fcoi'n  the  crowd,  when  you  are  nigh  ; 
Why  then  does  raafon  feem  fo  fair, 
Why  learnirig,  then,  defcrve  our  care  ? 

Who  can  unpleas'd  your  fhelves  behold, 
While  you  fo  fair  a  proof  unfold 
What  force  the  brighteft  genius  dra\vs 
From  polifh'd  wifdom's  written  laws  ? 

Where  are  our  humbler  tenets  flown  ? 
What  ftrange  perfection  bids  us  own 
That  blifs  with  toilfome.  fcience  dwells, 
And  happieft  he,  who  moil  excells  ? 

UPON  A  VISIT  TO  THE  SAME,  IN  WIN 
TER.     1748. 

ON  fair  Afteria's  blifsful  plains, 
Where  ever-blooming  fancy  reigns, 
How  pleas'd  we  pafs  the  winter's  day  ; 
And  charm  the  dull-ey'd  fpleen  away  I 

No  linnet,  from  the  leaflefs  bough, 
Pours  forth  her  note  melodious  now; 
But  all  admire  Afteria's  tongue, 
Nor  wifli  the  linnet's  vernal  fong. 

No  flowers  emit  their  tranfient  rays : 
Yet  fure  Afteria's  wit  diiplay* 
More  various  tints,  more  glowing  lines, 
And  with  perennial  beauty  fhines. 

Though  rifled  groves  and  fetter'd  ftreamg 
But  ill  befriend  a  poet's  dreams : 
Afti  ria's  prefence  wakes  the  lyre  : 
And  well  fupplies  poetic  fire. 

The  fields  have  loft  their  lovely  dye  ; 
No  cheerful  azure  /leeks  the  Iky  ; 
Yet  ftill  we  blefs  the  low'ring  day  ; 
Alteria  fmiles— arid  all  is  gay. 

Hence  let  the  mufe  no  more  prefume, 
To  blame  the  winter's  dreary  gloom  j 
Accufe  his  loitering  hours  no  more  ; 
But  ah  !  their  envious  hafte  deplore  ! 

For  foon,  from  wit  and  friend/hip's  reign* 
The  focial  health,  the  iprightly  vein,  .  .-, 
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J  gp — to  meet  the  coming  year, 
On  favage  plains,  and  deterts  drear  ! 

I  go — to  feed  on  pleafures  flown, 
Nor  find  the  fpring  my  lofs  atone  ! 
But  'mid  the  flowery  fweets  of  May 
With  pride  recall  this  winter's  day. 

AN  IRREGULAR  ODE  AFTER  SICKNESS. 
1749- 

*'  — Melius,  cum  venerit  ipfa,  canemus." 

Too  long  a  ftranger  to  repofe, 

At  length  from  pain's  abhorred  couch  I  role, 

And  wander'd  forth  alone  ; 
To  court  once  more  the  balmy  breeze, 
And  catch  the  verdure  of  the  trees, 

Ere  yet  their  charms  were  flown. 

'Twas  from  a  bank  with  panfies  gay 
I  hail'd  once  more  the  cheerful  day, 
The  fun's  forgotten  beams  : 

0  fun  '.  how  pleafin<*  were  thy  rays, 
Reflected  from  the  polifli'd  face 

Of  yon  refulgent  dreams  ! 

Rais'd  by  the  fcene,  my  feeble  tongue 
Effay'd  again  the  fweets  of  fong  : 
And  thus,  in  feeble  drains  and  flow, 
The  loitering  numbers  'gan  to  flow. 

'*  Come,  gentle  air  !  my  languid  limbs  reftore, 
And  bid  me  welcome  from  the  Stygian  ftiore  : 
For  fure,  I  heard  the  tender  fighs, 

1  i'eem'd  to  join  the  plaintive  cries 

Of  haplefs  youths,  who  through  the  myrtle  grove 
Bewail  for  ever  their  unfiniih'd  love  : 

To  that  unjoyous  clime, 
Torn  from  the  fight  of  thefe  ethereal  fkies  ; 
Debarr'd  the  luftre  of  their  Delia's  eyes  ; 

And  banifli'd  in  their  prime. 

Come,  gentle  air  !  and,  xvhile  the  thickets  bloom, 

Convey  the  jas'mine's  breath  divine  ; 
Convey  the  woodbine's  rich  perfume, 
Nor  fpare  the  fweet-leaft  eglantine. 
And  may'ft  thou  fliun  the  rugged  ftorm 
Till  health  her  wonted  charms  explain, 
With  rural  pleafure  in  her  train, 
To  greet  me  in  her  faireft  form. 
While  from  this  lofty  mount  I  view 
The  fons  of  earth,  the  vulgar  crew, 
Anxious  for  futile  gains  beneath  me  ftray, 
And  feek  with  erring  ftep  contentment's  obvious 
way. 

Come,  gentle  air  !  and  thou,  celeftial  mufe, 

Thy  genial  flame  infule  ; 
Enough  to  lend  a  penfive  bofom  aid, 
And  gild  retirement's  gloomy  fliade  ; 
Enough  to  rear  fuch  ruftic  lays 
As  foes  may  flight,  but  partial  friends  willpraife." 

The  gentle  air  allow'd  my  claim  ; 
And,  more  to  cheer  my  drooping  frame, 
She  mix'dthe  balm  of  opening  flowers; 
Such  as  the  bee,  with  chemic  powers, 
From  Hybla's  fragrant  hills  inhales, 
Orients  Sabea's  blooming  vales, 


But  ah  !  the  nymphs  that  heal  the  penfive  mind, 

By  prefcripts  more  refin'd, 
Neglect  their  votary's  anxious  moan 
Oh,  how  mould  they  relieve? — the  mufes  all  were 
flown. 

By  flowery  plain,  or  woodland  fliades, 
I  fondly  fought  the  charming  maids ; 
By  woodland  fliades,  or  flowery  plain, 
I  fought  them,  faithlefs  maids !  in  vain ! 

When  lo  !  !in  happier  hour, 
I  leave  behind  my  native  mead, 
To  range  where  zeal  and  friendfhip  lead. 

To  viiit  Luxborough's  honour'd  bower. 

Ah  foolifh  man  !  to  feek  the  tuneful  rnaids 
On  other  plains,  or  near  lefs  verdant  fliades; 
Scarce    have  my  footfteps  prefs'd  the   favour'*! 
ground, 

When  founds  ethereal  ftrike  my  ear  ; 

At  once  celeftial  forms  appear ; 
My  fugitives  are  found  ! 

The  mufes  here  attune  their  lyres, 

Ah  partial  !  with  unwonted  fires  ; 

Here,  hand  in  hand,  with  carelefs  mien, 

The  fportive  graces  trip  the  green. 

But  whilft  I  wander'd  e'er  a  fcene  fo  fair, 
Too  well  at  one  furvey  I  trace, 
How  every  mufe,  and  every  grace, 

Had  long  employ'd  their  care. 
Lurks  not  a  ftone  enrich'd  with  lively  ftain, 

Blooms  not  a  flower  amid  the  vernal  ftorc, 
Falls  not  a  plume  on  India's  diftant  plain, 

Glows  not  a  fhell  on  Adria's  rocky  fliore, 
"But,  torn  methought  from  native  lands  or  feas, 
From  their    arrangement,   gain  frefli  power  to 
pieafe.  ' 

And  fome  had  bent  the  wildering  maze, 
Bedcck'd  with  every  fhrub  that  blows; 

And  fome  entwin'd  the  willing  fprays, 
To  fhield  th'  illulrrious  dame's  repofe  : 

Others  had  grac'd  the  fprightly  dome, 
And  taught  the  portrait  where  to  glow  j 
Others  arrang'd  the  curious  tome ; 
Or,  'mid  the  decorated  fpace, 
Aflign'd  the  laurell'd  buft  a  place, 
And  given  to  learning  all  the  pomp  of  fhow. 

And  now  from  every  talk  withdrawn, 

They  met  and  frifk'd  it  o'er  the  lawn. 

Ah  !  woe  is  me,  faid  I ; 
And  *  *  *'s  hilly  circuit  heard  my  cry, 
Have  I  for  this,  with  labour  ftrove, 

And  lavifli'd  all  my  little  ftore 
To  fence  for  you -my  fhady  grove, 

And  fcollop  every  winding  fhore  ; 
And  fringe  with  every  purple  rofe, 
The  fapphire  ftream  that  down  my  valley  flows  ? 

Ah  !  lovely  treacherous  maids ! 
To  quit  unfeen  my  votive  fliades, 
WThen  pale  difeafe,  and  torturing  pain, 
Had  torn  me  from  the  breezy  plain, 
And  to  a  reftlefs  couch  confin'd, 
Who  ne'er  your  wonted  talks  declin'd. 
She  needs  not  your  officious  aid 
To  fwell  the  fong,  or  plan  the  fliade  ; 
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£y  genuine  fancy  ftr'd, 
Her  native  genius  guides  her  hand, 
And  while  fiie  marks  the  fage  command, 
More  lovely  fcenes  her  fkiil  (hall  raife, 
Her  lyre  refound  with  nobler  lays 

Than  ever  you  infpir'cl. 
Thus  I  may  rag?  and  grief  difplay  ; 
But  vainly  blame,  and  vainly  mourn, 
Nor  will  a  grace  or  mufe  return 

Till  Luxborough  lead  the  way* 

TO  A  LADY, 

WITH  SOME  COLOURED  fATTERNS  OF   FLOWERS' 

October  7,  1736. 
MADAM, 

THOUGH  rude  the  draughts,  though  artlefs  feem 

the  lines, 

From  one  unfkill'd  in  verfe,  or  in  defigns ; 
Oft  has  good-nature  been  the  fool's  defence, 
And  honeft  meaning  gilded  want  of  fenfe. 

Fear  not,  though  flowers  and  beauty  grace  my 

lay, 

To  praiie  one  fair,  another  (hall  decay. 
No  lily,  bright  with  painted  foliage,  here, 
Shall  only  languim,  when  Belinda's  near : 
A  fate  revers'd  no  fmiling  rofe  (hall  know, 
Nor  with  reflected  Juftre  doubly  glow. 
J*raifes  which  languifli  when  apply'd  to  you, 
\Vhere  flattering  fchemes  feem  obvioully  true. 

Yet  fure  your  fex  is  near  to  flowers  ally'd, 
Alike  in  foftnefs,  and  alike  in  pride  : 
Foes  to  retreat,  and  ever  fond  to  mine, 
Both  rufh  to  danger,  and  the  fhades  decline  ; 
Expos'd,  the  fliort-liv'd  pageants  of  a  day, 
To  painted  flies  or  glittering  fops  a  prey  : 
Chang'd  with  each  wind,  nor  one  fliort  day  the 

fame, 

Each  clouded  Iky  affects  their  tender  frame. 
Jn  glaring  Chloe's  man-like  tafte  and  mien, 
Are  the  grofs  fplendours  of  the  tulip  feen  : 
Diftarit  they  ftrike,  inelegantly  gay, 
To  the  near  view  no  pleafing  charms  difplay. 
To  form  the  nymph,  a  vuljjar  wit  muft  join, 
As  ccarfer  foils  will  moft  the  flower  refine. 
Ophelia's  beauties  let  the  jas'mine  paint, 
Too  faintly  foft,  too  nicely  elegant. 
Around  with  feeming  fanctity  endued, 
The  pafli  on- flower  may  beft  exprefs  the  prude. 
!Like  the  gay  rofe,  too  rigid  Silvia  fliines, 
While,  like  its  guardian  thorn,  her  virtue  joins — 
Kappy  the  nymph  !  from  all  their  failures  free, 
Happy  the  nymph  !  in  whom  their  charms  agree. 
»     Faint  thefe  productions,  till  you  bid  difclofs, 
The  pink  new  fplendours,  aijd  frefli  tints  the  rofe  : 
And  yet  condemn  not  trivial  draughts  like  thefe, 
Form'd  to  improve,  and  make  ev'n  trifles  pleafe. 
A  power  like  yours  minuter  beauties  warms, 
And  yet  can  blaft  the  moft  afpinng  charms  : 
Thus,  at  the  rays  whence  other  objects  mine, 
The  taper  fickens,  and  its  flames  decline. 
"When  by  your  art  the  purple  violet  lives, 
And  the  pale  lily  fprightlier  charms  receives : 
Garters  to  me  (hall  glow  inferior  far, 
And  with  lei's  pleafing  Iuftre  (hine  the  (lar. 

Let  ferious  triflers,  fond  of  wealth  or  fame, 
On  toils  like  thefe  beftow  too  foil  a  name ; 


Each  gentler  art  with  wife  indifference  view, 
And  fcorn  one  trifle,  millions  to  purfue  : 
More  artful  I,  their  fpecious  fchemes  deride  s 
Fond  to  pleafe  you,  by  you  in  thefe  employ'd  ; 
A  nobler  ta(k,  or  more  fublime  defire, 
Ambition  ne'er  could  form,  nor  pride  infpire : 

The  fweets  of  tranquil  life  and  rural  eafe 
Amufe  lecurely,  nor  lefs  juftly  pleafe. 
Where  gentle  pleafure  mows  her  milder  power, 
Or  blooms  in  fruit,  or  fparkles  in  the  flower  ; 
Smiles  in  the  groves,  the  raptur'd  poet's  theme ; 
Flows  in  the  brook,  his  Naiad  of  the  itream  ; 
Dawns,  with  each  happier  ftroke  the  pencil  gives, 
And,  in  each  livelier  image,  fmiling  lives  j 
Is  heard,  when  Silvia  ftrikes  the  warbling  firings, 
Stlinda  fpeaks,  or  Philomela  fings : 
Breathes  with  the  morn;  attends,  propitious  maid, 
The  evening  ramble,  and  the  noon-day  glade  : 
Some  vifionary  fair  (he  cheats  our  view, 
Then  only  vigorous,  when  me  feerns  like  you. 
Yet  nature  fame  for  fprightlier  joys  defign'd, 
For  brighter  fcenes,  with  nicer  care,  refin'd. 
When  the  gay  jewel  radiant  ftreams  fupplies, 
And  vivid  brilliants  meet  your  brighter  eyes  ; 
When  drefs  and  pomp  around  the  fancy  play, 
By  fortune's  dazzling  beauties  borne  away  j 
When  theatres  for  you  the  fcenes  forego, 
And  the  box  bows,  obfequioufly  low : 
How  dull  the  plan  which  indolence  has  drawn, 
The  mofly  grotto,  or  the  flowery  lawn  I 
Though  rofeate  fcents  in  every  wind  exhale, 
And  fylvan  warblers  charm  in  every  pale. 

Of  thefe  be  hers  the  choice  whom  all  approve  ; 
And  whom  but  thofe  who  envy,  all  muft  love  : 
By  nature  modell'd,  by  experience  taught, 
To  know  and  pity  every  female  fault : 
Pleas'd  ev'n  to  hear  her  fex's  virtues  mown, 
And  blind  tonone's  perfections  but  her  own  : 
Whilft,  humble  fair  !  of  thefe  too  few  flie  knows, 
Yet  owns  too  many  for  the  world's  repoie  : 
From  wit's  wild  petulance  ferenely  free, 
Yet  bleft  in  all  that  nature  can  decree. 
Not  like  a  fire,  which,  whilft  it  burns,  alarms ; 
A  modeft  flame,  that  gently  ihines  and  warms  : 
Whofe  mind,  in  every  light,  can  charms  difplay, 
With  wifdom  ferious,  and  with  humour  gay  ; 
Juft  as  her  eyes  in  each  bright  pofture  warm, 
And  fiercely  ftrike,  or  languiihingiy  charm  : 
Such  are  your  honours — mention'd  to  your  coaft, 
Thofe  leaft  can  hear  them,  whodeferve  them  moft; 
Yet  ah!  forgive—the  lefs  inventive  mufe, 
If  e'er  (he  fing,  a  copious  theme  muft  choofe. 

Written  in  a  Flo-jjcr  Book  of  my  oivx  colouring, 
defined  for  Lady  Plymouth.     1753-4- 

"  Debitae  nymphis  opifex  corona."     HOR. 

BRING,  Flora,  bring  thy  treafures  here, 
The  pride  of  all  the  blooming  year  ; 
And  let  me,  thence,  a  garland  frame, 
To  crown  this  fair,  this  peerlefs  dame  ! 
But  ah  !  fince  envious  winter  lowers, 
And  Hewell  meads  reiign  their  flowers^ 
Let  art  and  friendfhip  joint  eflay 
Diffufe  their  flowerets  in  her  way. 


ODES,   SONGS,   Sec. 


Not  nature  can  herfelf  prepare 
A  worthy  wreath  for  Lefliia's  hair, 
Whofe  temper,  like  her  forehead,  fmooth, 
Whole  thoughts  and  accents  form'd  to  footh, 
Whofe  pleafing  mien,  and  make  refin'd, 
Whofe  artlefs  breaft,  and  poliih'd  mind, 
From  all  the  nymphs  of  plain  or  grove, 
Deferv'd  and  won  my  Plymouth's  love. 

ANACREONTIC.     1738. 

'TWAS  in  a  cool  Aonian  glade, 

The  wanton  Cupid,  fpent  with  toil, 

Had  fought  refrefhment  from  the  fliade  ; 
And  ftretclTd  him  on  the  mofly  foil. 

A  vagrant  mufe  drew  nigh,  and  found 

The  fubtle  traitor  faft  afleep ; 
And  is  it  thine  to  fnore  profound, 

She  faid,  yet  leave  the  world  to  weep? 

But  hum — from  this  aufpicious  hour, 
The  world,  I  ween,  may  reft  in  peace  ; 

And,  robb'd  of  darts,  and  ftript  of  power, 
Thy  peevifh  petulance  decreafe. 

Sleep  on,  poor  child  !  whilft  I  withdraw, 
And  this  thy  vile  artillery  hide — 

When  the  Caftalion  fount  (lie  faw, 
And  plung'd  his  arrows  in  the  tide. 

That  magic  fount — ill  judging  maid  ! 

Shall  caufe  you  foon  to  curie  the  day 
You  dar'd  the  fhafts  of  love  invade  ; 

And  gave  his  arms  redoubled  fway. 

For  in  a  ftream  fo  wondrous  clear, 
When  angry  Cupid  fearches  round, 

Will  not  the  radiant  points  appear  ? 
Will  not  the  furtive  fpoils  be  found  ? 

Too  foon  they  were  ;  and  every  dart, 
Dipt  in  the  mufe's  myftic  fpring, 

Acquir'd  new  force  to  wound  the  heart ; 
And  taught  at  once  to  love  and  ling. 

Then  farewell,  ye  Pierian  quire  ; 

For  who  will  now  your  altars  throng  ? 
From  love  we  learr»  to  fwell  the  lyre ; 

And  echo  afks  no  fweeter  fong. 

ODE.      WRITTEN  1739. 
*'  Urit  fpes  animi  credula  mutui."     HpR. 

'TWAS  not  by  beauty's  aid  alone, 
That  love  ufurp'd  his  airy  throne, 

His  boalled  power  difplay'd  ; 
'Tis  kindnefs  that  fecures  his  aim, 
'Tis  hope  that  feeds  the  kindling  flame, 

Which  beauty  fiffl  convey'd. 

In  Clara's  eyes,  the  lightnings  view ; 
Jier  lips  with  all  the  rofe's  hue 

Have  ail  its  fweets  combin'd  ; 
Yet  vain  the  blufh,  and  faint  the  fire, 
Till  lips  at  once,  and  eyes  confpire 

To  prove  the  charmer  kind— 
Though  wit  might  gild  the  tempting  fnare, 
With  fofteft  accent,  fweeteft  air, 

£y  envy's  felf  admir'd  ; 


If  Lefbia's  wit  betray'd  her  ("corn, 
[n  vain  might  every  grace  adorn 
What  every  mule  infpir'd. 

Thus  airy  Strephon  tun'd  his  lyre— 
He  fcorn'd  the  pangs  of  wild  defire, 

Which  love-lick  i wains  endure  : 
Refolv'd  to  brave  the  keeneft  dart ; 
Since  frowns  could  never  wound  his  heart  j 

And  fmiles — muft  ever  cure. 

But  ah  !  how  falfe  thefe  maxims  prove,, 
How  frail  fecurity  from  love, 

Experience  hourly  fhows ! 
Love  can  imagin'd  fmiles  fupply, 
On  every  charming  lip  and  eye 

Eternal  fweets  beftows. 

In  vain- we  truft  the  fair-one's  eyes ; 
In  vain  the  fage  explores  the  ikies, 

To  learn  from  ftars  his  fate  : 
Till,  led  by  fancy  wide  aftray, 
He  finds  no  planet  mark  his  way  ; 

Convinc'd  and  wife — too  late. 

As  partial  to  their  words  we  prove  ; 
Then  boldly  join  the  lifts  of  love, 

With  towering  hopes  fupply'd  : 
See  heroes,  taught  by  doubtful  ihrines, 
Miftook  their  deity's  defigns; 

Then  took  the  field — and  dy\L 

THE  DYING  KID. 

"  Optima  quseque  dies  miferis  mortalibus  zvi 
"  Prima  fugit "  VIRG. 

A  TEAR  bedews  my  Delia's  eye, 
To  think  yon  playful  kid  mull  die ; 
From  cryilal  fpring,  and  flowery  mead, 
Muft,  in  his  prime  of  life,  recede  t 

Erewhile,  in  fportive  circles  round 
She  faw  him  wheel,  and  friik,  and  bound  ; 
From  rock  to  rock  purfue  his  way, 
And  on  the  fearful  margin  play. 

Pleas'd  on  his  various  freaks  to  dwell, 
She  faw  him  climb  my  ruftic  cell : 
Thence  eye  my  lawns  with  verdure  bright, 
A.nd  feera  all  ravifh'd  at  the  fight. 

She  tells,  with  what  delight  he  flood, 
To  trace  his  features  in  the  flood  : 
Then  fkipp'd  aloof  with  quaint  amaze  j 
And  then  drew  near  again  to  gaze. 

She  tells  me  how  with  eager  fpeed 
Ue  flew,  to  hear  my  vocal  reed; 
And  how  with  critic  face  profound, 
And  ftedfaft  ear,  devour'd  the  found* 

His  every  frolic, light  as  air, 
Deferves  the  gentle  Delia's  care  ; 
And  tears  bedew  her  tender  eye, 
To  think  the  playful  kid  muft  die.-— 

But  knows  my  Delia,  timely  wife, 
How  foon  this  blamtlefs  era  flies  ? 
While  violence  and  craft  fucceed  ; 
Unfair  deiign,  a»^  mthlefs  deed  I 


dzo 
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Soon  would  the  vine  his  wounds  deplore, 
And  yield  her  purple  gifts  no  more  ; 
Ah  foon,  eras'd  from  every  grove 
Were  Delia's  name,  and  Strephon's  love. 

No  more  thofe  bowers  might  Strephon  fee, 
Where  firft  he  fondly  gaz'd  on  thee  ; 
No  more  thofe  beds  of  flowerets  find, 
Which  for  thy  charming  brows  he  twin'd. 

Each  wayward  paffion  foon  would  tear 
His  bofom,  now  fo  void  of  care  ; 
And,  When  they  left  his  ebbing  vein, 
What,  but  infipid  age,  remain? 

Then  mourn  not  the  decrees  of  fate, 
That  gave  his  life  fo  fhort  a  date  ; 
And  I  will  join  thy  tendereft  fighs, 
To  think  that  youth  fo  fwiftly  flies  I 


S     O    N    G    $, 


BETWEEN  THE  YEARS  1737 
AND  1742. 

SONG      I. 

I  TOLD  my  nymph,  I  told  her  true, 
My  fields  were-fmall,  my  flocks  were  few- 
While  faultering  accents  fpoke  my  fear, 
That  Flavia  might  not  prove  fincere. 

Of  crops  deftroy'd  by  vernal  cold, 
And  vagrant  iheep  that  left  my  fold  : 
Of  thefe  fhe  heard,  yet  bore  to  hear  ; 
And  is  not  Flavia  then  fincere  ? 

How  chang'd  by  fortune's  fickle  wind, 
The  friends  I  lov'd  became  unkind, 
She  heard,  and  flied  a  generous  tear  ; 
And  is  not  Flavia  then  fincere  ? 

How,  if  flic  deign  my  love  to  blefs, 
My  Flavia  nduft  not  hope  for  drefs  ; 
This  too  Ihe  heard,  and  fmil'd  to  hear} 
And  Flavia  fure  muft  be  fincere. 

Go  fliear  your  flocks,  ye  jovial  fwains, 
Go  reap  the  plenty  of  your  plains  ; 
Defpoii'd  of  all  which  you  revere, 
J  know  my  Flavians  love's  iincere. 

SONG      II. 

THE  LANDSCAPE. 

How  pleas'd  within  my  native  bowers 

Erewhile  I  pafs'd  the  day  I 
Was  ever  fcene  fo  deck'd  with  flowers  I. 

Were  ever  flowers  fo  gay  ? 

How  fweetly  fmil'd  the  hill,  the  vale, 

And  all  the  landfcape  round  ! 
The  river  gliding  down  the  dale  ! 

The  hill  with  beeches  crown'd  ! 

But  now,  when  urg'd  by  tender  woes 

I  fpeed  to  meet  my  dear, 
That  hill  and  ftream  my  zeal  oppofe^ 

And  check  my  fond  career. 


No  more,  fincc  Daphne  was  my  theme. 

Their  wonted  charms  I  fee  : 
That  verdant  hill,  and  filver  ftream, 

Divide  my  love  and  me. 

SONG     III. 

Y£  gentle  nymphs  and  generous  dames, 
That  rule  o'er  every  Britifh  mind ; 

Be  fure  ye  footh  their  amorous  flames, 
Be  fure  your  laws  are  not  unkind. 

For  hard  it  is  to  wear  their  bloom 

In  unremitting  fighs  away  : 
To  mourn  the  night's  oppreflive  gloom 

And  faintly  blefs  the  rifing  day. 

And  cruel  'twere,  a  free-born  fwain, 
A  Britifh  youth,  fliould  vainly  moan ; 

Who,  fcprnful  of  a  tyrant's  chain, 
Submits  to  yours,  and  yours  alone. 

Nor  pointed  fpear,  nor  links  of  fteel, 
Could  e'er  thofe  gallant  minds  fubdue. 

Who  beauty's  wounds  with  pleafure  feel. 
And  boaft  the  fetters  wrought  by  you. 

SONG      IV. 

THE  SKY-LARK. 

Go,  tuneful  bird,  that  glad'ft  the  Ikies, 
To  Daphne's  window  fpeed  thy  wayj 

And  there  on  quivering  pinions  rife, 
And  there  thy  vocal  art  difplay. 

And  if  fhe  d.eign  thy  notes  to  hear, 

And  if  fhe  praife  thy  matin  fong, 
Tell  her  the  founds  that  footh  her  ear, 

To  Damon's  native  plains  belong. 

Tell  her,  in  livelier  plumes  array'd, 

The  bird  from  Indian  groves  may  (hine  j 

But  afk  the  lovely  partial  maid, 

What  are  his  notes  compar'd  to  thine  ? 

Then  bid  her  treat  yon  witlefs  beau 
And  all  his  flaunting  race  with  fcorn  j 

And  lend  an  ear  to  Damon's  woe, 

Who  fings  her  praife,  and  fings  forlorn, 

SONG      V. 

"  Ah  !  ego  non  aliter  trifles  evincere  morbos 
"  Optarem,  quam  te  fie  quoque  velle  putem,.'* 

ON  every  tree,  in  every  plain, 
I  trace  the  jovial  fpring  in  vain  ! 
A  fickly  languor  veils  mine  eye?, 
And  fait  my  waning  vigour  flies. 

Nor  flowery  plain,  nor  budding  tree, 
That  fmile  on  others,  fmile  on  me  ; 
Mine  eyes  from  death  fhall  court  repofex 
Nor  flied  a  tear  before  they  clofe. 

What  blefs  to  me.  can  feafons  bring  ? 
Or  what  the  needlefs  pride  of  fpring  ? 
The  cyprefs  bough,  that  fuits  the  bier^ 
Retains  its  verdure  all  the  year, 
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'Tis  true,  my  vine  fo  frefli  and  fair 
Might  claim  a  while  my  wonted  care  ; 
My  rural  ftore  fome  pleafure  yield  ; 
So  white  a  flock,  fo  green  a  field  ! 

My  friends,  that  each  in  kindnefsvie, 
Might  well  expect  one  parting  figh  ; 
Might  well  demand  one  tender  tear; 
For  when  was  Damon  infincerc  ? 

But  ere  T  aflc  once  more  to  view- 
Yon  letting  fun  his  race  renew, 
Inform  me,  fwains ;  my  friends,  declare, 
Will  pitying  Delia  join  the  prayer  ? 

SONG     VI. 

THE  ATTRIBUTE  OF  VENUS. 

YES  ;  Fulvia  is  like  Venus  fair ; 
Has  all  her  bloom,  and  fhape  and  air  : 
But  ftill,  to  perfect  every  grace, 
She  wants— the  fmile  upon  her  face. 

The  crown  majeftic  Juno  wore  ; 
And  Cynthia's  brow  the  crefcent  bore, 
An  helmet  mark'd  Minerva's  mien, 
But  fmile's  diftinguifh'd  beauty's  queen. 

Her  train  was  form'd  of  fmiles  and  loves, 
Her  chariot  drawn  by  gentleft  doves! 
And  from  her  zone,  the  nymph  may  find, 
*Tis  beauty's  province  to  be  kind. 

Then  fmile,  my  fair  ;  and  all  whofe  aim 
Afpires  to  paint  the  Cyprian  dame, 
Or  bid  her  breathe  in  living  ftone, 
Shall  take  their  forms  from  you  alone. 

SONG      VII.     1744. 

THE  lovely  Delia  fmiles  again  ; 

That  killing  frown  has  left  her  brow : 
Can  fhe  forgive  my  jealous  pain, 

And  give  me  back  my  angry  vow  ? 

Love  is  an  April's  doubtful  day  : 
A  while  we  fee  the  tempeft  lower; 

Anon  the  radiant  fceaven  furvey, 
And  quite  forget  the  flitting  Ihower. 

The  flowers,  that  hung  their  languid  head, 
Are  burnifh'd  by  the.tranfient  rains; 

The  vines  their  wonted  tendrils  fpread, 
And  double  verdure  gilds  the  plains. 

The  fprightly  birds,  that  droop'd  no  lefs 
Beneath  the  power  of  rain  and  wind, 

tn  every  raptur'd  note  exprefs 

The  joy  I  feel — when  thou  art  kind. 

SONG      VIII.     174?. 

WHEN  bright  Roxana  treads  the  green, 
In  all  the  pride  of  drefs  and  mien; 
Averfe  to  freedom,  love,  and  play, 
The  dazzling  rival  of  the  day  : 
None  other  beauty  ftrikes  mine  eye, 
The  lilies  droop,  the  rofes  die. 

But  when,  difclaiming  art,  the  fair 
Aflumes  a  loft  engaging  airj 


Mild  as  the  opening  morn  of  May, 
Familiar,  friendly,  free,  and  gay  ; 
The  fcene  improves,  where'er  fhe  goes, 
More  fweetly  fmile  the  pink  and  rofe. 

O  lovely  maid  !  propitious  hear, 
Nor  deem  thy  fhepherd  infincere  ; 
Pity  a  wild  iilufive  flame, 
That  varies  objects  ftill  the  fame  s 
And  let  their  very  changes  prove 
The  never-vary'd  force  of  love. 

SONG     IX.     1743, 
VALENTINE'S  DAY. 

'Tis  faid  that  under  diftant  Ikies, 

Nor  you  the  fact  deny  ; 
What  firft  attracts  an  Indian's  eyes 

Becomes  his  deity. 

Perhaps  a  lily,  or  a  rofe, 

That  fhares  the  morning's  ray> 

May  to  the  waking  fwain  difclofe 
The  regent  of  the  day. 

Perhaps  a  plant  in  yonder  grove, 
Enrich'd  with  fragrant  power, 

May  tempt  his  vagrant  eyes  to  rove, 
Where  blooms  the  fovereign  flower* 

Perch'd  on  the  cedar's  topmofl  bough> 
And  gay  with  gilded  wings, 

Perchance,  the  patron  of  his  vow, 
Some  artlefs  linnet  lings. 

The  fwain  furveys  her  pleas'd,  afraid, 
Then  low  to  earth  he  bends  ; 

And  owns,  upon  her  friendly  aid, 
His  health,  his  life,  depends. 

Vain  futile  idols,  bird  or  flower, 
To  tempt  a  votary's  prayer  ! 

How  would  his  humble  homage  tower 
Should  he  behold  my  fair  ! 

Yes — might  the  pagan's  waking  eyes, 

O'er  Flavia's  beauty  range, 
He  there  would  fix  his  lafting  choice, 

Nor  dare,  nor  wifh  to  change. 

SONG      X.     1743. 

THE  fatal  hours  are  wondrous  near, 
That  from  thefe  fountains  be?.r  my  dear; 
A  little  fpace  is  given  ;  in  vain  : 
She  robs  my  fight,  and  fliuns  the  plain. 

A  little  fpace,  for  me  to  prove 
My  boundleis  flame,  my  endlefs  love  ; 
And,  like  the  train  of  vulgar  hours, 
Invidious  time  that  fpace  devours. 

Near  yonder  beech  is  Delia's  way 
On  that  I  gaze  the  livelong  day  ; 
No  eaftern  monarch's  dazzling  pride 
Shall  draw  my  longing  eyes  afide. 

The  chief  that  knows  of  fuccours  nigh, 
And  fees  his  mangled  legions  die, 
Cnfts  not  a  more  impatient  glance, 
To  fee  the  loitering  aids  advance. 
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Not  more,  the  fchool-boy  that  expires 
Far  from  his  native  home,  requires 
To  fee  fome  friend's  familiar  face, 
Or  meet  a  parent's  laft  embrace- 
She  comes— but  ah  !  what  crowds  of  beaux 
In  radiant  bands  my  fair  enclofe  ! 
Oh  !  better  hadft  thou  fhunn'd  the  green, 
Oh,  Delia  !  better  far  unfeen. 

Methinks,  by  all  my  tender  fears, 
.By  all  my  fighs,  by  all  my  tears, 
J  might  from  torture  now  be  free— 
'Tis  more  than  death  to  part  from  thee  ! 

SONG     XI.      1744. 

PERHAPS  it  is  not  love,  faid  I, 
That  melts  my  foul  when  Flavia's  nigh  J 
Where  wit  and  fenfe  like  her's  agree, 
One  may  be  pleas'd,  and  yet  be  free. 

The  beauties  of  her  polifh'd  mind, 
It  needs  no  lover's  eye  to  find ; 
The  hermit  freezing  in  his  cell, 
Might  wifli  the  gentle  Flavia  well. 

It  is  not  love — averfe  to  bear 
The  fervile  chain  that  lovers  wear ; 
Let,  let  me  all  my  fears  remove, 
My  doubts  difpel — it  is  not  love— . 

Oh  !  when  did  wit  fo  brightly  fhine 
In  any  form  lefs  fair  than  thine  ? 
It  is — it  is  love's  fubtle  tire^ 
And  under  friendftiip  lurks  defire. 

SONG      XII.       1744. 

O'ER  defert  plains,  and  rufhy  meers, 

And  withered  heaths,  I  rove  ; 
Where  tree,  nor  fpire,  nor  cot  appears, 

I  pafs  to  meet  my  love. 

But  though  my  path  were  damafk'd  o'er 

With  beauties  e'er  fo  fine  ; 
My  bufy  thoughts  would  fly  before 

To  fix  alone — on  thine. 

No  fir-crown'd  hills  could  give  delight, 

No  palace  pleafe  mine  eye  : 
No  pyramid's  aerial  height, 

Where  mouldering  monarchs  lie. 

Unmov'd,  mould  eaftern  kings  advance  ; 

Could  I  the  pageant  fee  : 
Splendour  might  catch  one  fcornful  glance, 

Nor  Heal  one  thought  from  thee. 

SONG      XIII. 

THE  SCHOLAR'S  RELAPSE. 

BY  the  fide  of  a  grove,  at  the  foot  of  a  hill, 
Where  whifper'd  the  beech,  and  where  murmur'c 

the  rill ; 

I  vowM  to  the  mufes  my  time  and  my  care, 
Since  neither  couid  win  me  the  fmiles  of  my  fair 

Tree  I  rang'd  like  the  birds,  like  the  birds  free 
fung,  [tongue 

And  Delia's  lov'd  aams  fcane  sfcap'd  ttwa  n; 


Jut  if  once  a  fmooth  accent  delighted  my  far, 
mould  wifti,  unawares,  that  my  Delia  might 
hear. 

With  faireft  ideas  my  bofom  I  ftor'd, 
Allufive  to  none  but  the  nymph  I  ador'd  ! 
And  the  more  I  with  ftudy  my  fancy  refin'd, 
The  deeper  impreflion  Ihe  made  on  my  mind. 

o  long  as  of  nature  the  charms  I  purfue, 
'.  ftill  muft  my  Delia's  dear  image  renew  : 
The  graces  have  yielded  with  Delia  to  rove, 
And  the  mufes  are  all  in  alliance  with  love. 

SONG      XIV. 

THE  ROSE-BUD. 

SEE,  Daphne,  fee,  Florelio  cry'd, 
And  learn  the  fad  effects  of  pride  ; 
Yon  (helter'd  rofe,  how  fafe  conceal'd  ' 
How  quickly  blafted,  when  reveal'd  t 

The  fun  with  warm  attractive  rays 
Tempts  it  to  wanton  in  the  blaze  : 
A  gale  fucceeds  from  eaftern  Ikies, 
And  all  its  blulhing  radiance  dies. 

So  you,  my  fair,  of  charms  divine, 
Will  quit  the  plainsj  too  fond  to  (hine 
Where  fame's  traniporting  rays  allure, 
Though  here  more  happy,  more  fecure. 

The  breath  of  forne  neglected  maid 
Shall  make  you  figh  you  left  the  (hade  ; 
A  breath  to  beauty's  bloom  unkind, 
As,  to  the  rofe,  an  eaftern  wind. 

The  nymph  reply'd— You  firft,  my  fwain, 
Confine  your  fonnets  to  the  plain ; 
One  envious  tongue  alike  difarms, 
You,  of  your  wit,  me,  of  my  charms. 

What  is,  unknown,  the  poet's  (kill  ? 
Or  what,  unheard,  the  tuneful  thr.'ll  ? 
What,  unadmir'd,  a  charming  mien, 
Or  what  the  rofe's  blufli,  unfeen  ? 

SONG     XV. 

WINTER.    1746. 

No  more,  ye  warbling  birds,  rejoice : 

Of  all  that  cheer 'd  the  plain, 
Echo  alone  preferves  her  voice, 

And  Ihe — repeats  my  pain. 

Where'er  my  love-fick  limbs  I  lay, 

To  fhun  the  rufhing  wind, 
Its  bufy  murmurs  feem  to  fay, 

"  She  never  will  be  kind  1" 

The  Naiads,  o'er  their  frozen  urns, 

In  icy  chains  repine  ; 
And  each  in  fallen  filence  mourns 

Her  freedom  loft,  like  mine  ! 

Soon  will  the  fun's  returning  ray* 
The  cheerlefs  froft  controu-1  j 
When  will  relenting  Delia  chafe 
The  winter  of  my  foul? 
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SONG     XVI. 

DAPHN'l'S  VISIT. 

YE  birds !  for  whom  I  rear'd  the  grove, 
With  melting  -ay  falute  my  love : 
My  Daphne  with  your  notes  detain: 
Or  I  have  rear'd  my  grove  in  vain. 

Ye  flowers  !  before  her  footfteps  rife  : 
Difplay  at  once  your  brighteft  dyes; 
That  me  your  opening  charms  may  fee  : 
Or  what  were  all  your  charms  to  me  ? 

Kind  Zephyr  !  brufh  each  fragrant  flower, 
And  fhed  its  odours  round  my  bower  : 
Or  never  more,  O  gentle  wind, 
Shall  I,  from  thee,  refrefhment  find. 

Ye  ftreams !  if  e'er  your  banks  I  lov'd, 
If  e'er  your  native  founds  imprcv'd, 
May  each  foft  murmur  footh  my  fair  ! 
Or,  oh  !  'twill  deepen  my  defpair. 

And  thou,  my  grot !  whofe  lonely  bounds 
The  melancholy  pine  furrounds, 
May  Daphne  praife  thy  peaceful  gloom  ! 
Or  thou  mail  prove  her  Damon's  tomb. 

SONG      XVII. 

WRITTEN  IN  A  COLLECTION  OF    BACCHANALIAN 
SONGS. 

ADIEU,  ye  jovial  youths,  who  join 
To  plunge  old  care  in  floods  of  wine; 
And,  as  your  dazzled  eye-balls  roll, 
Difcern  him  ftruggling  in  the  bowl. 

Not  yet  is  hope  fo  wholly  flown, 
Not  yet  is  thought  fo  tedious  grown, 
But  limpid  ftream  and  fhady  tree 
Retain,  as  yet,  ibme  fweets  for  me. 

And  fee  through  yonder  filent  grove, 
See  yonder  does  my  Daphne  rove  ; 
With  pride  her  footfteps  I  purfue, 
And  bid  your  frantic  joys  adieu. 

The  fole  confufion  I  admire, 
Is  that  my  Daphne's  eyes  infpire  ; 
I  fcorn  the  madnefs  you  approve, 
And  value  reafou  next  to  love. 

SONG      XVIII. 

WHBN  bright  Ophelia  treads  the  green, 
In  all  the  pride  of  drefs  and  mien  : 
Averfe  to  freedom,  rnirth,  and  play, 
The  lofty  rival  of  the  day  ; 
Methinks  to  my  inchanted  eye, 
The  lilies  droop,  the  rofes  die. 

But  when,  difdaining  art,  the  fair 
AHumes  a  foft,  engaging  air  : 
Mild  as  the  opening  morn  of  May, 
And  as  the  feather'd  warblers  gay  : 
The  fcene  improves  where'er  fhe  goes, 
More  Iweetly  fmiles  the  pink  and  rofe. 

O  lovely  maul  !  propitious  hear, 
Nor  think  thy  Damon  infincere. 


Pity  my  wild  delufive  flame  : 
For  though  the  flowers  are  (till  the  fame, 
To  me  they  languish,  or  improve, 
And  plainly  tell  me  that  i  love. 

SONG      XIX. 

IMITATED  FROM  THE  FRENCH. 

Yes,  thefe  are  the  fcenes  where  with  Iris  I  ftray'd, 
But  fhort  was  her  fway  for  fo  lovely  a  maid  ! 
In  the  bloom  of  her  youth  to  a  cloylter  fhe  run  ; 
In  the  bloom  of  her  graces  too  fair  for  a  nun  1 
Ill-grounded,  no  doubt,  a  devotion  mult  prove 
So  fatal  to  beauty,  fo  killing  to  love  I 

Yes,  thefe  are  the  meadows,  the  fhrubs,  and  the 
plains ;  [pains  \ 

Once  the  fcene  of  my  pleafures,  the  fcene  of  my 
How  many  foft  moments  I  fpent  in  this  grove  ! 
How  fair  was  iny  i-.ymph  !  and  how  fervent  my 
love  !  [o'er  5 

Be   ftill  though,  my  heart !  thine   emotion  give 
Remember,  the  feafon  of  love  is  no  more. 

With  her  howl  ftray'd  amid  fountains  and  bowers, 
Or  loiter'd  behind  and  collected  the  flowers  ! 
Then  breathlefs  with  ardour  my  fair  one  purfued, 
Arid  to  think  with  what  kindnefs  my  garland  the 

view'd !  [o'er1 

But  be  ftill,  my  fond  heart  I  this  emotion  give 
Fain-  wouldft  thou  forget  thou  muft  love  her  no 

awe. 

A  PARODY. 

WHEN  firft,  Philander,  firft  I  came 

Where  Avon  rolls  his  winding  ftream, 

The  nymphs — how  brilk  !  the  fwaius — how  gay  I 

To  fee  Afteria,  queen  of  May  1 

The  parfons  round,  her  praifes  fung  ! 

The  fteeples,  with  her  praifes  rung  I— 

I  thought— no  fight,  that  e'er  was  feen, 

Could  match  the  fight  of  BarePs-green  '.— - 

But  now,  fmce  old  Eugenic  dy'd — 
The  chief  of  poets,  and  the  pride — 
Now,  meaner  bards  in  vain  afpira 
To  raii'e  their  voice,  to  tune  their  lyre  1 
Their  lovely  feafon,  now,  is  o'er ! 
Thy  notes,  Florelio,  pleafe  no  more  ! 
No  more  Afteria's  ftniles'  are  feeu  1 — 
Adieu ! — the  fweets  of  Barei's-green  I 

THE  HALCYON. 

WHY  o'er  the  verdant  banks  of  Ooze 

Does  yonder  halcyon  fpeed  fofaft  ? 
'Tis  all  becaufe  ftie  would  not  lofe 

Her  favourite  calm  that  will  not  lafh 
The  fun  with  azure  paints  the  ikies, 

The  ftream  reflects  each  flowery  fjiray  : 
And  frugal  of  her  time  (he  flies 

To  take  her  fill  of  love  and  play. 

See  her,  when  rugged  Boreas  blows, 

Warm  in  fome  rocky  cell  remain  ; 
To  feek  for  pleafure,  well  fhe  knows, 

Would  only  then  enhance  the  pain. 

Defcer.d,  fhe  cries,  thou  hated  fhower, 
Deform  my  limpid  waves  to-day, 
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For  I  have  chofe  a  fairer  hour 
To  take  my  fill  of  love  and  play. 

You  too,  my  Silvia,  fure  will  own 
Life's  azure  feafons  fwiftly  roll : 

And  when  our  youth  or  health  is  flown, 
To  think  of  love  but  Ihocks  the  foul. 

Could  Damon  but  deferve  thy  charms, 
And  thou  art  Damon's  only  theme  ; 

He'd  fly  as  quick  to  Delia's  arms, 
As  yonder  halcyon  ikims  the  ftream. 

ODE. 

So  dear  my  Lucio  is  to  me, 

So  well  our  minds  and  tempers  blerid  ; 
That  feafons  may  for  ever  flee, 

And  ne'er  divide  me  from  my  friend  ; 
But  Jet  the  favour'd  boy  forbear 
To  tempt  with  love  my  -only  fair. 

O  Lycon,  born  when  every  mufe, 
When  every  grace  benignant  fmil'd, 

With  all  a  parent's  breaft  could  choofe 
To  blefs  her  lov'd,  her  only  child: 

*Tis  thine,  fo  richly  grac'd  to  prove 

More  noble  cares,  than  cares  of  love. 

Together  we  from  early  youth 

Have  trod  the  flowery  tracks  of  time. 

Together  mus'd  in  fearch  of  truth, 
O'er  learned  fage,  or  bard  fublime  ; 

And  well  thy  cultur'd  breaft  I  know, 

What  wonderous  treafure  it  can  fhow. 

Come  then,  refume  thy  charming  lyre, 
And  ling  fome  patriot's  worth  fublime, 

Whilft  I  in  fields  of  foft  defire 

Confume  my  fair  and  fruitlefs  prime  ; 

Whofe  reed  afpires  but  to  difplay 

The  flame  that  burns  me  night  and  day. 

O  come  !  the  dryads  of  the  woods 
Shall  daily  footh  thy  ftudious  mind, 

The  blue-ey'd  nymphs  of  yonder  floods 
Shall  meet  and  court  thee  to  be  kind  ; 

And  fame  fits  liftening  for  thy  lays 

To  fwell  her  trump  with  Lucio's  praife. 

Like  me,  the  plover  fondly  tries 
To  lure  the  fportfman  from  her  nelr, 

And  fluttering  on  with  anxious  cries, 
Too  plainly  (hows  her  tortur'd  breaft : 

O  let  him,  confcious  of  her  care, 

Pity  her  pains,  and  learn  to  fpare. 

A  PASTORAL  ODE, 

TO  THE  HON.  SIR  RICHARD  LYTTLETON. 

THE  morn  difpens'd  a  dubious  light 
A  fallen  mift  had  ftol'n  from  fight 

Each  pleafing  vale  and  hill; 
When  Damon  left  his  humble  bowers, 
To  guard  his  flocks,  to  fence  his  flowers, 

Or  check  his  wandering  rill. 

Though  fchool'd  from  fortune's  paths  to  fly, 
The  fwaih  beneath  each  lowering  (ky, 
Would  oft  his  fate  bemoan  j 


tjThat  he  in  fylvan  /hades,  forlorn  ! 
Muft  wafte  his  cheeriefs  ev'n  a'nd  irfona, 

Nor  prais'd,  nor  lov'd,  nor  known. 
No  friend  to  fame's  obftreperous  naife, 
Yet  to  the  whifpers  of  her  voice, 

Soft  murmuring,  not  a  foe  : 
The  pleafures  he  through  choice  declin'd, 
When  gloomy  fogs  deprefs'd  his  mind, 

It  griev'd  him  to  forego. 

Griev'd  him  to  lurk  the  lakes  befide, 
Where  coots  in  rufhy  dingles  hide, 

And  moorcocks  fhun  the  day  ; 
While  caiti '.I*  bitterns,  undifmay'd, 
Remarks  the  fwain's  familiar  (hade, 

And  fcorn  to  quit  their  prey. 

But  fee  the  radiant  fun  once  more 
The  brightening  face  of  heaven  reftore 

And  raife  the  doubtful  dawn  ; 
And,  more  to  gild  his  rural  fphere, 
At  once  the  brighteft  train  appear, 

That  ever  trod  the  lawn. 

Amazement  chill'd  the  fhepherd's  frame, 
To  think  *  Bridgewater's  honour'd  name 

Should  grace  his  ruftic  cell ; 
That  fhe,  on  all  whofe  motions  wait 
Diftinclion,  titles,  rank,  and  ftate, 

Should  rove  where  fliepherds  dwell. 

But  true  it  is,  the  generous  mind, 
By  candour  fway'd,  by  tafte  refin'd. 

Will  nought  but  vice  difdaiti ; 
Nor  will  the  breaft  where  fancy  glows 
Deem  every  flower  a  weed  that  blows 

Amid  the  defart  plain. 

Befeemsit  fuch,  with  honour  crown'd, 
To  deal  its  lucid  beams  around, 

Nor  equal  meed  receive  : 
At  moft  fuch  garlands  from  the  field, 
As  cowflips,  pinks,  and  panfies  yield, 

And  rural  hands  can  weave. 

Yet  ft  rive,  ye  fliepherds,  ftrive  to  find, 
And  weave  the  faireft  of  the  kind, 

The  prime  of  all  the  fpring ; 
If  haply  thus  yon  lovely  fair 
May  round  their  temples  deign  to  wear 

The  trivial  wreaths  you  bring, 

O  how  the  peaceful  halcyons  play'd, 
Where'er  the  confcious  lake  betray 'd 

Athenia's  placid  mien ; 
How  did  the  fprightlier  linnets  throng^ 
Where  Paphia's  charms  requfr'd  the  fong, 

'Mid  hazel  copfes  green ; 

Lo,  Dartmouth  on  thofe  banks  reclin'd, 
While  bufy  fancy  calls  to  mind 

The  glories  of  his  line  ; 
Methinks  my  cottage  rears  its  head, 
The  ruin'd  walls  of  yonder  flied, 

As  through  inchantment,  mine. 

But  who  the  nymph  that  guides  their  way£ 
Could  every  nymph  defcend  to  ftray 
From  Hagley's  fam'd  retreat  ? 

*  Tbe  Ducbefs,  married  to  Sir  J?.  Lyttletoru 
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Elfe,  by  the  blooming  features  fair 
The  faultlefs  make,  the  matchlefs  air, 
'Twere  Cyntkia's  form  complete. 

So  would  fome  tuberofe  delight, 

That  ftruck  the  pilgrim's  wondering  fight 

'Mid  lonely  defarts  drear ; 
All  as  at  eve,  the  Sovereign  flower 
Difpenfes  round  its  balmy  power, 

And  crowns  the  fragrant  year. 

Ah,  now  no  more,  the  fhepherd  cry'd, 
Muft  I  ambition's  charms  deride, 

Her  fubtle  force  difown ; 
No  more  of  fawns  or  fairies  dream, 
While  fancy,  near  each  cryftal  flream, 

Shall  paint  thefe  forms  alone. 

By  low-brow'd  rock,  or  pathlefs  mead, 
I  deem'd  that  fplendour  ne'er  fhould  lead 

My  dazzled  eyes  aftray ; 
But  who,  alas !  will  dare  contend, 
If  beauty  aid,  or  merit  blend 

Its  more  illuftrious  ray? 

Nor  is  it  long— -O  plaintive  fwain  ! 
Since  Guernfey  faw  without  difdain, 

Where,  hid  in  woodlands  green, 
The  *  partner  of  his  early  days, 
And  once  the  rival  of  his  praife, 

Had  ftol'n  through  life  unfeen. 

Scarce  faded  is  the  vernal  flower, 
Since  Stamford  left  his  honour'd  bower 

To  fmile  familiar  here  : 
O  form'd  by  nature  to  difclofe 
How  fair  that  courtefey  which  flows 

From  focial  warmth  fincere. 

Nor  yet  have  many  moons  decay'd, 
Since  Pollio  fought  this  lonely  fhade, 

Admir'd  this  rural  maze  : 
The  nobleft  breaft  that  virtue  fires, 
The  graces  love,  the  mufe  infpires, 

Might  pant  for  Pollio's  praife. 

Say,  Thomfon,  here  was  known  to  reft, 
For  him  yon  vernal  feat  1  dreft, 

Ah,  never  to  return  ! 
In  place  of  wit  and  melting  ftrains, 
And  focial  mirth,  it  now  remains 

To  weep  befide  his  urn. 

Come  then,  my  Lalius,  come  once  more, 
And  fringe  the  melancholy  fhore 

With  rofes  and  with  bays, 
While  I  each  wayward  fate  accufe, 
That  envy'd  his  impartial  mufe 

To  {ing  your  early  praife. 

While  Fhilo,  to  whofe  favour'd  fight, 
Antiquity  with  full  delight, 

Her  inmoft  wealth  difplays ; 
Beneath  yon  ruins  moulder'd  wall 
Shall  mufe,  and  with  his  friend  recal  I 

The  pomp  of  ancient  days. 

Here  too  fhall  Conway's  name  appear, 
He  prais'd  the  ftream  fo  lovely  clear, 
That  flione  the  reeds  among ; 

*   They  iuerefMf;lkiVf, 

Voi.,  IX, 


SONGS,    &c. 

et  clearnefs  could  it  not  difclofe, 
^o  match  the  rhetoric  that  flows 
From  Conway's  polifh'd  tongue. 

v'n  Pitt,  whofe  fervent  periods  roll 
lefiftlefs !  through  the  kindling  foul 
Of  fenates,  councils,  kings  ! 
hough  form'd  for  courts,  vouchfaf'd  to  rove 
nglorious,  through  the  fliepherd's  grove, 
And  ope  his  bafhful  fprings. 

Jut  what  can  courts  difcover  more, 
Than  thefe  rude  haunts  have  feen  before, 

Each  fount  and  fhady  tree  ? 
•lave  not  thefe  trees  and  fountains  feen 
The  pride  of  courts,  the  winning  mien 

Of  peerlefs  Ayleibury  ? 
And  Grenville,  fhe  whofe  radiant  eyes 
iave  mark'd  by  flow  gradation  rife 

The  princely  piles  of  Stow  ; 
Vet  prais'd  thefe  unembellifh'd  woods, 
And  fmil'd  to  fee  the  babbling  floods 

Through  felf-worn  mazes  flow. 

Say,  Dartmouth,  who  your  banks  admir'd, 
Again  beneath  your  caves  retir'd, 

Shall  grace  the  penfive  fhade  ; 
With  all  the  bloom,  with  all  the  truth, 
With  all  the  fprightlinefs  of  youth, 

By  cool  reflection  fway'd  ? 

Brave,  yet  humane,  fhall  Smith  appear, 
Ye  failors,  though  his  name  be  dear, 

Think  him  not  yours  alone : 
Grant  him  in  other  fpheres  £o  charm, 
The  fhepherds'  breafls  though  mild  are  warm, 

And  ours  are  all  his  own. 

O  Lyttleton  !  my  honour'd  gueft, 
Could  I  defcribe  thy  generous  breaft, 

Thy  firm,  yet  polim'd  mind ; 
How  public  love  adorns  thy  name, 
How  fortune  too  confpires  with  fame  ; 

The  fong  fhould  pleafe  mankind. 

VERSES 

Written  towards  the  clofe  of  the  year  1748* 

TO  WILLIAM   LYTTLETON,    ESQ^. 

How  blithly  pafs'd  the  fummer's  day! 

How  bright  was  every  flower  ! 
While  friends  arriv'd,  in  circles  gay, 

To  vifit  Damon's  bower ! 

But  now,  with  filent  ftep,  I  range 

Along  fome  lonely  fhore ; 
And  Damon's  bower,  alas  the  change  5 

Is  gay  with  friends  n,o  more. 
Away  to  crowds  and  cities  borne 

In  queft  of  joy  they  fleer ; 
Whilft  I,  alas  !  am  left  forlorn, 

To  weep  the  parting  year  ! 

O  penfive  autumn !  how  I  grieve 

Thy  forrowing  face  to  fee  ! 
When  languid  funs  arc  talcing  leave 

Of  every  drooping  tree. 

Ah  let  me  not,  with  heavy  eye, 
/  This  dying  fcene  furvey  ! 
Hade,  winter,  hafte ;  ufurp  the  fky; 
Complete  my  bower's  decay. 
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Ill  can  I  bear  the  motely  cafl 

Yon  fickening  leaves  retain ; 
That  fpeak  at  once  of  pleafure  paft, 

And  bode  approaching  pain. 

At  home  unbleft,  I  gaze  around, 

My  diftant  fceiies  require.; 
Where  all  in  murky  vapours  drown'd 

Are  hamlet,  hill,  and  fpire. 

Though  Thomfon,  fweet  defcriptive  bard  I 

Infpiring  autumn  fung ; 
Yet  how  mould  we  the  months  regard, 

That  ftopt  his  flowing  tongue  ? 

Ah  lucklefs  months,  of  all  the  reft, 

To  whofe  hard  mare  it  fell ! 
Tor  fure  he  yas  the  gentleft  breaft 

That  ever  fung  fo  well. 

And  fee,  the  fwallows  now  difown 

The  roofs  they  lov'd  before ; 
Each,  like  his  tuneful  genius,  fiowft 

To  glad  fome  happier  fhore. 

The  wood-nymph  eyes,  with  pale  affright. 
The  fportfman's  frantic  deed  ; 

While  hounds  and  horns  and  yells  unite 
To  drown  the  mufe's  reed. 

Ye  fields  with  blighted  herbage  brown, 

Ye  ikies  no  longer  blue ! 
Too  much  wfe  feel  from  fortune's  frown, 

To  bear  thefe  frowns  from  you. 

"Where  is  the  mead's  unfullied  green  ? 

The  zephyr's  balmy  gale  ? 
And  where  fweet  friendfhip's  cordial  mien, 

That  brighten'd  every  vale  ? 

What  thcugh  the  vine  difclofe  her  dyes, 

And  boaft  her  purple  ftore  ; 
iNot  all  the  vineyard's  rich  fupplies 

Can  footh  our  forrows  more. 

He  !  he  is  gone*  whofe  moral  ffcrain 

Could  wit  and  mirth  refine ; 
He !  he  is  gone,  whofe  focial  vein 

Surpafs'd  the  pow'r  of  wine. 

Fail  by  the  ftreams  he  deign'd  to  praife 

In  yon  fequefter'd  grove, 
To  him  a  votive  urn  I  raife ; 

To  him,  and  friendly  love. 

Yes,  there,  my  friend  !  forlorn  and  fad, 
I  'grave  your,  Thomfon' s  name ; 

And  there,  his  lyre  ;  which  fate  forbade 
To  found  your  growing  fame. 

There  mail  my  plaintive  fong  recount 
Dark  themes  pf  hopelefs  woe  ; 

And  falter  than  the  dropping  fount, 
I'll  teach  mine  eyes  to  flow. 

There  leaves,  in  fpite  of  autumn  green, 
Shall  made  the  hallow'd  ground  ;    * 

And  fpringvnll  there  again  be  feen, 
To  call  forth  flowers  around. 

35 ut  no  kind  fons  will  bid  me  mare, 

Once  more,  his  focial  hour ; 
Ah  fpring !  thou  never  canft  repair 

This  lofs*  $o  Damon's  bower. 


LOVE  AND  MUSIC. 

WRITTEN  AT  OXFORD,  WEEN   YOUKCJ, 

SHALL  love  alone  for  ever  claim 
An  univerfal  right  to  fame, 

An  undifputed  fway  ? 
Or  has  not  mufic  equal  charms, 
To  fill  the  breafh  witji  ftrange  alarms, 

And  make  the  world  obey  ? 

The  ThraciSn  bard,  as  poets  tell, 
Could  mitigate  the  powers  of  hell ; 

Ev'n  Pluto's  nicer  ear: 
His  arts,  no  more  than  love's,  we  find 
To  deities  or  men  confin'd, 

Drew  brutes  in  crowds  to  hear. 

Whatever  favourite  paffion  reign 'd, 
The  poet  flill  his  right  maintain' d 

O'er  all  that  rang'd  the  plain  : 
The  fiercer  tyrants  could  affuage, 
Or  fire  the  timorous  into  rage, 

Whene'er  he  chang'd  the  ftrain. 

In  milder  lays  the  bard  began ; 
Soft  notes  through  every  finger  ran, 

And  echoing"  charm'd  the  place  : 
See  !  fawning  lions  gaze  around, 
And,  taught  to  quit  their  fa vage  found, 

Affume  a  gentler  grace. 

When  Cympn  view'd  the  fair  one's  charmc, 
Her  ruby  hps,  and  fnowy  arms, 

And  told  her  beauties  o'er : 
When  love  reform'd  his  awkward  tone, 
And  made  each  clowpifh.gefture  known. 

It  fhow'd  but  equal  power. 

The  bard  now  tries  a  fprightler  found, 
When  all  theTeather'd  race  around 

Perceiv'd  the  varied  {trains ; 
The  foaring  lark  the  note  purfues; 
The  timorous  dove  around  him  coos, 

And  Philomel  complains. 

An  equal  power  of  love  I've  feen, 
Incite  the  deer  to  fcour  the  green, 

And  chafe  his  barking  foe. 
Sometimes  has  Jove,  with  greater  might, 
To  challenge — nay — fometimes — -to  fight 

Provok'd  th'  enamour'd  beau. 

When  Silvia  treads  the  fmiling  plain, 
How  glows  the  heart  of  every  fvvain, 

By  pleafing  tumults  toft ! 
When  Handei4s  foleran  accents  roll, 
Each  breaft  is  fir'd,  each  raptur'd  foul 

In  fweet  confufion  loft. 

If  fhe  her  melting  glances  dart, 
Or  he  his  dying  airs  impart, 

Our  fpirits  fink  away. 
Enough,  enough !  dear  nymph,  give  o'er; 
And  thou,  great  artift  !  urge  no  more 

Thy  unrefifted  fvvay. 

Thus  love  or  found  affedls  the  mind  : 
But  when  their  various  powers  are  join'cxs 

Fly,  daring  mortal,  fly  ! 
For  when  Belinda's  charms  appear. 
And  I  her  tuneful  accents  hear--- 

I  burn,  I  faint,  I  die ! 
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COMPARISON. 

"Tis  by  comparifon  we  know 
On  every  object  to  beftow 

Its  proper  fhare  of  praife  : 
Did  each  alike  perfection  bear, 
What  beauty,  though  divinely  fair, 

Could  admiration  raife  ? 

Amidft  the  lucid  bands  of  night, 
See  !  Hefperus,  ferenely  bright, 

Adorns  the  diflant  fkies : 
But  languifhes  amidft  the  blaze 
Of  fprightly  Sol's  meridian  rays,— 

Or  Silvia's  brighter  eyes. 

Whene'er  the  nightingale  complains, 
I  like  the  melancholy  ftrains, 

And  praife  the  tuneful  bird : 
But  vainly  might  fhe  {train  her  throat, 
Vainly  exalt  each  fwelling  note, 

Should^  Silvia's  voice  be  heard. 

When,  on  the  violet's  purple  bed, 
Supine  I  reft  my  weary  head, 

The  fragrant  pillow  charms : 
Yet  foon  fuch  languid  blifs  I'd  fly. 
Would  Silvia  but  the  lofsfupply, 

And  take  me  to  her  arms. 

The  alabafter's  tvonderous  white, 
The  marble's  polifh  ftrikes  my  fight, 

When  Silvia  is  not  feen : 
But  ah  !  how  faint  that  white  is  grown, 
How  rough  appear*  the  poliih'd  ftone, 

Compar'd  with  Silvia's  mien  ! 

The  rofe,  that  o'er  the  Cyprian  plains, 
With  flowers  enamell'd,  blooming  reigns. 

With  undifputed  power, 
Plac'd  near  her  cheek's  celeftial  red, 
(Its  purple  loft,  its  luftre  fled,) 

Delights  the  fenfe  no  more. 

ODE  TO  CYNTHIA, 

Oli  THE  APPROACH  OF   SPRING. 

Aiow  in  the  rowflip's  dewy  cell 

The  fairies' make  their  bed, 
They  hover  round  the  cryftal  well. 

The  turf  in  circles  tread. 

The  lovely  linnet  now  her  fong 

Tunes  fweeteft  in  the  wood ; 
The  twittering  fvvallow  fkims  along 

The  azure  liquid  flood. 

The  morning  breeze  wafts  Flora's  kifs 

In  fragrance  to  the  fenfe  ; 
The  happy  fhcphcrd  feels  the  bUfs, 

And  fhe  takes  ho  offence. 

But  not  the  linnet's  fweeteft  fong 

That  ever  fill'd  the  wood; 
Or  twittering  fwallow  that  along 

The  azure  liquid  flood 

Skims  fwiftly,  harbinger  of  fpring, 
Or  morning's  fweeteft  breath. 

Or  Flora's  kifs,  to  me  can  bring 
\  remedy  fo^r  death. 


For  death — what  do  I  fay  ?  Yes,  death 

Muft  furely  end  my  days, 
If  cruel  Cynthia  flights  my  faith, 

And  will  not  hear  my  lays. 

No  more  withfeftive  garlands  bound, 

I  at  the  wake  fhall  be  ; 
No  more  my  feet  {hall  prefs  the  ground 

In  dance  with  wonted  glee  ; 

No  more  my  little  flock  I'll  keep, 

To  fome  dark  cave  I'll  fly  ; 
I've  nothing  now  to  do  but  weep, 

To  mourn  my  fate,  and  figh. 

Ah  !  Cynthia,  thy  Damon's  cries 
Are  heard  at  dead  of  night ; 

But  they,  alas !  are  doom'd  to  rife 
JLike  fmoke  upon  the  fight. 

They  rife  in  vain,  ah  me  !  in  vain 

Are  fcatter'd  in  the  wind ; 
Cynthia  does  not  know  the  pain 

That  rankles  in  my  mind 

If  fleep  perhaps  my  eye-lids  clofe, 

'Tis  but  to  dream  of  you  ; 
A  while  1  ceafe  to  feel  my  woes, 

Nay,  think  I'm  happy  too. 

I  think  I  prefs  with  kiffes  pure, 

Your  lovely  rofy  lips  ; 
And  you're  my  bride,  I  think  I'm  fare, 

Till  gold  the  mountain  tips. 

When  wak'd,  aghaft  I  look  around, 
And  find  my  charmer  flown  ; 

Then  bleeds  afrefh  my  galling  wound, 
While  I  a?n  left  alone. 

Take  pity  then,  O  gentleft  maid  ! 

On  thy  poor  Damon's  heart : 
Remember  what  I've  often  faid, 

'Tis  you  can  cure  my  fmart. 


JEMMY  DAWSQN.  A  BALLAD. 

Written  about  the  time  of  his  execution,  in  the  year  I745< 

COME  liften  to  my  mournful  tale, 

Ye  tender  hearts  and  lovers  dear ; 
Nor  will  you  fcorn  to  heave  a  figh, 

Nor  need  you  bluih  to  fhed  a  tear. 

And  thou,  dear  Kitty,  peerlefs  maid, 

Do  thou  a  penfive  ear  incline  ; 
For  thou  canft  weep  at  every  woe  ; 

And  pity  every  plaint — but  mine. 

Young  Dawfon  was  a  gallant  boy, 

A  brighter  never  trod  the  plain  ; 
And  well  he  lov'd  one  charming  maid, 

And  dearly  was  he  lov'd  again. 

One  tender  maid,  fhe  lov'd  him  dear, 

Of  gentle  blood  the  damfel  came ; 
And  faultlefs  was  her  beauteous  form, 

And  fpotlefs  was  her  virgin  fame. 

But  curfc  on  party's  hateful  flrife, 
That  led  tie  favcur'd  youth  aftray  ; 

The  day  the  rebel  cjans  appear'd, 
O  had  he  never  .feen  that  day  ! 

R  r  ij 
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Trheir  colours  and  their  fafh  he  wore, 
And  in  the  fatal  drefs  was  found ; 

And  now  he  muft  that  death  endure, 

Which  gives  the  brave  the  keeneft  wound. 

How  pale  was  then  his  true-love's  cheek, 
When  Jemmy's  fentenee  reach'd  her  ear  ! 

For  never  yet  did  Alpine  fnows 
So  pale,  or  yet  fo  chill  appear. 

With  faultering  voice,  fhe  weeping  faid, 
Oh  Dawfon,  monarch  of  my  heart ; 

Think  not  thy  death  {hall  end  our  loves, 
For  thou  and  I  will  never  part. 

Yet  might  fweet  mercy  find  a  place, 
And  bring  relief  to  Jemmy's  woes ; 

O  George,  without  a  pray'r  for  thee, 
My  orizons  fhould  never  clofe. 

The  gracious  prince  that  gave  him  life, 
Would  crown  a  never-dying  flame  ; 

And  every  tender  babe  I  bore 

Should  learn  to  lifp  the  giver's  name. 

But  though  he  fhould  be  dragg'd  in  fcorn 

To  yonder  ignominious  tree  ; 
He  fhall  not  want  one  conftant  friend 

To  ihare  the  cruel  fates'  decree. 

O  then  her  mourning- coach  was  call'd, 
The  fledge  mov'd  flowly  pn  before  ; 

Though  borne  in  a  triumphal  car, 

She  had  not  lov'd  her  favourite  more. 

She  follow'd  him  prepar'd  to  view 

The  terrible  behefts  of  law ; 
And  the  laft  fcene  of  Jemmy's  woes, 

With  calm  and  ftedfaft  eye  fhe  faw. 

Diftorted  was  that  blooming  face, 
Which  fhe  had  fondly  lov'd  fo  long  ; 

And  ftifled  was  that  tuneful  breath, 
Which  in  her  praife  had  fweetly  fung. 

And  fever'd  was  that  beauteous  neck, 

Round  which  her  arms  had  fondly  clos'd  j 

And  mangled  was  that  beauteous  breaft, 
On  which  her  love-fick  head  repos'd  : 

And  ravifh'd  was  that  conftant  heart, 

She  did  to  every  heart  prefer ; 
For  though  it  could  its  king  forget, 

'Twas  true  and  loyal  ftill  to  her. 

Amid  thofe  unrelenting  flames, 
She  bore  this  conftant  heart  to  fee ; 

But  when  'twas  moulder' d  into  duft, 
Yet,  yet,  fhe  cry'd,  I  follow  thee. 

My  death,  my  death  alone  can  fhow 
The  pure  and  lafting  love  I  bore ; 

Accept,  O  heav'n  !  of  woes  like  ours, 
And  let  us,  let  us  weep  no  more. 

The  difmal  fcene  was  o'er  and  paft, 
The  lover's  mournful  hearfe  retir'd  5 

The  maid  drew  back  her  languid  head, 
And,  fighing  forth  his  name,  expir'do 

Though  juftice  ever  muft  pievail, 
The  tear  my  Kitty  fheds  is  due  : 

Fey  feldom  fhall  ihe  hear  a  tale 
So  fad,  fo  tender,  yet  fo  true. 


A  PASTORAL  BALLAD, 

IN  FOUR   PARTS.       1743. 

"  Arbufta  humilefque  myricas."  VIRG> 

I.    ABSENCE. 

YE  fhepherds  fo  cheerful  and  gay, 

Whofe  flocks  never  carelefsly  roam  ; 
Should  Corydon's  happen  to  ftray, 

Oh  !  call  the  poor  wanderers  home. 
Allow  me  to  mufe  and  to  figh, 

Nor  talk  of  the  change  that  ye  find ; 
None  once  was  fo  watchful  as  I ; 

I  have  left  my  dear  Phillis  behind. 

Now  I  know  what  it  is,  to  have  flrove 

With  the  torture  of  doubt  and  defire  ; 
What  it  is  to  admire  and  to  love, 

And  to  leave  her  we  love  and  admire. 
Ah,  lead  forth  my  flock  in  the  morn, 

And  the  damps  of  each  evening  repel ; 
Alas  !  I  anvfaint  and  forlorn  : 

—I  have  bade  my  dear  Phillis  farewell. 

Since  Phillis  vouchfaf 'd  me  a  look, 

I  nev<fr  once  dreamt  of  my  vine : 
May  I  lofe  both  my  pipe  and  my  crook. 

If  I  knew  of  a  kid  that  was  mine. 
I  priz'd  every  hour  that  went  by, 

Beyond  all  that  had  pleas'd  me  before ; 
But  now  they  are  paft,  and  I  figh ; 

And  I  grieve  that  I  priz'd  them  no  more. 

But  why  do  I  languifh  in  vain ; 

Why  wander  thus  penfively  here  ? 
Oh !  why  did  I  come  from  the  plain, 

Where  I  fed  on  the  fmiles  of  my  dear  ? 
They  tell  me,  my  favourite  maid, 

The  pride  of  that  valley,  is  flown. 
Alas !  where  with  her  I  have  ftray'd, 

1  could  wander  with  pleafure,  alone. 

When  forc'd  the  fair  nymph  to  forego, 

What  anguifh  I  felt  at  my  heart : 
Yet  I  thought — -but  it  might  not  be  fo— 

'Twas  with  pain  that  fhe  faw  me  depart. 
She  gaz'd,  as  I  flowly  withdrew ; 

My  path  I  could  hardly  difcern  ; 
So  fweetly  fhe  bade  me  adieu, 

I  thought  that  fhe  bade  me  return. 

The  pilgrim  that  journeys  all  day 

To  vifit  fome  far-diftant  fhrine, 
If  he  bear  but  a  relique  away, 

Is  happy,  nor  heard  to  repine. 
Thus  widely  remov'd  from  the  fair, 

Where  my  vows,  my  devotion,  I  owe 
Soft  hope  is  the  relique  I  bear, 

And  my  folace,  wherever  I  go. 


My  banks  they  are  furnifh'd  with  bees, 

Whofe  murmur  invites  one  to  fleep  ; 
My  grottos  are  fhaded  with  trees, 

And  my  hills  are  v/hite  over  with  fheep. 
I  feldom  have  met  with  a  lofs, 

Such  health  do  my  fountains  beftow ; 
My  fountains  all  border'd  with  mcfs, 

Where  the  hare-bells  and  violets  grow. 
Not  a  pine  in  my  grove  is  there  feen, 

But  with  tendrils  of  woodbine  is  bound ; 
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Not  a  beech's  more  beautiful  green, 
But  a  fweet-briar  entwines  it  around. 

Not  my  fields  in  the  prime  of  the  year, 
More  charms  than  my  cattle  unfold ; 

Not  a  brook  that  is  limpid  and  clear, 
But  it  glitters  with  filhes  of  gold. 

One  would  think  fhe  might  like  to  retire 

To  the  bower  I  have  labour'd  to  rear ; 
Not  a  fhrub  that  1  heard  her  admire, 

But  i  hailed  and  planted  it  there. 
O  how  fudden  the  jeffamine  ftrove 

With  the  lilac  to  render  it  gay ! 
Already  it  calls  for  my  love, 

To  prune  the  wild  branches  away. 

From  the  plains,  from  the  woodlands  and  grove 

What  {trains  of  wild  melody  flow  ! 
How  the  nightingales  warble  their  loves 

From  thickets  of  rofes  that  blow ! 
And  when  her  bright  form  fhall  appear, 

Each  bird  fhall  harmonioufiy  join 
In  a  concert  fo  foft  and  fo  clear, 

As— fhe  may  hot  be  fond  to  refign. 

I  have  found  out  a  gift  for  my  fair  ; 

I  have  found  where  the  wood-pigeons  breed 
But  let  me  that  plunder  forbear, 

She  will  fay  'twas  a  barbarous  deed. 
For  he  ne'er  could  be  true,  fhe  aver'd, 

Who  could  rob  a  poor  bird  of  its  young : 
And  I  lov'd  her  the  more  when  I  heard 

Such  tcndernefs  fall  from  her  tongue. 

I  have  heard  her  with  fweetnefs  unfold 

How  that  pity  was  due  to— ^a  dove  : 
That  it  ever  attended  the  bold ; 

And  fhe  call'd  it  the  fifter  of  love. 
But  her  words  fuch  a  pleafure  convey^ 

So  much  I  her  accents  adore, 
Let  her  fpeak,  and  whatever  fhe  fay, 

Methinks  I  Ihould  love  her  the  more. 

Can  a  bofom  fo  gentle  remain 

Unmov'd,  when  her  Corydon  fighs  ! 
Will  a  nymph  that  is  fond  of  the  plain, 

Thefe  plains  and  this  valley  defpife  ? 
Dear  regions  of  filence  and  fhade  ! 

Soft  fcenes  of  contentment  and  eafc  ! 
Where  1  could  have  pleafingly  ftray 'd* 

If  aught  in  her  abfence  could  pleafe. 

But  where  does  my  Fhyllida  ftray  ? 

And  where  are  her  grots  and  her  bowers  ? 
Are  the  groves  and  the  vallies  as  gay, 

And  the  fhepherds  as  gentle  as  ours  ? 
The  groves  may  perhaps  be  as  fair, 

And  the  face  of  the  vallies  as  fine ; 
The  fwains  may  in  manners  compare, 

But  their  love  is  not  equal  to  mine, 

in.  SOLICITUDE, 


you  my  paflion  reprove  ? 
rm  it  a  folly  to  grieve  ? 


WHY  wil 

Why  term  it  a  folly  to  grieve  i 
Ere  I  fhow  you  the  charms  of  my  love, 

She  is  fairer  than  you  cah  believe. 
With  her  mien  fhe  enamours  the  brave ; 

With  her  wit  fhe  engages  the  free  ; 
With  her  modelty  pleafes  the  grave  ; 

She  is  every  way  pleafing  to  me. 


0  you  that  have  been  of  her  trairi, 
Come  and  join  in  my  amorous  lays; 

1  could  lay  down  my  life  for  the  fwain, 

That  will  fing  but  a  fong  in  her  praife. 
When  he  fings,  may  the  nymphs  of  the  town 

Come  trooping,  and  liiten  the  while ; 
Nay,  on  him  let  not  Phyllida  frown ; 

— But  I  cannot  allow  her  to  fmile. 
For  when  Paridel  tries  in  the  dance 

Any  favour  with  Phyllis  to  find, 

0  how,  with  one  trivial  glance, 
Might  fhe  ruin  the  peace  of  my  mind  I 

In  ringlets  he  dreffes  his  hair, 

And  his  crook  is  beftudded  around ; 
And  his  pipe— oh  my  Phyllis  beware 

Of  a  magic  there  is  in  the  found. 
'Tis  his  with  mock  paflion  to  glow 

'Tis  his  in  fmooth  tales  to  unfold, 
"  How  her  face  is  as  bright  as  the  Inow, 

And  her  bofom,  be  fure,  is  as  cold. 
How  the  nightingales  labour  the  {train, 

With  the  notes  of  his  charmer  to  vie ; 
How  they  vary  their  accents  in  vain, 

Repine  at  her  triumphs,  and  die." 
To  the  grove  or  the  garden  he  ftraysj 

And  pillages  every  fweet ; 
Then  fuiting  the  wreath  to  his  lays, 

He  throws  it  at  Phyllis's  feet. 

O  Phyllis,  he  whifpers,  more  fair, 

More  fweet  than  the  jeffamine's  flower ! 
What  are  pinks  in  a  morn,  to  compare  ? 

What  is  eglantine  after  a  fhower  ? 
Then  the  lily  no  longer  is  white ; 

Then  the  role  is  depriv'd  of  its  bloom ; 
Then  the  violets  die  with  defpight, 

And  the  woodbines  give  up  their  perfume."7 
Thus  glide  the  foft  numbers  along, 

And  he  fancies  no  fhepherd  his  peer; 
—Yet  I  never  fhould  envy  the  fong, 
Were  not  Phyllis  to  lend  it  an  ear. 

.et  his  crook  be  with  hyacinths  bound, 

So  Phyllis  the  trophy  defpife  -. 
,et  his  forehead  with  laurels  be  crown'd, 

So  they  fhine  not  in  Phyllis's  eyes. 
"he  language  that  flows  from  the  heart, 

Is  a  ftranger  to  Paridel's  tongue ; 
—Yet  may  fhe  beware  of  his  art, 

Or  fure  I  muft  envy  the  fong. 

IV.    DISAPPOINTMENT. 

E  fhepherds,  give  ear  to  my  lay, 
And  take  no  more  heed  of  my  fheep : 
hey  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  ftray  ; 

1  have  nothing  to  dd  but  to  weep, 
et  do  not  my  folly  reprove ; 

She  was  fair*— and  my  paflion  begun ; 
ic  fmil'd— and  I  could  not  but  love ; 
She  is  faithlefs — and  I  am  undone, 
'erhaps  I  was  void  of  all  thought : 
Perhaps  it  was  plain  to  forefee, 
bat  a  nymph  fo  complete  would  be  fpught 
By  a  fwain  more  engaging  than  me. 
li !  love  every  hope  can  infpire  ; 
It  banifhes  wifdom  the  while ; 
nd  the  lip  of  the  nymph  we  admire 
Seems  for  ever  adorn'd  with  a  fmile. 
R  r  Uj 
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She  is  faithlefs,  ard  I  am  undone  ; 

Yet  that  witnefs  the  woes  I  endure ; 
Let  reafon  inftrudl  you  to  fhun 

What  it  cannot  inftruct  you  to  cure. 
Beware  how  you  loiter  in  vain 

Amid  nymphs  of  an  higher  degree  : 
It  is  not  for  me  to  explain 

How  fair,  and  how  fickle,  they  be. 

Alas !  from  the  day  that  we  met, 

What  hope  of  an  end  to  my  woes  ? 
When  I  cannot  endure  to  forget 

The  glance  that  undid  my  repofe. 
Yet  time  may  diminifh  the  pain  : 

The  flower,  and  th.  fhrub,  and  the  tree, 
Which  I  rear'd  for  her  pleafure  in  vain, 

In  time  may  have  comfort  for  me. 


The  fvveets  of  a  dew-fprinkled  rofey 

The  found  of  a  murmuring  ftream, 
The  peace  which  from  folitude  flows, 

Henceforth  fhall  be  Cory  don's  th.me; 
High  tranfports  are  fhown  to  the  fight, 

But  we  are  not  to  find  them  our  own ; 
Fate  never  beftow'd  fuch  delight, 

As  I  with  my  Phyllis  had  known. 

0  ye  woods,  fpread  your  branches  apace  ; 
To  your  deepeft  receffcs  I  fly  ; 

1  woidd  hide  with  the  beafts  of  the  chafe  ; 

1  W  :id  vanifh  from  every  eye. 
Yet  my  reed  fhall  refound  through  the  grove 

With  the  fame  fad  complaint  it  begun ; 
How  fhe  fmil'd,  and  I  could  not  but  love  ; 

Was  faithlefs,  and  I  am  undone  ! 


LEVITIES;    OR  PIECES  OF  HUMOUR. 


*  ON  MISS  M  -  S's  DANCING,  1743. 

OF  all  that  gives  politenefs  birth, 

Of  all  that  claims  to  pleafe, 
In  motion,  manners^  or  in  mirth, 

The  fureft  fource  is  eafe. 

With  filent  flep,  and  graceful  air, 

See  gentle  Sylvia  move  ; 
WhilPi  heedlefs  gazers,  unaware, 

Refign  their  foul  to  love. 

Accomplifh'd  maid  !  my  trivial  rhyme 

Muffc  do  thy  graces  wrong  ; 
Who  doft  not  only  dance  hi  timet 

But  fteal,  like  time,  along. 

*  IMPROMPTU  TO  MISS  UTR'ECIA  SMITH, 

ON   HER  NOT  DANCING,    I74J. 

Whilft  round  in  wild  rotations  hurl'd, 

Thefe  glittering  forms  I  view, 
Methinks  the  bufy.reftlefs  world 

Is  pictur'd  in  a  few. 

So  may  the  bufy  world  advance, 

Since  thus  the  fates  decree  : 
It  fHll  may  have  its  bufy  dance, 

Whilft  I  retire  with  thee. 

FLIRT  AND  PHILL  ; 

A  DECISION  FOR  THE  LADIES. 

A  WIT,  by  learning  well  refin'd, 
A  beau,  but  of  the  rural  kind, 
.  To  Sylvia  made  pretences  ; 
They  both  profefs'd  an  equal  love  ; 
Yet  hop'd  by  different  means  to  move 
Her  judgment  or  her  fenfes. 

Young  fp  rightly  Flirt,  of  blooming  mien, 
Watch'd  the  beft  minutes  to  be  feen  ; 

Went—  when  his  glafs  advis'd  him  : 
While  meagre  Phill  of  books  inquir'd  ; 
A  wight,  for  wit  and  parts  admir'd  ; 

And  witty  ladies  priz'd  him. 


*  £?9t  printed  in  any  former  edition  oflAs 


Sylvia  had  wit,  had  fpirits  too  ; 
To  hear  the  one,  the  other  view, 

Sufpended  hekl  the  fcales : 
Her  wit,  her  youth  too,  claim'd  its  fhare, 
Let  none  the  preference  declare, 

But  turn  up— heads  or  tails. 

STANZAS  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  AN 
AGREEABLE  LADY, 

BURIED  IN   MARRIAGE  TO  A  PERSON  UNDESERV 
ING   HER. 

'TWAS  always  held,  and  ever  will, 

By  fage  mankind,  difcreeter, 
T'  anticipate  a  leffer  ill, 

Than  undergo  a  greater. 

When  mortals  dread  difeafes,  pain,- 

And  languifhing  conditions ; 
Who  don't  the  leffer  ills  fuflain 

Of  phyfic  and — phyficians  ? 
Rather  than  lofe  his  whole  eflate, 

He  that  but  little  wife  is,  -k 

Full  gladly  pays  four  parts  in  eight 

To  taxes  and  excifes. 
Our  merchants  Spain  has  near  undone- 

For  loft  fhips  not  requitting  : 
This  bears  our  noble  king,  to  fhun 

The  lols  of  blood — in  fighting ! 
With  numerous  ills,  in  fingle  life, 

The  bachelor's  attended : 
Such  to  avoid,  he  takes  a  wife— 
And  much  the  cafe  is  mended ! 
Poor  Gratia  in  her  twentieth  year, 

Forefeeing  future  woe, 
Chofe  to  attend  a  monkey  here, 

Before  an  ape  below. 

COLEMIRA  ;  A  CULINARY  ECLOGUE. 
"  Nee  tantum  Veneris,  quantum  ftudiofa  culinse.** 

NIGHT'S  fable  clouds  had  half  the  globe  o'erfpread. 
And  filence  reign'd,  and  folks  were  gone  to  bed  : 
When  love,  which  gentle  fleep  can  n 
Had  feated  Damon  by  the  kitchen  fire. 


LEVITIES. 


Peulive  he  lay,  extended  on  the  ground ; 
The  little  lares  kept  their  vigils  round ; 
The  fawning  cats  compaffionate  his  cafe, 
And  pur  around,  and  gently  lick  his  face : 

To  all  his  plaints  the  fleeping  curs  reply, 
And  with  hoarfe  fnorings  imitate  a  figh. 
Such  gloomy  fcenes  with  lovers'  minds  agree1, 
And  iblitude  to  them  is  beft  fociety. 

Could  I  (he  cry 'd)  exprefs,  how  bright  a  grace 
Adorns  thy  morning  hands,  and  well-wafh'd  face; 
Thou  wouidft,  Colemira,  grant  what  I  implore, 
And  yield  me  love,  or  wafli  thy  face  no  more. 

Ah  !  who  c^n  fee,  and  feeing  not  admire, 
When'er  fhe  fets  the  pQt.jupon  the  fire  ! 
Her  hands  outfhine  the  fire,  and  redder  things ; 
K  ?r  eyes  are  blacker  than  the  pots  fhe  brings. 

But  fure  no  chamber-damfel  can  compare, 
When  in  meridian  luftre  ihines  my  f.air, 
When  warm'd  with  dinner's  toil  in  pearly  rills, 
Adown  her  goodly  cheek  the  fweat  diitiils. 

Oh  !  how  I  long,  how  ardently  defire, 
To  view  thofe  r'ofy  fingers  ftrike  the  lyre ! 
For  late,  when  bees  to  change  their  climes  began, 
How  did  I  fee  them  thrum  die  frying-pan  ! 

With  her  !  I  fhould  not  envy  George  his  queen, 
Though  fhe  in  royal  grandeur  deck'd  be  feen  : 
Whilft  rags,  juft  fever'd  from  my  fair  one's  gown, 
In  ruffet  pomp  and  greiify  pride  hong  down. 

Ah  !  now  it  does  my  drooping  heart  rejoice, 
When  in  the  hall  I  hear  thy  mellow  voice  ! 
How  would  that  voice  exceed  the  village  bell ; 
Would  that  but  fing,  "  I  like  thee  paffing  well !" 

When  from  the  hearth  {he  bade  the  pointers  go, 
How  foft!  how  eafy  did  her  accents  flow  ! 
"  Get  out,  fhe  cry'd,  when  ftrangers  come  to  fup, 
"  One  ne'er  can  raife  thofe  fnoring  devils  up." 

Then,  full  of  wrath,  fhe  kick'd  each  lazy  brute, 
Alas  !  I  envy'd  even  that  falute ;    • 
'Twas  fure  mifplac'd— Shock  laid,  or  feem'd  to  fay, 
He  had  as  lief,  I  had  the  kick,  as  they. 

If  fhe  the  myftic  bellows  take  in  hand, 
Who  like  the  fair  can  that  machine  command? 

0  may'ft  thou  ne'er  by  Eolus  be  feen, 

For  he  would  fure  demand  thee  for  his  queen. 

.   But  fhould  the  flame  -this  rougher  aid  refufe, 
And  only  gentler  med'cines  be  of  ufe  j         [ftrife, 
With   full-blown   cheeks  fhe   ends  the  doubtful 
Foments  the  infant  flame,  and  piiffi  it  into  life. 

.  Such  arts  as  thefe  exalt  the  drooping  fire, 
But  in  my  breaft  a  fiercer  flame  irifpire  : 

1  burn  !  I  burn  !  O  !  give  thy  puffing  o'er ; 
And  fwell  thy  cheeks,  and  pout  thy  lips,  no  more ! 

With  all  her  haughty  looks  the  time  I've  feen, 
When  this  proud  damftl  has  more  humble  been, 
\Vhen  with  nice  airs  fhe  hoift  the  pan-cake  round, 
And  drppp'dit,  haplefs  fair!  upon  the  ground. 

Look,  with  what  charming  grace  !   what  win 
ning  tricks ! 

The  artful  charmer  rubs  the  candlefticks! 
£o  bright  .fhe  makes  the  candlefticks  fhe  handles, 
Oft  I  have  faid — there  were  uo  :;cec!  of 


But  thou  my  fair  !  who  nearer  wouidft  approve, 
Or  hear  the  tender  ftory  of  my  love  ; 
Or  mind,  how  burns  my  raging  breaft  —  a  button  —  • 
Perhaps  art  dreaming  of  —  a  breaft  of  mutton. 

Thus  faid,  and  wept  the  fad  defponding  fwain, 
Revealing  to  the  fable  walls  his  pain  : 
But  nymphs  are  free  with  thole  they  fhould  deny  ; 
To  thofe,  they  love,  more  exquifitely  coy  ! 

Now  chirping  crickets  raife  their  tinkling  "1 

•  voice,  / 
The  lambent  flames  in  languid  flreams  arife,      T 
And  fmoke  in  azure  folds  evaporate  and  dies.    3 

THE  RAPE  OF  THE  TRAP, 

A  BALLAD,    IJ3J. 

""T  WA  s  in  a  land  of  learning, 

The  mufes  favourite  city, 
Such  pranks  of  late 
Were  play'd  by  a  rat, 

As  —  tempt  one  to  be  witty. 

All  in  a  college  ftudy, 

Where  books  wefe  in  great  plenty  ; 
This  rat  would  devour 
More  fenfe  in  an  hour, 

Than  I  cou'd  write—in  twenty. 

Corporeal  food,  'tis'granted, 
Serves  vermin  left  refin'd,  Sir  ; 

But  this,  a  rat  of  tafie, 

All  other  rats  fUrpafs'd  ; 

And  he  jbrey'd  on  the  food  of  the  mind,  Si£ 

His  breakfaft,  half  the  morning, 

He  conitantly  attended  ; 
And  when  the  bell  rung 
For  evening  fong, 

His  dinner  fcarce  was  ended  ! 
He  fpar'd  not  ev'n  heroics, 

On  which  we  poets  pride  us  ; 
And  would  make  no  more 
Of  king  Arthur's  *,  by  the  fcore 
;  .  Than  all  the  world  befide  does. 
In  books  of  geo-graphy, 

•  He  made  the  maps  to  flutter  : 
A  river  or  a  fea 

Was  to  him  a  difh  of  tea  : 

And  a  kingdom,  bread  and  butter. 

But  if  fome  mawkifh  potion 

Might  chance  to  over-dofe  him, 

To  check  its  rage, 

He  took  a  page 

Of  logic—  to  compofe  him  — 

A  trap  in  hafte  and  anger, 

Was  bought,  you  need  not  doubt  on't  5 
And,  fuch  was  the  gin, 
Where  a  lion  pnce  got  in, 

He  could  not,  1  think,  get  out  on't. 

With  cheefe,  not  books,  'twas  baited, 

The  fa<a  I'll  not  belye  it— 
Since  none—  I'll  tell  you  that— 
Whether  fcholar  or  rat 

Mind  books,  when  he  has  other  diet- 


Blaikmort, 
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But  more  of  trap  and  bait,  Sir, 
Why  fhould  I  fing,  or  either  ? 

Since  the  rat,  who  knew  the  flight, 

Came  in  the  dead  of  night, 

And  dragg'd  them  away  together : 

Both  trap  and  bait  were  vanifh'd, 
Through  a  fracture  in  the  flooring ; 

Which,  though  fo  trim 

It  now  may  feem, 

Had  then— a  dozen  or  more  in. 

Then  anfwer  this,  ye  fages ! 

Nor  deem  a  man  to  wrong  ye, 
Had  the  rat  which  thus  did  feize  on 
The  trap,  lefs  claim  to  reafon, 

Than  many  a.  fkull  among  ye  ? 

Dan  Prior's  mice,  I  own  it, 
Were  vermin  of  condition ; 

But  this  rat  who  merely  learn'd 
'  What  rats  alone  concern'd, 
Was  the  greater  politician. 

That  England  's  topfy-turvy, 

Is  clear  from  thefe  mifhaps,  Sir ; 
Since  traps  we  may  determine, 
Will  no  longer  take  our  vermin, 
But  vermin  *  take  our  traps,  Sir. 

Let  fophs,  by  rats  infefted, 

Then  truft  in  cats  to  catch  'ernj 
Left  they  grow  as  learn'd  as  we, 
In  our  ftudies ;  where,  d'  ye  fee, 
No  mortal  fits  to  watch  'em. 

Good  luck  betide  our  captains; 

Good  luck  betide  our  cats,  Sir : 
And  grant  that  the  one  * 

May  quell  the  Spanifh  Don, 

And  the  other  deflroy  our  rats,  Sir. 

ON  CERTAIN  PASTORALS. 

So  rude  and  tunelefs  are  thy  lays, 

The  weary  audience  vow, 
'Tis  not  th*  Arcadian  fwain  that  {ings, 

But  'tis  his  herds  that  low. 


ON  MR.  c — .  OF  KIDDERMINSTER'S 
POETRY. 

TUT  verfes,  friend,  are  Kidderminfter  f  ftuff, 
And  I  muft  own  you've  meafur'd  out  enough. 

TO  THE  VIRTUOSOS. 

HAIL,  curious  wights!  to  whom  fo  fair 

The  form  of  mortal  flies  is ! 
Who  deem  thofe  grubs  beyond  compare, 

Which  common  fenfe  defpifes. 

Whether  o'er  hill,  morafs,  or  mound, 
You  make  your  fportfman  fallies ; 

Or  that  your  prey  in^gardens  found 
Is  urg'd  through  walks  and  alleys. 

Yet,  in  the  fury  of  the  chafe, 
No  flope  could  e'er  retard  you ; 

••»   Written  at  tie  time  of  tie  SpanijL  depredations. 
^  Famous  for  a  (sarfs  vjwlttn  manafaflure. 


Bleft  if  one  fly  repay  the  race, 
Or  painted  wings  reward  yoir. 

Fierce  as  Camilla  o'er  the  plain 

Purfued  the  glittering  ftranger ; 
Still  ey'd  the  purple's  pleafing  ftain, 

And  knew  not  fear  nor  danger. 

'Tis  you  difpenfe  the  favourite  meat 

To  nature's  filmy  people ; 
Know  what  conferves  they  choofe  to  eat, 

And  what  liqueurs  to  tipple. 

And  if  her  brood  of  infects  dies, 

You  fage  afliftance  lend  her  ; 
Can  iloop  to  pimp  for  amorous  flies, 

And  help  them  to  engender. 

'Tis  you  protect  their  pregant  hour ; 

And  when  the  birth's  at  hand, 
Exerting  your  obfletric  power, 

Prevent  a  mothlefs  land. 

Yet  oh  !  howe'er  your  towering  view 

Above  grofs  objects  rifes, 
Whate'er  refinements  you  purfue, 

Hear,  what  a  friend  advifes : 

A  friend,  who,  weigh'd  with  yours,  muft  prizi 

Domitian's  idle  paflion ; 
That  wrought  the  death  of  teazing  flies, 

But  ne'er  their  propagation. 

Let  Flavia's  eyes  more  deeply  warm, 

Nor  thus  your  hearts  determine, 
To  flight  dame  nature's  faireft  form 

And  figh  for  nature's  vermin. 

And  fpeak  with  fome  refpect  of  beaasf, 

Nor  more  as  triflers  treat  'em  : 
'Tis  better  learn  to  fave  one's  clothes, 

Than  cherifh  moths,  that  eat  'em. 

THE  EXTENT  OF  COOKERY. 
"  Aliufque  et  idem." 

WHEN  Tom  to  Cambridge  firft  wasfent, 

A  plain  brown  bob  he  wore ; 
Read  much,  and  look'd  as  though  he  meant 

To  be  a  fop  no  more- 
See  him  to  Lincoln's  Inn  repair, 

His  refolution  flag ; 
He  cherifh  es  a  length  of  hair, 

And  tucks  it  in  a  bag. 

Nor  Coke  nor  Salkeld  he  regards, 

But  gets  into  the  houfe, 
And  fbon  a  judge's  rank  rewards 

His  pliant  votes  and  bows. 

Adieu,  ye  bobs !  ye  bags,  give  place ! 

Full  bottoms  come  inftead ! 
Good  Lord !  to  fee  the  various  wsys 

Of  dreffing— a  calf's  head  ? 

THE  PROGRESS  OF  ADVICE. 

A  COMMON   CASE. 

"  Suade,  nam  certum  eft." 

SAYS  Richard  to  Thomas  (and  feem'd  half  afraid) 
"•  I  am  thinking  to  marry  thy  miftrefs's  maid; 
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Now,  becaufe  Mrs-  Lucy  to  thee  is  well  known, 
I  will  do't  if  thou  bidft  me,  or  let  it  alone. 

Nay  don't  make  a  jeft  on't ;  'tis  no  jeft  to  me  ; 

For  'faith  I'm  in  earneft,  fo  pr'ythee  be  free, 

I  have  no  fault  to  find  with  the  girl  fince  I  knew 

her, 
But  I'd  have  thy  advice,  ere  I  tie  myfelf  to  her." 

Said  Thomas  to  Richard,  "  To  fpeak  my  opinion, 
There  is  not  fuch  a  bitch  in  King  George's  do 
minion, 

And  I  firmly  believe,  if  thou  knew'ft  her  as  I  do, 
Thou  would  choofe  out  a  whipping-poft,  firft  to  be 
ty'd  to. 

She's  peevifh,  (he's  thievifh,  fhe'e  ugly,  (he's  old, 
And  a  liar,  and  a  fool,  and  a  flut,  and  a  fcold." 
Next  day  Richard  haften'd  to  church  and  was  wed, 
And  ere  night  had  inform'd  her  what  Thomas  had 
faid. 

A  BALLAD. 

"  Trahit  fua  quemque  voluptas." 

FROM  Lincoln  to  London   rode  forth  our  young 
fquire,  [admire ; 

To  bring  down  a  wife  whom  the  fwains  might 
But,  in  fpite  of  whatever  the  mortal  could  fay, 
The  goddefs  objected  the  length  of  the  way  ! 

To  give  up  the  opera,  the  park,  and  the  ball, 
For  to  view  the  flag's  horns  in  an  old  country- 
hall; 

To  have  neither  China  nor  India  to  fee  ! 
Nor  a  laceman  to  plague  in  a  morning— not  fhe  ! 

To  forfake  the  dear  play-houfe,  Quin,  Garrick, 

and  Clive, 

Who  by  dint  of  mere  humour  had  kept  her  alive ; 
To  forego  the  full  box  for  his  lonefome  abode, 
O  heavens !  fhe  fhould  faint  fhe  would  die  on  the 

road ; 

To  forego  the  gay  fafhions  and  geftures  of  France, 
And  leave  dear  Augufte  in  the  midft  of  the  dance, 
And  Harlequin  too  !— 'twas  in  vain  to  require  it ; 
And  fhe  wonder'd  how  folks  had  the  face  to  de- 
fire  it. 

She   might  yield  to  refign  the  fweet  fingers  of 

Ruckholt, 

Where  the  citizen-matron  feduces  her  cuckold ; 
But  Ranelagh  foon  would  her  footfteps  recal, 
And  the  mufic,  the  lamps,  and  the  glare  of  Vaux* 

hall. 

To  be  fure  flie  could  breathe  no  where  elfe  but  in 
town,  [clown ; 

Thus  fhe  talk'd  like  a  wit,  and  he  look'd  like  a 
But  the  while  honeft  Harry  defpair'd  to  fucceed, 
A  coach  with  a  coronet  trail'd  her  to  Tweed 

SLENDER'S  GHOST.         rid*  Skakfitare 

BENEATH  a  church-yard  yew, 

Decay'd  and  worn  with  age, 
At  dulk  of  eve  me  thought  I  fpy'd 
Poor  Slender' s  ghoft  that  whimpering  cried, 

O  fweet,  O  iwestt  Anne  Page  ! 
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Ye  gentle  bards !  give  ear ! 

Who  talk  of  amorous  rage, 
Who  fpoil  the  lily,  rob  the  rofe, 
Come  learn  of  me  to  weep  your  woes : 

O  fweet,  O  fweet  Anne  Page  ! 

Why  fhould  fuch  labour'd  (trains 

Your  formal  mufe  engage  ? 
I  never  dream'd  of  flame  or  dart, 
That  fir'd  my  breaft  or  pierc'd  my  heart,, 

But  figh'd,  O  fweet  Anne  Page ! 

And  you  !  whofe  love-fick  minds 

No  med'cine  can  affuage ! 
Accufe  the  leeche's  art  no  more, 
But  learn  of  Slender  to  deplore  ; 

O  fweet,  O  fweet  Anne  Page ! 

And  ye  whofe  fouls  are  held, 

Like  linnets  in  a  cage  ! 
Who  talk  of  fetters,  links,  and  chains, 
Attend  and  imitate  my  ftrains  ? 

O  fweet,  O  fweet  Anne  Page ! 

And  you  who  boaft  or  grieve, 

What  horrid  wars  we  wage ! 
Of  wounds  receiv'd  from  many  an  eye  5 
Yet  mean  as  I  do,  when  I  figh, 

O  fweet,  O  fweet  Anne  Page  ! 

Hence  every  fond  conceit 

Of  fhepherd  or  of  fage; 
'Tis  Slender's  voice,  'tis  Slender's  way 
Expreffes  all  you  have  to  fay, 

O  fweet,  O  fweet  Anne  Page  ! 

THE  INVIDIOUS.  MART, 

0  FORTUNE  !  if  my  prayer  of  old 
Was  ne'er  folicitous  for  gold, 
With  better  grace  thou  may'ft  allow 
My  fuppliant  wifh,  that  afks  it  now. 
Yet  think  not,  goddefs  !  I  require  it  _ 
For  the  fame  end  your  clowns  defire  it. 
In  a  well-made  effectual  firing, 

Fain  would  I  fee  Lividio  fwing  ! 

Hear  him,  from  Tyburn's  height  haranguing, 

But  fuch  a  cur's  not  worth  one's  hanging. 

Give  me,  O  goddefs !  ftore  of  pelf, 

And  he  will  tie  the  knot  himfelf. 

THE  PRICE  OF  AN  EQTJIPAGE. 

"  Servum  fi  potes,  Ole,  non  habere, 

"  Et  regem  potes,  Ole,  non  habere."    MAR?, 

1  ASK'D  a  friend  amidft  the  throng, 
Whofe  coach  it  was  that  trail'd  along  : 

"  The  gilded  coach  there — dont  ye  mind? 
That  with  the  footmen  ftuck  behind  " 

O  Sir  !  fays  he,  what !  han't  you  feen  it  ? 
'Tis  Damon's  coach,  and  Damon  in  it. 
"Pis  odd,  methinks,  you  have  forgot 
Your  friend,  your  neighbour,  and — what  not ! 
Your  old  acquaintance  Damonj — "  True  ; 
But  faith  his  equipage  is  new." 

«  Blefs  me,  faid  I,  where  can  it  end; 
What  madnefs  has  poffefs'd  my  friend  ? 
tour  powder'd  (laves,  and  thofe  the  tailed, 
Their  flomachs  deubtkfs  not  the  fmallea  \ 
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Can  Damon's  revenue  maintain 
In  lace  and  food,  fo  large  a  train  ? 
I  know  his  land — each  inch  of  ground— 
'Tis  not  a  mile  to  walk  it  round— 
If  Damon's  whole  eft  ate  can  bear 
To  keep  his  lad  and  one-horfe  chair, 
1  own  ''tispaft  my  comprehend  on." 
Yes,  Sir,  but  Damon  has  a  penfion — 

Thus  does  falfe  ambition  rule  us, 
Thus  pomp  delude  and  folly  fool  us ; 
To  keep  a  race  of  flickering  knaves, 
He  grows  himfelf  the  worft  of  flaves. 

HINT  FROM  VOITURE. 

LET  Sol  his  annual  journeys  run, 

And  when  the  radiant  tafk  is  done, 

Confefs,  through  all  the  globe,  'twould  pofe  him, 

To  match  the  charms  that  Celia  fhows  him. 

And  fiiould  he  boaft  he  once  had  feen 
Asjuft  a  form,  as  bright  a  mien, 
Yet  muft  it  flill  for  ever  pofe  him, 
To  match— what  Celia  never  fhows  him. 

INSCRIPTION, 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  A.  L.  ESQjJIRE, 

To  the  memory 

Of  A.  L.  Efquire, 

Juflice  of  the  peace  for  this  county ; 

Who  in  the  whole  courie  of  his  pilgrimage 

Through  a  trifling  ridiculous  world, 

Maintaining  his  proper  dignity,, 
Notwithfianding.  the  feoffs  of  ill-diipofed  perfons, 

And  wits  of  the  age, 
That  ridiculed  his  behaviour, 
Or  cenfured  his  breeding  ; 
Following  the  dictates  of  nature, 

Defiring  to  cafe  the  afflicled, 
Eager  to  fet  the  prifoners  at  liberty, 

Without  having,  for  his  end 
The  noife,  or  report  fuCh  things  generally  caufe 

in  the  world, 

(As  he  was  feen  to  perform  them  of  none) 

But  the  fole  relief  and  happinefs 

Of  the  party  in  diftrcfs  ; 

Himfelf  refting  eafy,     - 
"When  he  could  render  that  fo ; 
Not  griping  or  pinching  himlelf, 

To  hoard  up  fuperfluities ; 

Not  coveting  to  keep  in  his  pofieflion 

What  gives  more  difquietude,  than  pleaiure ; 

But  charitably  diffufing  it 

To  all  round  about  him  : 

Making  the  moft  forrowful  countenance 

To  fmile 
In  his  prefence  ; 

Always  beflowing  more  than  he  was  afked, 

Always  imparting  before  he  was  defired ; 

Not  proceeding  in  this  manner 

Upon  every  trivial  fuggeilion, 

But  the  moft  mature  and  folemn  deliberation ; 

With  an  incredible  prefence  and  undauntednefs 

of  mind ; 
With  an  inimitable  gravity  and  economy 

efface ; 

Bidding  loud  defiance 

To  politenefs  and  the  failiion, 

Dared  let  a  f*»t» 


TO  A  FRIEND. 

HAVE  you  ne'er  feen,  my  gentle  fquire, 
The  humours  of  your  kitchen  fire? 
Says  Ned  to  Sal,  "  I  lead  a  fpade, 
Why  don't  ye  play  ? — the  girls  afraid — 
Play  fomething— any  thing — but  play — 
' Tis  but  to  pals  the  time  away — 
Pjhoo — how  ftie  Hands — biting  her  nails — 
As  though  fhe  play'd  for  half  her  vails — 
Sorting  her  cards,  hagh'ng  and  picking — 
We  play  for  nothing,  do  us,  chicken  ? — 
That  card  will  do — 'blood  never  doubt  it, 
It's  not  worth  while  to  think  about  it." 

Sal  thought,  and  thought,  and  mifs'd  her  aim, 
And  Ned  ne'er  ftudying,  won  the  game. 

Methinks,  old  friend,  'tis  wondrous  true, 
That  verfc  is  but  a  game  at  loo. 
While  many  a  bard,  that  fhows  fo  clearly 
He  writes  for  his  amufement  merely, 
Is  known  to  ftudy,  fret,  and  toil ; 
And  play  for  nothing  all  the  while : 
Or  praife  at  moft;  for  wreaths  of  yore 
Ne'er  fignify'd  a  farthing  more  : 
Till  having  vainly  toil'd  to  gain  it, 
He  fees  your  flying  pen  obtain  it. 

Through  fragrant  fcenes  the  trifler  roves, 
And  Jiallow'd  haunts  that  Phoebus  loves  : 
Where  with  Orange  heats  his  bofom  glows, 
And  myftic  flames  the  God  beftows. 
You  now  none  other  flame  require, 
Than  a  good  blazing  parlour  fire  ; 
Write  verfes— to  defy  the  fcorners, 
In  fhit-houfes  and.  chimney-corners. 

Sal  found  her  deep -laid  fchemes  were  vain— > 
The  cards  are;  cut-— come  deal  again — 
No  good  comes  on  it  when  one  lingers — 
I'll  play  the  cards  come  next  my  fingers — 
Fortune  could  never  let  Ned  loo  her, 
When  ihe  had  lift  it  wholly  to  her. 

Well  now,  who  wins  ?  why  flill  the  fame— 
For  Sal  has  loft  another  game. 

"I've  done ;   (fhe  mutter'd)  I  was  faying, 
It  did  not  argufy  my  playing. 
Some  folks  will  win,  they  cannot  choofe, 
But  think  or  not  think— fome  muft  lofe, 
1  may  have  won  a  game  qr  fo— 
But  then  it  was  an  age  ago— 
It  ne'er  will  be  my  lot  again— 
1  won  it  of  a  babby  then- 
Give  me  an  ace  of  trumps  and  fee. 
Our  Ned  will  beat  me  with  a  three. 
'Tis  all  by  luck  that  things  are  carry'd — 
He'll  fuffer  for  iit,  when  he's  marry 'd." 

Thus  Sal  with  tears  in  either  eye ; 
While  victor  Ned  fat  tittering  by. 

Thus  I,  long  envying  your  fuccefs, 
And  bent  to  write  and  ftudy  lefs, 
Sate  down,  and  fcribbled  in  a  trice, 
Juft  what  you  fee — and  you  defpife. 

Yoij,xwho  can  frame  a  tuneful  fong., 
And  hum  it  as  you  ride  along  ; 
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And  trotting  on  the  king's  high-way. 
Snatch  from  the  hedge  a  fprig  of  bay ; 
Accept  this  v<?rfe  howe'er  it  flows, 
From  one  that  is  your  friend  in  prcfe. 

What  is  this  wreath,  (o  gr  •  n  !   'o  fait  ! 
Which  many  wifh,  and  few  muft  wear  ? 
Which  fome  men's  indolence  can  gain, 
And  fome  men's  vigils  ne'er  obtain  ? 
For  what  muft  Sal  or  poet  fue,  *> 

Ere  they  engage  with  Ned  or  you  ? 
For  luck  in  verfe,  for  luck  at  loo  ?  j 

Ah  no  !  'tis  genius  gives  you  fame, 
And  Ned,  through  {kill,  fecures  the  game. 

THE  POET  AND  THE  DUN.     1741. 

"  Thefe  are  meflengers 
"  That  feelingly  perfuadc  me  what  I  am."  Sbalef. 

COME*  a  dun  in  die   mo'rning  and  raps  at  my 
door —  [more— — 

«'  I  made  bold  to  call — 'tis  a  twelvemonth  and 
I'm  forry,  believe  me,  to  trouble  you  thus,  Sir,-— 
But  Job  would  be  paid,  Sir,  had  Job  been  a  mer 
cer."  [ways." 
My  friend  have  but  patience — "  Ay  thefe  are  your 
I  have  got  but  one  {hilling  to  ferve  me  two  days— 
But  Sir — pr'ythee  take  it,  and  tell  your  attorney, 
If  I  han't  paid  your  bill,  I  have  paid  for  your 
journey. 

Well,  now  thoti  art  gone,  let  me  govern  my 

paflion, 

And  calmly  confider, — confider,  vexation  ! 
What  whore  that  mufl  paint,  and  muft  put  on 

falfe  locks, 

And  counterfeit  joy  in  the  pangs  of  the  pox  ! 
What  beggar's  wife's  nephew,  now  ftarv'd,  and 

nowb  aten, 

Who,  wanting  to  eat,  fears  himfelf  ihall  be  eaten  ! 
What  porter,  what  turnfpite,  can  deem  his  cafe 

hard !  [bard  ! 

Or  what  dun  boaft  of  patience  that  thinks  of  a 
Well,  I'll  leave  this  poor  trade,  for  no  trade  can 

be  poorer, 

Turn  (hoe-boy,  or  courtier,  or  pimp,  or  procurer; 
Get  love,  and  refpedt,  and  good  living,  and  pelf, 
And  dun  fome  poor  dog  of  a  poet  myi'eif. 
One's  credit,  however,  of  courfe  will  grow  better ; 
Here  enters  the  footman,  and  brings  me  a  letter. 

"  Dear  Sir  !  I  received  your  obliging  epiftle, 
Your  fame  is  fecure— bid  the  critics  go  whiftle. 
I  read  over  with  wonder  the  poem  you  fent  me ; 
And  I  muft  fpeak  your  praifes,  no  foul  ihall  pre 
vent  me. 

The  audience,  believe  nie,  cry'd  out  every  line 
Was  ftrong,  was  affecting,  was  juft,  was  divine ; 
All  pregnant,  as  gold  is,  with  worth,  weight,  and 

beauty, 

And  to  hide  fuch  a  genius  was— far  from  your  duty. 
I  forefee  that  the  court  will  be  hugely  delighted  : 
Sir  Richard,  for  much  a  lefs  genius,  was  knighted. 
Adieu,  my  good  friend,  and  for  high  life  prepare 
ye ;  [ye." 

I  could  fay  much  more,  but  you're  modeft,  1  ipare 
Quite  fir'd  with  the  flattery,  I  call  for  my  paper, 
And  wafte  that,  and  health,  and  my  time,  and  my 
tap  er ; 


I  fcribble  till  morn,  when,  with  wrath  no  fmail 

ft  ore, 
Comes  my  old  friend  the  mercer,  and  raos  at  my 

door. 

"  Ah  !  friend,  'tis  but  idle  to  make  fuch  a  pother, 
Fate,  fate  has  ordain'd  us  to  plague  one  another." 

WRITTEN  AT  AN  INN  AT  HENLEY. 
To  thee,  fair  freedom !  I  retire 

From  flattery,  cards,  and  dice,  and  din  ; 
Nor  art  thou  found  in  manfions  higher 

Than  the  low  cott,  or  humble  inn. 
'Tis  here  with  boundlefs  power  I  reign  ; 

And  every  health  which  I  begin,  & 
Converts  dull  port  to  bright  champaigiie ; 

Such  freedom  crowns  it,  at  an  inn. 
1  fly  from  pomp,  I  fly  from  plate  ! 

I  fly  from  falfehood's  fpecious  griii ; 
Freedom  I  love,  and  form  I  hate, 

And  choofe  my  lodgings  at  an  inn. 
Here,  waiter  !  take  my  fordid  ore, 

Which  lacqueys  elfe  might  hope  to  win  j 
It  buys,  what  courts  have  not  in  ftore ; 

It  buys  me  freedom  at  ari  inn. 

Whoe'er  has  travell'd  life'd  dull  round, 
Where'er  his  ftages  mav  have  been. 

May  figh  to  think  heftill  has  found 
The  warmed  welcome  at  an  inn. 

A  SIMILE. 

WHAT  village  has  but  fometime feen, 
The  clumfy  fhape,  the  frightful  mien, 
Tremendous  claws,  and  fliagged  hair, 
Of  that  grim  brute  yclept  a  bear  ? 
He  from  his  dam,  the  learn'd  agree, ' 
Receiv'd  the  curious  form  you  f? e ; 
Who,  with  her  plaftic  tongue  alone, 
Produc'd  a  vifage — like  her  own— 
And  thus  they  hint,  in  myftic  fafhion, 
The  powerful  force  of  education  *— - 
Perhaps  yon  crowd  of  fwains  i&  viewing 
E'en  now,  the  ftrange  exploits  of  Bruin  ; 
Who  plays  his  antics,  roars  aloud  ; 
The  wonder  of  a  gaping  crowd ! 

So  have  I  known  an  awkward  lad, 
Whofe  birth  has  made  a  parifh  glad, 
Forbid,  for  fear  of  fenfe,.  to  roum, 
And  taught  by  kind  mamma  at  home  ; 
Who  gives  him  many  a  well-try'd  rule, 
With  ways  and  means— to  play  the  fool. 
In  fenfe  the  fame,  in  ftature  higher, 
He  fliines,  ere  long,  a  rural  fquire, 
Pours  forth  unwitty  jokes,  and  fwears, 
And  bawls,  and  drinks,  but  chiefly  flares; 
His  tenants  of  fuperior  fenfe 
Carouze,  and  laugh,  at  his  expence; 
And  deem  the  paftime  I'm  relating, 
To  be  as  pleafant,  as  bear-baiting. 

THE  CHARMS  OF  PRECEDENCE. 

A    TALE. 

"  SIR,  will  you  pleafe  to  walk  before  ?" 
•—No,  pray  Sir— you  are  next  the  door; 

*   Of  a  fond  matron1 1  education* 
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— «  Upon  mine  hondur,  I'll  not  ftir — " 

Sir,  I'm  at  home,  confider,  Sir,— 

"  Excufe  me,  Sir,  I'll  net  go  firft." 

Well,  if  I  mull  be  rude,  I  muft— 

But  yet  I  wiih  I  could  evade  it — 

"Tis  ftrangely  clownifh,  be  perfuaded— 

Go  forward,  cits  !  go  forward,  fquires  ! 

Nor  fcruple  each,  what  each  adnlires. 

Life  fquares  not,  friends,  with  your  proceeding 

It  flies,  while  you  difplay  your  breeding ; 

Such  breeding  as  one's  granam  preaches, 

Or  fome  old  dancing-mafter  teaches. 

O  for  fome  rude  tumultuous  fellow, 

Half  crazy,  or,  at  leaft,  half  mellow, 

To  come  behind  you  unawares, 

And  fairly  pufli  you  both  down  ftairs ! 

But  death's  at  hand — let  me  advife  ye, 

Go  forward,  friends !  or  he'll  furprife  ye. 

Belides,  how  infmcere  you  are  ! 
Do  ye  not  flatter,  lie,  forfwear, 
And  daily  cheat,  and  weekly  pray, 
And  all  for  this — to  lead  the  way  ? 

Such  is  my  theme,  which  means  to  prove, 
That  though  we  drink,  or  game,  or  love, 
As  that  or  this  is  moft  in  falhion, 
Precedence  is  our  ruling  paflion. 

When  college-ftudents  take  degrees, 
And  pay  the  beadle's  endlefs  fees, 
What  moves  that  fcientific  body, 
But  the  firft  cutting  at  a  gawdy  ? 
And  whence  fuch  fhoals,  in  bare  conditions, 
That  flarye  and  languifti  as  phyficians, 
Content  to  trudge  the  flreets,  and  flare  at 
The  fat  apothecary's  chariot  ? 
But  that,  in  Chariot's  chamber  (fee 
Moliere's"  Medicin  malgre  lui") 
The  leach,  howe'er  his  fortunes  vary, 
Still  walks  before  th'  apothecary. 

Flavia  in  vain  has  wit  and  charms, 
And  all  that  fhines,  and  all  that  warms ; 
In  vain  all  human  race  adore  her, 
For — Lady  Mary  ranks  before  her. 

O  Celia,  gentle  Celia !  tell  us, 
You  who  are  neither  vain  nor  jealous  ! 
The  fofteft  breaft,  the  mildeft  mien  ! 
Would  you  not  feel  fome  little  fpleen, 
Nor  bite  your  lip  nor  furl  your  brow^ 
If  Florimel,  your  equal  now, 
Should,  one  day,  gain  precedence  of  ye  ? 
Firft  ferv'd— though  in  a^.difh  of  coffee  ? 
Plac'd  firft,  although,  when  you  are  found, 
You  gain  the  eyes  of  all  around  ? 
Nam'd  firft,  though  not  with  half  the  fame, 
That  waits  my  charming  Celia's  name  ? 

Hard  fortune  !  barely  to  infpire 
Our  fix'd  efteem,  and  fond  deiire  ! 
Barely,  where'er  you  go,  to  prove 
The  fource  of  univerfal  love  ! 
Yet  be  content,  obferving  this, 
Honour's  the  offspring  of  caprice  : 
And  worth,  howe'er  you  have  purfued  it, 
Has  now  no  power— but  to  exclude  it. 
You'll  find  your  general  reputation 
A  kind  of  fup*plemental  ftation. 

Poor  Stvift,  with  all  his  worth,  could  ne'er, 
He  tells  us,  hope  to  rife  a  peer ; 
So, 'to  fupply  it,  wrote  for  fame  : 
And  well  the  wit  fccur'd  his  aim. 


A  common  patriot  has  a  drift, 

Not  quite  fo  innocent  as  Swift : 

In  Britain's  caufe  he  rants,  he  labours ; 

"  He's  honeft,  faith"— —have    patience 

hours, 

For  patriots  may  fometimes  deceive, 
May  beg  their  friends'  reluctant  leave, 
To  ferve  them  in  a  higher  fphere  ; 
And  drop  their  virtue,  to  get  there.— 

As  Lucian  tells  us,  in  his  fafhion 
How  fouls  put  off  each  earthly  paflion, 
Ere  on  Elyfium's  flowery  ftrand 
Old  Charon  luffer'd  them  to  land  ; 
So  ere  we  meet  a  court's  careffes, 
No  doubt  our  fouls  muft  change  their  dreffes ; 
And  fouls  there  be,  who,  bound  that  way, 
Attire  thernfelves  ten  times  a  day. 

If  then  'tis  rank  which  alj^  men  covet, 
And  faints  alike  and  finners  Ibve  it ; 
If  place,  for  which  our  courtiers  throng 
So  thick,  that  few  can  get  along ; 
For  which  fuch  fervile  toils  are  feen, 
Who's  happier  than  a  king  ! —  a  queen. 

Howe'er  men  aim  at  elevation, 
'Tis  properly  a  female  paflion  : 
Women,  and  beaux,  beyond  all  meafure 
Are  charm'd  with  rank's  ecftatic  pleaiure; 

Sir,  if  your  drift  I  rightly  fcan, 
You'd  hint  a  beau  was  not  a  man  : 
Say,  women  then  are  fond  of  places ; 
I  wave  all  difputable  cafes. 
A  man  perhaps  would  fomething  linger, 
Were  his  lov'd  rank  to  coft — a  finger  ; 
Or  were  an  ear  or  toe  the  price  on't, 
He  might  deliberate  once  or  twice  on't ; 
Perhaps  afk  Gataker's  advice  on't, 
And  many,  as  their  frame  grows  old, 
Would  hardly  purchafe  it  with  gold. 
But  women  wiih  precedence  ever  j 
Tis  their  whole  life's  fupreme  endeavour ; 
t  fires  their  youth  with  jealous  rage, 
And  ftrongly  animates  their  age. 

haps  they  would  not  fell  out-right, 
)r  main  a  limb — that  was  in  fight ; 
Yet  on  worfe  terms  they  fometimes  choofe  it ; 
STor  ev'n  in  puniihments  refufe  it. 
*Pre-eminence  in  pain,  you  cry  ! 
All  fierce  and  pregnant  with  reply. 
5ut  lend  your  patience,  and  your  ear, 
An  argument  fhall  make  it  clear. 
Jut  hold,  an  argument  may  fail, 

de  my  title  fays,  a  tale. 
Vhere  Avon  rolls  her  winding  ftream, 
Avon,  the  mufes'  favourite  theme  ! 
Avon,  that  fills  the  farmers'  purfes^ 
And  decks  with  flowers  both  farms  and  verfes, 
ie  vifits  many  a  fertile  vale — 
uch  was  the  fcene  of  this  my  tale, 
"or  'tis  in  Evefham's  vale,  or  near  it, 
'hat  folks  with  laughter  tell  and  hear  it. 
he  foil  with  annual  plenty  bleft 
Was  by  young  Corydon  pofleft. 
is  youth  alone  I  lay  before  ye, 
s  moft  material  to  my  ftory  : 
or  ftrength  and  vigour  too,  he  had  them, 
nd  'twere  not  much  amifs,  to  add  them. 


neigh- 


Thrice  1 


iappy 


lout !  \vhofe  wide  domain 


sow  green  with  grafs^-now  gilt  with 
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In  ruflet  robes  of  clover  deep, 
Or  thinly  veil'd,  and  white  with  {heep  ; 
Now  fragrant  with  the  bean's  perfume, 
Now  purpled  with  the  pulfe's  bloom, 
Might  well  with  bright  allufion  ftore  me  ; 
—But  happier  bards  have  been  before  me  ! 

Amongft  the  various  year's  increafe, 
The  ftrippling  ovvn'd  a  field  of  peafe  ; 
Which,  when  at  night  he  ceas'd  his  labours, 
Were  haunted  by  fome  female  neighbours. 
Each  morn  difcover'd  to  his  fight, 
The  fhameful  havock  of  the  night : 
Traces  of  this  they  left  behind  them, 
But  no  inflruclions  where  to  find  them. 
The  devil's  works  are  plain  and  evil, 
But  few  or  none  have  feen  the  devil. 
Old  Noll,  indeed,  if  we  may  credit 
The  words  of  Echard,  who  has  faid  it, 
Contriv'd  with  Satan  how  to  fool  us  ; 
And  bargain'd  face  to  face  to  rule  us ; 
But  then  old  Noll  was  one  in  ten, 
And  fought  him  more  than  other  men. 
Our  Ihepherd  too,  with  like  attention, 
May  meet  the  female  fiends  we  mention. 
He  rofe  one  morn  at  break  of  day, 
And  near  the  field  in  ambulh  lay  : 
When  lo,  a  brace  of  girls  appears, 
The  third,  a  matron  much  in  years. 
Smiling,  amidft  the  peafe,  the  fmners 
Sate  down  to  cull  their  future  dinners ; 
And,  caring  little  who  might  own  them, 
Made  free  as  though  themfelves  had  fown  them. 

'Tis  worth  a  fage's  obfervation 
How  love  can  make  a  jeft  of  paffion. 
Anger  had  forc'd  the  fwain  from  bed, 
His  early  dues  to  lore  unpaid  ! 
And  love,  a  god  that  keeps  a  pother, 
And  will  be  paid  one  time  or  other, 
Now  banifti'd  anger  out  of  door  ; 
And  claim'd  the  debt  withheld  before. 
If  anger  bid  our  youth  revile, 
Love  form'd  his  features  to  a  fmile : 
And  knowing  well  'twas  all  grimace. 
To  threaten  with  a  imiling  face, 
He  in  few  wofds  exprefs'd  his  mind— 
And  none  would  deem  them  much  unkind. 

The  amorous  youth,  for  their  offence, 
Demanded  inftant  recompence  : 
That  recompence  from  each,  which  lhame 
Forbids  a  bafhful  mufe  to  name. 
Yet,  more  this  fentencc  to  djfcover, 
'Twas  what  Bet  *  *  grants  her  lover, 
When  he,  to  make  the  ilrumpet  willing, 
Hasfpent  his  fortune— to  a  {hilling. 
Each  ftood  a  while,  as  'twere  fufpended, 
And  loth  to  do,  what — each  intended. 
At  length,  with  foft  pathetic  fighs, 
The  matron,  bent  with  age,  replies 
'Tis  vain  to  flrive — jufbice,  I  know, 
And  our  ill  flars,  will  have  it  fo — 
But  let  my  tears  your  wrath  affuage, 
And  {how  fome  deference  for  age ! 
I  from  a  diftant  village  came, 
Am  old,  God  knows,  and  fomething  lame  \ 
And  if  we  yield,  as  yield  we  muft,  , 

Difpatch  my  crazy  body  firft. 

Our  fhepherd,  like  the  Phrygian  fwain, 
rcled  round  on  Ida's  plain 


A'  ith  goddefles  he  ftood  fufpended, 
And  Pallas' s  grave  fpeech  was  ended, 
Own'dwhat  fhe  aflc'd  might  be  his  duty; 
Jut  paid  the  compliment  to  beauty. 

ODE 

To  be  performed  by  Dr.  Brettle,  and  a  Chorus  offfalti- 
Oiuen  Citizens. 

The  Inlirumental  Part,  a  Viol  d'  Amour. 

AIR  BY  THE  DOCTOR. 

AWAKE  !  1  fay,  awake  good  people  ! 

And  be  for  once  alive  and  gay ; 
Come  let's  be  merry ;  ftir  the  tipple  ; 

How  can  you  fleep, 
Whilft  I  do  play  ?  how  can  you  fleep,  &c. 

CHORUS  OF  CITIZENS. 

Pardon,  O  !  pardon,  great  mufician ! 
On  drowfy  fouls  fome  pity  take  ! 
For  wondrouc  hard  is  our  condition, 
To  drink  thy  beer, 
Tky  {trains  to  hear; 
To  drink, 
To  hear, 
And  keep  avrakq ! 

SOLO  BY  THE  DOCTOR. 

Hear  but  this  ftrain— • -'twas  made  by  Handel, 
A  wight  of  {kill,  and  judgment  deep ! 
Zoonters  they're  gone — Sal,  bring  a  candle- 
No,  here  is  one,  and  he's  afleep. 

DUETTE, 

Z)r.— How  could  they  go  Soft  mitfic. 

Whilft  I  do  play  ? 
Sal. — How  could  they  go  !  Warlike  miific* 

How  Ihould  they  flay  ? 


CUPID  AND  PLUTUS. 

WHEN  Celia,  love's  eternal  foe, 

To  rich  old  Gomez  firft  was  marry'd; 

And  angry  Cupid  came  to  know, 

His  {hafts  had  err'd,  his  bow  mifcarry'd; 

He  figh'd,  he  wept,  he  hung  his  head, 

On  the  cold  ground,  full  fad,  he  laid  him  5 

When  Plutus,  there  by  fortune  led, 

In  this  defponding  plight  furvey'd  him. 

And  fure,  he  cry'd,  you'll  own  at  laft 

Your  boafted  power  by  mine  exceeded : 

Say,  wretched  boy,  now  all  is  paft, 

How  little  ftie  your  efforts  heeded. 

If  with  fuccefs  you  would  affail, 

Gild,  youngfter,  doubly  gild  your  arrows : 
Little  the  feather'd  fliafts  avail,     '          [fparrows. 

Though  wing'd  from  Mamma's  doves  and 

What  though  each  reed,  each  arrow  grew, 

Where  Venus  bath'd  herfelf ;-  depend  on't, 

'Twere  more  for  ufe,  for  beauty  too, 
A  diamond  fparkled  at  the  end  on't. 

Peace,  Plutus,  peace  ! — the  boy  reply'd ; 

Were  not  my  arts  by  your's  infefteda 
I  could  each  other  power  deride, 

And  rule  this  circle,  unmokiledv 


THE    WORKS    OF   SHENSTONE. 


Sec  yonder  pair !  no  worldly  views 

In  Chloe's  generous  breaft  refided : 

Love  bade  her  the  fpruce  valet  choofe, 
And  flic  by  potent  love  was  guided. 

For  this !  fke  quits  her  golden  dreams, 
In  her  gilt  coach  no  more  fhe  ranges  r 

And  her  rich  crimfon,  bright  with  gems, 

For  cheeks  impearl'd  with  tears,  fhe  changes. 

Though  fordid  Celia  own'd  your  power, 
Think  not  fo  monflrous  my  difgrace  is : 

You  gain'd  this  nymph — that  very  hour 
I  gain'd  a  fcore  in  different  places. 

EPILOGUE  TO   THE   TRAGEDY   OF 
CLEONE. 

WELL,  Ladies — fo  much  for  the  tragic  ftyle — 
And  now  the  cuftom  is  to  make  you  fmile. 
To  make  us  fmile !— methinks  1  hear  you  fay — 
Why,  who  can  help  it,  at  fo  ftrange  a  play  ?  ' 
The  captain  gone  three  years ! — arid  then  to  blame 
The  faultlefs  conduct  of  his  virtuous  dame  ! 
My  flars ! — what  gentle  belle  would  think  it  trea- 
fon,  [fon  ? 

When  thus  provok'd,  to  give  the  brute  feme  rea- 
Out  of  my  houfe  ! — this  night",  forfooth  depart  ? 
A  modern  wife  had  faid— "  With  all  my  heart— 
Bnf  think  not,  haughty  Sir,  I'll  go  alone  ! 
Order  your  coach- — conduct  me  fafe  to  town— r 


Give  me  my  jewels,  wardrobe,  and  my  maid-rw 
And  pray  take  care  my  pin-money  be  paid." 

Such  is  the  language  of  each  mpdifh  fair ; 
Yet  memoirs,  not  of  modern  growth,  declare 
The  time  has  been  when  modefty  and  truth 
Were  deern'd  additions  to  the  charms  of  youth  : 
When  women  hid  their  necks,  and  veil'd  their"! 
faces,  [places,  f 

Nor  romp'd,  nor  rak'd,  nor  ftar'd  at  public T 
Nor  took  the  airs  of  Amazons  for  graces  :  J 

Then  plain  domeflic  virtues  were  the  mode, 
And  wives  ne'er  dreamt  of  happinefs  abroad  ; 
They  lov'd  their  children,  learnt  no  flaunting  airs, 
But  with  the  joys  of  wedlock  mix'd  the  cares. 
Thofe  times  are  paft— yet  fure  they  merit  praife, 
For  marriage  triumph'd  in  thofe  golden  days : 
Bychafte  decorum  they  affection  gain'd; 
By  faith  and'fondnefs  what  they  won,  maintain'd, 

'Tis  yours,  ye  fair,  to  bring  thofe  days  again, 
And  form  anew  the  hearts  of  thoughtiefs  men  ; 
Make  beauty's  luflre  amiable  as  bright, 
And  give  the  foul,  as  well  as  fenfe,  delight ; 
Reclaim  from  folly  a  fantaftic  age,    • 
That  fcorns  the  prefs,  the  pulpit,  and  the  ftagc. 
Let  truth  and  tendernefs  your  breafts  adorn, 
The  marriage  chain  with  tranfport  mall  be  worn  ; 
Each  blooming  virgin  raisM  into  a  bride  ' 
Shall  double  all  their  joys,  their  cares  divide ; 
Alleviate  grief,  compofe  the  jars  of  ftrife, 
And  pour  the  balm  that  fweetens  human  life. 
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THE  JUDGMENT  OF  HERCULES. 

WHILE  blooming  fpring  defcends  from  genial 

ikies, 

By  whofe  mild  influence  inftant  wonders  rife  ; 
From  whofe  foft  breath  Elyfian  beauties  flow  ; 
THe  Tweets  of  Hagley,  or  the  pride  of  Stowe; 
Will  Lyttleton  the  rural  landfcape  range, 
Leave  rioify  fame,  and  not  regret  the  change  ? 
Pleas' d  will  he  tread  the  garden's  early  fcenes, 
And.  learn  a  moial  from  the  riling  greens  ? 
I     There,  warni'd  alike  by  Sol's  enlivening  power, 
The  weed,  afpiring,  emulates  the  flower: 
The  drooping  flower,  its  fairer  charms  difplay'd, 
Invites,  from  grateful  hands,  their  generous  aid : 
Soon,  if  none  check  th'  ihvafive  foe's  defigns, 
The  lively  luftre  of  thefe  fcenes  declines ! 

'Tis  thus  the  faring  of  youth,  the  morn  of  life, 
Rears  in  our  minds  the  rival  feeds  of  ftrife. 
Then  pafiion  riots,  reafon  then  contends  ; 
And,  on  the  conqueft,  every  blifs  depends : 
Life  from  the  nice  decifion  takes  its  hue  : 
And  bleft  thofe  judges  who  decide  like  you  ! 
On  worth  like  theirs  fhall  every  blifs  attend : 
The  world  their  favourite,  and  the  world  their 
friend.  [ray. 

There  are,  who,  blind  to  thought's  fatiguing 
As  fortune  gives  examples,  urge  their  way  : 


Nor  virtues  foes,  though  they  her  paths  decline, 
And  fcarce  her -friends,  though  with  her  friends 
In  her's  or  vice's  cafual  road  advance      [they  join, 
Thoughtiefs,  the  finners  or  the  faints  of  chance  1 
Yet  fome  more  nobly  fcorn  the  vulgar  voice ; 
With  judgment  fix,  with  zeal  purfye  their  choice, 
When  ripen'd  thought,  when  reafon  born  to  reign, 
Checks  the  wild  tunThlts  of  the  youthful  vein ;    * 
While  paffions  lawlefs  tides,  at  their  command. 
Glide  through  mere  ufcful  tracts,  and  blefs  thp 
land. 

Happieft  of  thefe  is  he  whofe  ma'chlefs  mind, 
By  learning  ilrengthen'd,  and  by  tafte  refm'd, 
In  virtue's  caufe  effay'd  its  earlieft  powers ;' 
Chofe  virtue's  paths,  and  ftrew'd  her  paths  with 

flowers. ; 

The  firft  alarm'd,  if  freedom  waves  her  wings: 
The  fitteft  to  adorn  each  art  fhe  brings : 
Lov'd,  by  that  prince  whom  every  virtue  fires. 
Prais'd  by  that  bard  whom  every  mufe  infpires  : 
Bleft  in  the  tuneful  art,  the  focial  flame  ; 
In  all  that  wins,  in  all  that  merits  fame  : 

'Twas  youth's  perplexing  ftage  his  doubts  in- 

fpir'd, 

When  great  Alcides  to  a  grove  retir'd. 
Through  the  lone  windings  of  a  devious  glade, 
Refign'd  to  thought,    with   lingering   fteps   he 
I  Bleft  with  a  mind  to  tafte  fmcerer  joys :    [ftray'd; 
I  Arm'd  with  a  heart  each  falfe  one  to  defpife. 
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Dubious  he  flray'd,  with  wavering  thoughts  poffeft, 
Alternate  pafllons  ftruggling  fliat'd  his  bread  ; 
The  various  arts  which  human  cares  divide, 
In  deep  attention  all  his  mind  employ'd  : 
Anxious,  if  fame  an  equal  blifs  fecur'd  ; 
Or  filent  eai'e  with  fofter  charms  allur'd. 
The  fylvan  choir,  whofe  numbers  fweetly  fiow'd, 
The  fount  that  murmur'd,  and  the  flowers  that 

blow'd  ; 

The  filver  flood  that  in  meanders  led 
His  glittering  ftream?  along  th'  enliven'd  mead; 
The  toothing  breeze,  and  all  thofe  beauties  join'd, 
Which,  whilft  they  pleafe,  effeminate  the  mind, 
In  vain  !  while  diftant  on  a  fumrhit  rais'd, 
Th'  imperial  towers  of  fame  attractive  blaz'd. 
While  thus  he  trac'd  through  fancy's  puzzling 

maze 

The  feparate  fweets  of  pleafure  and  of  praife  ; 
Sudden  the  wind  a  fragrant  gale  convey'd, 
And  a  new  luftre  gain'd  upon  the  fhade. 
At  once,  before  his  wondering  eyes  were  feen 
Two  female  forms,  of  more  than  mortal  mien. 
Various  their  charms  ;  and  in  their  drefs  and  face, 
Each  feem'd  to  vie  with  Tome  peculiar  grace. 
This,  whofe  attire  lefs  clogg'd  with  art  appear'd, 
The  fimple  fweets  of  innocence  endear'd. 
Her  fprightly  bloom,  her  quick  fagacious  eye, 
Show'd  native  merit,  mix'd  with  modefty. 
Her  air  diffus'd  a  mild  yet  awful  ray, 
Severely  fweet  and  innocently  gay. 
Such  the  chafte  image  of  the  martial  maid, 
In  artleis  folds  of  virgin  white  array'd  ! 
She  let  no  borrow'd  rofe  her  cheeks  adorn, 
Her  biufliing  cheeks,  that  fhana'd  the  purple  morn. 
Her  charms  nor  had,  nor  wanted  artful  foils, 
Or  ftudy'd  geftures,  or  well-praclis'd  fmiles. 
She  fcorn'd  the  toys  which  render  beauty  lefs  : 
She  prov'd  th'  engaging  chaftity  of  drefs  ; 
And  while  fhe  chafe  in  native  charms  to  (hine, 
Ev'n    thus    fhe  feem'd,    nay  more  than  feem'd, 
divine. 

One  modeft  emerald  clafp'd  the  robe  flie  wore, 

A'ud,  in  her  hand,  th'  imperial  fword  (he  bore. 
Sublime  her  height,  majeftic  was  her  pace, 

And  match'd  the  awful  honours  of  her  face'. 

The  fhrubs,  the  flowers,  that  deck'd  the  verdant 
ground, 

Seem'd,  where  (lie  trod,  with  rifing  luftre  crown'd. 

Still  her  approach  with  ftronger -"influence  warm'd; 

She  pleas'd,  while  diftant ;  but,  when  near,  fhe 
charmM. 

So  ftrikes  the  gazer's  eye,  the  filver  gleam 

That  glittering  quivers  o'er  a  didant  ftream  : 

jkut  from  its  banks  we  fee  hew  beauties  rife, 

And,  in  its  cryftal  bofom,  trace  the  Ikies. 
With  other  charms  the  rival  vifion  glow'd  ; 

And  from  her  drefs  her  tinfel  beauties  flovv'd. 

A  fluttering  robe  her  pamper'd  fhape  conceal'd, 

And  feem'd  to  fhade  the  charms  it  ber>  reveal'd. 

Its  form  contriv'd  her  faulty  fize  to  grace ; 

Its  hue,  to  give  frefh  luff  re  to  her  face. 

Her  plaited  hair  dilguis'd  with  brilliants  glar'd  ; 

Her  cheeks  the  ruby's  neighbouring  luftre  (har'd ; 

The  gaudy  topaz  lent  its  gay  fupplies, 

And  every  gem  that  ftrikes  lefs  curious  eyes ; 

ExposM  her  breaft  with  foreign  fweets  perfum'd  ; 

And,  round  her  brow,  a  rofeate  garland  bloom'd. 


Soft  fmiling,  blufliing  lips  conceal'd  her  wiles; 
Yet,  ah  !  the  blufhes  artful  as  the  fmiies. 
Oft-gazing  on  her  fhade,  th'  enraptur'd  fair 
Decreed  the  fubftance  well  deferv'd  her  care  : 
Her  thoughts,  to  other  charms  malignly  blind, 
Centered  in  that,  and  were  to  that  conrin'd  : 
And  if  on  others  eyes  a  glance  were  thrown, 
Twas  but  to  watch  the  influence  of  her  own. 
Much  like  her  guardian,  fair  Cythera's  queen, 
When  for  her  warrior  flie  reiinesher  mien  ; 
Or  when,  to  blefs  her  Delian  favourite's  arms, 
The  radiant  fair  invigorates  her  charms. 
Much  like  her  pupil,  Egypt's  fportive  dame, 
Her  drefs  expreffive,  and  her  air  the  fame, 
WJien  her  gay  bark  o'er  filver  Cydnos  roll'd, 
And  all  th'  emblazon'd  ftreamers  wav'd  in  gold. 
Such  (hone  the  vifion  ;  nor  forbore  to  move 
The  fond  contagious  airs  of  lawlefs  love. 
Each  wanton  eye  deluding  glances  fir'd, 
And  amorous  dimples  on  each  cheek  coufpirM. 
Lifelefs  her  gait,  and  flow,  with  feeming  pain,   ~\ 
She  dragg-d  her  loitering  limbs  along  the  plain;  F 
Yet  made  fome  faint  efforts,  and  rirft  approach'd  f" 
the  fwain.  j 

So  glaring  draughts,  with  taudry  luftre  bright,    ' 
Spring  to  the  view,  and  ruih  upon  the  fight : 
More  (lowly  charms  a  Raphael's  charter  air, 
Waits  the  calm  fearch,  and  pays  the  fearcher's 

care, 
Wrapp'd  in  a  pleas'd  fufpenfe,  the  youth  fur. 

vey'd 

The  various  charms  of  each  attractive  maid  : 
Alternate  each  he  view'd,  and  each  admir'd, 
And  found,  alternate,  varying  flames  infpir'd. 
Quick  o'er  their  forms  his  eyes  with  pleafure  ran, 
When  flie,  who firft  approach'd  him,  firft  began. 

"  Hither,  dear  boy,  direct  thy  wandering  eyes : 
'Tis  here  the  lovely  vale  of  pleafure  lies. 
Debate  no  more,  to  me  thy  life  refign  ; 
Each  fweet  which  nature  can  diffufe  is  mine  ; 
For  me  the  nymph  diverfifies  her  power, 
Springs  in  a  tree,  or  bioflbms  in  a  flower; 
To  pleafe  my  ear,  flie  tunes  the  linnet's  ftrains; 
To  pleafe  my  eye,  with  lilies  paints  the  plains; 
To  form  my  couch,  in  moffy  beds  flie  grcvs ; 
To  gratify  my  fmeil,  perfumes  the  rofe; 
Reveals  the  fair,  the  fertile  fcene  you  fee. 
And  fwells  the  vegetable  world,  for  me. 

Let  the  gull'd  fool  the  toils  of  war  purfue, 
Where  bleed  the  many  to  enrich  the  few: 
Where  chance  from  courage  claims  the  boafted 

prize : 

Where,  though  flie  give,  your  country  oft  denies. 
Induftrious  thou  (halt  Cupid's  wars  maintain, 
And  ever  gently  fight  his  foft  campaign. 
His  darts  alone  (halt  wield,  his  wounds  endure, 
Yet  only  fuffer,  to  enjoy  the  cure. 
Yield  but  to  me — a  choir  of  nymphs  fhallrife, 
And  fire  thy  breaft,  and  blefs  thy  ravifli'd  eyes. 
Their  beauteous  cheeks  a  fairer  rofe  (hall  wear, 
A  brighter  lily  on  their  necks  appear; 
Where  fondly  thou  thy  favour'd  head  (halt  reft, 
Soft  as  the  down  that  fwells  the  cygnet's  neft ! 
While  Philomel  in  each  foft  voice  complains, 
And  gently  lulls  thee  with  mellifluous  ftrains  : 
Whilft,  with  each  accent,  fweeteft  odours  flowj 
And  fpicy  gynjs  round  every  bofom  glow. 
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Not  the  fam'd  bird  Arabian  climes  admire, 

Shall  in  fuch  luxury  of  fweets  expire. 

At  floth  let  war's  victorious  fons  exclaim ; 

In  vain  !  for  pleafure  is  my  real  name ; 

Nor  envy  thou  the  head  with  bays  o'ergrown ; 

No,  feek  thou  roles  to  adorn  thy  own : 

For  well  each  opening  fcene.that  claims  my  care, 

Suits  and  defcrves  the  beauteous  crown  I  wear. 

Let  others  prune  the  vine;  the  genial  bowl 
Shall  crown  thy  table,  and  enlarge  thy  foul. 
Let  vulgar  hands  explore  the  brilliant  mine, 
So  the  gay  produce  glitter  (till  on  thine. 
Indulgent  Bacchus  loads  his  labouring  tree, 
And,  guarding,  gives  its  cluttering  fweets  to  me. 
For  my  lov'd  train,  Apollo's  piercing  beam 
Darts  through  the  paffive  glebe,   and  frames  the 

gem. 

See  in  my  caufe  confenting  gods  employ 'd, 
Nor  flight  thole  gods,  their  blefiingsunenjoy'd  I 
For thee  the  poplar  (hall  its  amber  drain ; 
For  thee,  in  clouded  beauty,  fpring  the  cane  ; 
Some  coftly  tribute  every  cjime  fhall  pay  ; 
Some  charming  treafure  every  wind  convey; 
Each  object  round  fome  pleafing  icene  fhall yield; 
Art  built  thy  dcsntie,  while  nature  decks  thy  field; 
Of  Corinth's  order  mail  the  ftruclure  rife  ; 
The.fpiring  turrets  glitter  through  the  fkies  ; 
Thy  coftly  robe  fhall  glow  with  Tyrian  rays ; 
Thy  vafe  fliall  fpaikle,  and  thy  car  fhali  blaze  ;• 
Yet  thou,  whatever  pomp  the  fun  difplay, 
Shalt  own  the  amorous  night  exceeds  the  day. 

When  melting  flutes,  anclfweetly-founding  lyres 
Wake  the  gay  loves,  and  cite  the  young  defires ; 
,Or,  in  th'  Ionian  dance,  fome  favourite  maid 
Improves  the  flame  her  fparkling  eyes  convey'd  ; 
Think,  canft  thou  quit  a  glowing  Delia's  arms, 
To  feed  on  virtue's  vifionary  charms ; 
Or  flight  the  joys  which  wit  and  youth  engage, 
For  the  faint  honour  of  a  frozen  fage  ? 
To  find  dull  envy  ev'n  that  hope  deface, 
And,  where  you  toil'd  for  glory,  reap  diigrace  ? 

O  !  think  that  beauty  waits  on  thy  decree, 
And  thy  lov'd  lovelieft  charmer  pleads  with  me. 
She,  whole  foft  fmile,  or  gentler  glance  to  move, 
You  vow'd  the  wild  extremities  of  love ; 
In  w^'fe  endearments  years,  like  moments,  flew : 
For  whofe  endearments  millions  feem'd  too  few  ; 
She,  fhe  implores;  flie  bids  thee  feize  the  prime, 
And  tread  with  her  the  flowery  tradt  of  time  ; 
Nor  thus  her  lovely  bloom  of  life  beftow 
On  fome  cold  lover,  or  infulting  foe. 
Think,  if  againft  that  tongue  thou  canft  rebel. 
Where  love  yet  dwelt,  and  reafon  feem'd  to  dwell; 
What  ftrong  perfuafion  arras  her  fofter  fighs  1 
What  full  conviction  fparkles  in  her  eyes  I 

See  nature  fmiles,  and  birds  falute  the  made, 
\Vherebreathingjafminefcreensthe  fleeping  maid: 
And  fuch  her  charms,  as  to  the  vain  may  prove, 
Ambition  feeks  more  humble  joys  than  love  1 
There  bufy  toil  fliall  ne'er  invade  thy  reign, 
Nor  fciences  perplex  thy  labouring  brain : 
Or  none,  but  what  with  equal  fweets  invite ; 
Nor  other  arts,  but  to  prolong  delight : 
Sometimes  thy  fancy  prune  her  tender  wing, 
To  praife  a  pendant,  or  to  grace  a  ring ; 
To  fix  the  drefs  that  fuits  each  varying  mien  ; 
To  £G-.V  where  beft  the  cluttering  gems  are  feen ; 


To  figh  foft  ftrains  along  the  vocal  grove, 
And  tell  the  charm?,  the  fvveet  effects  of  love  I 
Nor  fear  to  find  a  coy  difdainful  mufe  ; 
Nor  think  the  filters  will  their  aid  refufe. 
Cool  grots,  and  tinkling  rills,  or  filent  fliades, 
Soft  fcenes  of  leifure  !  fuit  th'  harmonious  maids ; 
And  all  the  wife,  and  all  the  grave  decree 
Some  of  that  facred  train  ally'd  to  me. 

But  if  more  fpecious  eafe  thy  willies  claim, 
And  thy  breaft  glow  with  faint  defire  of  fame, 
Some  fofter  fcience  fhall  thy  thoughts  amufe, 
And  learning's  name  a  folemn  found  diffufe  : 
To  thee  all  nature's  curious  (tores  I'll  bring, 
Explain  the  beauties  of  an  infect's  wing  ; 
The  plant,  which  nature,  lefs  diffufely  kind, 
Has  to  few  climes  with  partial  care  confined : 
The  (hell  fhe  fcatters  with  more  carelefs  air, 
And,  in  her  frolics,  Teems  fupremely  fair ; 
The  worth  that  dazzles  in  the  tulip's  (tains, 
Or  lurks  beneath  a  pebble's  various  veins. 

Sleep's  doxvny  god,  averfe  to  war's  alarms, 
Shall  o'er  thy  head  diffufe  his  fofteft  charms  ; 
Ere  anxious  thought  thy  dear  repofe  affail, 
Or  care,  my  moft  deftructive  foe,  prevail. 
The  watery  nymphs  fhall  tune  the  vocal  vales, 
And  gentle  zephyrs  harmonife  their  gales, 
For  thy  repofe,  inform,  with  rival  joy, 
Their  ftreams  to  murmur,  and  their  winds  to  figk. 
Thus  (halt  thou  fpend  the  fweetly -flowing  day^ 
Till  loft  in  blifs  thou  breath'ft  thy  foul  away : 
Till  fhe  t'  Elyfian  bowers  of  joy  repair, 
Nor  find  my  charming  fcenes  exceeded  there.'* 

She  ceas'd  ;  and  on  a  lily'd  bank  reclin'd, 
Her  flowing  robe  wav'd  wanton  with  the  wind : 
One  tender  hand  her  drooping  head  fuftains  ; 
One  points,  expreflive,  to  the  flowery  plains. 
Soon  the  fond  youth  perceiv'd  her  influence  roll* 
Deep  in  his  breaft,  to  melt  his  manly  foul : 
As  when  Favonius  joins  the  folar  blaze, 
And  each  fair  fabric  of  the  frolt  decays. 
Soon,  to  his  breaft,  the  foft  harangue  convey'd 
Refolves  too  partial  to  the  fpecious  maid. 
He  figh'd,  he  gaz'd,  fo  fweetly  fmil'd  the  dame ; 
Yet,  fighing,  gazing,  feem'd  to  fcorn  his  flame, 
And,  oft  as  virtue  caught  his  wandering  eye, 
A  crimfon  blufh  condemn'd  the  rifing  ugh. 
'Twas  fuch  the  lingering  Trojan's  fhame  betray'd, 
When  Maia's  fon  the  frown  of  Jove  difplay'd  : 
When  wealth,  fame,  empire,  could  no  balance 

prove, 

For  the  foft  reign  of  Dido,  and  of  love. 
Thus  ill  with  arduous  glory  love  confpires ; 
Soft  tender  flames  with  bold  impetuous  fires ' 

Some  hovering  doubts  his  anxious  bofom  mov'd4 
And  virtue,  zealous  fair  !  thofe  doubts  improv'd. 
"  Fly,  fly,  fond  youth,  the  too  indulgent  maida 
Nor  err,  by  fuch  fantaftic  fcenes  betray'd. 
Though  in  my  path  the  rugged  thorn  be  feen, 
And  the  dry  turf  difclofe  a  fainter  green  ; 
Though  no  gay  rofe  or  flowery  product  fhine, 
The  barren  furface  (till  conceals  the  mine. 
Each  thorn  that  threatens,  ev'n  the  weed  that 

grows 

In  virtue's  path,  fuperior  fweets  beftows — 
Yet  (hould  thofe  boafted  fpecious  toys  allure, 
Whence  could  fond  floth  the  flattering  gifts  pro* 
cure  ? 
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The  various  wealth  that  tempts  thy  fond  defire, 
'Tis  I  alone,  her  greateft  foe,  acquire. 
I  from  old  ocean  rob  the  treafur'd  (tore  ; 
I  through  each  region,  latent  gems  explore  ; 
"I'was  I  the  rugged  brilliant firft  reveal'd, 
By  numerous  drata  deep  in  earth  conceal'o, 
'Tis  I  the  furface  yet  refine,  and  (how 
The  modeft  gem's  intrinfic  charms  to  glow. 
Nor  fwells  tht-  grape,  nor  fpires  its  feeble  tree 
Without  the  firm  fupports  of  indudry. 

But  grar;t  we  (loth  the  fcene  herfelf  has  drawn, 
The  mofiy  grotto,  and  the  flowery  lawn  ; 
Let  Philomela  tune  th'  harmonious  gale, 
And  with  each  breeze  eternal  fweets  exhale; 
Let  gay  Pomona  flight  the  plains  around, 
And  choofe,  for  faired  fruits,  the  favour'd  ground ; 
To  blefs  the  fertile  vale  (hould  virtue  ceafe, 
Nor  molTy  grots,  nor  flowery  lawns  could  pleafe  ; 
Nor  gay  Pomona's  lufcious  gifts  avail, 
The  found  harmonious,  or  the  fpicy  gale. 

Seed  thou  yon  rocks  in  dreadful  pomp  arife, 
Whofe  rugged  cliffs  deform  th'  encircling  (kies  ? 
Thofe  fields,  whence  Phoebus  all  their  moifture 

drains, 

And,  too  profufely  fond,  difrobes  the  plains  ? 
When  Ivouchfafe  to  tread  the  barren  foil, 
Thofe  rocks  feem  lovely,  and  thofe  deferts  fmile. 
The  form  thou  view'ft,  to  every  fcene  with  eaie 
Transfers  its  charms,  and  every  fcene  can  pleafe. 
When  I  have  on  thofe  pathlefs  wilds  appeared  ; 
And  the  lone  wanderer  with  my  prefence  cheer'd; 
Thofe  cliffs  the  exile  has  with  pleafure  vievv'd, 
And  call'd  that  delert  blifsful  iblitude  ! 

Nor  I  alone  to  fuch  extend  my  care  : 
Fair-blooming  health  furveys  her  altars  there. 
Brown  exercife  will  lead  thee  where  fhe  reigns, 
And  with  reflected  ludre  gild  the  plains. 
With  her,  in  flower  of  youth,  and  beauty's  pride, 
Her  offspring,  calm  content  and  peace,  refide.' 
One  ready  offering  fuits  each  neighbouring  fhrine  ; 
And  all  obey  their  laws,  who  pradlife  mine. 

But  health  averfe  from  floth's  fmooth  region 

flies; 

And,  in  her  abfence,  pleafure  droops  and  dies. 
Her  bright  companions,  mirth,  delight,  repofe, 
Smile  where  fhe  fmiles,  and  licken  when  fhe  goes. 
A  galaxy  of  powers  !  whofe  forms  appear 
For  ever  beauteous,  and  tor  ever  near. 

Nor  will  (oft  deep  to  floth's  requeft  incline, 
He  from  her  couches  flies  unbul  to  mine. 

Vain  is  the  fparkling  boxvl,  the  warbling  drain, 
Th'  incentive  long,  the  labour'd  viand  vain  ! 
Where  (he  relentlets  reigns  without  controul, 
And  checks  each  gay  cxcurlion  of  the  foul  : 
Uninoy'd,    though    beauty,    deck'd    in     all    its 

charms, 

Grace  the  rich  couch,  and  fpread  the  fofteff  arms : 
Till  joylefs  indolence  fuggefls  defines  ; 
Or  drugs  are  fought  to  furnifh  languid  fires  r 
Such  languid  (ires  as  on  the  vitals  prey, 
B'irren  of  bhfs,  but  fertile  v.  decay. 
As  artful  heats  apply'cl  to  thirity  lands, 
Produce  no  flowers,  and  but  debafe  the  fands. 

But  let  fair  health  her  cheering  fmiics  impart, 
How  fwect  is  nature,  hdw  fuperfiuous  art  ! 
'Tis  fhe  the  fountain's  ready  draught  commends, 
And  fmooths  the  flinty  couch  which  fortune  lends, 
VOJL.  IX, 


And  when  rr.y  hero  from  his  toils  retires, 
Fills  his  gay  bofom  with  unufual  fires, 
And,  while  no  check  th'  unbounded  joy  reprove, 
Aids  and  refines  the  genuine  fweets  of  love. 
His  faireil  profpedl  rifing  trophies  frame; 
His  fweeteft  mufic  is  the  voice  of  fame  ; 
Pleafures  to  (loth  unknown  !  fhe  never  found 
How  fair  the  proipecT:,  or  how  fweet  the  found. 

See    fame's   gay  ftrudlure   from   yon    fummit 

charms, 

And  fires  the  manly  breaft  to  arts  or  arms ; 
Nor  dread  the  deep  afcent,  by  which  y»u  rife 
From  grovelling  Vales  to  towers  which  reach  thd 
ikies. 

Love,  fame,  efleem,  'tis  labour  muft  acquire  ; 
The  (mi ling  offspring  of  a  rigid  fire  ! 
To  fix  the  friend,  your  fervice  mufi  be  fhown  ; 
All,  ere  they  lov'd  your  merit,  lov'd  their  own. 
That  wondering  Greece  your  portrait  may  admire, 
That  tuneful  bards  may  firing  for  you  their  lyre, 
That  books   may   praife,     or    coins  record  your 

name, 

Such,  fuch  rewards  'tis  toil  alone  can  claim  ! 
And  the  fame  column  which  difplays  to  view 
The  conqueror's  name,  difplays  the  conqueft  too. 

'  I'was  flow  experience,  tedious  midrefs !  taught 
All  that  e'er  n'obly  fpoke,  or  bravely  fought. 
'Twas  (he  the  patriot,  (he  the  bard  refin'd, 
In  arts  that  ferve,  protect,  or  pleafe  mankind. 
Not  the  vain  vifions  of  inactive  fchools; 
Not  fancy's  maxims,  not  opinion's  rules, 
E'er  form'd  the  man  whofe  generous  warmth  ex 
tends 
T'  enrich  his  country;  or  to  ferve  his  friends. 

On  active  worth  the  laurel  waf  beftows : 
Peace  rears  her  olive  for  induftrious  brows  : 
Nor  earth,  uncultur'd,  yields  its  kind  fupplies: 
Nor  heaven,  its  fhowers  without,  a  facrifice. 

See  far  below  fuch  grovelling  fcenes  of  ihame, 
As  lull  to  reft  Ignavia's  (lumbering  dame. 
Her  friends,  from  all  the  toils  of  fame  fecure, 
Alas  !  inglorious,  greater  toils  endure. 
Deom'd  all  to  mourn,  who  in  her  caufe  engage 
A  youth  enervate,  and  a  painful  age  ; 
A  fickly  faplefs  mafs,  if  reafon flies; 
And,  if  flic  linger,  impotently  wife  ! 
A  tlioughtlefs  train, who,  pamper'd, fleck,  and  gay, 
Invite  old  age,  and  fevel  youth  away ; 
From  life's  freih  vigour  move  the  load  of  care, 
And  idly  place  it  where  they  lead  can  bear. 
When  to  the  mind,  difeas'd,  tor  aid  they  fly, 
What  kind  reflection  (hall  the  mind  fupply  ? 
When,  with  loft  health,  what  fhould  the  lols  allay, 
Peace,  peace  is  loft :  a  comfortlefs  decay  !     [iiies, 
But  to  my  friends,  when  youth,  when  pleafure 
And  earth's  dim  beauties  fade  before  their  eyes, 
Through  death's  dark  vifta  flowery  tracts  are  feen^ 
Elyfiitu  plants,  and  groves  for  ever  green. 
If  o'er  their  lives  a  refluent  glance  they  cr.fr., 
Theirs  is  the  prefent  who  can  praife  the  pad. 
Life  has  its  biifs  for  thefe,  when  paft  its  bloom, 
As  wither'd  rofes  yield  a  late  perfume. 

Serene,  and  fafe  from  pafuori's  ftormy  rage, 
How  calm  they  glide  into  the  port  of  age  1 
Of  the  rude  voyage  lefs  depriv'd  than  eai'd  ; 
More  tir'd  than  pain'd,  and  weakened  than  dii» 
eas'd, 
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Tor  health  on  age,  'tis  temperance  muft  beftow ; 
And  peace  from  piety  alone  can  flow; 
And  all  the  incenfe  bounteous  Jove  requires, 
Has  fweets  for  him  who  feeds  the  facred  fires. — 

Sloth  views  the  towers  of  fame  with  envious  eyes ; 
Defirous  ftill,  ftill  impotent  to  rife. 
Oft,  when  refolv'd  to  gain  thofe  blifsful  towers, 
The  penfive  queen  the  dire  afcent  explores, 
Comes  onward,  wafted  by  the  balmy  trees, 
Some  fylvar  mufic,  or  fome  fcented  breeze  : 
She  turns  her  head,  her  own  gay  realm  fhe  fpies, 
And  all  the  fliort-liv'd  refolution  dies. 
Thus  fome  fond  infecTs  faultering  pinions  wave, 
Clafp'd  in  its  favourite  fweets  a  lafting  flave  : 
And  thus  in  vain  thefe  charming  vifions  pleafe 
The  wretch  of  glory,  and  the  flave  ofeafe  : 
Doom'd  ever  in  ignoble  ftate  to  pine, 
Boatl  her  own  fcenes,  and  languifh  after  mine. 

But  fhun  her  fnares :    nor  let  the  world  ex 
claim, 

Thy  birth,  which  was  thy  glory,  prov'd  thy  fhame. 
With  early  hope  thine  infant  actions  fir'd  ; 
Let  manhood  crown  what  infancy  infpir'd. 
Let  generous  toils  with  health  reward  thy  days, 
Prolong  thy  prime,  and  eternife  thy  praife. 
The  bold  exploits  that  charms  th'  attefting  age, 
To  lateft  times  fhall  generous  hearts  engage  ; 
And  with  that  myrtle  mail  thy  fhrine  be  crown'd, 
With  which,  alive,  thy  graceful  browswere  bound : 
Till  time  (hall  bid  thy  virtues  freely  bloom, 
Ami  raife  a  temple  where  it  found  a  tomb. 

Then  in  their  feafts  thy  name'  fliall  Grecians 

join  ; 

Shall  pour  the  fparkling  juice  to  Jove's  and  thine. 
Thine,  us'd  in  war,  fliall  raife  their  native  fire  j 
Thine,  us'd  in  peace,  their  mutual  faith  infpire. 
Dulnefs  perhaps,  through  want  of  fight,  may  blame, 
And  fpleen,  with  odious  induftry,  defame  ; 
And  that,  the  honours  given,  with  wonder  view, 
And  this,  in  fecret  fadnefs,  own  them  due  : 
Contewpt  and  envy  were  by  fate  defign'd 
The  rival  tyrants  which  divide  mankind; 
Contempt,  which  none,  but  who  delerve,  can  bear; 
White  envy's  wounds  the  fmiles  of  fame  repair. 
For  know,  the  generous  thine  exploits  fliall  fire, 
Thine  every  friend  it  fuits  thee  to  require, 
Lov'd  by  the  gods,  and,  till  their  feats  I  fliow, 
Lov'd  by  the  good  their  images  below/' 

Ceafe,  lovely  maid,  fair  daughter  of  the  fkies  ! 
My  guide  '.  my  queen  !  th'  ecftatic  youth  replies. 
In  thee  1  trace  a  form  defign'd  for  fway  ; 
Which  chiefs  may  court,   and  kings  with  pride 

obey. 

And,  by  thy  bright  immortal  friends  I  fvvear, 
Thy  fair  idea  flr-ill  no  toils  impair. 
Lead  me  !  O  lead  me  where  whole  hofts  of  foes 
Thy  form  depreciate,  and  thy  friends  oppofe  ! 
Welcome  all  toils  th'  unequal  fates  decree, 
While  toils  endear  thy  faithful  charge  to  thee. 
Such  be  my  cares,  to  bind  th'  opprctlive  hand, 
And  crufii  the  fetters  of  an  injur'd  land  : 
To  fee  the  monger's  noxious  life  -retign'd, 
And  tyrants  quell'd,  the  monltersof.  mankind  1 
Nature  fliall  fmile  to  view  the  vanquifiVd  brood, 
And  none,  but  envy,  riot  unfubdue'J, 
In  clotlter'd  ftate  let  felfifh  fages  dwell, 
Proud  that  their  heart  is  narrow  as  their  cell !     • 
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And  boaft  their  mazy  labyrinth  of  rulei,N 
Far  lefs  the  friends  of  virtue,  than  the  fools : 
Yet  fnch  in  Vain  thy  favouring  fmiles  pretend  ; 
For  he  is  thine,  who  proves  his  country's  friend. 
Thus  when  my  life  well-fpent  the  good  enjoy, 
And  the  mean  envious  labour  to  deftroy  ; 
When,  ftrongly  lur'd  by  fame's  contiguous  flirine, 
I  yet  devote  my  choicer  vows  to  thine  ; 
If  all  my  toils  thy  promis'd  favour  claim, 
O  lead  thy  favourite  through  the  gates  of  fame  ! 

He  ceas'd  his  vows,  and,  with  difdainful  air, 
He  turn'd  to  blafr  the  late  exulting  fair. 
But  vanifh'd,  fled  to  fome  more  friendly  fliore, 
The  confcious  phantom's  beauty  pleas'd  no  more  : 
Convinc'd,  her  fpurious  charms  of  drefs  and  face 
ClaimM  a  quick  conqueft,  or  a  fure  difgrace. 
Fantaftic  power  !  whofe  tranfient  charms  allur'd, 
While  error's  mift  the  reafoning  mind  obfcur'd  : 
Not  fuch  the  viclrefs,  virtue's  conftant  queen, 
Endur'd  the  teft  of  truth,  and  dar'd  be  feen. 
Her  brightening  form  and  features  feem'd  to  own, 
'Twas  all  her  wifh,  her  intereft,  to  be  known  : 
And  when  his  longing  view  the  fair  declin'd, 
Left  a  full  image  of  her  charms  behind. 

Thus  reigns  the  moon,  with  furtive  fplendour 

crown'd, 

While  glooms  opprefs  us.  and  thick  fliadesfurround. 
But  let  the  fource  of  light  its  beams  difph 
Languid  and  faint  the  mimic  flames  decay. 
And  all  the  lickening  fplendour  fades  away. 

THE  PROGRESS  OF  TASTE: 

OR, 

THE  FATE  OF  DELICACY. 

A  poem  on  the  temper  andjlndies  of  the  Author ; 
and  how  great  a  misfortune  it  is,  for  a  man  of 
fmall  ejtate  to  have  much  tajle. 

PART   I. 

PERHAPS  fome  cloud  eclips'd  the  day, 

When  thus  I  tun'd  my  penfive  lay  : 

•*  The  Ihip  is  launch'd— we  catch  the  gale— 

On  life's  extended  ocean  fail  : 

For  happinefs  our  courie  we  bend, 

Our  ardent  cry,  our  general  end  ! 

Yet,  ah  !  the  fcenes  which  tempt  our  care 

Are  like  the  forms  diipers'd  in  air, 

Still  dancing  near  diforder'd  eyes  ; 

And  weakell  his,  who  beft  defcries  ! 

Yet  let  me  not  my  birrth-right  barter, 

(For  wiihing  is  the  poet's  charter  ; 

All  bards  have  leave  to  wifli  what's  wanted, 

Though  few  e'er  found  their  wifhes  granted  ; 

Extern! ve  field  ;  where  poets  pride  them 

In  finging  all  that  is  deny'd  them.) 

For  humble  cafe,  ye  powers  '.  1  pray  ; 
That  plain  warm  luit  for  ev'ry  day  ! 
And  pleaiure,  and  brocade,  beftow  ; 
To  flrumt  it— once  a  month,  or  fo. 
The  firft  for  conftant  wear  we  want ; 
The  firft,  ye  powers '.  for  ever  grant ; 
But  conftant  wear  the  laft  befpatten, 
And  turns  the  tiffue  into  tatters. 
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Where'er  my  vagrant  cbsrfe  I  b2i:d, 
Let  me  fecure  one  faithful  fnend. 
Let  me,  in  public  fcenes,  requeft 
A  friend  of  wit  and  tatle,  well  drek'd  : 
And,  if  I  mull  not  hope  fuch  favour, 
A  friend  of  wit  and  tatte,  however. 

Alas !  that  wifdom  ever  fhuns 
To  congregate  her  fcatter'd  fons  ; 
Whole  nervous  fcrces  well  combin'd 
Would  win  the  field,  and  fway  mankind. 
The  fool  will  fqueeze,  from  morn  to  night, 
To  fix  his  follies  full  in  light ; 
The  note  he  flrikes,  the  plume  he  mows, 
Attradl  whole  flights  of  tops  and  beaux; 
And  kindred-fools,  who  ne'er  had  known  him, 
Flock  at  the  fight ;  caret's,  and  own  him ; 
But  ill-ftarr'd  ienfe,  nor  gay  nor  loud, 
Steals  foft  on  tip-toe,  through  the  crowd  s 
C-Jf.veys  his  meagre  form  between  ; 
And  (lides,  like  pervious  air,  unfeen  : 
Contracts  his  known  tenuity, 
As  though  'twere  ev'n  a  crime  to  be  : 
Nor  ev'n  permits  his  eyes  to  flray, 
And  win  acquaintance  in  their  way. 

In  company,  fo  mean  his  air, 
You  fcarce  are  confcious  he  is  there  : 
Till  from  fome  nook,  like  fharpeu'd  fteel, 
Occurs  his  face's  thin  profile. 
Still  fecming,  from  the  gazer's  eye, 
Like  Venus,  newly  bath'd,  to  fly. 
Yet,  while  reluctant,  he  difplays 
His  real  gems  before  the  blaze, 
The  fool  hath,  in  its  centre,  plac'd 
His  tawdry  ftock  of  painted  pafle. 
Difus'd  to  fpeak,  he  tries  his  ikill ; 
Speaks  coldly,  andfucceeds  but  ill; 
His  penfwe  manner,  dulnefs  deem'd 
His  modefty,  referve  efteem'd  ; 
His  wit  unknown,  his  learning  vain, 
He  wins  not  one  of  all  the  train. 
And  thole  who,  mutually  known, 
In  friendftrip's  faireft  lift  had  (hone, 
Lefs  prone,  than  pebbles,  to  unite, 
Retire  to  (hades  from  public  light ; 
Grow  favage,  quit  their  focial  nature ; 
And  ftarve,  to  itudy  mutual  fatire. 

But  friends,  and  favourites,  to  chagrin  them, 
Find  counties,  countries,  feas  between  them  : 
Meet  once  a  year,  then  part,  and  then 
Retiring,  wifli  to  meet  again. 

Sick  of  the  thought,  let  me  provid?, 
Some  human  form  to  grace  my  fide  ; 
At  hand,  where'er  I  (nape  my  courfe  ; 
An  ufeful,  pliant,  (talking  horfe  ! 

No  gefture  free  from  fome  grimace  ; 
No  fcam,  without  its  fliare  of  lace  ; 
But,  mark'd  with  gold  ov  iilver  either, 
Hint  where  his  coat  was  piec'd  together. 
His  legs-lie  lengthen'd,  I  advifc, 
And  itockings-roU'd  abridge  his  thighs. 
What  though  Vandyck  had  other  rules, 
What  had  Vandyck  to  do  with  fools  ? 
Bi  nothing  wanting,  but  his  mind  : 
Before,  a  folitaire  ;  behind, 
A  twitted  ribbon,  like  the  track 
Which  nature  gives  an  afc's  back. 


Silent  as  midnight !  pity  'twere 
His  wifdom's  flender  wealth  to  ihafe  ! 
And,  whilft  in  flocks  our  fancies  ftray, 
To  wifli  the  poor  man's  lamb  away. 

This  form  attracting  every  tye, 
I  droll  all  unreguarded  by  : 
This  wards  the  jokes  of  every  kind, 
As  an  umbrella  fun  or  wind  ; 
Or,  like  a  fponge,  abforbs  the  fallies, 
And  peftilential  fumes  of  malice  ; 
Or,  like  a  fplendid  fliield,  is  fit 
To  fcreen  the  templar's  random  wit ; 
Or  what  fome  gentler  cit  lets  fall, 
As  wool-packs  quafh  the  leaden  ball. 

Allufions  thefe  of  weaker  force, 
And  apter  (till  the  ftalking  horfe  1 

O  let  me  wander  all  unfeen, 
Beneath  the  fanction  of  his  mien  ! 
As  lilies  foft,  asrofes  fair  ! 
Empty  as  air-pumps  drain'd  of  air  1 
With  fteady  eye  and  pace  remark 
The  fpeckled  flock  that  haunts  the  park  * 
Level  my  pen  with  wondrous  heed 
At  follies  flocking  there  'to  feed  : 
And,  as  my  fatire  burfts  amain, 
See,  feather'd  foppery  ftrew  the  plain. 
But  when  I  feek  my  rural  grove, 
And  fliare  the  peaceful  haunts  I  love, 
Let  none  of  this  unhallow'd  train 
My  fweet  fequefter'd  paths  profane. 
Oft  may  fome  polifh'd  virtuous  friend, 
To  the  foft -winding  vales  defcend  ; 
And  love  with  me  inglorious  things, 
And  fcorn  with  me  the  pomp  of  kings. 
And  check  me,  when  my  bofom  burns 
For  ftatues,  paintings,  coins,  and  urns. 
For  I  in  Damon's  prayer  could  join, 
And  Damon's  wilh  might  now  be  mine— 
But  all  difpers'd  !  the  wilh,  the  prayer, 
Are  driven  to  mix  with  common  air. 

PART  II. 

How  happy  once  was  Damon's  lot, 
While  yet  romantic  fchemts  were  not ! 
Ere  yet  he  fent  his  weakly  eyes, 
To  plan  frail  caflles  in  the  fkies; 
Forfaking  pleafures  cheap  and  common, 
To  court  a  blaze,  (till  flitting  from  one. 

Ah  happy  Damon  !  thrice  and  more, 
Had  tafte  ne'er  touch'd  thy  tranquil  there  '. 

Oh  days  !  when  to  a  girdle  ty'd 
The  couples  jingled  at  his  fide  ; 
And  Damon  fwore  he  would  not  barter 
The  fuortfman's  girdle  for  a  garter  1 

Whoever  came  to  kill  an  hour, 
Found  eaiy  Damon  in  their  power ; 
Pure  focial  nature  all  his  guide, 
"  Damon  had  not  a  grain  of  pride." 

He  wifh'd  not  to  elude  the  fnares 
Which  knavery  plans,  and  craft  prepares; 
But  rather  wealth  to  crown  their  wiles ; 
And  win  their  univerfal  fmiles  : 
For  who  are  cheerful,  who  at  eafe, 
But.  they  who  cheat  us  as  they  pltule  ? 


*  St.  James'' s. 
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He  vviuk'd  at  many  a  grofs  defign, 
The  new-fallen  calf  might  countermine  : 
Thus  every  fool  allow'd  his  merit ; 
"  Yes !  Damon  had  a  generous  fpirit  I" 

A  coxcomb's  jeft,  however  vile, 
Was  fure,  at  leaft,  of  Damon's  fmile  : 
That  coxcomb  ne'er  denied  him  fenfe  ; 
For  why  ?  it  prov'd  his  own  pretence  : 
All  own'd,  were  modeftly  away, 
Damon  could  mine  as  much  as  they. 

When  wine  and  folly  carne  in  feafon, 
Damon  ne'er  ftrove  to  fave  his  reafon ; 
Obnoxious  to  the  mad  uproar : 
A  fpy  upon  a  hoftile  fliore  1 
'Twas  this  his  company  endearM  : 
Mirth  never  came  till  he  appear'd  : 
His  lodgings — every  drawer  could  fhow  them  ; 
The  Have  was  kick'd,  who  did  not  know  them. 

Thus  Damon,  ftudious  of  his  eafe, 
And  pleafing  all,  whom  mirth  could  pleafe  ; 
Defy'd  the  world,  like  idle  Colley, 
To  (how  a  fofter  word  than  folly. 
Since  wifdom's  gorgon-lhield  was  known 
To  ftare  the  gazer  into  ftone  ; 
He  chofe  to  truft  in  folly's  charm, 
To  keep  his  breaft  alive  and  warm. 

At  length  grave  learning's  fober  train 
Remark'd  the  trifler  with  difdain ; 
The  fonsof  tafte  contemn'd  his  ways, 
And  rank'd  him  with  the  brutes  that  graze  ; 
While  they  to  nobler  heights  afpir'd, 
And  grew  belov'd,  efteem'd,  admir'd. 

Hence  with  our  youth,  not  void  of  fpirit, 
His  old  companions  loft  their  merit : 
And  every  kind  well-natur'd  fot 
Seem'd  a  dull  play,  without  a  plot ; 
Where  every  yawning  gueft  agrees, 
The  willing  creature  ftrives  to  pleafe  : 
But  temper  never  could  amufe  ; 
It  barely  led  us  to  excufe  ; 
'Twas  true,  converfing  they  averr'd, 
All  they  had  feen,  or  felt  or  heard  : 
Talents  of  weight !  for  wights  like  thefe, 
The  law  might  choofe  for  witnefles  : 
But  fure  th'  attefting  dry  narration 
111  fuits  a  judge  of  converiation. 

*  What  were  their  freedoms  ?  mere  excufes 
To  vent  ill-manners,  blows,  and  bruifes. 
Yet  freedom,  gallant  freedom  I  hailing, 
At  form,  at  form,  inceffant  railing, 
Would  they  examine  each  offence, 
Its  latent  caufe,  its  known  pretence, 
Punctilio  ne'er  was  known  to  breed  them, 
So  fure  as  fond  prolific  freedom. 
Their  courage  1  but  a  loaded  gun  ; 
Machine  the  wife  would  with  to  muii ; 
Its  guard  unfafe,  its  lock  an  ill  one, 
Where  accident  might  fire  and  kill  one. 

In  fhort,  difgufted  out  of  meafure, 
Through  much  contempt,  and  flender  pleafure, 
His  fenfe  of  dignity  returns ; 
His  native  pride  his  bofom  burns  ; 
He  feeks  reipect — but  how  to  gain  it  ? 
Wit,  focial  mirth,  could  ne'er  obtain  it: 


And  laughter,  where  it  reigns  uncheck7^, 
Difcards  and  diffipates  refpect. 
The  man  who  bravely  bows,  enjoys  it ; 
But  fhaking  hands,  at  once,  deftroys  it. 
Precarious  plant,  which,  frefh  and  gay, 
Shrinks  at  the  touch,  and  fades  away  ! 

Come  then,  reierve  !  yet  from  thy  train 
Banifh  contempt,  and  curft  difdain. 
Teach  me,  he  cry'd,  thy  magic  art, 
To  act  the  decent  diftant  part : 
To  huiband  well  my  complaifance, 
Nor  let  ev'n  wit  too  far  advance ; 
But  choofe  calm  reafon  for  my  theme> 
In  thefe  her  royal  realms  fupreme ; 
And  o'er  her  charms,  with  caution  fhown, 
Be  Hill  a  graceful  umbrage  thrown  ; 
And  each  abrupter  period  crown'd, 
With  nods,  and  winks,  and  fmiles  profound, 
Till,  refcued  from  the  crowd  beneath, 
No  more  with  pain  to  move  or  breathe, 
I  rife  with  head  elate,  to  mare 
Salubrious  draughts  of  purer  air. 
Refpect  is  won  by  grave  pretence 
And  filence,  furer  ev'n  than  fenfe— 

'Tis  hence  the  facred  grandeur  fprings 
Of  Eaftern—.and  of  other  kings, 
Or  whence  this  awe  to  virtue  due, 
While  virtue's  diftant  as  Peru  ? 
The  fheathlefs  fword  the  guard  difplays, 
Which  round  emits  its  dazzling  rays  : 
The  ftately  fort,  the  turrets  tall, 
Portcullis'd  gate,  and  battled  wall, 
Lefs  fcreens  the  body,  than  controuls, 
And  wards  contempt  from  royal  fouls. 

The  crowns  they  wear  but  check  the  eye, 
Before  it  fondly  pierce  too  nigh  ; 
That  dazzled  crowds  may  be  employ'*! 
Around  the  furface  of — the  void. 
O  !  'tis  the  ftatefman's  craft  profound 
To  fcatter  his  amufements  round  ! 
To  tempt  us  from  the  confcious  breaft, 
Where  full-fledg'd  crimes  enjoy  their  neft. 
Nor  awes  us  every  worth  revcal'd 
So  deeply,  as  each  vice  conceal'd. 

The  lordly  log,  difpatch'd  of  yore, 
That  the  frug  people  might  adore, 
With  guards  to  keep  them  at  a  diftance, 
Had  reign'd.  nor  wanted  wit's  affiftance  : 
Nay — had  addrefies  from  his  nation, 
In  praife  of  log-adminiftration. 

PART    III. 

THE  buoyant  fires  of  youth  were  o'er, 
And  fame  and  finery  pleas'd  no  more  ; 
Productive  of  that  general  ftare, 
Which  cool  reflection  ill  can  bear  ! 
And,  crowds  commencing  mere  vexation, 
Retirement  fent  its  invitation. 

Romantic  fcenes  of  pendent  hills, 
And  verdant  vales,  and  falling  rills, 
And  mofly  banks,  the  fields  adorn, 
Where  Damon,  fimple  fwain,  was  born. 

The  Dryads  rear'd  a  fhady  grove  ; 
Where  fuch  as  think,  and  fuch  as  love, 
May  fafely  figh  their  fummer's  day  : 
Or  mufe  their  filent  hours  away. 
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The  Oreads  lik'd  the  climate  well ; 
And  taught  the  level  plain  to  fwell 
In  verdant  mounds,  from  whence  the  eye 
Might  all  their  larger  works  defcry. 

The  Naiads  pour'd  their  urns  around, 
From  nodding  rocks  o'er  vales  profound. 
They  form'd  their  dreams  to  pleafe  the  view, 
And  bade  them  wind,  as  ferpents  do : 
And  having  fhown  them  where  to  ftray, 
Threw  little  pebbles  in  their  way. 

Thefe  Fancy,  all-fagacious  maid, 
Had  at  their  feveral  tafks  furvey'd  : 
She  faw  and  fmil'd  ;  and  oft  would  lead 
Our  Damon's  foot  o'er  hill  and  mead; 
There,  with  defcriptive  finger,  trace 
The  genuine  beauties  of  the  place  ; 
And  when  (he  all  its  charms  had  mown, 
Prefcribe  improvements  of  her  own. 

*'  See  yonder  hill,  fo  green,  fo  round, 
Its  brow  with  ambient  beeches  crown'd  ! 
'Twou'd  well  become  thy  gentle  care 
To  raife  a  dome  to  Venus  there  : 
Pleas'd  would  the  nymphs  thy  zeal  furvey  ; 
And  Venus,  in  their  arms,  repay. 
'Twas  fuch  a  ftiade,  and  fuch  a  nook, 
In  fuch  a  vale,  near  fuch  a  brook ; 
From  fuch  a  rocky  fragment  fpringing  ; 
That  fam'd  Apollo  chofe,  to  fing  in. 
There  let  an  altar  wrought  with  art 
Engage  thy  tuneful  patron's  heart. 
How  charming  there  to  mufe  and  warble 
Beneath  his  buft  of  breathing  marble  I 
With  laurel  wreath  and  mimic  lyre, 
That  crown  a  poet's  vaft  defire. 
Then,  near  it,  fcoop  the  vaulted  cell 
Where  mufic's  *  charming  maids  may  dwell; 
Prone  to  indulge  thy  tender  pafiion, 
And  make  thee  many  an  affignation. 
Deep  in  the  grove's  obfcure  retreat 
Be  plac'd  Minerva's  facred  feat ; 
There  let  her  awful  turrets  rife, 
(For  wifdom  flies  from  vulgar  eyes:) 
There  her  calm  dictates  fhalt  thou  hear 
Diftinclly  ftrike  thy  liftening  ear : 
And  who  would  flmn  the  pleafing  labour, 
To  have  Minerva  for  his  neighbour  ?" 

In  fhort,  fo  charm'd  each  wild  fuggeftion, 
Its  truth  was  little  call'd  in  queftion: 
And  Damon  dreamt  he  faw  the  fawns, 
And  nymphs,  diftinctly,  flum  the  lawns; 
Mow  trac'd  amid  the  trees,  and  then 
Loft  in  the  circling  fhades  again. 
With  leer  oblique  their  lover  viewing— 
And  Cupid— panting — and  purfuing — 
Fancy,  enchanting  fair,  he  cry'd, 
Be  thou  my  goddefs !  thou  my  guide  ! 
For  thy  bright  vifions  I  defpiie 
What  foes  may  think,  or  friends  advife. 
The  feign'd  concern,  when  folks  furvey 
Expence,  time,  ftudy,  caft  away  ; 
The  real  fpleen,  with  which  they  fee  : 
I  pleafe  my  felt;  and  follow  thee. 

Thus  glovv'd  his  breaft  by  fancy  warm'd  : 
And  thus  the  fairy  landfcape  chann'd. 


I  But  moft  he  hop'd  his  conftant  care  ; 
Might  win  the  favour  of  the  fair  ; 
And,  wandering  late  through  yonder  glade, 
He  thus  the  foft  defign  betray'd. 

"  Ye  doves !  for  whom  I  rear'd  the  grove. 
With  melting  lays  falute  my  love  ! 
My  Delia  with  your  notes  detain, 
Or  I  have  rear'd  the  grove  in  vain  ! 
Ye  flowers  1  which  early  fpring  fupplies, 
Difplay  at  once  your  brighteft  dyes  ! 
That  Hie  your  opening  charms  may  fee  ; 
Or  what  were  elfe  your  charms  to  me  ? 
Kind  zephyr  !  bruOi  each  fragrant  flower, 
And  fhed  its  odours  round  my  bower ; 
Or  ne'er  again,  O  gentle  wind  1 
Shall  I,  in  thee,  refrefliment  find. 
Ye  ftreams,  if  e'er  your  banks  I  lov'd, 
If  e'er  your  native  founds  improv'd, 
May  each  foft  murmur  footh  my  fair; 
Or,  oh,  'twill  deepen  my  defpair  1 
Be  fure,  ye  willows !  you  be  feen 
Array'd  in  livelieft  robes  of  green  ; 
Or  1  will  tear  your  flighted  boughs, 
And  let  them  fade  around  my  brows. 
And  thou  my  grot !  whofe  lonely  bounds 
The  melancholy  pine  furrounds  1 
May  fhe  admire  thy  peaceful  gloom, 
Or  thou  flialt  prove  her  lover's  tomb." 

And  now  the  lofty  domes  were  rear'd  ; 
Loud  laugh'd  the  'fquares,  the  rabble  ftar'd. 

"  See,  neighbours,  what  our  Damon's  doing 
I  think  fome  folks  are  fond  of  ruin  ! 
I  fc»  /  his  fheep  at  random  ftray— 
But  he  has  thrown  his  crook  away — 
And  builds  fuch  huts,  as  in  foul  weather, 
Are  fit  for  fheep  nor  fhepherd  neither." 

Whence  came  the  fober  fwain  milled  ? 
Why,  Phoebus  put  it  in  his  head. 
Phcebus  befriends  him,  we  are  told  ; 
And  Phoebus  coins  bright  tons  of  gold. 
'Twere  prudent  not  to  be  fo  vain  on't, 
I  think  he'll  never  touch  a  grain  on't. 
And  if,  from  Phcebus,  and  his  mufe, 
Mere  earthly  lazinefs  enfues ; 
'Tis  plain,  for  aught  that  I  can  fay, 
The  devil  infpires,  as  well  as  they. 
So  they— while  tools  of  grofler  kind, 
Lefs  weeting  what  our  bard  defign'd, 
Impute  hisfchemesto  real  evil; 
That  in  thefe  haunts  he  met  the  devil. 

He  own'd,  though  their  advice  was  vain, 
It  fuited  wights  who  trod  the  plain  : 
For  dulnefs— though  he  might  abhor  it— 
In  them  he  made  allowance  for  it. 
Nor  wonder'd,  if,  beholding  mottos, 
And  urns,  and  domes,  and  cells,  and  grottos, 
Folks,  little  dreaming  of  the  mufes, 
Were  plagu'd  to  gueis  their  proper  ufes. 

But  did  the  mules  haunt  his  cell  ? 
Or  in  his  dome  did  Venus  dwell? 
Did  Pallas  in  his  counfels  fliare  ? 
The  Delian  god  reward  his  prayer  ? 
Or  did  his  zeal  engage  the  fair  ? 
When  all  the  ftructures  flione  complete ; 
Not  much  convenient,  wondrous  neat ; 
Adorn'd  with  gilding,  painting,  planting, 
And  the  fair  guefts  alone  were  wanting ; 
Sfiij 
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Ah,  me  !  ('twas  Damon's  own  confeflion) 
Game  poverty  and  took  pofleifion. 

PART     IV. 

WHY  droops  my  Damon,  whilfthe  roves 
Through  ornamented  meads  and  groves  I 
Near  columns,  obeljfks,  andfpires, 
Which  every  critic  eye  admires  ? 
Tis  poverty,  detefted  maij, 
Sole  tenant  of  their  ample  fliade  ! 
Tis  me,  that  robs  him  of  hiseafe  ; 
And  bids  their  very  charms  diipleafe« 
But  now,  by  fancy  long  controii'd, 
And  with  the  funs  of  tafte  enroll'd, 
He  deem'd  it  fliarneful  to  commence 
Firft  minifter  to  common  fenfe  : 
Far  more  elated,  to  purfue 
The  loweft  taik  of  dear  vertu. 

And  now  behold  his  lofty  foul, 
That  whilom  flew  from  pole  to  pole, 
Settle  on  fome  elaborate  flower ; 
And,  like  a  bee,  the  fwcets  devour  ! 
Now,  of  a  rofe  enampur'd,  prove 
The  wild  iolicitudes  of  love  I 
Now,  in  a  lilly's  cup  eailirin'd, 
Forego  the  commerce  of  mankind.  I 

As  in  thefe  toils  he  wore  away 
The  calm  remainder  of  his  day  ; 
Conducting  fun,  and  iha.ie,  and  fhower, 
As  moil  m;ght  glad  the  new-born  flower, 
So  fate  ordain'd  before  his  eye — 
Starts  up  the  long-fought  butterfly  ! 
While,  fluttering  round,  her  plumes  unfold 
Celedial  crimibn,  dropt  with  gold. 

Adieu,  ye  bands  of  flowrets  fair  ! 
The  living  beauty  claims  his  care, 
For  this  he  (trips — nor  bolt,  nor  chain, 
Could  Damon's  warm  pu.rfuit  reftrain. 

See  him  o'er  hill,  rr.orafs,  or  mound, 
Where'er  the  fpeckled  game,  is  found, 
Though  bent  with  age,  with  zeal  purfue  ; 
And  totter  towards  the  prey  in  view. 

Nor  rock,  nor  fire  am,  his  deps  retard, 
Intent  uppn  the  bled  reward  1 
One  vaflal  fly  repays  the  chafe  ! 
A  wing,  a  film,  reward  the  race  ! 
Rewards  him,  though  difeafe  attend, 
.And  in  a  fatal  furfeit  end. 
So  fierce  Camiiia  ikiinm'd  the  plain, 
S.mit  with  the  purple's  pleafing  (tain, 
She  ey'd  intent  the  glittering  ftranger, 
And  knew,  alas  !  nor  fear,  nor  danger  ; 
Till  deep  within  her  panting  heart, 
Malicious  fate  impell'd  the, dart ! 

Ho\y  dudious  he  what  favourite  food 
Regales  dame  nature's  tiny  brood  ? 
What  junkets  fat  the  filmy  people  ! 
And  what  liqueurs  they  chopfe  to  tipple  ! 

B<-hr;id  him,  at  fome  crife,  prefcribe, 
And  raife  with  drug>  the  fickening  tribe  ! 
Or  haply,  when  their  fpirits  fau'ter, 
Sprinkling  my  Lq'rd  of  Cloyne's  tar- water, 

When  nature's  brood  of  infers  dies, 
See  how  he  pimps  for  amorous  flies  ! 
See  him  the  liu'ely  fucccur  lend  htr, 
And  help  the  wantons  to  engender  [ 
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Or  fee*  him  guard  their  pregnant  hour  ; 
Exert  his  foft  obftetric  power  : 
And,  lending  each  his  lenient  hand, 
With  new-born  grubs  enrich  the  land  ! 

*  O  Wilks  !  what  poet's  loftieft  lays 
Can  match  thy  labours,  and  thy  praife  ? 
Immortal  fage  !  by  fate  decreed 
To  guard  the  moth's  illuftrious  breed  ; 
Till  fluttering  fwarms  on  (warms  arife, 
And  all  our  wardrobes  teem  with  flies  ! 

And  mu(l  we  praife  this  tafte  for  to^s  ? 
Admire  it  then  in  girls  and  boys. 
Ye  youths  of  fifteen  years,  or  more, 
Refign  your  moths—  the  feafon'so'er. 
Tis  time  more  focial  joys  to  prove  ; 
Twere  now  your  nobler  ta(k—  to  love. 
Let  *     *  *'g  eyes  more  deeply  warm  j 
Nor,  flighting  nature's  faired  form, 
The  bias  of  your  fouls  determine 
Towards  the  mean  love  of  nature's  vermin. 

Bur,  ah  !  how  wondrous  few  have  known, 
To  give  each  (lage  of  life  its  own  ! 

Tis  the  pretexta's  utmoft  bound, 
With  radiant  purple  edg'd  around, 
To  pleafe  the  child  ;  whofe  glowing  dyes 
Too  long  delight  maturcr  eyes  : 
And  few,  but  with  regret,  alTume 
The  plain-wrought  labours  of  the  loom. 
Ah  !  let  not  me  my  fancy  (leer, 
When  life's  autumnal  clouds  appear; 
Not  ev'n  in  learning's  long  delays 
Confume  my  faired,  fruitless  days  : 
Like  him,  who  fhould  in  armour  fpend 
The  fums  that  armour  fliould  defend. 

A  while,  in  pleafure's  myrtle  bower, 
We  (hare  her  fmiles,  and  blefs  her  power  : 
But  find  at  lad,  we  vainly  drive 
To  fix  the  word  conquette  alive. 

O  you  !  that  with  afilduous  flame 
Have  long  purfued  the  faithlefs  dame  ; 
Forfake  her  foft  abodes  a  while, 
And  dare  her  frown,  and  flight  her  fmile. 
Nor  fcorn,  whatever  wits  may  fay, 
The  foot-path  road,  the  king's  high  -way. 
No  more  the  fcrupulous  charmer  teaze, 
But  feek  the  roofs  of  honed  eafe  ; 
The  rival  fair,  no  more  purfued, 
Shall  there  with  forward  pace  intrude  ; 
Shall  there  her  every  art  eflay, 
To  win  you  to  her  flighted  fway  ; 
And  grant  your  fcorn  a  glance  more  fair 
Than  e'er  ihe  gave  your  fonded  prayer. 

But  would  you  happinefs  purfue  ? 
Partake  both  eafe,  and  pleafure  too? 
Would  you.  through  all  your  days,difpenfe 
The  joys  of  reaion,  and  of  fenfe  ? 
Or  give  to  life  the  mod  you  can, 
Let  focial  virtue  iliape  the  plan. 
For  does  not  to  the  virtuous  deed 
A  train  of  pleafing  fweets  fucceed  ? 
Or,  like  the  fweets/  of  wild  defire, 
Did  iocial  pieafures  ever  tire  ? 


*  Alluding  to  moths  and  butterflies  delineated 
bv  Benjamin  Wiiks.     Ssc  his  very  ex^e'/tjive  pro* 
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Yet  'midft  the  group  be  fome  preferr'd, 
Be  fome  abhorr'd — for  Damon  err'd  : 
And  fuch  there  are— of  fair  addrefs — 
As  'twere  unfocial  to  carefs. 
O  learn  by  reafon's  equal  rule 
To  limn  the  praife  of  knave,  or  fool ! 
Then,  though  you  deem  it  better  ilill 

To  gain  fome  ruflic  'iquare's  good  will ; 

And  fouls,  however  mean  or>ile, 

Like  features,  brighten  by  a  fniile  ; 
Yet  reafon,  holds  it  for  a  crime, 

The  trivia!  breaft  fhould  fliare  thy  time  : 

And  virtue,  with  reluclant  eyes. 

Beholds  this  human  facrifice  ! 

Through  deep  referve,  and  air  erect, 

Miftaken  Damon  won  refpect ; 

But  could  the  fpecial  homage  pafs, 

With  any  creature,  but  an  afs  ? 

If  confcious,  they  who  fear'd  the  ikin, 

Would  fcorn  the  fluggiih  brute  within. 

What  awe-flruck  flaves  the  towers  enclofe, 

Where  Perfian  monarchs  eat  and  doze  ! 

What  proftrate  reverence  all  agree, 

To  pay  a  prince  they  never  fee"'. 

Mere  vafials  of  a  royal  throne  J 

The  fophi's  virtues  muft  be  fhown, 

To  make  the  reverence  his  own. 

As  for  Thalia-- -wouldft  thou  make  her 

Thy  bride  without  a  portion  ? — take  her, 

She  will  with  duteous  care  attend, 

And  all  thy  duteous  hours  befriend ; 

Will  iwell  thy  joys,  will  fliare  thy  pain  ; 

With  thee  rejoice,  with  thee  com  plain  ; 

Will  fmooth  thy  pillow,  pleat  thy  bowers  ; 

And  bind  thy  aching  head  with  flowers. 

But  be  this  previous  maxim  known, 
If  thou  canft  feed  on  love  alone  : 
If,  bleft  with  her  thou  canft  fuftain 

Contempt,  and  poverty,  and  pain  : 
If  fo— then  rifle  all  her  graces — 
And  fruitful  be  your  fond  embraces. 
Too  foon,  by  caitiff- fpleen  infpir'd, 
Sage  Damon  to  his  groves  retir'd  : 
The  path  difclaim'd  by  fober  reafon ; 
Retirement  claims  a  later  feafon  ; 
Ere  active  youth  and  warm  defires 
Have  quite  withdrawn  their  lingering  fires. 
With  the  warm  bofom,  ill  agree, 
Or  limpid  dream,  or  fliady  tree. 
Love  lurks  within  the  rofy  bovver, 
And  claims  the  fpeculative  hour; 
Ambition  finds  his  calm  retreat, 
And  bids  his  pulfe  too  fiercely  beat  I 
Ev'n  focial  friendfhip  duns  his  ear, 
And  cites  him  to  the  public  fphere, 
Does  he  refill:  their  genuine  force  ? 
His  temper  takes  fome  froward  courfe  ; 
Till  pafiion,  mifdiredted  fighs 
For  weeds,  or  fhells,  or  grubs,  or  flies  ! 

Far  happieft  he,  whofe  early  days 
Spent  in  the  focial  paths  of  praife, 
Leave,  fairly  printed  on  his  mind, 
A  train  of  virtuous  deeds  behind  : 
From  this  rich  fund,  the  memory  draws 
The  lafting  meed  of  felf-applaufe. 

Such  fair  ideas  lend  their  aid 
To  people  their  fequefter'd  fhade. 


Such  are  the  naiads,  nymphs,  and  fauns, 
That  haunt  his  floods,  or  cheer  his  lawns. 
If,  where  his  devious  ramble  ftrays, 
He  virtue's  radiant  form  furveys  ; 
She  feems  no  longer  now  to  wear 
The  rigid  mien,  the  frown  fevere  *  ; 
To  flow  him  her  remote  abode  ; 
To  point  the  rocky  arduous  road  : 
But  from  each  flower,  his  fields  allow, 
She  twines  a  garland  for  his  brow. 

ECONOMY, 

A  RHAPSODY,  ADDRESSED  TO  YOUNG  POETS. 

"  Infanis ;  ornnes  gelidis  quo2cunque  lacernis 
*'  Sunt  tibi,  Nafones  Virgiiiofque  vides."  MART. 

FART    I. 

To  you,  ye  bards !  whofe  lavifli  breafts  requires 

This  monitory  lay,  the  ftrains  belong  ; 

Nor  think  fome  inifer  vents  his  fapient  faw, 

Or  fome  dull  cit,  unfeeling  of  the  charms 

That  tempt  profufion,  lings  ;  while  friendly  zeal, 

To  guard  from  fatal  ills  the  tribe  lie  loves, 

Infpires  the  meanefl  of  the  mufes'  train  ! 

Like  you  I  loath  the  grovelling  progeny, 

Whofe  wily  arts,  by  creeping  time  maiur'd, 

Advance  them  high  on  power's  tyrannic  throne  : 

To  lord  it  there  in  gorgeous  ufeieffhefs, 

And  fpurn  fuccefslefs  worth  that  pines  below  I 

See  the  rich  churl,  amid  the  focial  tons 
Of  wine  and  wit,  regaling  !  hark  he  joins 
In  the  free  j eft  delighted  1  feems  to  ihow 
A  meliorut  ed  heart  1  he  laughs  !   he  tings  I 
Songs  of  gay  import,  madrigals  of  glee, 
And  drunken  anthems  let  a  gape  the  board, 
Like  Demea,  in  the  play,  benign  and  mild, 
And  pouring  forth  benevolence  of  foul, 
Till  Micio  wonders :  or,  in  Shaklpeare's  line, 
Obftreperous  filence  ;  drowniug  Shallow's  voice, 
And  ftartling  FalllafF,  and  his  mad  compeers. 

He  owns  'tis  prudence,  ever  and  anon, 
To  fmooth  his  careful  brow  !  to  let  his  purfe 
Ope  to  a  fixpence  diameter  ! 
He  likes  our  ways  ;  he  owns  the  ways  of  wit 
Are  ways  of  pleafaunce,  and  deferve  regard. 
True,  we  are  dainty  good  fociety, 
But  what  art  thou  ?  alas  !  confider  well, 
Thou  bane  of  furial  pleafurc,  know  thyfelf. 
Thy  fell  approach,  like  fome  invafive  damp 
Breath'd  through  the  pores  of  earth  from  Stygian 

caves, 

Deftroy  the  lamp  of  mirth  ;   the  lamp  which  we 
ts  fiamens  boail  to  guard :  we  know  not  how, 
But  at  thy  fight  the  fading  flame  aflumes 
A  ghaftly  blue,  and  in  a  itench  expires.      •  [jky'd 

True,  thou  feem'/t  chang'd  ;  all  fainted,  all  en- 
The  trembling  tears  that  charge  thy  melting  eyes 
ay  thou  art  honeft,  and  of  gentle  kind, 
Jut  all  is  fa  lie  !  an  intermitting  ligh 
Condemns  each  hour,  each  moment  given  to  fmiles, 
And  deems  thofe  only  luii,  thou  doft  not  loie. 
Zv'n  for  d  dcmi  groat,  this  open'd  foul, 

Alluding  to — the  all'  n  rv^'n  Ccbefs  tablet* 
Sfiiij 


THE  WORKS    OF  SHBNSTONE. 


This  boon  companion,  this  elaftic  bread 
Revibrates  quick.;  and  fends  the  tuneful  tongue 
To  lavifli  mufic  on  the  rugged  walls 
Of  fome  dark  dungeon.     Hence,  thou  caitiff,  fly  '. 
Touch  not  my  glafs,  nor  drain  my  facred  bowl, 
Monfter,  ingrate  1  beneath  one  common  Iky 
Why  ftiouldd  thou  breathe  ?  beneath  one  common 

roof 

Thou  ne'er  lhalt  harbour;  nor  my  little  boat 
Receive  a  foul  with  crimes  to  prelstt  down. 
Co  to  thy  bags,  thou  recreant !  hourly  go, 
And,  gazing  there,  bid  them  be  wit,  be  mirth, 
Be  conversation.     Not  a  face  that  (miles 
Admit  thy  prefence  !  not  a  foul  that  glows 
With  focial  purport,  bid  or  ev'n  or  morn 
Invert  thee  happy  1  but  when  life  declines, 
May  thy  fure  heirs  ftand  tittering  round  thy  bed, 
And,  ufhering, in  their  favourites,  burft  thy  locks, 
And  fill  their  lamps  with  gold  ;  till  want  and  care 
With  joy  depart,  and  cry,  •'  We  afk  no  more." 

Ah  never  neter  may  th'  harmonious  mind 
Endure  the  worldly  1  poets,  ever  void 
Of  guile,  diflrudhTs.  fcorn  the  treafur'd  gold, 
And  fpurn  the  miier,  fpurn  his  deity. 
Balanc'd  with  friendfhip,  in  the  poet's  eye 
The  rival  fcale  of intereft  kicks  the  beam, 
Than  lightning  fwifter.     From  his  cavern'd  {lore 
The  fordid  foul,  with  felf-applaufe,  remarks 
The  kind  propenfity  ;  remarks  and  (miles, 
And  hies  with  impious  haite  to  fpread  the  fnare. 
Him  we  dcnde,  and  in  our  comic  fcenes 
Contemn  the  niggard  form  Moliere  has  drawn. 
We  loath  with  juftice  ;  but  alas  the  pain 
To  bow  the  knee  before  this  calf  of  gold ; 
Implore  his  envious  aid,  and  meet  his  frown  ! 

But  'tis  not  Gomez,  'tis  not  he  whoie  heart 
Js  crufted  o'er  with  drofs,  whole  callous  mind 
Is  fenfelefs  as  his  gold,  the  flighted  rnufe 
Intenfely  loaths.     'Tis  fure  no  equal  ta(k 
To  pardon  him,  who  laviihes  his  wealth 
On  racer,  fox-hound,  hawk,  or  ipaniel,  all 
But  human  merit ;  who  with  gold  elTays 
All,  but  the  nobleft  pleafure,  to  remove 
The  want  of  genius,  and  its  (miles  enjoy. 

But  you,  ye  titled  youths !  whofe  nobler  zeal 
Would  burnim  o'er  ycur  coronets  with  fame  ; 
Who  liften  pleas'd  when  poet  tunes  his  lay  ; 
Permit  him  not,  in  didant  folitudes, 
To  pine,  fo  languifh  out  the  fleeting  hours 
Of  active  youth  !  then  virtue  pants  for  piaife 
That  feafon  unadorn'd,  the  carelefs  bard 
Quits  your  worn  threfhold,  and  like  honed  Gay 
Contemns  the  niggard  boon  ye  time  fo  ill. 
Your  favours  then,  like  trophies  given  the  tomb, 
Th'  infranchis'd  fpirit  foaring  not  perceives, 
Or  fcorns  perceiv'd  ;  and  execrates  the  fmile 
Which  bade  his  vigorous  blcorri,  to  treacherous 

hopes 
And  fervile  cares  a  prey,  expire  in  vain  !— 

Two  lawlefs  powers,  engag'd  by  mutual  hate 
In  endlefs  war,  beneath  their  flags  enroll 
The  vaffal  world.     This  avarice  is  ham'd, 
That  luxury;  'tis  true  their  partial  friends 
Aflign  them  fofter  names;  ufurptr>  bo\h  ; 
That  fhare  by  dint  of  arms  the  legal  throne 
Of  jud  economy  ;  yet  both  be  tray  M 
$y  fraudful miniflers.  '  The  nigaard  chief, 


Lidening  to  want,  all  faithlefs,  and  prepar'4 
To  join  each  moment  in  his  rival's  train, 
His  conduct  models  by  ihe  needlefs  fears 
The  flave  infpires;  while  luxury,  a  chief 
Of  arnplert  faith,  to  plenty's  rule  rcligns    [founds. 
His   whole    campaign.     'Tis    plency's   {Littering 
Engrofs  his  ear  ;  'tis  plenty's  fmiliug  torn 
Moves  dill  before  his  eyes,  Diicretton  drives, 
But  drives  in  vain,  to  banifli  from  the  throne 
The  perjur'd  minion.     He,  iecure  of  tru;r, 
With  latent  malice  to  the  hodile  camp          [veys 
Day,.night,  and  hour,  his  monarch's  wealth  con- 

Ye  towering  minds  !  ye  fublimated  icmls  i 
Who,  carelefs  of  your  fortunes,  feal  and  fign, 
Set,  let,  contract,  acquit,  with  eaiitr  mien 
Than  fops  take  fnuff!  whofe  economic  care 
Your  green-filk  purfe  engiones  !  eafy,  pleas'd, 
To  fee  gold  fparkle  through  the  fubtle  folds ; 
Lovely,  as  when  th'  Kelperian  fruitage  fmil'd 
Amid  the  verdurous  grove  1  who  fondly  hope 
Spontaneous  havveds  !  h  arve.il  s  ail  the  year  ! 
Whc  fcatter  wealth,  as  though  the  radiant  crop 
Glitter'd  on  every  bough;  and  every  bough 
Like  that  the  Trojan  gather'd,  once  avuis'd 
Were  by  a  fplendid  fucceifor  fupply'd 
Lv'hint,  fpontaneous !  liden  to  my  lays. 
For  "'tis  not  fools,  whate'er  proverbial  phrafe 
Have  long  decreed,  that  quit  with  greated  eafe 
Tne  treafur'd  gold.     Of  words  indeed  profut'e, 
Of  gold  tenacious,  their  torpefcent  foul 
Clenches  their  coin,  and  what  eleclral  fire 
Shall  folve  the  frody  gripe,  and  bid  it  flow  ? 
'Tis  genius,  fancy,  that  to  wild  expence 
Of  health  1  of  treafuie  !  dimulates  the  foul : 
Thele,  with  officious  care,  and  fatal  art, 
Improve  the  vinous  flavour;  thele  the  imile 
Of  Cloe  foften  ;  thefe  the' glare  of  drefs 
Illume  ;  the  glittering  chariot  gild  anew, 
And  add  drange  wifdoin  to  the  furs  cl  power. 

Alas  !  that  he,  amid  the  race  of  men, 
'That  he,  who  thinks  of  pureft  gold  with  fcorn, 
Should  with  un/ated  appetite  demand, 
And  vainly  court  the  pleafure  it  procures  ! 
When  fancy's  vivid  fpark  impels  the  foul 
To  fcorn  quotidian  fcenes,  to  fpurn  the  biifs 
Of  vulgar  minds,  what  nodrum  mail  compofe 
Its  fatal  teniion  ?  in  what  lonely  vale 
Of  balmy  medicine's  various  field,  afpires 
The  bled  refrigerant  ?  Vain,  ah  vain  the  hope 
Of  future  peace,  this  orgafm  uncontroli'd  ! 
Impatient,  hence,  of  all  the  frugal  mind 
Requires  ;  to  eat,  to  drink,  to  "deep,  to  fill 
A  ched  with  gold,  the  fprightly  bread  demands 
InceiTant  rapture  ;  life,  a  tedious  load 
Deny'd  its  continuity  of  joy. 
But  whence  obtain  ?  philofophy  requires 
No  lavifli  cod  ;  to  crown  its  utmod  prayer 
Suffice  the  root-built  cell,  the  firaple  fleece, 
The  juicy  viand,  and  the  cryital  dream. 
Ev'n  mild  flupidity  rewards  her  train 
With  cheap  contentment,'   Tade  alone  requires 
Entire  profulion!  Days,  and  nights,' and  hours, 
Thy  voice,  hydropic  fancy  !  calls  aloud 
For  codly  draught?,  inundant  bowls  of  joy, 
Rivers  of  rich  regalement  !  leas  of  blifs  ! 
Seas  without  fhore  !   infinity  of  fweets  ! 

And  yet,  unleis  fage  reafon  join 
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inpkafure's  purchase,  pleafure  is  unfure  : 
And  yet,  unieis  economy's  confent 
Legitimate  expence,  fome  gracelefs  mark, 
Some  lymptom  ill-conccai'd,  (hail,  foon  or  late, 
Burlt  like  a  pimple  from  the  vicious  tide 
Of  acid  blood,  proclaiming  want's  difeafe, 
Amidft  the  bloom  of  fhow.     The  fcanty  ftream 
Slow-loitering  in  its  channel)  leems  to  vie 
With  Vaga's  depth  ;  but  ihould  the  fedgy  power 
Vain-glorious  empty  his  penurious  urn 
O'er  ihe  rough  rock,  how  mult  his  fellow  ftreams 
Deride  the  tinklings  of  the  boafdve  rill  1 

I  not  afpire  to  mark  the  dubious  path 
That  leads  to  wealth,  to  poets  mark'd  in  vain  ! 
But,  ere  felf  flattery  footh  the  vivid  breaft 
With  dreams  of  fortune  near  ally'd  to  fame, 
Reflect  how  few,  who  charm'd  the  liftening  ear 
Of  iatrap  or  of  king,  her  fmiles  enjoy'd  ! 
Conlider  well,  what  meagre  alms  repay'd 
The  great  Maeonian,  fire  of  tuneful  long, 
And  prototype  of  all  that  foar'd  iublime, 
Ai.u  left  dull  cares  below  ;  what  griefs  impell'd 
The  .uode't  bard  of  learn'd  Eliza's  reign 
T«  well  with  tears  his  Mulla's  parent  ftream, 
And  mourn  aloud  the  pang  "  to  ride,  to  run, 
"    ;  o  fuend,  to  give,  to  want,  to  be  undone.'* 
Why  fliouid  I  tell  of  Cowley's  penlive  mufe 
Belov'd  in  vain  ?  too  copious  is  my  theme  ! 
V>'i,    S  ofjnur  boalted  race  might  hope  reward 
Lixe  lu^al  Butler,  when  the  liberal  Charles, 
The  jud^e  of  wit,  perus'd  the  iprightly  page, 
Triumphant  o'er  his  foes  ?  Believe  not  hope, 
The  poet's  parafite  ;  but  learn  alone 
To  i;>aie  rhe  fcanty  boon  the  fates  decree. 
Poet  and  rich  1  tis  folecilm  extreme  1 
'TIS  heighten'd  contradiction  !  in  his  frame> 
In  <  \.-ry  r.t-rve  and  fibre  of  his  foul, 
Thn  latent  feeds  and  principles  of  want 
Ha>-  nature  wove  ;  and  fate  confirm 'd  the  clue. 

Nor  yet  dtfpair  to  fliun  the  ruder  gripe 
Of  penury  ;  with  nice  prectfion  iearn 
A  dollar's  value.     Foremoft  in  the  pa^e 
That  marks  th'  expence  of  each  revolving  year, 
Place  inattention.     When  the  luit  of  praife, 
Or  honour's  faJie  idea,  tempts  thy  foul 
To  flight  frugality,  allure  thine  heart 
That  Ganger's  near.     This  periihabie  coin 
Is  no  vain  ore.     It  is  thy  liberty, 
It  fetters  rmfers,  but  it  muft  alone 
Enfranchise  thee.    i  he  world,  the  cit-like  world, 
Bids  ;hee  beware  ;  thy  little  craft  eifay  ; 
IS  or,  piddling  with  a  tea-ipoon's  flender  form, 
See  with  foupdadles  devils  gormandize. 

Economy  !  thou  good  old  aunt !  whole  mien 
Furrow'd  with  age  and  care  the  wife  adore, 
The  wits  contemn  !  referving  ftil!  thy  ftores 
To  cheer  thy  frier.ds  at  laft  1  why  with  the  cit, 
Or  booklefs  churl,  with  each  ignoble  name, 
Each  earthly  nature,  deign'ft  thou  to  rtfide  ? 
And,  flmnning  all  who  by  thy  favours  crown'd 
Might  glad  the  world,  to  feek  fome  vulgar  mind 
Inspiring  pride,  and  felfilh  fliapes  of  ill? 

Why  with  the  old, -infirm,  and  impotent, 
And  childlefs,  love  to  dwell ;  yet  leave  the  breaft 
Of  youth,  unwarn'd,  unguided,  uninform'd  ? 
Of  youth,  to  whom  thy  monitory  voi^e 
Where  doubly  kind  ?  for  fure  to  youthful  eye* 


(How  fhort  foe'er  it  prove)  the  read  of  life 
Appears  protracted  ;  fair  on  either  fide 
The  iovesi  the  graces  play,  on  fortune's  child 
Profufely  fouling  ;  well  might  you  effay 
The  frugal  plan,  the  lucrative  employ, 
Source  of  their  favour  all  the  live-long  day, 
But  fate  aflents  not.     Age  alone  contracts 
His  meagre  palm,  to  clench  the  tempting  bane 
Of  ail  his  peace,  the  glittering  ieeds  of  care  ! 

O  that  the  mule's  voice  might  pierce  the  ear 
Of  generous  youth  !  for  youth  deferves  her  fong, 
Youth  is  fair  virtue's  fealbn,  virtue  then 
Requires  the  pruner's  hand  ;  the  fequent  ftage, 
It  barely  vegetates :  nor  long  the  fpace 
Ere  robb'd  of  warmth  its  arid  trunk  difplay 
Fell  winter's  total  reign.     O  lovely  fource 
Of  generous  foibles,  youth  .  when  opening  minds 
Are  honeft  as  the  light,  lucid  as  air, 
As  foftering  breezes  kind,  as  linnets  gay, 
Tender  as  buds,  and  lavifli  as  the  fpring  ! 
Yet,  haplefs  ftate  of  man  1  hisearlieil  youth 
Cozens  itfelf ;  his  age  defrauds  mankind. 

Nor  deem  it  itrange  that  rolling  years  abrade 
The  focial  bias.     Life's  extenfive  page 
What  does  it  but  unfold  repeated  proofs 
Of  gold's  omnipotence  ?  With  patriots  friends, 
Sickening  beneath  its  ray,  enervate  fome, 
And  others  dead,  whofe  putrid  name  exhales 
A  noifome  fcent,  the  bulky  volume  teems. 
With    kinfmen,    brothers,   fons,   moiltening   the 

ihroud, 

Or  honouring  the  grave,  with  fpecious  grief 
(Jf  iliort  duration  ;  foon  in  fortune's  beams 
Alert,  and  wondering  at  the  tears  they  ftied. 

But  who  ihail  fave  by  tame  profaic  ftram 
That  glowing  brealt,  where  wit  with  youth  con- 
To  fweeten  luxury  ?  The  fearful  mufe          [fpires 
Shall  yet  proceed,  though  by  the  fainteft  gleam 
Of  hope  infpir'd,  to  warn  the  train  fhe  loves. 

PART   II. 

IN  fome  dark  feafon,  when  the  mifty  fhower 
Obfcures  the  fun,  and  faddens  all  the  fky  ; 
When  linnets  drop  the  wing,  nor  grove  nor  ftream 
Invites  thee  forth,  to  fport  thy  drooping  mufe ; 
Seize  the  dull  hour,  nor  with  regret  affign 
To  worldly  prudence.     She  nor  nice  nor  coy 
Accepts  the  tribute  of  a  joylefs  day  ;  [cede, 

She  fmiles  well-pleas'd,  when  wit  and  mirth  re» 
And  not  a  grace,  and  not  a  mufe  will  hear. 
Then,  from  majeftic  Maro's  awful  ftrain, 
Or  towering  Homer,  let  thine  eye  defcend 
To  trace,  with  patient  induftry,  the  page 
Of  income  and  expence.     And  oh  !  beware 
Thy  breaft,  felt-flattering,  place  no  courtly  fmilej 
No  golden  promife  of  your  faithlefs  mufe, 
Nor  latent  mine  which  fortune's  hand  may  fhow. 
Amid  thy  folid  ftore.     The  fyren's  fong 
Wrecks  not  the  littening  failor,  hall'  ib  fure. 
See  by  what  avenues,  what  devious  paths, 
The  foot  of  want  detelted,  fteals  along, 
And  bars  each  fatal  pafs.     Some^ew  ihort  hours 
Of  punctual  care,  the  refufe  of  thy  year 
On  frugal  fchemes  eroploy'd,  fhall  give  the  mufe 
'Io  fin:.;  intrepid  many  a  cheerful  day. 
But  if  too  foon  before  the  tepid  gales 
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Thy  refolution  melt ;  and  ardent  vows, 
In  wary  hours  preferr'd»  or  die  forgot, 
Or  feera'd  the  forc'd  effect  of  hazy  ikies ; 
Then,  ere  furprife,  by  whofe  impetuous  rage 
The  mafly  fort,  with  which  thy  gentler  bread 
1  not  compare,  is  won,  the  long  proceeds. 

Know  too  by  nature's  undiminiuYd  law, 
Throughout  her  realms  obey'd,  the  various  parts 
Of  deep  creation,  atoms,  fyftems,  all ! 
Attract  and  are  attracted  ;  nor  prevails  the  law 
Alone  in  matter  ;  foul  alike  with  foul 
Afpires  to  join  ;  nor  yet  in  fouls  aloiie, 
In  each  idea  it  imbibes,  is  found 
The  kind  propenfity.     And  when  they  meet, 
And  grow  familiar,  various  though  their  tribe, 
Their  tempers  various,  vow  perpetual  faith  : 
That,  fliould    the  world's  disjointed  frame  once 
To  chaos  yield  the  fway,  amid  the  wreck     [more 
Their  union  Ihould  furvive ;  with  Roman  warmth, 
By  facred  hofpitable  laws  endear'd, 
Should  each  idea  recollect  its  friend. 

Here  then  we  fix ;  on  this  perennial  bafe 
Erect  thy  fafety,  and  defy  the  ftorm. 
Let  foft  profufion's  fair  idea  join 
Her  hand  with  poverty  j  nor  here  defift, 
Till,  o'er  the  group  that  forms  their  various  train 
Thou  fmg  loud  hymeneals.     Let  the  pride 
Of  outward  fhow  in  lading  leagues  combine 
With  fhame  thread-bare  ;  the  gay  vermilion  face 
Of  rafti  intemperance,  be  difcreetly  pair'd 
With  fallow  hunger  :  the  licentious  joy, 
With  mean  dependance  ;  ev'n  the  dear  delight 
Of  fculpture,  paint,  intaglios,  books  and  coins, 
Thy  breaft,  fagacious  prudent e  !  (hall  connect 
With  filth  and  beggary  ;  nor  difdain  to  link 
With  black  infolvency.     Thy  foul  alarm'd 
Shall  flum  the  fyren's  voice  ;  nor  boldly  dare 
To  bid  the  foft  enchantrefs  [bare  thy  breaft:, 
With  fuch  a  train  of  horrid  fiends  conjoin'd. 

Nor  think,  ye  fordid  race  !  ye  grovelling  minds ! 
I  frame  the  long  for  you !  for  you,  the  mufe 
Could  other  rules  impart  ;  the  friendly  ftrain, 
For  gentler  blofibms  plann'd,  to  yours  would  prove 
The  juice  of  lurid  aconite,  exceed 
Whatever  Golchos  bore  ;  and  in  your  breaft 
Compaflion,  love,  and  frienfliip,  all  deftroy  1 

It  greatly  fliall  avail,  if  e'er  thy  itores 
Jncreafe  apace,  by  periodic  days 
Of  annual  payment,  or  thy  patron's  boon, 
The  lean  reward  of  grofs  unbounded  praife  1 
It  nrnch  avails,  to  feize  the  prefent  hour, 
And,  undeliberating,  call  around 
Thy  hungry  creditors;  their  horrid  rage 
When  once  appeas'd,  the  fmail  remaining  ftore 
Shall  rife  in  weight  tenfold,  isi  luitre  rife, 
As  gold  irrjprov'd  by  many  a  fierce  allay. 
'Tis  thus  the  frugal  hufbandman  directs 
His  narrow  ftream,  if,  o'er  its  wonted  banks 
By  fudden  rains  impeli'd,  it  proudly  fwell ; 
His  timely  hand  through  better  tracts  conveys 
The  quick  decreafmg  tide  ;  ere  borne  along 
Or  through  the  wild  moral?,  or  cultur'd  fields, 
Or  bladed  grafs  mature,  or  barren  lands, 
It  flow  deftructive,  or  it  flow  in  vain  ! 
But  happieft  he  who  fanctiiies  expcnce 
By  prelent  pay  !  who  fubjects  not  his  fame 
To  tradeiiDens  varlets,  nor  bequeaths  his  name, 


His  honour'd  name,  to  deck  the  vulgar  page 
Of  bafe  mechanic,  fordid,  unfincere  ! 
There  haply,  while  thy  mule  fublimely  foars 
Beyond  this  earthly  fphere,  in  heaven's  abodes, 
And  dreams  of  nectar  and  ambrofial  fweets, 
Thy  growing  debt  (teals  unregarded  o'er 
The  punctual  record ;  till  nor  Phoebus  felf, 
Nor  fage  Minerva's  art  can  aught  avail 
To  fooih  the  ruthlefs  dun's  deteited  rage. 
Frantic  and  fell,  with  many  a  curfe  profane 
He  loads  the  gentle  mufe  ;  then  hurls  thee  down 
To  want,  remorfe,  captivity,  and  fhame. 

Each  public  place,  the  glittering  haunts  of  men, 
With  horror  fly.     Why  loiter  near  thy  bane  ? — 
Why  fondly  linger  on  a  hoitiie  more, 
Difarm'd,  detencelefs  ?  why  require  to  tread' 
The  precipice  ?  or  why  alas  to  breathe 
A  moment's  fpace,  where  every  breeze  is  death, 
Death  to  thy  future  peace  !  Away,  collect 
Thy  diiiipated  mind  ;  contract  thy  train 
Of  wild  ideas  o'er  the  flowery  fields 
Of  fhow  diftus'd,  and  fpeed  to  fafer  climes. 
Economy  preients  her  glafs,  accept 
The  faithful  mirror  :  powerful  to  difclofe 
A  thoufand  forms,  unfeen  by  careieis  eyes, 
That  plot  thy  fate.     Temptation,  in  a  robe 
Of  Tyrian  dye,  with  every  fweet  perfum'd, 
Beietsthy  fenle;  extortion  follows  clofe 
Her  wanton  ftep,  and  ruin  brings  the  rear. 
Thefe  and  the  reft  fliall  her  myfterions  glafs 
Embody  to  thy  view  ;  like  Venus  kind, 
When  to  her  labouring  fon,  the  vengeful  powers 
That  urg'd  the  fall  of  Ilium,  fhe  difpiay'd, 
He,  not  imprudent,  at  the  fight  declined 
The  unequal  conflict,  and  decreed  to  raife 
The  Trojan  welfare  on  fome  happier  fliore. 
For  here  to  drain  thy  fwelling  puii'e  await 
A  thoufand  arts,  a  thoufand  frauds  attend, 
"  The  cloud-wrought  canes,  the  gorgeous  fnuff- 

boxes 

"  The  twinkling  jewels,  and  the  gold  etwee, 
"  With  all  its  bright  inhabitants,  lhall  wafte 
"   Its  melting  Itores,  and  in  the  dreary  void 
"  Leave  not  a  doit  behind."     l.re  yet  exhauft 
Its  flimfy  folds  offend  thy  pcnfive  eye, 
Away  !  embofom'd  deep  in  diftant  (hades, 
Nor  fecn  nor  feeing,  thou  wiayft  vent  thy  fcorn 
Of  lace,  embroidery,  purple,  gems,  and  gold  ! 
There  of  the  farded  fop,  and  efienc'd  beau, 
Ferocious  with  a  floic's  frown  difclofe 
Thy  manly  fcorn,  averfe  to  tinfel  pomp; 
And  fluent  thine  harangue.     But  can  thy  foul 
Deny  thy  limbs  the  radiant  grace  ofdrefs, 
Where  dress  is  merit !  where  thy  graver  friend 
Shall  wifli  thee  burnim'd  !  where  the  fprightly 
Demand  embellifhment  1  ev'n  Delia's  eye,      [fair 
As  in  a  garden,  roves,  of  hues  alone 
Inquirent,  curious  ?  Fly  the  curft  domain  } 
Thefe  are  the  realms  of  luxury  and  fhow  ; 
No  ciafficfoil :  away  !  the  bloomy  fpring 
Attracts  thee  hence;  the  waning  autumn  warns- 
Fly  to  thy  native  fhades,  and  dread  ev'n  there, 
Left  bufy  fancy  tempt  thy  narrow  ftate 
Beyond  its  bounds.    Obferve  Florelio*B  mien. 
Why  treads  my  friend  with  melancholy  ftcp 
That  beautews  lawn  ?  why  penfive  ftrays  his  eye 
O'er  itatues,  gi*ottoe.s,  urns,  by  critic  art 


MORAL   PIECES. 


Froportion'd  fair?  or  from  his  lofty  dome, 
Bright  glittering  through  the  grove,  returns  his 
Unpieas'd,  diiconfolate  ?  And  is  it  love,  [eye 

Diiaitrous  love,  that  robs  the  fimth'd  fcenes 
Of  all  their  beauty  ?  centering  all  in  her 
His  foul  adores  ?  or  from  a  blacker  caufe 
Springs  this  remorfal  gloom  ?  is  conftious  guilt 
The  latent  fource  of  more  than  love's  delpair  ? 
It  cannot  be  within  that  polilh'd  breaft 
Where  fcience  dwells,  that  guilt  Ihould  harbour 
No  !  'tis  the  fad  ftirvcy  of  prefent  want,      [there  ; 
And  pail  profulion  1  loit  to  htm  the  fweets 
Of  yon  pavilion,  fraught  with  every  chana 
For  other  eyes  ;  or,  if  remaining,  proofs 
Of  criminal  expence  !  Sweet  interchange 
Of  river,  valley,  mountain,  woods,  and  plains! 
How  gladlbme  once  he  ran^'d  your  native  turf, 
Youj'  iimple  fcenes,  how  raptur'd  !  ere  expence 
Had  laviih'd  thoufand  ornaments,  and  taught 
Convenience  to  perplex  him,  art  to  pall, 
Pomp  to  deject,  and  beauty  to  difpleafe. 

Oh  !  for  a  foul  to  all  the  glare  of  wealth, 
To  fortune's  wide  exhauitleis  treatury, 
Nobly  luperior  !  but  let  caution  guide 
The'coy  dilpofalof  the  wealth  we  fcorn, 
And  prudence  be  our  aknoner  !  Alas  ' 
The  pilgrim  wandering  o'er  ibmc  diftant  clime, 
Sworn  foe  of  avarice  I  nor  difdains  to  learn 
Its  coin's  imputed  worth;   the  deilin'd  means 
To  fmooth  his  pavTage  to  the  favour'd  ihrinc. 
Ah  let  not  us,  who  tread  this  Itranger-world, 
Let  none  who  fojourn  on  the  realms  of  life, 
Forget  tue  land  is  mercenary  ;   nor  wafte 
His  fare,  ere  landed  on  no  venal  fhore. 

Let  never  bard  confult  Palladio's  rules; 
Let  never  bard,  O  Burlington!  Curve y 
Thy  learned  art,  in  Chlfwic's  dome  difplay'd  ; 
Dangerous  incentive  !  nor  with  lingering  eye 
Survey  the  window  Venice  calls  her  own. 
Better  for  him,  with  no  ingrateful  mule, 
To  (ing  a  requiem  to  that  gentle  foul 
Who  plann'ci  the  Iky-light ;  which  to  lavifu  bards 
Conveys  alone  the  pure  ethereal  ray. 
For  garrets  him,  and  fqualid  walls  await, 
Unlefs,  prefagt'tul,  from  this  friendly  ftrain, 
Jie  glean  advice,  and  lima  the  fcribbier's  doom. 

PART  III.   * 

YET  once  again,  and  to  thy  doubtful  fate 

The  trembling  mufe  configns  thee.  Ere.contempt,1} 

Or  want's  empoiibn'd  arrow,  ridicule, 

Transfix  thy  weak  unguarded  breaft,  behold  ! 

The  poet's  foofs,  the  carelefs  poet's,  his 

Who  fcorns  advice,  fhr.ll  clole  my  ferious  lay. 

When  Gulliver,  now  great,  now  little  deem'd, 
The  play-thing  of  companfon,  arriv'd 
Where  learned  bofoms  their  aerial  fchemes 
Projected,  ftudious  of  the  public  weal; 
'Mid  thele,  one  fubtier  artilt  he  defcry'd, 
Who  chenlh'd  in  his  cluity  tenement 
The  fpider's  web,  injurious,  tofupplant 
Fair  Albion's  fleeces  '.   Never,  never  may 
Oar  monarchs  on  fuch  fatal  puipofe  fmile 
And  irritate  Minerva's  beggar'd  ions 
The  Melkiliara  weavers  !  Here  in  every  rook 
Their  vvcks  they  fpun  j  here  revel'd  vincontroul'd, 


And,  like  the  flags  from  Weftminfter's  high  roof 
Dependent,  here  their  fluttering  textures  wav'd. 
Such,  fo  adorn'd,  the  cell  I  mean  to  (ing  1 
Cell  ever  fqualid  !  where  the  fneerfui  maid 
Will  not  fatigue  her  hand  !  broom  never  comes, 
That  comes  to  all !  o'er  whofe  quiefce;it  walls 
Arachne's  unmolefted  care  has  drawn 
Curtains  fubfufk,  and  lave  th'  expence  of  art. 

Survey  thole  wails,  in  fady  texture  clad, 
Where  wandering  fnails  in  many  a  flirny  path, 
Free,  unreilrain'cl,  their  various  journeys  crawl  j 
Peregrinations,  ilrange,  and  labyrinths 
Confas'd,  inextricable  !  fuch  the  clue 
Of  Cretan  Ariadne  ne'er  explained  ! 
Hooks  !  angles !  crooks !  and  involutions  wild  ! 
Meantime,  thus  filver'd  with  meanders  gay, 
In  mimic  pride  the  fnail- wrought  tilfus  ftiines, 
Perchance  of  tabby,  or  of  harateen, 
Not  ill  exprefiive  !  fuch  the  power  of  fnails. 

Behold  the  chair,  whofe  fradlur'd  feat  infirm 
An  aged  cuihion  hides  !  replete  with  dull 
The  ioliag'd  velvet ;  pleating  to  the  eye 
Of  great  Eliza's  reign,  but  now  the  fnare 
Of  weary  gueft  that  on  the  fpecious  bed 
Sits  down  confiding.     Ah  !  difaftrous  wight ! 
In  evil  hour  and  ralhly  doll  thou  truft 
The  fraudful  couch  !  for,  though  in  velvet  cas'd, 
Thy  fated  thigh  mail  kifs  the  dully  floor. 
The  traveller  thus,  that  o'er  Hibernian  plains 
Hath  fliap'd  his  way  ;  on  beds  profufe  of  nowers> 
Cowilip,  or  primrofe,  or  the  circular  eye 
Of  dailie  fair,  decrees  to  balk  fupine    . 
And  fee  !  delighted,  down  he  drops,  fecure 
Of  fvveet  refrefhment,  eafe  without  annoy, 
Or  lafcious  noon-day  nap.     Ah  much  deceiv'd, 
Much  (offering  pilgrim  !   thou  nor  uoon-day  nap, 
Nor  fweet  repote  malt  find  ;  the  falfe  niorafs 
In  quivering  undulations  yields  beneath 
Thy  burden,  in  the  miry  gulf  enclos'd  ! 
Ar\d  who  would  trufl  appearance  ?  call  thine  eye 
WJiere  'mid  machines  of  heterogeneous  form 
His  coat  depends ;  alas  !  his  only  coat, 
Elded  of  things  !   and  naplefs,  as  an  heath 
Of  fin  ail  extent  by  fleecy  myriads  graz'd. 
Not  different  have  I  feen  indrea.y  vault 
Difplay'd,  a  coffin  j  on  each  fable  fide 
The  texture  umnolefted  feems  entire. 
Fraudful,  when  touch'd  it  glides  to  dud  away! 
And  leaves  the  wondering  iwain  to  gape,  or  itare, 
And  with  cxpreffive  flirug,  and  piteous  tigh, 
Declare  the  fatal  force  of  roiling  years, 
Or  dire  extent  of  frail  mortality. 
This  aged  vefture,  fcorn  of  gazing  beaux, 
And  formal  cits,  ^themfelves  too  haply  fcorn'd) 
Both  on  its  fleeve  and  on  its  fkirt,  retains 
Full  many  a  pin  wide-fparkling  :  for,  if  e'er 
Their  well-known  creft  met  his  delighted  eye, 
Though  wrapt  in  thought,  commercing  with  the 
He,  gently  (looping,  fcorn'd  not  to  upraife,     [iky, 
And  on  each  ileeve,  as  confcious  of  their  ufe, 
Indenting  fix  them;  nor,  when  arm'd  with  thefe, 
The  cure  of  rents  and  feparations  dire, 
And  chafms  enormous,  did  he  view  difmay'd 
Hedge,  bramble,  thick -.-t,  bufh,  portending  fate 
To  breeches,  coat  and  hofe !  had  any  wight 
Of  vulgar  (kill,  the  tender  texture  own'd  ; 
But  gave  his  mind  to  form  a  fon.net  quaint 
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Of  Silvia's  (hoe-firing,  or  of  Cloe's  fan, 
Or  fweetly-falhion'd  tip  of  Celia's  ear. 
Alas!  by  frequent  ufe  decays  the  force 
0f  mortal  art !   the  refradlory  robe 
Eludes  the  taylor's  art,  eludes  his  own  ; 
How  potent  once,  in  union  quaint  conjoin'd  ! 
See  near  his  bed  (his  bed  too  falfely  call'd 
The  place  of  reft,  while  it  a  bard  fuftains; 
Pale,  meagre,  mufe-rid  wight !  who  reads  in  vain 
Narcotic  volumes  o'er)  his  candleftick, 
Radiant  machine,  when  from  the  plaftic  hand 
Of  Mulctber,  the  mayor  of  Brimingham, 
The  engine  iflued  ;  now  alas  disguis'd, 
By  many  an  uncluous  tide,  that  wandering  down 
Its  fides  congeal ;  what  he  perhaps,  effays 
With  humour  forc'd,  and  ill-diflembled  fmile, 
Idly  to  liken  to  the  poplar's  trunk 
"When  o'er  its  bark  the  lucid  amber,  wound 
In  many  a  pleafmg  fold,  incrufts  the  tree. 
Or  fuits  him  more  the  winter's  candy'd  thorn, 
When  from  each  branch,  anneal'd,  the  works  of 
Pervafive,  radiant  ificles  depend  ?  [froft 

How  (hall  I  fing  the  various  ill  that  waits 
The  careful  fonneteer  ?  or  who  can  paint 
The  fhifts  enormous,  that  in  vain  he  forms 
To  patch  his  panelefs  window  ;  to  cement 
His  batter'd  tea-pot,  ill-retentive  vafe  ? 
To  war  with  ruin  ?  anxious  to  conceal 
Want's  fell  appearance,  of  the  real  ill 
Nor  foe,  nor  fearful.     Ruin  unforefeen 
Invades  his  chattels ;  ruin  will  invade ; 
Will  claim  his  whole  invention  to  repair, 
Nor,  of  the  gift,  for  tuneful  ends  defign'd, 
Allow  one  part  to  decorate  his  long. 
While  ridicule,  with  ever-pointing  hand 
Confcious  of  every  fhift,  of  every  ihift 
Indicative,  his  inmolt  plot  betrays, 
Points  to  the  nook,  which  he  his  ftudy  calls 
Pompous  and  vain  !  for  thus  he  might  efteem 
His  cheft,  a  wardrobe  ;  purfe,  a  treafury  ; 
And  (hows,  to  crown  her  full  difplay,  himfelf. 
One  whom  the  powers  above,  in  place  of  health, 
And  wonted  vigour  ;  of  paternal  cot, 
Or  little  farm  ;  of  bag,  or  fcrip,  or  flaff, 
Cup,  dim,  fpoon,  plate,  or  worldly  utenfil, 
A  poet  fram'd ;  yet  fram'd  not  to  repine, 
And  wifh  the  cobler's  ioftieft  fite  his  own  ; 
Nor,  partial  as  they  feem,  upbraid  the  fates, 
Who  to  the  humbler  mechanifm,  join'd 
Goods  fo  fuperior,  fuch  exalted  blifs ! 

See  with  what  ieemingeafe,  whatlabsur'dpeace, 
He,  haplefs  hypocrite  !  refines  his  nail, 
His  chief  amufement!  then  how  feign'd,  how  forc'd, 
That  care-defying  fonnet,  which  implies 
His  debts  difcharg'd,  and  he  of  half  a  crown 
In  full  pofleffion,  uncontefted  right 
And  property  !  Yet  ah  !  whoe'er  this  wight 
Admiring  view,  if  fuch  there  be,  diftruft 
The  vain  pretence  ;  the  fmiles  that  harbour  grief 
As  lurks  the  ferpent  deep  in  flowers  unwreath'd. 
Forewarn'd,  be  frugal ;  or  with  prudent  rage 
Thy  pen  demolifh  ;  choofe  the  truftier  flail, 
Aru  blefs  thofe  labours  which  the  choice  infpir'd. 
But  if  thou  view'it  a  vulgar  mind,  a  wight 
Of  common  fenfe.  who  leeks  no  brighter  name, 
Him  envy,  him  admire,  him,  from  thy  breaft, 
Prefcient  of  future  dignities,  falute 


Sheriff,  or  mayor,  in  comfortable  furs 
Enwrapt,  fecure  :  nor  yet  the  laureat's  crown 
In  thought  exclude  him  !  He  perchance  fhall  rife 
To  nobler  heights  than  forefight  can  decree. 

When,  fir'd  with  wrath,  for  his  intrigues  dif- 
In  many  an  idle  fong,  Saturnian  Jove         [play'd 
Vow'd  fure  deftrudlion  to  the  tuneful  race  ; 
Appeas'd  by  fuppliant  Phoebus,  "  Bards,  he  faid, 
Henceforth  of  plenty,  wealth,  and  pomp  debarr'd, 
But  fed  by  frugal  cares,  might  wear  the  bay 
Secure  of  thunder."— Low  the  Delian  bow'd, 
Nor  atth'  invidious' favour  dar'd  repine. 

THE  RUIN'D  ABBEY ; 

OR, 
THE  EFFECTS  OF  SUPERSTITION. 

AT  length  fair  peace  with  olive  crown'd  regains 
Her  lawful  throne,  and  to  the  facred  haunts 
Of  wood  or  fount  the  frighted  mufe  returns. 

Happy  the  bard,  who,  from  his  native  hills, 
Soft  mufing  on  a  fummer's  eve,  furveys 
His  azure  itream,  with  penfile  woods  enclos'd  ! 
Or  o'er  the  glatfy  furface,  with  his  friend, 
Or  faithful  fair,  through  bordering  willows  green 
Wafts  his  fmall  frigate.     Fearlets  he  of  fliouts, 
Or  taunts,  the  rhetoric  of  the  watery  crew 
That  ape  confufion  from  the  realms  they  rule  ! 
Fearlefs  of  thefe  ;  who  mares  the  gentler  voice 
Of  peace  and  mufic  ;  birds  of  fweeteft  fong 
Attune  from  native  boughs  their  various  lay, 
And  cheer  the  forefl ;   birds  of  brighter  plume 
With  bufy  pinion  fkim  the  glittering  wave, 
And  tempt  the  fun  ;  ambitious  to  difplay 
Their  feveral  merit,  while  the  vocal  flute, 
Or  numbered  verfe,  by  female  voice  endear'd, 
Crowns  his  delight,  and  mollifies  the  fcene. 

If  folitude  his  wandering  fteps  invite 
To  fome  more  deep  recets  (for  hours  there  are, 
When  gay,  when  focial  minds  to  friendship's  voice, 
Or  beauty's  charm,  her  wild  abodes  prefer)  ; 
How  pleas'd  he  treads  her  venerable  ftiades, 
Her  folemn  courts  !  the  centre  of  the  grove  ! 
The  root-built  cave,  by  far-extended  rocks 
Around  embofom'd,  how  it  fooths  the  foul ! 
If  fcoop'd  at  firft  by  fuperftitious  hands 
The  rugged  cell  receiv'd  alone  the  flioals 
Of  bigot  minds,  religion  dwells  not  here, 
Yet  virtue  pleas'd,  at  intervals,  retires  : 
Yet  here  may  wifdom,  as  (lie  walks  the  maze, 
Some  ferious  truths  collect,  the  rules  of  life  ; 
And  ferious  truths  of  mightier  weight  than  gold! 

I  afk  not  wealth ;  but  let  me  hoard  with  care, 
With  frugal  cunning,  with  a  niggard's  art, 
A  few  fix'd  principles;   in  early  life, 
Ere  indolence  impede  the  fearch,  explor'd. 
Then,  like  old  Latimer,  when  age  impairs 
My  judgment's  eye,  when  quibbling  fchools  attack 
My  grounded  hope,  or  iubtier  wits  deride, 
Will  I  not  blufh  to  fhun  the  vain  debate, 
And   this   mine    anfwer:  "  Thus,    'twas   thus  I 

"'thought; 

"  My  mind  yet  vigorous,  and  my  foul  entire ; 
"  Thus  will  I  think,  averfe  to  liften  more 
"  To  intricate  difcuffion,  prone  to  ftray. 
"  Perhaps  my  reafon  may  but  ill  defend 
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"  My  fettled  faith;  my  mind,  with  age  impair'd, 
'*  Too  fure  its  own  infirmities  declare. 
*'  But  I  am  arm'd  by  caution,  ftudious  youth, 
"  And  early  forefight ;  now  the  winds  may  rife, 
"  The  tempeft  whittle,  and  the  billows  roar; 
"  My  pinnace  rides  in  port,  defpoil'd  and  worn, 
cl  Shatter'd  by  time  and  Itorms,  but  while  it  fliuns 
•'  Th'  unequal  conflict,  and  declines  the  deep, 
"  Sees  the  ftrong  veflel  fluctuate  lei's  fecure." 

Thus  while  he  (trays,  a  thoufand  rural  fcenes 
Suggeft  inftruction,  andinftructing  pleafe. 
And  fee  betwixt  the  grove's  extended  arms 
An  abbey's  rude  remains  attract  thy  view, 
Gilt  by  the  mid-day  fun:  with  lingering ftep 
Produce  thine  axe  (for,  aiming  to  deftroy 
Tree,  branch,  or  ihade,  for  never  (hall  thy  bread 
Too  long  deliberate),  with  timorous  hand 
Remove  th'  obftructive  bough  ;  nor  yet  refufe 
Though  tighing,  to  deftroy  that  favourite  pine, 
Raib'd  by  thine  hand,  in  its  luxuriant  prime 
Of  beauty  fair,  that  fcreens  the  vaft  remains. 
Aggriev'd,  but  conftant  as  the  Roman  fire, 
The  rigid  Manlius,  when  his  conquering  fon 
Bled  by  a  parent's  voice  ;  the  cruel  meed 
Of  virtuous  ardour,  timeiefsly  difday'd; 
Nor  ceafe  till,  through  the  gloomy  road,  the  pile 
Gleam  unobftructed ;  thither  oft  thine  eye 
Shall  fweetly  wander  ;  thence  returning,  footh 
With  penfive  fcenes  thy  philofophic  mind. 

Thefe  were  thy  haunts,  thy  opulent  abodes, 
O  fuperftition  !  hence  the  dire  difeafe, 
(Balanc'd  with  which  the  fam'd  Athenian  peft 
Were  a  fhort  head-ach,  were  the  trivial  pain 
Of  tranfient  indigeftion)  feiz'd  mankind. 

Long  time  ihe  rag'd,  andfcarce  a  fouthern  gale 
Warm'd  our  chill  air,  unloaded  with  the  threats 
Of  tyrant  Rome  ;  but  futile  all,  till  me, 
Rome's  abler  legate,  magnify 'd  their  power, 
And  in  a  thoufand  horrid  forms  attir'd. 

Where  then  was  truth  to  fanctify  the  page 
Of  Britiih.  annals  ?  if  a  foe  expir'd, 
The  perjur'd  monk  fuborn'd  infernal  (hrieks, 
And  fiends  to  fnatch  at  the  departing  foul 
With  hellifli  emulation.     If  a  friend, 
High  o'er  his  roof  exultant  angels  tune 
Their  golden  lyres,  and  waft  him  to  the  (kies. 

What  then  were  vows,  were  oaths,  were  plight 
ed  faith  ? 

The  fovereign's  juft,  the  fubject's  loyal  pact, 
To  cherifli  mutual  good,  anr.ull'd  and  vain, 
By  Roman  rnagic,  grew  an  idle  fcroll 
Zre  the  frail  fanction  of  the  wax  was  cold. 
With  thee,  *  Plantagenet,  from  civil  broils 
The  land  a  while  refpir'd,  and  all  was  peace. 
Then  Becket  rofe,  and,  impotent  of  mind, 
From  regal  courts  with  lawlefs  fury  march'd 
The  church's  blood-ftain'd  convicts,  and  forgave  ; 
Bid  murderous  priefts  the  fovereign  frown  con 
temn, 
And  with  unhallow'd  crofier  bruis'd  the  crown. 

Yet  yielded  not  fupinely  tame  a  prince 
Of  Henry's  virtues  ;  learn'd,  courageous,  wife, 
Of  fair  ambition.  Long  his  regal  foul 
Firm  and  erect  the  peevifli  prieft  exil'd, 
And  brav'd  the  fury  of  revengeful  Rome, 

*  Henry  II. 


In  vain  !  let  one  faint  malady  diffufe 
The  penfive  gloom  which  fuperltition  loves, 
And  fee  him,  dwindled  to  a  recreant  groom, 
Rein  the  proud  palfrey  whilft  the  prieft  afcendsi 

Was  *  Cosur-de-lion  bleft  with  whiter  days  ? 
Here  the  cowl'd  zealots  with  united  cries 
Urg'd  the  crufade  ;  and  fee,  of  half  his  (tores 
Defpoil'd  the  wretch,  \vhofe  wifer  bofom  chofe 
To  blefs  his  friends,  his  race,  his  native  land. 

Of  ten  fair  funs  that  roll'd  their  annual  race, 
Not  one  beheld  him  on  his  vacant  throne  ; 
While  haughty  \  Longchamp,  'raid  his  livery'd 

files 

Of  wanton  vafials,  fpoil'd  his  faithful  realm, 
Battling  in  foreign  fields ;  collecting  wide 
A  laurel  harveft  for  a  pillag'd  land. 

Oh  dear-bought  trophies  !  when  a  prince  dcferts 
His  drooping  realm,  to  pluck  the  barren  fprays  ! 

When  faithlefs  John  ufurp'd  the  fully'd  crown, 
What  ample  tyranny  !  the  groaning  land 
Deem'd  earth,  deem'd  heaven  its  foe  !  fix  tedious 

years 

Our  helplefs  fathers  in  defpair  obey'd 
The  papal  interdict ;  and  who  obey'd, 
The  fovereign  plunder'd.     O  inglorious  days  ! 
When  the  French  tyrant,  by  the  futile  grant 
Of  papal  refcript,  claim'd  Britannia's  throne, 
And  durft  invade  ;  be  fuch  inglorious  days 
Or  hence  forgot,  or  not  recall'd  in  vain  ! 

Scarce  had  the  tortur'd  ear  dejected  heard 
Rome's  loud  anathema,  but  heartlefs,  dead 
To  every  purpofe,  men  nor  wifh'd  to  live, 
Nor  dar'd  to  die.     The  poor  laborious  hind 
Heard  the  dire  curfe,  and  from  his  trembling  hand 
Fell  the  neglected  crook  that  rul'd  the  plain. 
Thence  journeying  home,  in  every  cloud  he  fees 
A  vengeful  angel,  in  whofe  waving  fcroll 
Ke  reads  damnation  ;  fees  its  fable  train 
Of  grim  attendants,  penciled  by  defpair  ! 

The  weary  pilgrim  from  remoter  climes 
By  painful  (leps  arriv'd;  his  home,  his  friends, 
His  offspring  left,  to  lavim  on  the  (hrine 
Of  fome  far-honour'd  faint  his  coftly  (tores, 
Inverts  his  footftep  ;  fickens  at  the  fight 
Of  the  barr'd  fane,  and  filent  (heds  his  tear. 

The  wretch  whofe  hope  by  fternoppreffionchas'i 
From  every  earthly  bliis    (till  as  it  faw 
Triumphant  wrong,  took  wing,  and  flew  to  heaven, 
And  reded  there,  now  mourn'd  his  refuge  loft. 
And  wonted  peace.     The  facred  fane  was  barr'd. 
And  the  lone  altar,  where  the  mourners  throng'd 
To  fupplicate  remiflion,  fmok'd  no  more  ; 
While  the  green  weed  luxuriant  round  uprofe. 
Some  from  the  death-bed,  whefe  delirious  faith 
Through  every  ftage  of  life  to  Rome's  decrees 
Obfequious,  humbly  hop'd  to  die  in  peace, 
Now  faw  the  ghaftly  king  approach,  begirt 
In  tenfold  terrors ;  now  expiring  heard 
The  lad  loud  clarion  found,  and  heaven's  decree 
With  unremitting  vengeance  bar  the  fkies. 
Nor  light  the  grief,  by  fuperftition  weigh'd, 
That  their  diflionour'd  corfe,  (hut  from  the  verge. 
Of  hallow'd  earth,  or  tutelary  fane, 
Muft  deep  with  brutes  their  vaflals;  on  the  field; 

*  Richard  I. 

\  BiJJjop  of  Ely,  Lord  Chancellor. 
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Unneath  fome  path,  In  marl  unsxercis'd ! 
No  folemn  bell  extort  a  neighbour's  tear ! 
No  tongue  of  prieft  pronounce  their  foul  fecure  ! 
Nor  fondeft  friend  affure  their  peace  obtain'd  ! 

The  prieft  !  alas,  fo  boundlefs  was  the  ill ! 
He,  like  the  flock  he  pillag'd,  pin'd  forlorn ; 
The  vivid  vermeil  fled  hisfady  cheek, 
And  his  big  paunch,  diftended  with  the  fpoils 
Of  half  his  flock ;  emaciate,  groan'd  beneath 
Superior  pride,  and  mightier  luft  of  power  ! 
'Twas  now  Rome's  fondeft  friend,  whofe  meagre 

hand 

Told  to  the  midnight  lamp  his  holy  beads 
With  nice  precision,  felt  the  deeper  wound 
As  his  gull'd  foul  rever'd  the  conclave  more. 
Whom  did   the   ruin   fpare  ?   for   wealth,  for 

power, 

Birth,  honour,  virtue  enemy,  and  friend, 
Sunk  helplefs  in  the  dreary  gulf  involv'd  ; 
And  one  capricious  curfe  envelop'd  all ! 

Were  kings  fecure  ?  in  towering  ftations  born, 
In  flattery  rmrs'd,  inu/'d  to  fcorn  mankind, 
Or  view  diminifii'd  from  their  fite  fublime  ; 
As  when  a  fhepherd,  from  the  lofty  brow 
Of  fome  proud  cliff,  furveys  his  leffening  flock 
In  fnowy  groups  diffufive,  feud  the  vale. 

A  while  the  furious  menace  John  rcturn'd, 
And  breath'd  defiance  loud.     Aks  !  too  foon 
Allegiance  fickening  faw  its  fovereign  yield, 
An  angry  prey  to  fcruples  not  his  own. 
The  loyal  foldier,  girt  around  with  ftrength, 
Who  ftole  from  mirth  and  winehisblooming  years, 
And  feiz'd  the  faulchion,  refolute  to  guard 
His  fovereign 's  right,  impalfy'd  at  the  news, 
Finds  the  firm  bias  of  his  foul  revers'd 
For  foul  defertion ;  drops  the  lifted  fteel, 
And  quits  fame's  noble  harveft,  to  expire 
The  death  of  monks,  of  furfeit,  and  of  floth ! 
~     At  length  fatigued  with  wrongs,  the  fervile 

king 

Drain'd  from  his  land  its  fmall  remaining  ftores 
To  buy  remiflion.     But  could  thefe  obtain  ! 
No  !  refolute  in  wrongs  the  priefts  obdur'd  ; 
Till  crawling  bafe,  to  Rome's  deputed  flave, 
His  fame,  his  people,  and  his  crown,  he  gave. 
Mean  monarch!  flighted,  brav'd,  abhorr'd,  before! 

And  now,  appeas'd  by  delegated  fway, 
The  wily  pontiff  fcorns  not  to  recall 
His  interdictions.     Now  the  facred  doors 
Admit  repentant  multitudes,  prepar'd 
To  buy  deceit ;  admit  obfequious  tribes 
Of  fatraps !  princes !  crawling  to  the  fhrine 
Of  fainted  villany  !  the  pompous  tomb 
Dazzling  with  gems  and  gold,  or  in  a  cloud 
Of  incenfe  wreath'd,  amidft  a  drooping  land 
That  figh'd  for  bread  !    'Tis  thus  the  Indian  clove 
Difplays  its  verdant  leaf,  its  crimfon  flower, 
And  fheds  its  odours  ;  while  the  flocks  around 
Hungry  and  faint  the  barren  fands  explore 
In  vain  !  nor  plant  nor  herb  endears  the  foil ; 
Drain'd  and  exhauft  to  fwell  its  thirfty  pores, 
And  furnifh  luxury. — Yet  in  vain 
.Britannia  ftrove ;  and  whether  artful  Rome 
Carefs'd  or  curs' d  her,  fuperftition  rag'd 
And  blinded,  fetter'd,  and  defpoil'd  the  land. 
At  length  fome  murderous  monk,  with  poifdn 

ous  art 
Espell'd  the  life  his  brethren  rpbb'd  of  peace, 


Nor  yet  furceas'd  with  John's  clifaftrous  fat<* 
^ontific  fury  !  Englifh  wealth  exhauft, 
""he  fequent  reign  *  beheld  the  beggar 'dfhore 
•rim  with  Italian  ufurers ;  prepar'd 
'o  lend,  for  griping  unexampled  hire, 
'o  lend— what  Rome  might  pillage  uncontroll'd. 
For  now  with  more  extenfive  havoc  rag'd 
lelentlefs  Gregory,  with  a  thoufand  arts, 
And  each  rapacious,  born  to  drain  the  world ! 
'•lor  fhall  the  mufe  repeat  how  oft  he  blew 
"he  croife's  trumpet ;  then  for  fums  of  gold 
"Ynnull'd  the  vow,  and  bade  the  falfe  alarm 
>well  the  grofs  hoards  of  Henry,  or  his  own. 
Nor  fhall  {he  tell  how  pontiffs  dar'd  repeal 
The  beft  of  charters !  dar'd  abfolve  the  tie 
3f  Britifh  kings  by  legal  oath  reftrain'd. 
*Jor  can  fhe  dwell  on  argofies  of  gold 
?rom  Albion's  realm  to  fervile  fliores  convey'd, 
Wrung  from  her  fbns,  and  fpeeded  by  her  kings ! 
Oh  irkfome  day  !  when  wicked  thrones  combine 
»7ith  papal  craft,  to  gull  their  native  land ! 

Such  was  our  fate,  while  Rome's  director  taught 
Of  fubjccts,  born  to  be  their  monarch's  prey, 
To  toil  for  monks,  for  gluttony  to  toil, 
"or  vacant  gluttony ;  extortion,  fraud, 
"or  avarice,  envy,  pride,  revenge,  andfhame! 
O  doctrine  breath'd  from  Stygian  caves!  exhal'd 
From  inmoft  Erebus ! — Such  Henry's  reign  ! 
Urging  his  loyal -realm's  reluctant  hand 
To  wield  the  peaceful  fvvord,  by  John  ere  while 
Forc'd  from  his  fcabbard ;  and  with  burnifh'd  hnce 
Effay  the  favage  cure,  domeftic  war ! 

And  now  fome  nobler  fpirits  chas'd  the  mift 
Of  general  darknefs.     Grofted  f  now  adorn'd 
The  mitred  wreath  he  wore,  with  reafon's  fword 
Staggering  delufion's  frauds;  at  length  beneath 
Rome's  interdict  expiring  calm,  refign'd 
No  vulgar  foul  that  dar'd  to  heaven  appeal ! 
But  ah  this  fertile  glebe,  this  fair  domain, 
Had  well  nig-h  ceded  to  the  flothful  hands 
Of  monks  libidinous;  ere  Edward's  care 
The  lavifh  hand  of  death-bed  fear  reftrain'd. 
Yet  was  he  clear  of  fuperfbition's  taint  ? 
He  too,  mifdeemful  of  his  wholefome  law, 
Ev'n  he,  expiring,  gave  his  treafur'd  gold 
To  fatten  monks  on  Salem's  diflant  foil ! 

Yes,  the  third  Edward's  breaft,  to  papal  fway 
So  little  prone,  and  fierce  in  honour's  caufe, 
Could  fuperftition  quell !  before  the  towers 
Of  haggard  Paris,  at  the  thunder's  voice 
He  drops  the  fword,  and  fi^ns  ignoble  peace  ! 

But  ftill  the  night  by  Romifh  art  diffus'd 
Collects  her  clouds,  and  with  flow  pace  recedes, 
When,  by  foft  Bourdeau's  braver  queen  approv'd, 
Bold  Wickliff  rofe :  and  while  the  bigot  power 
Amidft  her  native  darknefs  flculk'd  fecure, 
The  demon  vanifh'd  as  he  fpread  the  day. 
So  from  his  bofom  Cacus  breath'd  of  old 
The  pitchy  cloud,  and  in  a  night  of  fmokc 
Secure  a  while  his  recreant  life  fuftain'd  ; 
Till  fam'cl  Alcides,  o'er  his  fubtleft  wiles 
Victorious,  cheer'd  the  ravag'd  nations  round. 

Hail,  honour'd  Wickliff!  enterprifmg  fage  \ 
An  Epicurus  in  the  caufe  of  truth  ! 
For  'tis  not  radiant  funs,  the  jovial  hours 

*   Henry  III.  TV/JO  tfdnceffd  the  Magna  Charts. 
|  Btjbop  of  Lincoln, 
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OF  youthful  fpring,  an  ether  all  ferene, 
Nor  all  the  verdure  of  Campania's  vales, 
Can  chafe  religions  gloom  !  'Tis  reafon,  thought, 
The  light,  the  radiance  that  pervades  the  foul, 
And  fheds  its  beams  on  heav'n's  myfterious  fway ! 
As  yet  this  light  but  glimmer'd,  and  again 
Error  prevail'd;  while  kings  by  force  uprais'd 
Let  loofe  the  rage  of  bigots  on  their  foes, 
And  feek  affection  by  the  dreadful  boon 
Of  licens'd  murder.     Ev'n  the  kindeft  prince, 
The  moft  extended  breafk,  the  royal  Hal ! 
All  unrelenting  heard  the  Lollards  cry     * 
Btorft  from  the  centre  of  remorfelefs  flames ; 
Their  fhrieks  endur'd  !  Oh  ft  a  in  to  martial  praife  ! 
When  Cobham,  generous  as  the  noble  peer 
That  wears  his  honours,  pay'd  the  fatal  price 
Of  virtue  blooming  ere  the  ftorrns  were  laid  ! 

'Twas  thus,  alternate,  truth's  precarious  flame 
Decay'd  or  flourifh'd.     With  malignant  eye 
The  pontiff  faw  Britannia's  golden  fleece, 
Once  all  his  own,  inveft  her  worthier  fons! 
Her  verdant  valleys,  and  her  fertile  plains, 
Yellow  with  grain,  abjure  his  hateful  fway  ! 
EfTay'd  his  utmoft  art,  and  inly  own'd 
No  labours  bore  proportion  to  the  prize. 

So  when  the  tempter  view'd,  with  envious  eye, 
The  firft  fair  pattern  of  the  female  frame, 
All  nature's  beauties  in  one  Torm  difplay'd, 
And  centering  there,  in  wild  amaze  he  ftood; 
Then  only  envying  heaven's  creative  hand : 
Wifh'd  to  his  gloomy  reign  his  envious  arts 
Might  win  this  prize,  and  doubled  every  fnare. 

And  vain  were  reafon,  courage,  learning,  all, 
Till  power  accede  :   till  Tudor's  wild  caprice 
Smile  on  their  caufe ;  Tudor,  whofe  tyrant  reign 
With  mental  freedom  crown'd,  the  beft  of  kings 
Might  envious  view,  and  ill  prefer  their  own  ! 
Then  Wolfey  rofe,  by  nature  form'd  to  feek 
Ambition's  trophies,  by  addrefs  to  win, 
By  temper  to  enjoy— whofe  humbler  birth 
Taught  the  gay  fcenes  of  pomp  to  dazzle  more. 

Then   from  its  towering  height  with  horrid 

found 

Rufli'd  the  proud  abbey.    Then  the  vaulted  roofs, 
Torn  from  their  walls  difclos'd  the  wanton  fcene 
Of  monkifh  chaftity  !  Each  angry  friar 
Crawl'd  from  his  bedded  ftrumpet,  muttering  low 
An  ineffectual  curfe.     The  pervious  nooks 
That,  ages  paft,  convey'd  the  guileful  prieft 
To  play  fome  image  on  the  gaping  crowd, 
Imbibe  the  novel  day-light ;  and  expofe 
Obvious  the  fraudful  enginery  of  Rome. 
As  though  this  opening  earth  to  nether  realms 
Should  flafh  meridian  day,  the  hooded  race 
Shudder  abafh'd  to  find  their  cheats  difplay'd  : 
And,  confcious  of  their  guilt,  and  pleas'd  to  wave 
Its  fearful  meed,  rcfign'd  their  fair  domain. 

Nor  yet  fupine,  nor  void  of  rage,  retir'd 
The  pelc  gigantic  ;  whofe  revengeful  flrcke 
Ting'd  the  red  annals  of  Maria's  reign.        [prieft 
When  from  the  tendereft  breaft  each  wayward 
Could  banifh  mercy  and  implant  a  fiend  ! 
When  cruelty  the  funeral  pyre  uprcar'd, 
And  bound  religion  there,  and  fir'd  the  bafe  ! 
When  the  fame  blaze,  which  on  each  tortur'd 
Fe  I  with  luxuriant  rage,  in  every  face  [limb 

Triumphant  faith  appear'd,  and  fmiling  hope. 
O  bkft  Eliza !  from  thy  piercing  beam 


Forth  flew  this  hated  fiend,  the  child  of  Rom° ; 
Driven  to  the  verge  of  Albion,  linger'd  there, 
Then  with  her  James  receding,  caft  behind 
One  angry  frown,  and  fought  more  fervile  climes. 
Henceforth  they  ply'd  the  long-continued  talk 
Of  righteous  havoc,  covering  diftant  fields 
With  the  wrought  remnants  of  the  ihatter'd  pile. 
While  through  the  land  the  mufing  pilgrim  fees 
A  tract  of  brighter  green,  and  in  die  midft 
Appears  a  mouldering  wall,  with  ivy  crown'd ; 
Or  Gothic  turret,  pride  of  ancient  days ! 
Now  but  of  ufe  to  grace  a  rural  fcene  ; 
To  bound  our  viftas,  and  to  glad  the  fons 
Of  George's  reign,  referv'd  for  fairer  times! 


LOVE  AND  HONOUR. 

"  Sed  neque  Medorum  fylvas,  ditiflima  terra 

"  Nee  pulcher  Ganges,  atque  auro  turbidusHsemus, 

"  Laudibus  Angligenum  certent :  non  Bactra,  nee 

Indi, 
"  Totaque  thuriferis  Panchaia  pinguis  arenis." 

LET  the  green  olive  glad  Hefperian  fhores; 
Her  tawny  citron,  and  her  orange-groves, 
Thefe  let  Iberia  boaft ;  but  if  in  vain, 
To  win  the  flranger  plant's  diffufive  fmile, 
The  Briton  labours,  yet  our  native  minds, 
Our  conftant  bofoms,  thefe,  the  dazzled  world 
May  view  with  envy ;  thefe,  Iberian  dames 
Survey  with  fixt  efteem  and  fond  defire. 

Haplefs  Elvira !  thy  difaftrous  fate 
May  well  this  truth  explain ;  nor  ill  adorn 
The  Britifh  lyre  ;  then  chiefly,  if  the  mufe, 
Nor  vain,  nor  partial,  from  the  fimple  guife 
Of  ancient  record  catch  the  penfive  lay  ; 
And  in  lefs  grovelling  accents  give  to  fame. 
Elvira!  lovelieft  maid!  th' Iberian  realm 
Could  boaft  no  purer  breaft,  no  fprightlier  mind, 
No  race  more  fplendent,  and  no  form  fo  fair. 
Such  was- the  chance  of  war,  this  peerlefs  maid 
In  life's  luxuriant  bloom,  enrich'd  the  fpoil 
Of  Britifh  victors,  victory's  nobleft  pride  ! 
She,  {he  alone,  amid  the  wailful  train 
Of  captive  maids  affign'd  to  Henry's  care ; 
Lord  of  her  life,  her  fortune,  and  her  fame  ! 

He,  generous  youth,  with  no  penurious  hand, 
The  tedious  moments  that  unjoyous  roll 
Where  freedom's  cheerful  radiance  fhines  no  more, 
Effay'd  to  foften  ;  confcious  of  the  pang 
That  beauty  feels,  to  wafte  its  fleeting  hours 
In  fome  dim  fort,  by  foreign  rule  reftrain'd, 
Far  from  the  haunts  of  men,  or  eye  of  day ! 

Sometimes,  to  cheat  her  bofom  of  its  cares, 
Her  kind  protector  number'd  o'er  the  toils 
Himfelf  had  worn  :  the  frowns  of  angry  feas, 
Or  hoftile  rage,  or  faithlcfs  friend,  more  fell 
Than  ftorm  or  foe  :  if  haply  fhe  might  find 
Her  cares  diminilh'd  ;  fruiilefs  fond  eflay  ! 
Now  to  her  lovely  hand,  with  modeft  awe 
The  tender  lute  he  gave :  fhe  not  averfe 
Nor  deftitute  of  {kill,  with  willing  hand 
Call'd  forth  angelic  ftrains ;  the  facred  debt 
Of  gratitude,  fhe  laid;  whofe  juft  commands 
Still  might  her  hand  with  equal  pride  obey  ! 

Nor  to  the  melting  founds  the  nymph  refus'd 
Her  vocal  art ;  hr.rnionious,  as  the  ftrain 
Of  fome  imprifon'd  lark,  who,  daily  cbcer'd 
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By  guardian  cares,  repays  them  with  a  fonrr : 
Nor  droops,  nor  deems  fweet  liberty  refiga'd. 

The  fong,  not  artlcfs,  hud  fhe  fram'd  to  paint 
Difaftrous  paflion  ;  how,  by  tyrant  laws 
Of  idiot  cuftom  fway'd,  fome  foft-ey'd  fair 
JLov'd  only  one  :  nor  dar'd  that  love  reveal ! 
How  the  foft  anguifh  banifh'd  from  her  cheek 
The  damafk  rofe  full-blown ;  a  fever  came  ; 
And  from  her  bofom  forcM  the  plaintive  tale. 
Then,  fwifr.  as  light,  he  fought  the  love-lorn  maid, 
But  vainly  fought  her ;  torn  by  fwifter  fate 
To  join  the  tenants  of  the  myrtle  fhade, 
Love's  mournful  victims  on  the  plains  below. 

Sometimes,  as  fancy  fpoke  the  pleafing  talk, 
She  taught  her  artful  needle  to  difplay 
The  various  pride  of  fpring :  then  fwift  up-fprung 
Thickets  of  myrtle,  eglantine,  and  rofe  ; 
There  might  you  fee,  on  gentle  toils  intent, 
A  train  of  bufy  loves:  fome  pluck  the  flower, 
Some  twine  the  garland,  fome  with  grave  grimace 
Around  a  vacant  warrior  caft  the  wreath. 
'Twas  paint,  'twas  life,  and  fure  to  piercing  eyes 
The  warriojr's  face  depictur'd  Henry's  mien. 

Now  had  the  generous  chief  with  joy  perus'd 
The  royal  fcroll,  which  to  their  native  home 
Their  ancient  rights,  uninjur'd,  unredeem'd, 
Reftor'd  the  captives.     Forth  with  rapid  hafie 
To  glad  his  fair  Elvira's  ear,  he  fprung ; 
Fir*d  by  the  blifs  he  panted  to  convey  ^ 
But  fir'd  in  vain !  Ah !  what  was  his  amaze, 
His  fond  diftrefs,  when  o'er  her  pallid  face 
Dejection  reign' d,  and  from  her  lifelefs  hand 
Down  dropt  the  myrtle's  fair  unfinifh'd  flower  ! 
Speechlefs  fhe  flood  ;  at  length  with  accents  faint, 
"  Well  may  my  native  fhore,  fne  faid,  refound 
ft  Thy  monarch's  praife  ;  and  ere  Elvira  prove 
"  Of  thine  forgetful,  flowers  fhall  ceafe  to  feel 
"  The  foftering  breeze,  and  nature  change  her 
laws." 

And  now  the  grateful  edict  wide  alarm'd 
The  Britifh  hoft.     Around  the  fmiling  youths 
Call'd  to  their  native  fcenes,  with  willing  hafte 
Their  fleet  unmoor ;  impatient  of  the  love 
That  weds  each  bofom  to  its  native  foil. 
The  patriot  paflion  ftrong  in  every  clime, 
How  juftly  theirs,  who  find  no  foreign  fvveets 
To  diffipate  their  loves,  or  match  their  own. 

Not  fo  Elvira !  fhe,  difaftrous  maid, 
"Was  doubly  captive !  power  nor  chance  could  loofe 
The  fubtle  bands ;  fhe  lov'd  her  generous  foe. 
She,  where  her  Henry  dwelt,  her  Henry  fmil'd, 
Could  term  her  native  fhore  ;  her  native  fhore 
By  him  deferted,  fome  unfriendly  ftrand, 
Strange,  bleak,  forlorn !  a  deferc  wafte  and  wild. 

The  fleet  careen  d,  the  wind  propitious  fill'd 
The  fwelling  fails,  the  glittering  tranfports  wav'd 
Their  pennants  gay,  and  halcyon's  azure  wing 
With  flight  aufpicioiis  fkim'd  the  placid  main. 

On  her  lone  couch  in  tears  Elvira  lay, 
And  chid  th'  officious  wind,  the  tempting  fea, 
And  wifh'd  a  ftorm  as  mercilefs,  as  tore 
Her  labouring  bofora.     Fondly  now  fhe  flrove 
To  banifh  paffion  ;  now  the  vaffal  days, 
The  captive  moments  that  fo  fmoothly  paft, 
By  many  an  art  recall' d ;  now  from  her  lute 
With  trembling  fingers  call'd  the  favourite  founds 
Which  Henry  deign'd  to  praife ;  and  now  eflay'd 
With  mimic  chains  of  filkea  fillets  wove 


To  paint  her  captive  flate  ;  if  any  fraud 
Might  to  her  love  the  p leafing  fcenes  prolong^ 
And  with  the  dear  idea  fcafl  the  foul. 

But  now  the  chief  return'd ;  prepar'd  to  launcfc 
On  ocean's  willing  breaft,  and  bid  adieu 
To  his  fair  prifoner.     She.  foon  as  fhe  heard 
His  hated  errand,  now  no  more  conceal'd 
The  raging  flame  ;  but  with  a  fpreacHig  blufli 
And  riling  figh,  the  latent  pang  difcloo'd-. 

« Yes,  generous  youth  !  I  fee  thy  bofom  glow 
With  virtuous  tranfport,  that  the  talk  is  thine 
To  folve  my  chains ;  and  to  my  weeping  friends, 
And  every  longing  relative,  reftore 
A  foft-ey'd  maid,  a  rn^ld  ofFencelefs  prey  ! 
But  know,  my  foldier,  never  youthful  mind, 
Torn  from  the  lavifh  joys  of  wild  expence 
By  him  he  loath'd,  and  in  a  dungeon  bound 
To  languiiii  out  his  bloom,  could  catch  the  pains 
This  ill-ilarr'd  freedom  gives  my  tortur'd  mind. 

What  call  I  freedom?  is  it  that  thcfe  limbs, 
From  rigid  bolts  fecure,  may  wander  far, 
From  him  I  love  ?  Alas !  ere  I  may  boafl 
That  facred  bleffing,  fome  fuperior  power 
To  mortal  kings,  to  fubluntiry  thrones, 
Mud  loofe  my  paffion,  mud  unchain  my  foul. 
Ev'n  that !  loath ;  all  liberty  I  loath  ! 
But  mod  the  joylefs  privilege  to  gaze 
With  cold  indifference,  where  deiert  is  love. 

True,  I  was  born  an  alien  to  thofe  eyes 
I  afk  alone  to  pleafe ;  my  fortune's  crime  ! 
And  ah  !  this  fiatter'd  form  by  drefs  endear'd 
To  Spanifh  eyes,  by  drefs  may  thine  offend, 
Whilft  I,  ill-fated  maid  !  ordnin'd  to  ftrive 
With  cuftom's  load,  beneath  its  weight  expire. 

Yet  Henry's  beauties  knew  in  foreign  garb 
To  vanquifh  me  ;  his  form,  howe'er  difguis'd, 
To  me  were  fatal \'  no  fantaftic  robe 
That  e'er  caprice  invented,  cuflom  wore, 
Or  folly  fmii'd  on,  could  eclipf:  thy  charms. 
Perhaps  by  birth  decreed,  by  fortune  plac'ii 
Thy  country's  foe,  Elvira's  warmeft  plea 
Seems  but  the  fubtler  accent  fraud  infpires ; 
My  tendereft  glances,  but  the  fpccious  floWers 
That  fhade  the  viper  while  fhe  plots  her  wound, 
And,  can  the  trembling  candidate  of  love 
Awake  thy  fears  ?  and  can  a  female  brc  aft, 
By  ties  of  grateful  duty  bound,  enfnare  ? 
Is  there  no  brighter  mien,  no  fofter  fmile 
For  love  to  wear,  to  dark  deceit  unknown  ? 
Heav'n  fearch  my  foul,   and  if  through  all  ifcl 

cells 

Lurk  the  pernicious  drop  of  poifonous  guile ; 
Full  on  my  fencelefs  head  its  phial'd  wrath 
May  fate  exhaufl ;  and  for  my  happieft  hour 
Exalt  the  vengeance  I  prepare  for  thee  ! 

Ah  me  !  nor  Henry's,  nor  his  country's  foe, 
On  thee  I  gaz'd,  and  reafon  foon  difpell'd 
Dim  error's  gloom,  and  to  thy  favour'd  ifle 
Affign'd  its  total  merit,  unreftrain'd. 
Oh !  lovely  region  to  the  candid  eye  ! 
'Twas  there  my  fancy  faw  the  virtues  dwell, 
The  loves,  the  graces  play ;  and  blefs'd  the  foil 
That  nurtur'd  thee  !  for  fure  the  virtues  form'd 
Thy  generous  breaft ;  the  loves,  the  graces  planri'fl 
i'hy  fhapely  limbs.     Relation,  birth  cffay'd 
Their  partial  power  in  vain  :  again  I  gaz'd, 
And  Albion's  ifle  appear'd,  amidfl  a  tract 
Of  favage  waftes,  the  darling  of  the  fkies ! 
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And  thou  by  nature  form'd,  by  fate  auign'd, 
To  paint  the  genius  of  thy  nat,  ;e  fhore. 

"Vis  true,  with  flowers,  with  many  a  dazzling 
Of  burnifh'd  plants  to  lure  a  female  eye,       [fcene 
Iberia  glows :  but  ah  !  the  genial  fun, 
That  gilds  the  lemon's  fruit,  or  icents  the  flower, 
On  Spanifli  minds,  a  nation's  nobler  boail ! 
Beams  forth  ungentle  influences.     There 
Sits  jealoufy  enthron'd,  and  at  each  ray 
Exultant  lights  his  flow  confuming  fires. 
Not  fuch  thy  charming  region ;  long  before 
My  fweet  experience  taught  me  to  decide 
Of  Englifli  worth,  the  found  had  pleas'd  mine  ear. 
Is  there  that  favage  coaft,  that  rude  fojourn, 
Stranger   to   Britifh   worth  ?    the   worth   wjiieh 

forms 

The  kindeft  friends ;  the  mod  tremendous  foes  ; 
Firft,  bed  fupports  of  liberty  and  love  ! 
No,  let  fubjected  India,  while  fhe  throws 
O'er  Spanifli  deeds  the  veil,  your  praife  refound. 
Long  as  I  heard,  or  ere  in  flory  read 
Of  Engliih  fame,  my  bias'd  partial  breaft 
Wifli'd  them  fuccefs,  and,  happied  fhe,  1  cry'd, 
Of  woman  happied  Ihe,  who  (hares  the  love, 
The  fame,  the  virtues,  of  an  Engiifh  lord ! 
And  no\Y  what  fhall  I  fay  ?  bleft  be  the  hour 
Your  fair-built  veffels  touch'd  th'  Iberian  ihore  : 
Bleft  did  I  fay  the  time  ?  if  I  may  blefs 
That  lov'd  event,  let  Henry's  fmiles  declare. 
Our  hearts  and  cities  won,  will  Henry's  youth 
Forego  its  nobler  conqueft  ?  will- he  flight 
The  loft  endearments  of  the  lovelier  fpoil  ? 
And  yet  Iberia's  fons,  with  every  vow 
Of  lading  faith,  have  fworn  thefe  humble  charms 
Were  not  excell'd;  the  fource  of  all  their  pains. 
And  love  her  jt'.ft  defert,  who  fues  for  love; 
But  fues  to  thee,  while  natives  figh  in  vain. 
Perhaps  in  Henry's  eye  (for  vulgar  minds 
Diffent  from  his)  it  fpreads  an  hateful  {lain 
On  honed  fame,  amid  his  train  to  bear 
A  female  friend.     Then  learn,  my  gentle  youth  ! 
Not  love  himfclf,  with  all  the  pointed  pains 
That  dore  his  quiver,  (hall  feduce  my  foul 
From  honour's  laws.     Elvira  once  deny'd 
A  confort's'name,  more  fvvift  than  lightningfii.es, 
When  elements  difcordant  vex  the  fky*, 
Shall  blafliing  from  the  form  fhe  loves  retire. 

Yet  if  the  fpcclou's  wifh,  the  vulgar  voice 
Has  titled  prudence,  fways  a  foul  like  thine, 
In  gems  or  gold  what  proud  Iberian  dame 
Eclipfes  me  ?  Nor  paint  the  dreary  dorms    [deep 
Or  hair-breadth  'fcapes  that  haunt  the  boundiefs 
And  force  from  tender  eyes  the  filent  tear; 
When  memory  to  the  petiiive  maid  fuggeds, 
in  full  contrad,  the  fafe  domedic  fcene 
For  thefe  reugn'd.     Beyond  the  frantic  rr.ge 
Of  conquering  heroes  brave,  the  female  mind, 
When  fteel'd  by  love,  in  love's  mod  horrid  way 
Beholds  not  danger,  or  beholding  fcorns, 
Heaven  take  my  life,  but  let  it  crown  my  love." 
She  ceas'd,  and  ere  his  words  her  fate  decreed, 
Impatient  watch'd  the  language  of  his  eye  : 
There  pity  dwelt,  and  from  its  tender  fphere 
Sent  looks  of  love,  and  faithlefs  hopes  infpir'd. 
"  Forgive  me,  generous  maid,  the  youth  re- 

turn'd, 

If,  by  thy  accents  charm'd,  thus  long  I  bore 
To  let  fuch  f \Ysetnefs  plead,  alas !  in  vain  ! 
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hy  virtue  merits  jnore  than  crowns  can  yield 
)f  folid  blifs,  or  happied  love  bedow. 
?ut  e'er  from  native  fnores  I  plough'd  the  main, 
To  one  dear  maid,  by  virtue  and  by  charms 
Alone  endear'd,  my  plighted  vows  I  gave  ; 
To  guard  my  faith,  whatever  chance  fhould  wait, 
Yly  warring  fword  :  if  conqued    fame,  and  fpoil, 
Srac'd  my  return,  before  her  feet  to  pour 
The  glittering  treafure,  and  the  laurel  wreath; 
Znjoying  conqud  then,  and  fame,  and  fpoil, 
f  fortune  frown'd  adverfe,  and  death  forbade 
The  blifsful  union,  with  my  latefc  b.-eath 
To  dwell  on  Medway's  and  Maria's  name. 
This  ardent  vow  deep-rooted,  from  my  fcul 
No  dangers  tore  ;  this  vow  my  bofom  fir'd 
To  conquer  danger,  and  the  ipoil  enjoy. 
Her  fhall  I  leave,  with  fair  events  elate, 
Who  crown'd  mine  humbled;  fortune  with  her 

love  ? 

Her  fhall  I  leave,  who  now  perchance  alone 
Climbs  the  proud  cliff  and  chides  my  flow  return? 
And  fhall  that  vcffel  v.  hofe  approaching  fails 
Shall  fwell  her  bread  with  ecdafios,  convey 
Death  to  her  hopes,  and  anguifn  to  her  foul  i 
No!  may  the  deep  my  viliain-corfe  devour, 
If  all  the  wealth  Iberian  mines  conceal, 
If  all  the  charms  Iberian  maids  difclofe, 
If  thine,  Elvira,  thine,  uniting  ail! 
Thus  far  prevail — nor  can  thy  virtuous  breaft 
Demand,  what  honour,  faith,  and  love  denies." 

Oh  !  happy  fhe,  rejoin'd  the  penlive  maid, 
Who  {hares  thy  fame,  thy  virtue,  'and  thy  love  I- 
And  be  fhe  happy  !  thy  didinguifn'd  choice 
Declares  her  worth,  and  vindicates  her  claim. 
Farewell  my  lucklefs  hopes,  my  flattering  dreams 
Of  rapturous  days !  my  guilty  luit,  farewell ! 
Yet,  fond  howe'er  my  plea,  or  deep  the  wound 
That  waits  my  fame,  let  not  the  random  fhaft 
Of  cenfure  pierce  with  me  th'  Iberian  dames! 
They  love  with  caution,  and  with  happier  ftars. 
And  oh  !  by  pity  mov'd,  redrain  the  taunts 
Of  levity,  nor  brand  Elvira's  flame  ; 
By  merit  rais'-d  ;  by  gratitude  approv'd  ; 
By  hope  confirm'd ;  with  artlefs  truth  reveal'd; 
Let,  let  me  fay,  but  for  one  matchlef  maid 
Of  happier  birth,  with  mutual  ardor  crown'd. 

Thelie  radiant  gems,  which  burnifli  happinefs, 
But  mock  misfortune,  to  thy  favourite's  hand 
With  care  convey.     And  well  may  fuch  adorn 
Her  cheerful  front,  who  finds  in  thee  alone 
The  fource  of  every  tranfport;  but  difgrace 
My  penfive  bread,  which  doom'd  to  lading  woe, 
In  thee  the  fource  of  every  blifs  refigns. 

And  row  farewell,  thou  darling  youth  !  the  gem. 
Of  Englifli  merit !  peace,  content,  and  joy, 
And  tender  hopes,  ,and  young  defires,  -farewell ! 
Attend,  ye  fmiling  train,  this  gallant  mind 
Back  to  his  native  fliores ;  there  fweetly  fmooth 
His  evening  pillow  ;  dance  around  his  groves; 
And,  where  he  treads,  with  violets  paint  his  way, 
But  leave  Elvira  !  leave  her,  now  no  more 
Your  frail  companion  !  in  the  facred  cells 
Of  fome  lone  cloider  let  me  fhroud  my  fhame ; 
There,  to  the  matin  bell,  obfequious,  pour 
My  condant  orifons.     The  wanton  loves, 
And  gay  defires,  fhall  fpy  the  glimmering  tower?. 
And  wing  their  flight  aloof:  but  red  confirm'd, 
That  never  Ihall  Elvira's  tongue  conclude 
T  t 
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Her  fhorteft  prayer,  ere  Henry's  dear  fuccefs 
The  warmeft  accent  of  her  zeal  employ." 

Thus  fpoke   the   weeping  fair,   whofe  artlefs 
Impartial  fcorn'd  to  model  her  efteem  [mind 

By  native  cuftoms;  drefs,  and  face,  and  air, 
And  manners,  lefs ;  nor  yet  refolv'd  in  vain. 
He,  bound  by  prior  love,  the  folemn  vow 
Given  and  receiv'd,  to  foft  compaflion  gave 
A  tender  tear ;  then  with  that  kind  adieu 
Efteem   could    warrant,    weary'd    heaven    with 

prayers 
To  fhicld  that  tender  breaft  he  left  forlorn. 

He  ceas'd,  and  to  the  cloifter's  peniive  fcene 
Elvira  fhap'd  her  folitary  way. 

THE  SCHOOL-MISTRESS. 

IN  IMITATION   OF   SPENSER. 

"  Auditae  voces,  vagitus  &  ingens, 
«  Iniautumque  animas  flentes  in  limine  primo." 

VJRG. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

What  particulars  in  Spenfer  were  imagined  moft 
proper  for  the  author?s  imitation  on  this  occa/ion, 
are  his  language,  his  JimfUcity,  his  manner  of 
defer ipticn,  and  a  peculiar  tendernefs  of  fentiment 
remarkable  throughout  his  works. 

Au  me !  full  forely  is  my  heart  forlorn, 
To  think  how  modeft  worth  neglected  lies ; 
While  partial  fame  doth  with  her  blafts  adorn 
Such  deeds  alone,  as  pride  and  pomp  difguiie ; 
Deeds  of  ill  fort,  and  mifchievous  emprize : 
Lend  me  thy  clarion,  goddefs  !  let  me  try 
To  found  the  praife  of  merit,  ere  it  dies ; 
Such  as  I  oft  have  chaunced  to  efpy, 
Loft Jn  the  dreary  fhades  of  dull  obfcurity. 

In  every  village  mark'd  with  little  fpire, 
Embower'd  in  trees,  and  hardly  known  to  fame, 
There  dwells,  in  lowly  fhed,  and  mean  attire, 
A  matron  old,  whom  we  fchool-miftrefs  name  ; 
Who  boafts  unruly  brats  with  birch  to  tame  ; 
They  grieven  fore,  in  piteous  durance  pent, 
Aw'd  by  the  power  of  this  relentlefs  dame  ; 
And  oft-times,  en  vagaries  idly  bent,       [fhent. 
For  unkempt  hair,  on  talk  unconn'd,  are  forely 

And  all  in  fight  doth  rife  a  birchin  tree, 
Which  learning  near  her  little  dome  did  ftowe; 
Whilom  a  twig  of  fmall  regard  to  fee, 
Though  now  fo  wide  its  waving  branches  flow  ; 
And  work  the  fimple  vaffals  mickle  woe  ; 
For  not  a  wind  might  curl  the  leaves  that  blew, 
But  their  limbs  fhudder'd,  and  their  pulfe  beat 

low; 

And  as  they  look'd  they  found  their  horror  grew, 
And  fhap'd  it  into  rods,  and  tingled  at  the  view. 

So  have  I  feen  (who  has  not,  may  conceive), 
A  liftlefs  phantom  near  a  garden  plac'd  ; 
So  doth  it  wanton  birds  of  peace  bereave, 
Of  fport,  of  fong,  of  pleafure,  of  repaft ; 
They   ftart,  they  flare,  they  wheel  they  look 

aghaft ; 

Sad  fervitude  !  fuch  comfortlefs  annoy 
May  no  bold  Briton's  riper  age  e'er  tafte  1 
Ne  fuperftition  clog  his  dance  of  joy, 
Ne  vilion  empty,  vain,  his  native  blifs  deftroy, 


Near  to  this  dome  is  found  a  patch  Ib  green, 
On  which  the  tribe  their  gamboles  do  difplay ; 
And  at  the  door  imprifoning  board  is  feen, 
Left  weakly  wights  of  fmaller  fize  fhould  ftray  ; 
Eager,  perdie,  to  bafk  in  funny  day  ! 
The  noifes  intermix'd,  which  thence  refound, 
Do  learning's  little  tenement  betray : 
Where  fits  the  dame,  difguis'din  look  profound, 
And  eyes  her  fairy  throng,  and  turns  her  wheel 
around. 

Her  cap,  far  whiter  than  the  driven  fnow, 
Emblem  right  meet  of  decency  does  yield : 
Her  apron  dy'd  in  grain,  as  blue,  I  trowe, 
As  is  the  hare-bell  that  adorns  the  field  : 
And  in  her  hand,  for  fceptre,  fhe  does  wield 
Tway  birchen   fprays;   with  anxious  fear  en~ 

twin'd, 

With  dark  diftruft,  and  fad  repentance  fill'd  ; 

And  ftedfaft  hate,  and  fharp  affliction  join'd, 

And  fury  uncontroul'd,  and  chafhifement  unkind. 

Few  but  have  ken'd,  in  femblance  meet  pour- 
The  childifh  faces  of  old  Eol's  train  ;       [tray'd, 
Libs,  Notus,  Aufter  :  thefe  in  frowns  array'd, 
How  then  would  fare  or  earth,  or  Iky,  or  main. 
Were  the  ftern  god  to  give  his  flaves  the  rein  ? 
And  were  not  fne  rebellious  breafts  to  quell, 
And  were  not  fhe  her  ftatutes  to  maintain, 
The  cot  no  more,  I  ween,  were  deem'd  the  cell. 
Where  comely  p^ace  of  mind,  and  decent  order 
dwell. 

A  ruffet  ftole  was  o'er  her  moulders  thrown  : 
A  ruffet  kirtle  fenc'd  the  nipping  air ; 
'Twas  fimple  ruffet,  but  it  was  her  own  ; 
'Twas  her  own  country  bred  the  flock  fo  fair  ! 
'Twas  her  own  labour  did  the  fleece  prepare ; 
And,  footh  to  fay,  her  pupils,  rang'd  around, 
Through  pious  awe,  did  term  it  paffing  rare  ; 
For  they  in  gaping  wonderment  abound, 
And  think,  no  doubt,  fhe  been  the  greateft  wight 
on  ground. 

Albeit  ne  flattery  did  corrupt  her  truth, 
Ne  pompous  title  did  debauch  her  ear ; 
Goody,  good-woman,  goflip,  n'aunt,  forfooth, 
Or  dame,  the  fo!e  additions  flic  did  hear ; 
Yet  thefe  fhe  challeng'd,  thefe  fhe  held  right 

dear : 

Ne  would  efteem  him  acT;  as  mought  behove, 
Who  fhould  not  hcnour'd  eld  with  thefe  revere : 
For  never  title  yet  fo  mean  could  prove, 
But  there  was  eke  a  mind  which  did  that  title  love. 

One  ancient  hen  fhe  took  delight  to  feed, 
The  plodding  pattern  of  the  bufy  dame ; 
Which,  ever  and  anon,  impell'd  by  need, 
Into  her  fchool,  begirt  with  chickens,  came ; 
Such  favour  did  her  paft  deportment  claim  ; 
And,  if  neglecft  had  lavifh'd  on  the  ground 
Fragment  of  bread,  fhe  would  collect  the  fame ; 
For  well  fhe  knew,  and  quaintly  could  expound. 
What  fin  it  were  to  wafte  the  fmalleft  crumb  fhe 
found. 

Herbs  too  fhe  knew,  and  well  of  each  could 

fpeak 

That  in  her  garden  fip'd  the  filvery  dew; 
Where  no  v^in  flower  difclos'd  a  gawdy  flreak; 
But  herbs  for  life,  and  phyfic,  not  a  few, 
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Of  grey  renown,  within  thofe  borders  grew : 
The  tufted  bafil,  pun-provoking  thyme, 
Frefh  baum,  and  marygold  of  cheerful  hue  : 
The  lowly  gill,  that  never  dares  to  climb  ; 
And  more  I  fain  would  fing,  difdaining  here  to 
rhyme. 

Yet  euphrafy  may  not  be  left  unfung, 
That  gives  dim  eyes  to  wander  leagues  around ; 
And  pungent  radifh,  biting  infants  tongue ; 
And  plantain  ribb'd,  that  heals   the  reaper's 

wound ; 

And  marjoram  fweet,  in  ftiepherd's  pofie  found ; 
And  lavender,  whofe  fpikes  of  azure  bloom 
Shall  be,  ere-while,  in  arid  bundles  bound, 
To  lurk  amidft  the  labours  of  her  loom, 
And  crown  her  kerchiefs  clean,  with  mickle  rare 

perfume, 

And  here  trim  rofemarine,  that  whilom  crown'd 
The  daintieft  garden  of  the  proudeft  peer ; 
Ere,  driven  from  its  envy'd  fite,  it  found 
A  facred  {belter  for  its  branches  here  ;      [pear. 
Where  edg'd  with  gold  its  glittering  fkirts  ap- 
Oh  waflel  days !  O  cuftoms  meet  and  well! 
Ere  this  was  banifh'd  from  its  lofty  fphere  : 
Simplicity  then  fought  this  humble  cell,  [dwell. 
Nor  ever  would  fhe  more  with  thane  and  lordling 

Here  oft  the  dame,  on  Sabbath's  decent  eve, 
Hymned  fuch  pfalms  as  Sternhold  forth  did 

mete, 

If  winter  'twere,  fhe  to  her  hearth  did  cleave, 
But  in  her  garden  found  a  fummer-feat : 
Sweet  melody  !  to  hear  her  then  repeat 
How  Ifrael's  fons,  beneath  a  foreign  king, 
While  taunting  foe-men  did  a  fong  entreat, 
All,  for  the  nonce,  untuning  every  firing, 
Uphung  their  ufelefs  lyres— fmall  heart  had  they 

to  fing. 

For  fhe  was  juft,  and  friend  to  virtuous  lore, 
And  pafs'd  much  time  in  truly  virtuous  deed  ; 
And,  in  thofe  elfins'  ears,  would  oft  deplore 
The  times,  when  truth  by  popifh  rage  did  bleed; 
And  tortious  death  was  true  devotion's  meed ; 
And  fimple  faith  in  iron  chains  did  mourn, 
That  nould  on  wooden  image  place  her  creed  ; 
And   lawny  faints   in  fmouldering  flames  did 
burn :  [returu. 

Ah  !  deareft  lord,  forefend,  thilk  days  mould  e'er 

In  elbow-chair,  like  that  of  Scottifh  ftem 
By  the  (harp  tooth  of  cankering  eld  defac'd, 
In  which,  when  he  receives  his  diadem, 
Our  fovereign  prince  and  liefeft  liege  is  plac'd, 
The  matron  fate ;  and  fome  with  rank  ihe  grac'd, 
(The   fource   of    children's  and   of  courtier's 

pride !) 

Redrefs'd  affronts,  for  vile  affronts  there  pafs'd ; 
And  warn'd  them  not  the  fretful  to  deride, 
But  love  each  other  dear,  whatever  them  betide. 

Right  well  fhe  knew  each  temper  to  defcry  ; 
To  thwart  the  proud,  and  the  fubmifs  to  raife; 
Some  with  vile  copper-prize  exalt  on  high, 
And  fome  entice  with  pittance  fmall  of  praife  ; 
And  other  fome  with  baleful  fprig  fhe  'frays ; 
Ev'n  abfent,  fhe  the  reins  of  power  doth  hold, 
While  with  quaint  arts  the  giddy  cnmd  fhe 
fways ; 


Forewarn'd,  if  little  bird  their  pranks  behold, 
'Twill  whifper  in  her  ear,  and  all  the  fcene  unfold. 

Lo  now  with  ftate  fhe  utters  the  command  ! 
Eftfoons  the  urchins  to  their  tafks  repair ; 
Their  books  of  ftature  fmall  they  take  in  hand, 
Which  with  pellucid  horn  fecured  are  ; 
To  fave  from  finger  wet  the  letters  fair  : 
The  work  fo  gay,  that  on  their  back  is  feen, 
St.  George's  high  achievements  does  declare ; 
On  which  thilk  wight  that  has  y-gazing  been, 
Kens  the    forthcoming  rod.,  unpleafmg  fight,  I 
ween  ! 

Ah  lucklefs  he,  and  born  beneath  the  beam 
Of  evil  ftar !  it  irks  me  whilft  I  -write  ! 
As  erft  the  *  bard  by  Mulla's  filver  flream, 
Ofts  as  he  told  of  deadly  dolorous  plight., 
Sigh'd  as  he  fung,  and  did  in  tears  indite. 
For  brandifhing  the  rod,  fhe  doth  begin 
To  loofe  the  brogues,  the  ftripling's  late  delight ! 
And  down  they  drop  ;  appears  his  dainty  fkin, 
Fair  as  the  furry-coat  of  whiteft  ermilin. 

O  ruthful  fcene  !  when  from  a  mock  obfcure, 
His  little  fifter  doth  his  peril  fee  : 
All  playful  as  fhe  fate,  fhe  grows  demure ; 
She  finds  full  foon  her  wonted  fpirits  flee  j 
She  meditates  a  prayer  to  fet  him  free : 
Nor  gentle  pardon  could  this  dame  deny, 
(If  gentle  pardon  could  with  dames  agree) 
TO  her  fad  grief  that  fwells  in  either  eye, 
And  wings  her  fo  that  all  for  pity  fhe  could  die. 

No  longer  can  fhe  now  her  fhrieks  command ; 
And  hardly  fhe  forbears,  through  awfal  fear, 
To  rufhen  forth,  and,  with  prefumptuous  hand, 
To  ftay  harfh  juflice  in  its  mid  career. 
On  thee  fhe  calls,  on  thee  her  parent  dear ! 
(Ah !  too  remote  to  ward  the  fhameful  blow !) 
She  fees  no  kind  domeftic  vifage  near, 
And  foon  a  flood  of  tears  begins  to  flow ; 
And  gives  a  loofe  at  laft  to  unavailing  woe. 

But  ah  !  what  pen  his  piteous  plight  may  trace  J 
Or  what  device  his.  loud  laments  explain  ? 
The  form  uncouth  of  his  difguifed  face  ? 
The  pallid  hue  that  dyes  his  locks  amain  ? 
The  plenteous  mower  that  does  his  cheek  diftain  ? 
When  he,  in  abject  wife,  implores  the  dame, 
Ne  hopeth  aught  of  fweet  reprieve  to  gain ; 
Or  when  from  high  fhe  levels  well  her  aim, 
And,  through  the  thatch,  his  cries  each  (ailing 
flroke  proclaim. 

The  other  tribe,  aghaft,  with  fore  difmay, 
Attend,  and  conn  their  tafks  with,  mickle  care  .. 
By  turns,  aftony'd,  every  twig  furvey,  [ware  j 
And,  from  their  fellows'  hateful  wounds,  be- 
Knowing,  I  twift,  how  each  the  fame  may  fhare ; 
Till  fear  has  taught  them  a  performance  meet, 
And  to  the  well-known  cheft  the  dame  repair; 
Whence  oft  with  fugar'd  cates  fhe  doth  them 
greet,  [fweet. 

And  ginger-bread   y-rare  ;   now   certes,  doubly- 
Sec  to  their  feats  they  hye  with  merry  glee, 
And  in  befe  'mly  order  litten  there ; 
All  but  the  wight  of  bum  y-galied,  he,    [chair ; 
bench  and   ftool,  and  fourm,  and 
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(This  hand  in  mouth  y-fix'd,  that  rends  his 

hair;)  .         [breaft, 

And  eke  with  fnuhs  profound,   and   heaving 

Convulfions  intermitting,  does  declare 

His  grievous  wrong  ;  his  dume's  unjufl  beheft ; 

And  icorns  her  offer'd  love, and  ihuns  to  be  carefs'd. 

His  face  befprent  with  liquid  cryftal  fhiries, 
His  blooming  face  that  feenis  a  purple  flower, 
Which  low  to  earth  its  dropping  head  declines, 
All  fmearM  and  fully'd  by  a1  vernal  fhower. 
O  the  hard  bofoms  of  defpotic  power  ! 
All,  all,  but  fhe,  the  author  of  his  fhame, 
All,  all,  but  fhe,  regret  this  mournful  hour  : 
Yet  hence  the  youth,  and  hence  the  flower, 

fliall  claim, 
\f  fo  I  deem  aright,  tranfcending  worth  and  fame. 

Behind  fome  door,  in  melancholy  thought, 
Mindlefs  of  food,  he,  dreary  caitiff!  pines; 
Ne  for  his  fellows  joyance  careth  aught, 
But  to  the  wind  all  merriment  refigns  ; 
And  deems  its  fhame  if  he  to  peace  inclines  ; 
And  many  a  fullen  look  afcance  is  fent, 
Which  for  his  dames  annoyance  he  defigns  ; 
And  ftill  tlie  more  to  pleafure  him  fhe's  bent, 
The'more  doth  he,  perverfc,  her  haviour  paft  re- 
"  fent. 

Ah  me  !  how  much  I  fear  left  pride  it  be  ! 
But  if  that  pride  it  be,  which  thus  infpires, 
Beware,  ye  dames,  with  nice  difcernment  fee, 
Ye  quench  not  too  the  fparks  of  nobler  fires  : 
Ah  !  better  far  than  all  the  mules'  lyres, 
All  coward  arts,  is  valour's  generous  heat ; 
The  firm  fixt  breaft  which  fit  and  right  requires, 
Like  Vernon's  patriot  foul;  more  juftly  great 
Than  craft  that  pimps  for  ill,  or  flowery  falfs  de 
ceit ; 

Yet,  nurs'd  with  fkill,  what  dazzling  fruits  ap 
pear  ! 

"Ev'n  now  fagacious  forefight  points  to  fhow 
A  little  bench  of  heedlefsbifhops  here, 
And  there  a  chancelor  in  embryo, 
Or  bard  fublime,  if  bard  may  e'er  be  fo,    [die  ! 
As  Milton,  Shakfpeare,,  names  that  ne'er  fhall 
Though  T.OW  he  crawl  along  the  ground  fo  low, 
Nor  weeting  how  the  mufe  mould  foar  on  high, 
Wifheth,  .poor  flarveling  elf !  his  paper  kite  may 

' '  %• 

And  this  perhaps,  who,  cenfuring  the  defign, 
Low  lays  the  houfe  which  that  of  cards  cloth 
Shall  Dennis  be  !  .if  rigid  fate  incline,      [build, 
And  many  an  epic  to  his  rage  fhall  yield; 
And  many  a  poet  quit  th'  Aonion  field ; 
And,  four'd  by  age.  profound  he  fhall  appear, 
As  he  who  now  with  'fdainful  fury  thrill'd 
Surveys  mine  work;  and  levels  many  a  fneer, 
And  furls  his  wrinkly  front,  and  cries,  "  What 
«  fluff  is  here?" 

But  now  Dan  Phcebus  gains  the  middle  fkie, 
A:>d  liberty  unbars  her  prifon-door ; 
And  like  a  ruining  torrent  out  they  fly, 
And  now  the  graffy  cirque  had  cover'd  o'er 
With  boifterous  revel-rout  and  wild  uproar; 
A  thoufand  ways  in  wanton  rings  they  run, 
-^n  fhield  their  fhort-liv'd  paftimes,  I  im 
plore  ! 


For  well  may  freedom  erft  fo  dearly  won, 
Appear  to  Britifh  elf  more  gladfome  than  the  fun* 

Enjoy,  poor  imps  !  enjoy  your  fportive  trade, 
And  chafe  gay  flies,  arid  cull  the  faireft  flowers ; 
For  when  my  bones  in  grafs-green  fods  are  laid^ 
For  never  may  ye  tafhe  more  careiefs  hours 
In  knightly  caftles  or  in  ladies  bowers. 
O  vain  to  feek  delight  in  earthly  thing  !      [ers ; 
But  moft  in  courts  where  proud  ambition  tqw- 
Deluded  wight  1    who  weens  fair  peace  can 

fpring 
Beneath  the  pompous  dome  of  kefar  or  of  king. 

See  in  each  fprite  fome  various  bent  appear  ! 
Thefe  rudely  carol  mofl  incondite  lay ;       [leer 
Thofe  fauntering  on  the  green,  with  jocurid 
Salute  the  ftrang'er  pafling  on  his  way ; 
Some  builden  fragile  tenements  of  clay  ; 
Some  to  the  {landing  lake  their  courfes  bend, 
With  pebbles  fmooth  at  duck  and  drake  to  play ; 
Thilk  to  the  huxter'sfavory  cottage  tend, 
In  paftry  kings  and  queens  th'  allotted  mite  to 
fpend. 

Here,  as  each  feafon  yields  a  different  flpre, 
Each  feafon's  ftores  in  order  ranged  been  ; 
Apples  with  cabbage-net  y-cover'd  o'er, 
Galling  full  fore  th'  unmoney'd  wight,  are  feen; 
And  goofe-'brie  clad  in  rivery  red  or  green  ; 
And  here  of  lovely  dye,  the  Catharine  pear, 
Fine  pear  !  as  lovely  for  thy  juice,  I  ween  : 
O  may  no  wight  e'er  pennylefs  come  there, 
Leil  fmit  with  ardent  love  he  pine  with  hopelef* 
•care! 

See  !    cherries  here,  ere  cherries  yet  around, 
With  thread  fo  white  in  tempting  pofies  ty'd, 
Scattering   like  blooming   maid  their  glances 

round, 

With  pamper'd  look  draw  little  eyes  afide  ; 
And  muft  be  bought,  though  penury  betide. 
The  plumb  all  azure  and  the  nut  all  brown, 
And  here  each  feafon  do  thofe  cakes  abide, 
Whofe  honour'd  names  *  th'  inventive  city  own, 
Rendering  through  Britain's  rile  Salopia's  praifes 

known.  . 

Admir'd  Salopia  !  that  with  venial  pride 
Eyes  her  bright  form  in  Severn's  ambient  wave, 
Farn'd  for  her  loyaj  cares  in  perils  try'd, 
Her  daughters  lovely,  and  her  ftriplings  brave  : 
Ah  !  midfl  the  reft,  may  flowers  adorn  his  grave, 
Whofe  art  did  firft  thefe  dulcet  cates  uifplay  1 
A  motive  fair  to  learning's  imps  he  gave, 
Who  cheerlefs  o'er  her  darkling  region  ftray ; 
Till  rcafon's  morn  ariie,  and  light  them  on  their 

way. 

E     P    I    T    A    P     Hf. 

HERE,  here  fhe  lies  a  budding  rofe, 

Blafted  before  its  bloom, 
Whofe  innocfcnce  did  fwrets  difclofe 

Beyond  that  flower's  perfume. 
To  thofe  who  for  her  death  are  griev'd, 

This  confolation's-  given ; 
She's  from  the  ftorms  of  life  reliev'd 

To  them  more  bright  in  heaven. 

*  Sbreiv/lury  cakes. 

f  In  Ha!Us-Qivcnchurct>-yarcl>  on  I\tfi  Anne  Ptm'sl* 
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1.    ON  A  TABLET  AGAINST  A  ROOT- 
HOUSE. 

HERE,  in  cool  grot  and  moffy  cell, 
We  rural  fays  and  fairies  dwell  ; 
Though  rarely  feen  by  mortal  eye, 
When  the  pale  moon>  afcending  high, 
Darts  through  yon  lines  her  quivering  beams, 
We  friik  it  near  thefe  cryftal  ftreams. 

Her  beams,  reflected  from  the  wave, 
Afford  the  light  our  revels  crave  ; 
The  turf,  with  daifies  broider'd  o'er 
Exceeds,  We  wot,  the  Parian  floor  ; 
Nor  yet  for  artful  ftrains  we  call, 
Eut  Men  to  the  water's  fall. 

Would  you  then  tafle  our  tranquil  fcene, 
Be  fure  your  bofoms  be  fefene  ; 
Devoid  of  hate,  devoid  of  ftrife, 
Devoid  of  all  that  poifons  life  : 
And  much  it  'vails  you  in  their  place, 
To  graft  the  love  of  human  race. 

And  tread  with  awe  thefe  favour'd  bowers, 
.Nor  wound  the  fhrubs,  nor  bruife  the  flowers ; 
So  may  your  path  with  fweets  abound  ; 
So  may  your  couch  with  reft  be  crown'd  I 
But  harm  betide  the  wayward  fvvain, 
Who  dares  our  hallow 'd  haunts  profane ! 

ll.     ON  AN  URN. 

INGENIO    ET    AM1CITIAE 
GUIL1ELM1    SOMERVILE, 

And  on  the  oppfite  fide, 

G.  s.  POSVIT, 
Debita  fpargens  lacryma  favillam 

Vatis  amici. 

III.    TO  MR.  DODSLEY. 

COME  then,  my  friend,  thy  Sylvan  fhade  difplay, 
Come  hear  thy  Faunus  tune  his  ruftic  lay  ; 
Ah,  rather  come,  and  in  thefe  dells  difown 
The  care  of  other  ftrains,  and  tune  thine  own. 

IV.    ON  THE  BACK  OF  A  GOTftlC  SEAT. 

SHEPHERD,  would'ft  thou  hear  obtain 
Pleafure  unalloy'd  with  pain  ? 
Joy  that  fuits  the  rural  fphere  ? 
Gentle  fheptard  lend  an  ear. 

L.earn  to  relifli  calm  delight, 
"Verdant  vales  and  fountains  bright ; 
Trees  that  nod  on  Hoping  hills, 
Caves  that  echo  tinkling  rills. 

If  thou  canft  no  charm  difclofe 
In  the  fimpleft  bud  that  blows ; 


Go,  forfake  thy  plain  and  fold, 
Join  the  crowd,  and  toil  for  gold. 

Tranquil  pleafures  never  cloy  ; 
Banifli  each  tumultuous  joy  : 
All  but  love — for  love  infpires 
Fonder  wifhes,  warmer  fires. 

Love  and  all  its  joys  be  thine — > 
Yet,  ere  thou  the  reigns  refigh, 
Hear  what  reafon  feems  to  fay, 
Hear  attentive,  and  obey. 

"  Crimfon  leaves  the  rofe  adorn, 
"  But  beneath  them  lurks  a  thorn  ; 
"  Fair  and  flowery  is  the  brake 
"  Yet  it  hides  the  vengeful  make 

"  Think  not  {he,  whofe  empty  pride 

"  Dares  the  fleecy  garb  deride, 

"  Think  not  fhe,  who,  light  and  vain, 

"  Scorns  the  fheep  can  love,  the  fvvain.          » 

;c  Artlefs  dc:ed  and  fimple  drefs 

'  Mark  the  chofen  fhepherdefs; 

'  Thoughts  by  deceitcy  control'd, 

"  Well  conceiv'd  and  freely  told. 

"  Senfe  that  fliuns  each  confcious  air, 
"  Wit,  that  falls  ere  well  aware ; 

Generous  pity,  prone  to  figh 

If  her  kid  or  lambkin  die. 

Let  not  lucre,  let  not  pride, 
Draw  th^e  from  fuch  charms  afide  ; 
Have  not  thofe  their  proper  fphere  ? 
Gentler  paflions  triumph  here. 

See  to  fweeten  thy  repofe, 
The  blofiom  buds,  the  fountain  flows; 
Lo  !  to  crown  thy  healthful  board, 
All  that  milk,  and  fruits  afford. 

Seek  no  more —  the  reft  is  vain ; 
*  Pleafure  ending  foon  in  pain  : 
'  Anguifh  lightly  gilded  o'er  : 
'  Clofe  thy  wifh,  and  feek  no  more." 

V.  ON  THE  BACK  OF  A  GOTHIC 
ALCOVE. 

O  YOU  that  bathe  in  courtly  blyfie 
Or  toyle  in  fortune's  giddy  fpheare  ; 

)o  not  too  raihly  deem  amyffe 
Of  him  that  bydes  contented  here. 

ar  yet  difdeigne  the  ruffet  ftoale, 
Which  o'er  each  carelefle  lymb  he  flyngs ; 
<Ior  yet  deryde  the  beechen  bowle, 
In  whyche  he  quaffs  the  lympid  fprings, 

brgive  him,  if  at  eve  or  dawne, 
Devoide  of  wordlye  eark  he  ftrayj 
Tt  iij 
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Or  all  befide  fome  flowery  lawne, 
He  wafte  his  inoflfenfive  daye. 

So  may  he  pardonne  fraud  and  ftrife, 
If  fuch  in  courtlye  haunt  he  fee  : 

For  faults  there  beene  in  bufye  life, 
From  whyche  thefe  peaceful  glens  are  free. 


VI. 


ON  A  SEAT,  UNDER  A  SPREADING 
BEECH. 


Hoc  erat  in  votis :  modus  agri  non  ita  magnus, 
Hortus  ubi,  et  tecto  vicinus  jugis  aquas  fons, 
Et  paulum  fylvse  fuper  his  foret.     Auc~lius  atque 
Dii  melius  fecere. 


VII.    ON  A  SEAT. 

IOSEPHO  SPENCE, 
EXIMIO  NOSTRO  CRITONI  J 

CVI  DICAR1  VELLET 

MVSARVM  OMNIVM  ET  GRATIARVM  CHORVS, 

DICAT  AMTCITIA. 

MDCCLVUl. 

VIII.    ON  THE  ASSIGNATION  SEAT. 

NERINE  Galatea  !  thymo  mihi  dulciot  Hyblze, 
Candidior  cygnis,  hedera  formofior  alba  1 
Cum  primum  pafti  repetent  praefepia  tauri, 
Si  quae  tui  Corydonis  habet  te  cura,  vcnito. 

IX.     ON  AN  ORNAMENTED  URN, 

Infcribed  to  Mifs  Dolman,  a  beautiful  and  ami 
able  relation  of  Mr.  Shsn/lone's,  ivbo  died  of 
thefinall-pox,  about  twenty-one  years  of  age. 

PERAMABILI  SVJE  CONSOBRIN^E 
M.  D. 

On  the  other  fide  : 

AH    MARIA 

TVELLARVM  ELEGANTISSIMA, 
AH  FLORE  VENVSTATIS  ABREPTA, 

VALE  ! 

HEV  QVANTO  MINVS  EST 
CVM  RELIC^VIS  VERSARI, 

qVAM  TVI 
MEMINISSE  ! 

X.     ON  A  SEAT. 

CELEBERRIMO  POETJE 

JACOBO  THOMSON 
?ROPE  FONTES  ILLI  NON  FASTIDITOS 

G.  S. 
SEDEM  HANC  ORNAVIT. 

QU;E  tibi,  quae  tali  reddam  pro  carmine  dona  ? 
Nam  neque  me  tantum  venientis  fibilus  auftri, 
Nee  percufia  juvart  fiudlu  tarn  litora,  nee  qu» 
Saxofas  inter  decurrunt  fiumina  valles. 


XI.     ON  A  SEAT, 

At  the  bottom  of  a  large  Roott  on  the  Side  of  A 
Slope. 

O  LET  me  haunt  this  peaceful  fhade  ; 

Nor  let  ambition  e'er  invade 

The  tenants  of  this  leafy  bower 

That  Ihun  her  paths,  and  flight  her  power  t 

Hither  the  peaceful  Halcyon  flies 
From  focial  meads  and  open  fkies  ; 
Pleas'd  by  this  rill  her  courfe  to  fteer, 
And  hide  her  fapphire  plumage  here. 

The  trout,  bedropt  with  crimfon  ftains, 
Forfakes  the  river's  proud  domains  ; 
Forfakes  the  fun's  unwelcome  gleam, 
To  lurk  within  this  humble  ftream. 

And  fure  I  hear  the  Naiad  fay, 
Flow,  flow,  my  ftream,  this  devious  way, 
Though  lovely  foft  thy  murmurs  are, 
Thy  waters  lovely  cool  and  fair. 

Flow,  gentle  ftream,  nor  let  the  vain 
Thy  fmall  unfully'd  ftores  difdain  : 
Nor  let  the  penfive  fage  repine, 
Whofe  latent  courfe  refembles  thine. 

XII.    ON  A  SMALL  OBELISK  IN  VIRGIL'S 
GROVE. 

P.  VlRGILIO  MARONI 
LAPIS  ISTE  CVM  LVCO  SACER  ESTO. 

XIII.     ON  A  STONE,  BY  A  CHALYBEAT 
SPRING. 

FONS  FERRVGINEVS. 
QVX.  SECfcSIV  ISTO  FRVI  CONCEDIT. 


XIV.    ON  A  STONE  SEAT,  MAKING  PART 
OF  A  CAVE. 

INTVS  AQVJE  DULCIS,  V1VOQVE  SEDILIA  SAXO  J 
NYMPHARVM  DOMVS. 


XV.  ON  TWO  SEATS,  TO  TWO  OF  HIS 
MOST  PARTICULAR  FRIENDS. 

The  firft  thus : 

AMICITIJS  Ef  MERITIS 

RICHARDI  GRAVES  : 

IPSJE  TE,    TITYRE,   PINVS, 

IPSI  TE  FONTES,  IPSA  H^EC  ARBVSTA  VOCABANT, 

The  other, 

AMICITIJE  ET  MERITIS 
RICHARDI  IAGO. 

XVI.  ON  A  STATUE  OF  VENUS  DE  ME- 

DICIS. 

"  Semi  edudla  Venus." 

"  To  Venus,  Venus  here  retir'd, 
"  My  fober  vows  I  pay : 
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"  Not  her  on  Paphian  plains  admir'd, 
"  The  bold,  the  pert,  the  gay. 

'*  Not  her  whofe  amorous  leer  prevail'd 
"  To  bribe  the  Phrygian  boy  ; 

"  Not  her  who,  clad  in  armour,  fail'd 
"  To  fave  difaftrous  Troy. 

"  Frefh  rifing  from  the  foamy  tide, 

"  She  every  bofom  warms ; 
"  While  half  withdrawn  flie  feems  to  hide, 

"  And  half  reveals,  her  charms. 

"  Learn  hence,  ye  boaftful  fons  of  tafte, 

«'  Who  plan  the  rural  fliade  ; 
"  Learn  hence  to  fliun  the  vicious  wafte 

"  Of  pomp>  at  large  difplay'd. 

"  Let  fweet  concealment's  magic  art 

"  Your  mazy  bounds  inveft  ; 
"  And  while  the  light  unveils  a  part, 

"  Let  fancy  paint  the  reft. 

l<  Let  coy  referve  with  cod  unite 
'*  To  grace  your  wood  or  field ; 

«*  No  ray  obtrufive  pall  the  fight, 
"  In  aught  you  paint,  or  build. 

"  And  far  be  driven  the  fumptuous  glare 
"  Of  gold,  from  Britifh  groves  ; 

"  And  far  the  meretricious  air 
"  Of  China's  vain  alcoves. 

<f  'Tis  balhful  beauty  ever  twines 

"  The  molt  coercive  chain ; 
"  'Tis  flie,  that  fovereign  rule  declines, 

"  Who  beft  deferves  to  reign." 


XVIt.  Intended  to  be  written  at  the  Beginning 
of  a  Collection  of  Flowers,  which  Mr.  Shen- 
jione  coloured  for  Mrs.  Jago. 


ELEGANTISSIMJE  PVELLJE 

DOROTHEA  FANCOVRT 
PERDILECTI  SVI  CONDISCIPVLI 
RICHAR0I  IAGO 


AMORES  MERVIT, 

D.   D. 

GVLIELMVS  SHENSTONE  ; 
DEBITS  NYMPHIS  OPIFEX  CORONA. 

XVIII.     Propofed  to  Mr.  Graves  by  Mr.  Shen* 
flonet  as  a  proper  Infcription  for  hwifelf* 


G.  s. 

QVl, 
NAIADAS  PAJUTER  AC  MVSAS 

EXCOLLENDO, 

SIMUL  ET  VJLLAM  EIVS   ELEGANTISSIMAM 

NOMENQVE   SVVM 

ILLVSTRAVIT. 

"  (FORTVNATVS    ET    ILLE    DECS    qvi    NOVIX 

**    AGRESTES) 

"    PANAQVE,      SYLVANVMQVE,       SENEM,       NYM« 
'*    PHASQVwE  SORORES."      VlRG. 

XIX.     ON  AN   URN  IN  HALES-OWEN 
CHURCH, 

In  Memory  of  Shenjlone* 

BY  MR.  GRAVES. 

WHOE'ER  thou  art,  with  reverence  tread 

Thefe  facred  manfions  of  the  dead  1 

Not  that  the  monumental  buft 

Or  fumptuous  tomb,  here  guards  the  duft 

Of  rich  or  great  :—  let  wealth,  rank,  birth 

Sleep  undiftinguifli'd  in  the  earth. 

This  limple  urn  records  a  name 

Which  Ihines  with  more  exalted  fame. 

Reader  !  if  genius,  tafte  refin'd 

A  native  elegance  of  mind. 

If  virtue,  fcience,  manly  fenfe, 

If  wit  that  never  gave  offence, 

The  cleareft  head,  the  tendereft  heart 

In  thy  efteem  e'er  claim'd  a  part, 

Ah  1  fmite  thy  breaft,  and  drop  a  tear, 

For  know  thy  Shenftone's  dull  lies  here. 

R.G, 


VERSES  TO  MR.  SHENSTONE. 


WRITTEN  ON  A  FERME  ORNEE, 
Near  Birmingham. 

BY  THE  LATE  LADY  LUXBOROUGH. 

'Tis  Nature  here  bids  pleafing  fcenes  arife, 
And  wifely  give  them  Cynthio  io  revife  : 
To  veil  each  blemifh  ;  brighten  every  grace  ; 
Yet  (till  preferve  the  lovely  parent's  face. 
How  well  the  bard  obeys,  each  valley  tells ; 
Thefe  lucid  ftreams,  gay  meads,  and  lonely  cells 
Where  modeft  art  in  filcnce  lurks  conceal'd, 
While  nature  fliines  fo  gracefully  reveal'd, 


That  Ihe  triumphant  claims  the  total  plan, 
And,  with  frefli  pride,  adopts  the  work  of  man, 


TO  WILLIAM  SHENSTONE, 

At  the  Lcafoives. 


BY  MR.  GRAVES. 

Vellem  in  amicitia  fie  erraremus 


HoR. 


SEE!  the  tall  youth,  by  partial  fate's  decree, 
To  affluence  born,  and  from  reftraint  fet  free. 
Eager  he  feeks  the  fcenes  of  gay  refort, 
The  mall,  the  rout,  the  pla.y-houfe,  and  the  -court  • 
X  t  iiij 
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Soon  for  fome  varnifh'd  nymph  of  dubious  fame, 
Orpowder'd  peerefs,  counterfeits  a  flame. 
Behold  him  now,  enraptur'cl,  fvvear  and  figh, 
Drefs,  dance,  drink,  revel,  all  he  knows  not  why; 
Till,  by  kind  fate  reftor'd  to  country  air, 
He  marks  the  rofes  of  fome  rural  fair  : 
Smit  with  her  unaffected  native  charms, 
A  real  paflion  foon  hisbofom  warms : 
And,  wak'd  from  idle  dream?,  he  takes  a  wife, 
And  taitcs  the  genuine  happinefs  of  life. 
Thus,  in  the  vacant  ieafon  of  the  year, 
Some  Templar  gay  begins  his  wild  career. 
From  feat  to  feat  o'er  pompous  fcenes  he  flies, 
Views  all  with  equal  wonder  and  furp.'ife  ; 
Till,  fick  of  domes,  arcades,  and  temples  grown, 
He  hies  fatigued,  not  fatisfied,  to  town. 
Yet  if  fome  kinder  genius  point  his  way 
To  where  the  mutes  o'er  thy  Leafowes  ftray, 
Charm'd  with  the  fylvan  beauties  of  the  place, 
Where  art  aflumes  the  fweets  of  nature's  face, 
Each  hill,  each  dale,  each  confecrated  grove, 
Each  lake,  and  falling  ftream,  his  rapture  move. 
Like  the  fage  captive  in  Calyplb's  grott, 
The  cares,  the  pleafures,  of  the  world  forgot, 
Of  calm  content  he  hails  the  genuine  fphere, 
And  longs  to  dwell  a  blifsful  hermit  here. 

VERSES  RECEIVED  BY  THE  POST, 

FROM  A  LADY  UNKNOWN,    1761. 

HEALTH  to  the  bard  in  Leafowes'  happy  groves ; 
Health,  and  fweet  converfe  with   the  mule   he 

loves  I 

The  humbleft  votary  of  the  tuneful  Nine, 
With  trembling  hand,  attempts  her  artlefs  line, 
In  numbers  fuch  as  untaught  nature  brings  ; 
As  flow,  fpontaneous,  like  thy  native  fprings. 
But  ah  !  what  airy  forms  around  me  rife  ? 
The  ruHet  mountain  glows  with  richer  dyes ; 
In  circling,  dance  a  pigmy  crowd  appear, 
And  hark  !  an  infant  voice  falutes  my  ear : 
'  Mortal,  thy  aim  we  know,  thy  talk  approve  j 

*  His  merit  honour,  and  his  genius  love  : 

."  For  us  what  verdant  carpets  has  he  fnread, 

*  Where  nightly  we  ourmyilic  mazes  tread  ! 

*  For  us,  each  mady  grove  and  rural  feat, 

'    His  falling  ftreams  and  flowing  numbers  fweet ! 
'  Didft  thou  not  mark,  amid  the  winding  dell, 

*  What  tuneful  verfe  adorns  the  mofly  cell  ? 
'  There  every  fairy  of  our  fprightly  train 

*  Refort,  to  blefs  the  woodland  and  the  plain. 

*  There,  as  we  move,  unbidden  beautits  glow, 

*  The  green  turf  brightens  and  the  violets  blow 

'  And  there  with  thoughts  fubhme  we  blefs  the 
'  Iwain, 

*  Nor  we  infpire,  nor  he  attends,  in  vain. 

*  Go,  limple  rhymer  !  bear  this  meflage  true  ; 

*  The  truths  that  fairies  dictate  none  (hall  rue. 
'  Say  to  the  Bard  in  Leafowes'  hapov  grove, 

*  Whom  Dryads  honour,  and  whom  Fairies  love- 
"  Content  thyfelf  no  longer  that  thy  lays, 

"  By  others  fofter'd,  lend  to  others  praife  ; 

"  No  longer  to  the  favouring  world  refufe 

"  The  welcome  treafures  ci  chy  polifh'd  mufe  ; 

"  The  fcatter'd  blooms,  that  boaft  thy  valued 

"  name, 
/*  Colle^b,  unite,  and  give  the  wreath  to  fame : 


Ne'er  can  thy  virtues,  or  thy  verfe,  engage 
iYIore  iblid  praife  than  in  this  happieft  age, 
When  feafe  and  merit 's  cheriih'd  by  the  throne, 
And  each  illultrious  privilege  their  own. 
Though  modeft  be  thy  gentle  mule,  I  ween,  ~^ 
Oh,  lead  her  blufhing  from  the  daily'd  green,  J- 
A  tit  attendant  on  Britannia's  Queen."  J 

Ye  i'j.ortive  elves,  as  faithful  I  relate 
Th'  inti-uiled  mandates  of  your  fairy  (tate^ 
Vifit  thefe  wilds  again  with  nightly  cart: ; 
o  fliall  my  kine,  of  all  the  herd,  repair 
n  healthful  plight  to  fill  the  copious  pail ! 
My  rtieep  lie  pent  with  fafety  in  the  dale  : 
My  poultry  fear  no  robber  in  the  rooit, 
My  linen  more  than  common  whitenefs  boaft  : 
_et  order,  peace,  and  houlewifery  be  mine  ; 
Shenfton,  be  fancy,  fame,  and  fortune  thine. 

COTSWOULDIA. 

ON  THE  DISCOVERY  OF  AN  ECHO  AT 
EDGBASTON. 

BY . 

HA  !  what  art  thou,  whofe  voice  unknown 
Pours  on  thcfe  plains  its  tender  moan  ? 
Art  thou  the  nymph  in  Shenftome's  dale, 
Who  doft  with  plaintive  note  bewail 
That  he  forfakes  th'  Aonian  maids, 
To  court  inconllant  rills  and  fliades  ? 
Mourn  not,  fweet  nymphs — alas,  in  vain 
Do  they  invite,  and  thou  complain — 

Yet,  while  he  woo'd  the  gentle  throng, 
With  liquid  lay  and  melting  fong, 
The  liltening  herd  around  him  ftray'd, 
In  wanton  frifk  the  lambkins  play'd, 
And  every  Naiad  ceas'd  to  lave 
Her  azure  limbs  amid  the  wave. 
The  graces  danc'd  ;  the  rofy  band 
Of  frniles  and  loves  went  hand  in  hand  ; 
And  purple  pleafures  ftrew'd  the  way 
With  fweeteft  flowers:  and  every  ray 
Of  each  fond  mufe,  with  rapture  fir 'd, 
To  glowing  thought  his  bread  infpir'd. 
The  hills  rejoic'd,  the  valleys  rung, 
All  nature  fmii'd,  while  Shenftone  fung. 

So  charm'd  his  lay  ;  but  now  no  more--- 
Ah  !  why  doft  thou  repeat — "  no  more  J" 
Ev'n  now  he  hies  to  deck  the  grove, 
To  deck  the  fcene  the  mufes  love  ; 
And  foon  again  will  own  their  fway, 
And  thou  refound  the  peerlefs  lay, 
And  with  immortal  numbers  fill 
Each  rocky  cave  and  vocal  hill. 

TO  MR.  R.  D. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  SHENSTONE. 

"  Thee,  fhepherd,  thee,  the  woods  and  defart 
"  caves,  [grown, 

"  With  wild  thyme  and  the  gladding  vine  o'er- 
"  And  all  their  echoes  mourn."         MILT. 

'Tis  pad  1  my  friend  ;  the  tranfient  fcene  is  clos'd! 
The  fairy  pile,  th'  enchanted  vifion  rais'd 
By  Damon's  magic  fkill,  is  loft  in  air  ! 
What  though  the  lawns  and  pendant  woods  re 
main, 


VERSES  TO  MR.  SHENSTONE, 


Each  tinkling  ftream,  each  rufliing  cataract; 
With  lapfe  inceflant  echoes  through  the  dale  ? 
Yet  what  avails  the  liieleis  landfcape  now  ? 
The  charm's  difiblv'd  ;  the  genius  of  the  wood, 
Alas  !  is  ilown--- tor  Damon  is  no  more. 

As  when  from  fair  Lyce:u;i  crown' J  with  pines, 
Or  Maenalus  with  le?ves  autumnal  ftrew'd, 
The  tuneful  Pan  retires ,  the  vocal  hills 
Refound  no  more,  and  all  Arcadia  mourns. 

Yet  here  we  fondly  dreauit  of  lafting  joys  : 
Here  we  had  hop'd,  from  noily  throngs  retir'd, 
To  drink   large   draughts  of  friendfhip's  cordial 

ftream  ; 

In  fweet  oblivion  wrapt,  by  Damon's  verfe, 
And  focial  converie,  many  a  iumrrier's  day. 

Romantic  with  !  In  vain  frail  mortals  trace 
Th'  imperfect  (ketch  of  human  blifa— whilft  yet 
Th'    enrapturM    fire    his    well-plann'd  ftrucr.ure 
Majeftic  riling  'midft  his  infant  groves  .        [views, 
Sees  the  dark  laurel  fpread  its  glofly  (hade, 
Its  languid  bloom  the  purple  liken  blend, 
Or  pale  laburnum  drop  its  penfile  chain  : 
Death  fpreads  the  fatal  (haft,  and  bids  his  heir 
Tranfplant  the  cyprefs  round  his  father's  tomb. 

Oh  !   teach  me  then,  like  you,  rny  friend,  to 

raife 

To  moral  truths  my  groveling  fong  ;  for,  ah  ! 
Too  long,  by  lawlels  fancy  led  aftray, 
Of  nymphs  and  groves   I've  dreamt,    and  dan 
cing  fawns, 

Or  Naiad  leaning  o'er  her  tinkling  urn. 
Oh  !  could  I  learn  to  (anclify  my  tlrains 
With  hymns,  like  thofe  by  tuneful  Meyrick  fung— 
Or  rather  catch  the  melancholy  founds 
From  Warton's  reed,  or  Maibn's  lyre — to  paint 
The  fudden  gloom  that  damps  my  foul— But  fee  ! 
Melpomene  herfelf  hasjnatch'd  the  pipe, 
With  which  fad  Lyttelton  his  Lucia  mourn'd  ; 
And  plaintive  cries,  My  Shenftone  is  no  more  ! 

R.  GRAVES. 

VERSES 

JVritten  at  the  gardens    of  William   Shen/lonr, 
Efq.  near  Birmingham,  1756", 

"  Ille  terrarum  mihi  praeter  omnes 
"  Angulus  ridet."  HOR. 

WOULD  you  thefe  lov'd  recefles  trace, 
And  view  fair  nature's  modett  face  ? 
See  her  in  every  field-flower  bloom  ? 
O'er  every  thicket  fhed  perfume  ? 
By  verdant  groves,  and  vocal  hills, 
By  mofly  grotts,  near  purling  rills, 
Where'er  you  turn  your  wondering  eyes, 
Behold  her  win  without  difguife. 

What  though  no  pageant  trifles  here, 
As  in  the  glare  of  courts  appear  ; 
Though  rarely  here  be  heard  the  name 
Of  rank,  or  title,  power,  or  fame  j 
Yet,  if  ingenuous  be  your  mind, 
A  blifs  more  pure  and  unconfin'd 
Your  ftep  attends — Draw  freely  nigh, 
And  meet  the  bard's  benignant  eye  : 
On  him  no  pendant  forms  await, 
No  proud  feferye  (huts  up  his  gate  ; 


No  fpleen,  no  party  views  contrbul 
That  warm  benevolence  of  foul, 
Which  prompts  the  friendly  generous  part, 
Regardleis  of  each  venal  art ; 
Regardleis  of  the  word's  acclaim  ; 
And  courteous  with  no  felfifh  aim. 
Draw  freely  nigh,  and  welcome  find, 
If  not  the  coftly,  yet  the  kind. 
Oh,  he  will  lead  you  to  the  cells 
Where  every  mufe  and  virtue  dwells, 
Where  the  green  Dryads  guard  his  woods, 
Where  the  blue.  Naiads  guide  his  floods  ; 
Where  all  the  lifter-graces  gay, 
That  fliap'd  his  walk's  meandering  way, 
Stark- naked,  or  but  wreath'd  with  flowers, 
Lie  (lumbering  foft  beneath  his  bowers. 

Wak'd  by  the  (lock-dove's  melting  (train, 
Behold  them  rile  !  and,  with  the  train 
Of  nymphs  that  haunt  the  ftream  or  grove, 
Or  o'er  the  flowery  champain  rove, 
Join  hand  in  hand— attentive  gaze— 
And  mark  the  dance's  myftic  maze. 

'«  Such  is  the  waring  line,"  they  cry, 
'  For  ever  dear  to  fancy's  eye  ! 
'  Yon  ftream  that  wanders  down  the  dale, 
1  The  fpiral  wood,  the  winding  vale, 
'  The  path  which,  wrought  with  hidden  {kill 
'  Slow  twining  fcales  yori  diftant  hill 
'  With  fir  inveiled— all  combine 
'  To  recommend  the  waving  line. 

"  The  wreathed  rod  of  Bacchus  fair, 
1  The  ringlets  of  Apollo's  hair, 
'  The  wand  by  Maia's  offspring  borne, 
'  The  fmooth  volutes  of  Ammon's  horn, 
'  The  ftrudhire  of  the  Cyprian  dame, 
'  And  each  fair  female's  beauteous  frame, 
"  Show,  to  the  pupils  of  delign, 
"  The  triumphs  of  the  waving  line." 

Then  gaze,  and  mark  that  union  fweet 
Where  fair  convex  and  concave  meet ; 
And  while,  quick  fhifting  as  you  ftray, 
The  vivid  fceiies  on  fancy  play  ; 
The  Jawn,  of  afpedl  fmooth  and  mild  ; 
The  foreft-grour.d  grotefque  and  wild ; 
The  fhrub  that  fcents  the  mounting  gale  j 
The  ftream  rough  dafhing  down  the  dale, 
From  rock  to  rock,  in  eddies  toft  ; 
The  diftant  lake  in  which  'tis  loft; 
Blue  hills  gay  beaming  through  the  glade  ; 
Lone  urns  that  folemnize  the  (hade  ; 
Sweet  interchange  of  all  that  charms 
In  groves,  meads,  dingles,  rivulets,  farms  ' 
If  aught  the  fair  confufion  pleafe, 
With  lafting  health,  and  lafting  eafe, 
To  him  who  form'd  the  blifsful  bower, 
And  gave  thy  life  one  tranquil  hour ; 
With  peace  and  freedom — thefe  pofleft, 
His  temperate  mind  fecures  the  reft. 

But  if  thy  foul  fuch  blifs  defpife, 
Avert  thy  dull  incurious  eyes  ; 
Go  fix  them  there,  where  gems  and  gold,         v 
Improv'd  by  art.  their  power  unfold  j 
Go  try  in  courtly  fcenes  to  trace 
A  fairer  form  of  nature's  face  : 
Go  fcorn  fimplicity — but  know, 
That  ail  our  heartfelt  joys  below^ 
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That  all  which  virtue  loves  to  name, 
Which  art  configns  to  lafting  fame, 
Which  fixes  wit  or  beauty's  throne, 
Derives  its  fource  from  her  alone. 

ARCADIO. 


TO  WILLIAM  SHENSTONE, 


IN  HIS  SICKNESS. 

$y  Mr.  Woodhoufc. 

Y£  fiowcry  plains,  ye  breezy  woods, 

Ye  bowers  and  gay  alcoves, 
Ye  falling  ftreams,  ye  filver  floods, 

Ye  grottos,  and  ye  groves  ! 

Alas  !  my  heart  feels  no  delight, 
Though  I  your  charms  furvey  ; 

While  he  confumes  in  pain  the  night, 
In  languid  fighs  the  day. 

The  flowers  difclofe  a  thoufand  blooms, 

A  thoufand  fcents  diffufe  ; 
Yet  all  in  vain  they  fiied  perfumes, 

In  vain  difplay  their  hues. 

Reftrain,  ye  flowers,  your  thoughtlefs  pride, 

Recline  your  gaudy  heads  ; 
And  fadly  drooping,  fide  by  fide, 

Embrace  your  humid  beds. 

Tall  oaks,  that  o'er  the  woodland  fhade, 

Your  lofty  fummits  rear  ! 
Ah,  why,  in  wonted  charms  array'd, 

Expand  your  leaves  fo  fair  ! 

Tor  lo,  the  flowers  as  gaily  fmile, 

As  wanton  waves^the  tree; 
And  though  I  fadly  'plain  the  while, 

Yet  they  regard  not  me. 

Ah,  mould  the  fates  an  arrow  fend, 

And  flrike  the  fatal  wound, 
Who,  who  (hall  then  your  fweets  defend, 

Or  fence  your  beauties  round  ? 

But  hark,  perhaps,  the  plumy  throng 
Have  learnt  my  plaintive  tale, 

And  fome  fad  dirge,  or  'mournful  fong, 
Comes  floating  in  the  gale. 

Ah,  no  !  they  chaunt  a  fprightly  {train 

To  footh  an  amorous  mate  ; 
Unmindful  of  my  anxious  pain 

And  his  uncertain  fate. 

But  fee,  thefe  little  murmuring  rills 

With  fond  repinings  rove,; 
And  trickle  wailing  down  t|ie  hills, 

Or  weep  along  the  grove. 

Oh,  mock  not,  if  befide  your  ftream, 

Ye  hear  me  too  repine  ; 
Or  aid  with  fighs  your  mournful  theme, 

And  fondly  call  him  mine. 

Ye  envious  winds,  the  caufe  difplay, 

In  whifpers  as  ye  blow, 
Why  did  your  treacherous  gales  convey 

The  poifon'd  fhafts  of  woe  ? 


Did  he  not  plant  the  fhady  bower. 

Where  you  fo  blithely  meet  ? 
The  fcehted  fhrub,  and  fragrant  flower, 

To  make  your  breezes  fweet  ? 

And  muft  he  leave  the  wood,  the  field, 

The  dear  Arcadian  reign  ? 
Can  neither  verfe  nor  virtue  fliield 

The  guardian  of  the  plain  ? 

Mufl  he  his  tuneful  breath  refign, 

Whom  all  the  mufes  love  ? 
That  round  his  brow  their  laurels  twine, 

And  all  his  fongs  approve. 

Preferve  him,  mild  Omnipotence  ! 

Our  Father,  King,  and  God, 
Who  clear'ft  the  paths  of  life  and  fenfe; 

Or  ftopp'ft  them  at  thy  nod. 

Bleft  power,  who  calm'ft  the  raging  deep, 

His  valued  health  reftore, 
Nor  let  the  fons  of  genius  weep, 

Nor  let  the  good  deplore. 

But  if  thy  boundlefs  wifdom  knows 

His  longer  date  an  ill, 
Let  not  my  foul  a  wiih  difclofe 

To  contradict  thy  will. 

For  happy,  happy  were  the  change, 

Far  fuch  a  godlike  mind, 
To  go  where  kindred  fpirits  range, 

Nor  leave  a  wifh  behind. 

And  though,  to  ihare  his  pleafures  here, 

Kings  might  their  ftate  forego  : 
Yet  muft  he  feel  fuch  raptures  there, 

As  none  can  tafte  below. 

VERSES  LEFT  ON  A  SEAT, 

THE  HAND  UNKNOWN. 

O  XARTH  !  to  his  remains  indulgent  be, 
Who  fo  much  care  and  coft  beftow'd  on  thee  ! 
Who  crown'd  thy  barren  hills  with  ufeful  made. 
And  cheer'd  with  tinkling  rills  each  filent  glade  ; 
Here  taught  the  day  to  wear  a  thoughtful  gloom, 
And  there  enliven'd  nature's  vernal  bloom. 
Propitious  earth  !  lie  lightly  on  his  head, 
And  ever  on  his  tomb  thy  vernal  glories  fpread  I 

'   M.  S.  GULIELMI  SHENSTONE! 

Ah !  Gulielme, 

Homirium  digniflime, 

Amicorum  integerrime, 

Indole  optima", 

Moribus  gratifiimis, 

Eruditione  diffusa, 

Ac  corde  quam  maxime  benigno 

Praedite, 

Morte,  eheu  !  preaematura  obrepte, 
Ah  1  Gulielme, 

Vale! 
"  Quanto  minus  eft, 

Cum  aliis  verfari, 
"  Quam  tui  mcmjnirTe  i>! 
'  t.H. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  MILLET. 


THE  life  of  MALLET  has  been  written  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  with  little  activity  of  refearch  or  accuracy 
of  intelligence.  Having  no  written  memorial,  he  contented  himfelf  with  giving  fuch  an  account 
."  as  is  fupplied  by  the  unauthorised  loquacity  of  common  fame,  and  a  very  flight  perfonal  know*. 


The  additional  information  which  has  been  obtained  concerning  the  early  part  of  his  life,  is  au 
thenticated  by  his  MS.  correfpondence  with  Mr,  John  Ker,  Profeffor  of  Greek  in  King's  College, 
Aberdeen,  and  afterwards  Profeffor  of  Humanity  in  the  Univerfity  of  Edinburgh,  communicated  to 
the  prefent  writer  by  the  favour  of  James  Drummond,  Efq.  Advocate,  and  inferted,  by  his  recom 
mendation,  in  the  "  Edinburgh  Magazine"  for  1793. 

The  ferics  of  Mallet's  correfpendence  with  Mr.  Ker,  in  the  poffeffion  of  Mr.  Drummond,  com 
menced  in  October  1720,  and  ended  in  July  1727.  The  remaining  part  of  the  correfpondence  was 
in  the  pofleflion  of  Mr.  Ker's  brother,  who  went  to  the  Weft  Indies,  and  is  fuppofed  to  be  loft. 

According  to  Dr.  Johnfon,  he  was,  by  his  original,  one  of  the  Macgregors,  a  clan  that  became, 
about  70  years  ago,  under  the  conduct  of  Robert  Roy,  fo  formidable  and  fo  infamous  for  violence 
tind  robbery,  that  the  name  was  annulled  by  a  legal  abolition  ;  and,  when  they  were  all  to  denomi 
nate  themfelves  anew,  his  father,  he  fuppofes,  called  himfelf  Malloch. 

It  is  certain  that  his  original  name  was  Malloch,  which  was  that  of  his  family,  and  is  not  uncommon 
in  North  Britain  ;  but  there  is  not  fufficient  evidence  of  his  father  having  affumed  that  name  in  con- 
fequence  of  his  being  one  of  the  Macgregors,  whofe  enemies  procured  the  enactment  of  an  invidi 
ous  ftatute  for  abolilhing  their  name  ;  which  has  been  lately  repealed  by  the  liberality  of  a  Britifli 
Parliament. 

David  Mallet  was  born  about  the  beginning  of  the  prefent  century.  Of  his  birth-place,  or  the 
condition  of  his  parents,  nothing  is  certainly  known.  It  is  probable  he  was  a  native  of  Perthfhire, 
and  that  his  family  was  of  the  loweft  rank  ;  but,  if  families  are  to  be  eftimated  by  the  diftinguilhed 
men  they  have  produced,  that  family  is  eminent  which  produced  Mallet. 

At  what  fchool  he  was  inftructed  in  the  rudiments  of  grammatical  learning,  cannot  now  be  afcer- 
tained  ;  but  he  feems  to  have  received  fome  part  of  his  early  education  under  Mr.  Ker  at  Aberdeen, 
as  he  himfelf  gratefully  acknowledges. 

"  You  are  one  to  whom  I  ftand  indebted  for  all  the  advances  I  fhall  make  in  the  world,  as  having 
laid  the  foundation  by  your  inftructions,  and  railed  the  fuperftructure  by  your  love  and  favour." 

It  is  probable  he  was  indebted  to  the  recommendation  of  Mr.  Ker  for  his  introduction  to  the  fa 
mily  of  Mr.  Home  of  Dreghorn,  near  Edinburgh,  where  he  refided  in  1720,  as  tutor  to  his  chil 
dren,  and  profecuted  his  ftudies  at  the  Univerfity  of  Edinburgh. 

The  terms  on  which  he  informs  Mr.  Ker  he  lived  with  Mr.  Home,  fufficiently  indicate  the  pe 
nury  of  his  parents.  "  He  allows  me  my  learning,  clothes,  and  diet,  but  no  fixed  falary.  I  am 
concerned  in  no  bufmefs  but  reviling  my  pupil's  leffons,  fo  that  I  have  enough  of  time  for  reading 
and  writing." 

According  to  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  he  was,  by  the  penury  of  his  parents,  compelled  to  be  Janitor  of  the 
High  School  at  Edinburgh,  a  mean  office,  of  which  he  did  not  afterwards  delight  to  hear."  This 
account  is  not  fufficiently  probable.  Tradition  is  filent  concerning  it,  and  immemorial  ufage  is 
againft  the  fuppofition  of  his  eligibility  for  fuch  an  office.  The  porter  of  the  High  School  is  always  a 
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perfcn  advanced  in  years,  commonly  a  married  man,  has  a  houfe  at  the  gate,  and  is  required  to  ringd 
the  bell  at  the  meeting  of  the  claffes,  to  fweep  the  rooms,  and  to  perform  other  neceflary  fervices. 
It  is  probable,  if  his  pupils  attended  the  High  School,  that  he  might  be  permitted,  by  the  liberality 
of  the  mafter,  to  be  prefent  at  the  examination  of  the  clafs ;  but  his  performing  the  office  of  porter 
Is  incompatible  with  his  youth  and  his  profeffion  of  literature. 

He  appears  to  have  discovered  an  early  propenfity  to  poetry,  which  was  probably  cherilhed  and 
encouraged  by  the  commendation  and  example  of  his  friend  and  patron  Mr.  Ker,  whofe  "  Can- 
ticum  Solomonis/'  and  other  performances  in  the  «  Poetarum  Scotorum  Mufa  Sacrs,"  a  vols.1759, 
are  well  known  to  the  readers  of  Latin  poetry. 

What  he  then  thought  of  poetry  was  this :  "  I  own  'tis  my  opinion  that  poefy  gives  one  a  fprightly 
turn  of  thinking,  and  flocks  the  imagination  with  beautiful  images  that  capacitate  one  for  writing 
and  talking  agreeably ;  yet  I  am  in  too  bad  a  condition  already  to  entail  poverty  on  myfelf  by  a 
tlinded  paffion  for  rhyme-" 

One  of  his  firft  compofitions  was  a  Pajioral  publifhed  in  the  "  Edinburgh  Mifcellany,"  of  which 
publication  he  gives  this  account :  "  The  Edinburgh  Mifcellany"  was  undertaken  by  an  "  Athe 
nian  Society"  here,  who  received  the  poems,  and  publifhed  all  they  thought  worthy  of  feeing  the 
light.  The  gentleman  to  whom  I  infcribed  my  Pajloralis  one  of  their  number.  His  name  is  Mr.  Jofeph 
^Mitchell,  author  of  the  "  Lugubres  Cantus,"  a  poem  to  the  memory  of  Mr.  Ford.  Mr.  Callender, 
•who  is  written  C  r,  is  an  ingenious  young  gentleman,  and  is  author  of  the  fecond  part  of  the 

"  Lugubres  Cantus ;"  who  the  ladies  are,  fcarce  any  one  knows.  The  gentleman  in  the  Univerfity 
Tvhofe  productions  are  marked  with  an  S.  is  one  Mr.  Syrnmers,  a  boy  of  fifteen,  and  very  fprightly." 
In  1721,  he  appears  to  have  had  a  fufficient  knowledge  of  the  Latin  language  to  give  a  poetical 
verfion  of  a  ".  Congratulatory  poem,"  written  by  Mr.  Ker;  and  the  year  before  he  writes  him,  "  he 
was  wholly  engaged  in  acquiring  the  French  and  Greek  languages." 

The  next  year,  he  wrote  a  poem  on  The  Transfiguration,  in  imitation  of  Milton's  ftyle,  which  has 
been  preferred  with  his  MS.  correfpondence,  and  is  now  printed  from  the  original,  in  the  poffeffion 
of  Mr.  Drummond. 

He  was  now  rifing  into  reputation,  and  eafily  obtained  the  acquaintance  of  Thomfon  his  fellow- 
collegian,  with  whom  he  was  deftined  to  be  more  intimately  connected,  and  of  Mr.  Paterfon,  the 
translator  of  "  Paterculus,"  "  Mr.  Malcolm,  author  of  the  "  Treatife  on  Mtific,"  Mr.  (afterwards 
Dr.),  Patrick  Murdoch,  and  feems  to  have  been  particularly  noticed  by  Ramfay  and  Captain  Ha 
milton. 

His  opinion  of  the  two  Scottifh  poets,  though  rather  unfavourable,  is  fufficiently  curious  to  de- 
ferve  tranfcription : 

"  Allan  Ramfay  has  publifhed  his  poems  in  4to,  by  fubfcription,  having  got  to  the  number  of 
400  guineas  from  his  fubfcribers.  He  has  indeed  wrote  himfelf  into  fome  kind  of  fame,  and  a  great 
deal  of  money,  but  his  perfonal  character  makes  me  entertain  but  a  fmall  value  for  his  writings. 
I  faw  Captain  Hamilton  fome  time  ago  in  Edinburgh.  He  has  made  public  his  "  Life  of  Wallace," 
and,  at  the  fame  time,  fo  funk  his  character  with  people  of  tafte,  that  he  is  thought  to  have  treated 
his  hero  as  unmercifully  as  did  Edward  of  old.  'Tis  the  fate  of  Wallace  to  be  always  murdered. 
Mr.  Ramfay,  again,  afpires  no  higher  than  humble  fonnets  at  prefent :  he  has  publifhed  feveral  col 
lections  of  Scottifh  fongs,  and  confiderably  obliged  the  young  creatures  of  both  fexes.  His  mifcel- 
lany  fongs  are  wrote  by  Various  hands.  Thefe  are  the  prefent  entertainments  in  town." 

The  vacation  of  this  year  he  prudently  dedicated  to  logic  and  mathematics.  "  I  have  fhaken 
hands,"  he  writes  Mr.  Ker,  "  with  verfifying  for  a  feafon.  I  would  fain  wed  fome  one  of  the 
fciences  that  ordinarily  brings  a  better  portion  with  it  than  poetry  does.  When  my  inclinations  take 
the  bent  towards  rhyming,  this  melancholy  reflection  comes  acrofs  and  damps  all  my  fire ;  the 
grafhopper  that  fung  all  fummer  faw  herfelf  obliged  to  ftarve  all  winter.  Although  I  have  no 
reafon  to  complain  of  fortune  hitherto,  yet  that  thought  of  dependency  quite  palls  all  my  enjoyment, 
particularly  when  'tis  edged  with  this  reflection,  that  my  circumflances  are  but  precarious  at  beft. 
If  I  were  to  leave  Mr.  Home  juft  now,  what  account  could  a  little  knowledge  of  language,  a  mo 
derate  fhare  of  common  fenfe,  and  a  knack  of  verfifying  turn  to  ?  1  fee  every  day  people  of  learning 
•*nd  merit  expofed  to  poverty  and  contempt." 
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His  refleaions  on  Mr.  Ker's  writing  to  Mr.  Scott  in  his  favour,  foon  after,  Ihow  that  fpirit  of 
independence  andrefpect  for  character,  without  which  man  is  poor  indeed. 

«  Your  letter  had  fo  good  an  effect,  that  Mr.  Scott  has  made  me  a  propofal  of  changing  my  con- 
dition.  I  cannot  but  inform  you  that  I  heartily  wifli  I  were  fairly  rid  of  my  prefent  charge.  You 
know  there  are  a  great  many  evils  in  life  that  vanifh  into  nothing  at  the  recital,  and  yet  are  more 
galling,  and  cut  deeper  than  afflictions  of  a  more  confiderable  name.  Nothing  is  fo  infupportafele 
to  an  ingenuous  fpirit,  as  thofe  infults  and  repulfes  one  meets  with  from  thofe  on  whom  one  is  obliged 
to  depend.  I  was  alking  one  day  for  fomething  I  wanted,  and  becaufe  I  did  it  not  with  the  air  and 
looks  of  one  that  aflcs  charity  in  the  ftreets,  I  was,  upon  leaving  the  room,  called  infolent  dog  and 
fcoundrel. 


Tell  me  why,  good  heaven, 


Thou  mad'ft  me  what  I  am,  with  all  the  fpirit, 
Afpiring  thoughts,  and  elegant  defires 
That  fill  the  happieft  man  ?  Ah  !  rather  why 
Didil  thou  not  form  me  fordid  as  my  fate, 
Bafe  minded,  dull,  arid  lit  to  carry  burdens  ? 

"  I  frequently  wifh  it  had  pleafed  heaven  to  have  turned  my  inclinations  for  fome  honeft  me 
chanic  bufmefs,  rather  than  have  expofed  me  to  the  injuries  of  fortune  in  hunting  after  knowledge. 
And  yet  how  unaccountable  is  this  treatment  from  one  man  to  another !  How  fleeting,  how  unfub- 
ftantial  are  thofe  enjoyments  by  which  they  diftinguifh  themfelves  from  the  honeft,  man  of  fmali 
fortune.  Strip  this  of  a  title,  that  of  his  robes,  and  a  third  of  his  power,  and  we  find  only  the  naked 
man  tortured  with  reftlefs  tingoverned  paflions,  and  in  fubje&ion  to  thofe  appetites  that  level  him 
with  the  bcafts  of  the  field." 

He  was  now,  by  the  kindnefs  of  Mr.  Scott  and  Dr.  Drummond,  to  exchange  his  humble  depend 
ence  on  Mr.  Home,  for  a  fituation  that  enabled  him  to  furmount  the  difadvantages  of  his  birth  and 
fortune. 

"  Graham  of  Gorthy,"  he  writes  Mr.  Ker,  July  28. 1723,  "  had  a  commiffion  from  the  Duke 
of  Montrofe,  whofe  factor  he  is,  to  look  out  a  tutor  for  his  two  younger  fons,  and  was  defired  parti 
cularly  to  apply  to  Mr.  Scott.  He  accordingly  mentioned  the  affair  to  Dr.  Drummond,  who,  after  a. 
little  thought,  propofed  me  ;  and  having  met  a  little  after  with  Mr.  Scott,  told  him  the  ftory.  He  fe- 
conded  the  Doctor,  and  I  was  fent  for  into  town,  and  was  happy  enough  to  fee  the  affair  concluded 
before  I  left  it.  My  encouragement  is  30 1. ;  and,  as  the  Duke's  family  is  in  England,  I  am,  about 
the  middle  of  Auguft  to  depart  for  London,  and  from  thence  to  Winchefter.  If  it  is  impoffible  for 
me  to  fee  you,  I  mall  write  to  you  at  large  before  I  leave  the  country,  and  take  your  advice  about 
fome  things  in  my  management.  There  is  one  favour  I  mufl  yet  beg  of  you,  and  that  is,  that  you 
would  formally  thank  both  thefe  gentlemen,  both  in  your  own  name  and  mine,  particularly  Mr. 
Scott.  I  am  under  the  greateft  obligations  to  his  kindnefs.  He  tranfacted  the  whole  affair  ;  wrote 
for  me  to  town  ;  met  Gorthy  feveral  times  at  the  coffee-houfe,  and  in  the  midit  of  a  moll  violent 
rain  too.  He  came  to  our  houfe  and  procured  Mr.  Home's  confent — but  fuch  favours  are  not  to 
be  difguifed  in  fuch  a  homely  recital." 

On  his  arrival  at  Shawford,  near  Winchefter,  where  the  Duke  of  Montrofe  then  refided,  he  writes 
his  benefactor  and  friend :  "  Both  my  Lord  and  Lady  received  me  very  kindly ;  and  as  for  my 
Lord  William  and  my  Lord  George,  I  never  law  more  fprightly  or  more  hopeful  boys." 

On  his  coming  to  town  in  the  winter,  he  writes  Mr.  Ker  :  "  I  am  beginning  a  regular  courfe  of 
claffic  authors  in  both  languages.  1  intend  not  to  forget  any  thing  I  have  learned  in  mathematics  and 
philofophy.  My  Lord  continues  to  ufe  me  very  kindly.  He  has  no  defign  to  fend  his  fons  any 
more  abroad  to  fchool ;  and  at  the  fame  time,  he  confines  their  reading  with  me  entirely  to  two 
hours  in  the  morning  and  two  in  the  forenoon  ;  and  thus  the  afternoon  is  entirely  mine  own.  Hr 
fends  us  abroad  once  a-week  to  all  the  public  diyerfions,  the  play-houfe,  &c.— I  know  not  how  to 
go  through  with  what  I  have  got  to  fay.  I  have  loft  my  father  ;  he  died  laft  month,  and  you  know 
jny  fortune  hitherto  well  enough ;  his  death  has  embarrafled  me  in  all  refpects.  It  was  neceflary 
that  I  ihould  rpake  fprne  fort  of  appearance  in  this  family.  I  found  credit  for  what  I  wanted  to  furnjjfe 
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me  out  with  when  I  came  to  London  ;  the  merchant  is  not  impatient,  but  I  know  not  how  to  be  in 
debt,  efpecially  at  my  firfl  appearance  ;  and  1  cannot  with  a  good  grace  afk  any  money  from  my 
Lord.  1  am  afhamed  to  apply  to  my  ordinary  acquaintances  (for  there  are  feveral  Edinburgh 
gentlemen  here).  It  is  the  firft  time  ever  I  afked  any  thing,  and  I  am  aihamed  to  trouble  even  you. 
The  fum  I  want  is  IO 1.  for  fome  months,  till  I  receive  money  of  nay  Lord.  I  fhall  ufe  no  intreaties ; 
my  want  is  real ;  I  am  neither  to  fquandcr  it  away,  nor  out  of  a  condition  to  repay  it  in  fome 
time." 

It  appears  from  a  note  in  the  hand-writing  of  Mr.  Ker,  on  the  back  of  Mallet's  letter,  that  the 
money  was  lent ;  and  the  payment  is  noticed  in  a  fubfequent  part  of  the  correfppndence. 

On  his  return  to  the  country,  in  fummer,  he  tranflated  «  Boffuet's  Difcours  fur  L'Hiftoire  Unj- 
verfelle,"  for  the  ufe  of  Lord  William  ;  and,  refumingliis  poetical  ftudies,  which  he  had  difcontinued 
for  fome  time,  he  planned  the  tragedy  of  Eurydice,  which  he  finifhed  in  1731,  and  wrote  his  inimi 
table  ballad  of  William  and  Margaret,  which  was  printed  in  Hill's  "  Plain  Dealer,"  No.  36,  July 
24.  1724.  «  The  letter  to  the  "  Plain  Dealer,"  he  writes  Mr.  Ker,  "  is  in  the  paper  enclofed,  but 
it  was  printed  without  my  privacy,  and  is  altered  in  fome  places  for  the  worfe."  In  its  original  ftatc, 
it  was  very  different  from  what  it  is  in  the  laft  edition  of  his  works.  The  hint  was  taken  from 
the  firfl  ftanza  of  a  ballad  written  before  1662,  quoted  in  Fletcher's  play  of  the  "  Knight  of  the 
burning  Peftle,"  under  the  title  of  "  Fair  Margaret  and  S\vcet  William ;"  which  might  alfo  be 
taken  from  one  publifhed  in  Ramfay's  "  Collection,"  called  "  Sweet  William's  Ghoft."'  Of  this 
ballad,  Mallet  has  been  envied  the  reputation ;  and  attempts  have  'been  made  to  rob  him  of  his 
juftly  acquired  fame.  Its  authenticity  is  doubted  in  "  The  Friends,"  2  vols.  I2mo,  1773;  and 
plagiarifm  has  been  boldly  charged,  but  not  proved,  by  Captain  Thompfon,  in  his  preface  to  "  Mar- 
veil's  Works,"  3  vols.  4te.  17/6.  The  internal  teftimony  is  totally  againft  him,  and  amply  fufficient 
to  overthrow  all  his  frcfuwpti-ve  evidence  of  its  being  the  production  of  that  powerful,  mafculine, 
and  witty  writer. 

The  fame  year  he  wrote  a  copy  of  Verfes  occafioned  by  Dr.  Frazer's  rebuilding  part  of  the  Univerjity 
ef  Aberdeen,  probably  at  the  inftigation  of  Mr.  Ker,  who  fuggefted  many  hints  for  its  improvement, 
The  verfes  in  the  laft  edition  of  his  works,  are  very  different  from  the  original  cofy,  which  is  now  print 
ed  from  the  MS.  in  the  poffeffion  of  Mr-  Drummond.  "  I  find  by  experience,"  he  writes  his  friend, "  that 
it  is  very  difficult  to  write  an  hiftorical  or  narrative  poem  of  this  kind.  The  lie  verity  of  the  fubject  hin 
ders  one  from  making  many  embellifhments  that  are  admitted  into  other  writings.  And  yet  I  have  fome 
imagery  purely  poetical,  fuch  as  that  of  Time  fhaking  your  arches,  and  mouldering  your  piles;  as 
alfo  Ruin,  with  his  imaginary  companion,  Silence.  I  have  made  Charity  addrefs  a  confolatory  fpeech 
te  Learning,  in  which,  by  way  of  prophecy,  I  have  made  her  relate  Mr.  Frazer's  bounty  to  your 
Univerfity.  The  meaning  and  beauty  of  thefe  fhort  allegories  will  be  obvious  to  every  reader  of  to 
lerable  tafhe.  I  have  taken  notice  of  the  books  that  Mr.  Frazer  has  gifted  to  your  library;  and,  if. 
I  have  gueffed  right,  the  lines  are  perhaps  the  befl  in  the  whole  poem  " 

It  is  probable  he  received  fome  academical  diftindion  for  this  panegyrical  poem;  for,  in  a  fubfe 
quent  letter,  he  writes  Mr.  Ker:  "  I  never  took  any  degree  at  Edinburgh,  nor  ever  afked  for  any; 
when  your  fociety  beftows  that  honour  upon  me,  I  will  return  them  my  thanks  in  a  letter  addreffcd 
to  the  whole  body." 

v-  Since  I  came  to  town,"  he  writes  Mr.  Ker,  "  I  was  made  acquainted  with  Dr.  Young,  and 
Barnham  Goode,  to  whom  Dr.  Sewell  dedicated  his  tranflations  of  "  Ovid's  Metamorphofes."  The 
tragedy  which  I  am  writing  is  built  on  a  ftory  in  the  ninth  book  of  Herodotus,  concerning  Xerxes 
and  his  "brother  Mafifbes.  I  had  a  meffage  from  Mr.  Hill  to  meet  him \  the  occafion  of  writing  to 
him  was  the  snc.ent  tragedy,  which,  from  a  paffagc  in  "  Ariltotle's  Politics,"  I  guefs  to  have  been  fet 
to  mufic,  and  repeated  like  the  recitative  part  of  an  opera.  Mira,  you  think,  takes  up  my  thoughts : 
were  it  not  vain  and  light,  I  would  fend  you  fome  of  her  letters,  and  leave  you  to  judge  whether  fhe 
does  not  deferve  them  all.  The  poem  on  her  that  you  liked,  was  got  out  of  her  hands,  and  publifhed 
here  in  a  new  "  Mifcellany,"  without  my  knowledge,  at  which  I  am  heartily  vexed  ;  as  alfo,  another 
of  a  different  kind,  which  makes  a  perfect  contraft  to  it." 

Mira,  to  whom  he  addrefied  an  amorous  poem/rcw  the  Country ,  was  probably  the  ficlitious  name  of 
a  lady  "  once,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  too  well  known;"  who  afterwards  joined  with  Hill  and  Mallet 
#1  poetical  praifes  of  Thomfon's  "  Winter," 
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The  fame  year,  at  the  requefl  of  Mr.  Ker,  he  tranflated  his  Latin  verfes,  on  the  death  of  Sir  Wi>- 
liam  Scott,  and  his  "  Donuidcs."  Thefe  verfions,  with  which  he  appears  to  have  been  highly  pleafed, 
are  probably  loft. 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear,"  h'e  writes  Mr.  Ker,  "  that  your  brother  is  provided  for  ;  it  is  difficult  to 
find  a  right  fettlament  here  ;  for  the  number  of  expectants  is  incredible.  Our  country  pours  forth 
her  annual  fwarms,  unceafing;,  inexhauftible.  Good  Lord !  what  ftrange  unfeemly  creatures  they 
are  too  !  I  have  feen  three  and  twenty  of  my  own  acquaintances,  who,  I  believe,  will  not  be  provided 
for  thcfe  three  and  twenty  years.  But  all  the  poor  fcrvice  that  I  can  do  lhall  never  be  wanting.  I 
cannot  Ihow  myfelf  thankful  to  Heaven  a  better  way."  " 

In  1727,  he  writes  Mr.  Ker  :  "  I  agreed  with  a  lady  in"  London  to  fend  my  brother  an  apprentice 
(o  her's,  who  is  a  rich  merchant  in  Jamaica;  and  wrote  to  my  brother  to  come  up  hither,  in  order 
to  be  fent  fome  months  to  an  academy,  where  he  might  learn  writing  and  accounts.  But  juft  as 
he  was  preparing  to  fet  out,  we  had  a  letter  from  Madeira  that  this  merchant  would  not  need  an  ap 
prentice  for  a  year  or.  fd,  which  broke  all  my  meafures.  But  as  I  incline  to  do  my  brother  all  th<b 
fervice  in  my  power,  I  wrote  to  his  friends  to  fend  him  to  Perth,  and  ordered  what  money  1  could 
fpare  to  be  paid  him  at  Edinburgh  •  for  I  hope,  by  Mr.  Patch's  affiftance,  to  fettle  him  advantagepufly, 
notwithstanding  this,  disappointment." 

Of  his  brother,  whom  he  exerted  himfelf  fo  kindly,  though  ineffectually,  to  fcrve,  no  farther  ac 
count  is  given ;  but  it  is  known  that  he  afterwards  procured  him  an  advantageous  office  at  Greenock, 
where  he  was  called  Malloch.  Of  Mr.  Paton,  on  whofe  affiftance  he  depended,  he  writes  Mr. 
Ker :  "  You  have  undoubtedly  heard  of  Mr.  Paton  my  coufm,  that  went  to  fea  when  I  was  born  ; 
he  has  made  a  confiderable  fortune,  lives  in  Briftol,  and  has  wrote  to  me  feveral  times." 

Mr.  Ker  having  fent  him  a  copy  of  his  "  Cahticum  Solomonis,"  pub'lifhed  this  year,  he  writes 
him  :  "  I  have  read  over  your  poem  with  a  great  deal  of  pleafure,  and  think  your  ftyle  is  accurate 
and  elegant.  Your  profe  I  prefer  even  before  Burman's,  becaufe  it  is  more  perfpicuous,  and  not  en 
cumbered  with  thofe  parenthefes  and  laboured  inversions  of  conflrudHon  which  obfcure  and  ftiffen 
his.  Your  poetical  paraphrafe  is  true  to  the  meaning  of  the  original,  if  I  may  be  judge  of  it  by  our 
literal  tranflatioii  in  profe,  and  preferves  every  where  thofe  beauties  that  diftinguiih  this  divine  fong, 
I  have  neither  Beza's  nor  Johnflon's  verfion  of  this  poem,  but  I  prefer  your's  before  thnt  of  Bor- 
lem's,  which  is  loofe  arid  rambling,  in  which  he  has  very  often  explained  away  Solomon's  meaning1^ 
and  given  us  his  own  fancies  inflead  of  it." 

"  I  have  now  finifhed,"  he  adds,  "  and  am  preparing  for  the  prefs  againft  winter,  a  poem,  in 
two  books,  which  1  beg'an  lafl  year  in  the  country.  The  firfl  book  has  been  perufed  by  Mr.  Moli- 
neux,  the  Prince's  Secretary,  by  Mr.  Hill,  Dr.  Young,  and  Sir  John  Clerk,  whofe  acquaintance  I 
had  the  good  lortune  to  obtain  while  he  was  in  London.  It  is  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Dennis ;  and,  as 
foon  as  .that  dread  critic  has  condemned  or  approved  it,  it  lhall  wait  on  you  by  the  way  of  Edin-« 
burgh." 

On  his  leaving  town,  foon  after,  he  writes  Mr.  Ker  :  "  I  fold  the  copy  of  my  poem  to  a  book- 
feller  for  25  guineas.     Mr.  Dennis,  the  fevereft  of  all  our  Englifh  critics,  has  read  and  approved  \ 
of  it,  as  you  will  find  by  his  letter  which  I  fend  you,  and  defire  you  will  return  it  in  your  firfl  an  j 
fwer  to  this." 

It  was  publifhed  in  1728,  under  the  title  of  the  Excurfion^  a  defultory  and  capricious  view  of  fuch 
Prenes  of  nature  as  his  faucy  led  him,  or  his  knowledge  enabled  him  to  defcribe.  It  has  the  beau 
ties  and  fauks  of  the  "  Scafons"  of  his  friend  Thomfon,  which  were  then  in  their  fall  bloflbm  of 
reputation. 

Alluding  probably  to  his  pbemi  called  A  Winter's  Day,  which  Mr.  Ker  had  fuppofed  to  be 
Thomfon's,  he  writes  him:  "  Mr.  Thomson's  "  Winter"  is  a  very  different  poem,  of. confiderable 
length,  and  agreeing  with  mine  in  nothing  but  the  name.  It  has  met  with  a  great  deal  of  de- 
{brved  applaufe,  and  was  written  by  that  dull  fellow  whom  Malcolm  calls  the  jeft  of  our  club. 
The  hijuftice  I  did  him  then,  in  joining  with  my  companions  to  ridicule  the  firft  imperfect  eifkys  of 
an  excellent  genius,  was 'a  ftrong  motive  to  make  me  adtive  in  endeavouring  to  encourage  him  ;  and 
I  belitve  I  fhall  never  repent  it.  He  is  now  fettled  in  a  very  good  place,  and  will  be  able  to  requite 
all  the  lervices  his  friends  have  dene  him,  in  time.  The  fecond  edition  of  his  poem  is  now  in  the 
prefs,  and  fhall  be  fent  you  as  foon  at  it  is  publifhed,  I  am  fure  you  will  like  it ;  for  it  is  filled  with 
Vol.  IX.  U  u 
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a  great  many  moral  reflexions,  as  well  as  with  a  fine  fpirit  of  poetry.  You  will  find  before  It  three 
copies  of  recommendatory  verfes,  one  written  by  Mr.  Hill,  the  fecond  by  a  very  fine  woman,  at  my 
fequeft,  and  the  third  by  myfelf." 

In  1731,  he  brought  on  the  fhge,  at  Drury-Lane,  his  Eurydice,  a  tragedy,  which  was  favourably 
received.  The  prologue  and  epilogue  were  furnifhed  by  his  friend  Hill.  It  was  revived  at  Drury- 
Lane,  with  alterations,  1760,  and  republifhed  the  fame  year.  Its  fuccefs  was  not  great,  though  the 
princ'pal  parts  were  performed  by  Garrick  and  Mrs.  Gibber.  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  that  he  had 
*'  heard  it  mentioned  as  a  mean  performance." 

About  this  time,  or  before,  he  conducted  his  pupils  round  the  common  circle  of  modifh  travels; 
and,  on  his  return,  the  influence  of  the  family  in  which  he  refided,  and  his  poetical  reputation,  natu 
rally  procured  him  admifllon  to  many  perfons  of  the  higheft  rank,  and  the  higheir,  character,  to  wits, 
•nobles,  and  ftatefmen,  the  Prince  of  Wales,  Lyttleton,  Chefterfield,  Bolingbroke,  Pope,  Young,  &c. 

In  1733,  he  published  his  poem  on  Verbal  Criticifm,  defigned  to  pay  court  to  Pope,  by  ridiculing 
Theobald,  Bentley,  Dennis,  Cooke,  and  other  editors,  collators,  commentators,  and  verbal  critics. 
It  is  little  more  than  an  improvement,  or  rather  expanfion  of  a  fragment  which  Pope  printed  in  a 
JVIifcellany  long  before  he  ingrafted  it  into  a  regular  poem.  The  caft  of  didtion,  and  eonftru&ion 
of  the  \erfe,  feem  to  be  copied  from  Pope.  The  execution  is  better  than  the  defign,  which  cannot 
be  commended. 

Dr.  Johnfon  farcaftically  obferves,  that  having  cleared  his  tongue  from  his  native  pronunciation 
ib  as  to  be  no  longer  diftinguifhed  as  a  Scot,  he  feemed  inclined  to  difencumber  himfelf  from  all  ad- 
herences  of  his  original,  and  took  upon  him  to  change  his  name  from  Scotch  L-Iallocb  to  Englifh  Malleft 
without  any  imaginable  reafon  of  preference  which  the  eye  or  the  ear  can  difcover.  "  What  other 
proofs  he  gave  of  difrefpecT;  to  his  native  country,''  he  fays,  "  I  know  not ;  but  it  was  remarked/of 
him,  that  he  was  the  only  Scot  whom  Scotchmen  did  not  commend." 

In  juftice  to  Mallet,  it  ought  to  be  mentioned,  that  this  alteration  did  not  originate  in  any  difre- 
fpedl  to  his  native  country,  but  was  fuggefted  to  him  by  his  coufin  Paton,  in  1724,  as  appears  from 
the  following  poftfcript  to  his  letter  to  Mr.  Ker  of  that  date :  "  My  coufin  Mr.  Paton  would  have 
me  write  my  name  Mallet ;  for  there  is  not  one  Englifhman  that  can  pronounce  it."  He  continued, 
however,  to  write  his  name  MaHoch^down  to  the  year  1728,  and  probably  fome  time  longer.  An 
Engiifhman  accuftomed  to  pronounce  Mallocb,  as  if  it  were  written  Mallock,  cannot  eafily  difcover 
any  imaginable  reafon  of  preference  in  changing  it  to  Mallet ,  unlefs  he  had  an  opportunity  of  hearing 
the  laft  fyllable  pronounced  by  a  Scotchman.  The  lafl  obfervation  is  fufficiently  difproved  by  the 
tenor  of  his  correfpondence  with  Mr.  Ker,  his  readinefs  to  do  good  offices  to  his  countrymen,  and 
his  friendihip  with  Thomfon,  which  was  never  once  difturbed  by  any  cafual  miftake,  envy,  or  jea- 
loufy  on  either  fide. 

•  The  following  anecdote  is  related  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  whofe  intelligence  on  fome  few  occafions  may 
be  queftioned,  and  whofe  opinion  of  Mallet  is  rather  unfavourable. 

•  "  'About  this  time,  Pope,  whom  he  vifited  familiarly,  publifhed  his  "  Effay  on  Man,"  but  con 
cealed  the  author ;  and  when  Mallet  entered  one  day,  Pope  afked  him  flightly  what  there  was  new  ? 
Mallet  told  him  the  neweft  piece  was  fomething  called  an  "  EfTay  on  Man,"  which  he  had  infpe&ed 
idly ;  and  feeing  the  utter  inability  of  the  author,  who  had  neither  fkill  in  writing  nor  knowledge 
Or  his  fubjecl,  had  to/Ted  it  away.     Pope,  to  punifh  his  felf-conceit,  told  him  the  fecret." 

When  the  Prince  of  Wales  fet  himfelf  at  the  head  of  the  oppofition,  and  kept  a  feparate  court, 
he  endeavoured  to  increafe  his  popularity  by  the  patronage  of  literature,  and  made  Mallet  his  under* 
Secretary,  with  a  falary  of  200  1.  a-year.  Thomfon  likewife  had  a  penfion. 

In  1734,  he  attended  the  Prince  of  Orange  on  his  vifit  to  Oxford,  and  wrote  the  congratulatory 
verfes  prefented  to  him  by  the  Univerfity,  which  breathe  the  nobleft  fentiments  of  liberty.  On  this 
occafion,  he  was  admitted  to  the  degree  of  Matter  of  Arts  at  St.  Mary-Hall. 

In  1739,  He  brought  on  the  ftage,  at  Drury-Lane,  his  Mujlapha*  a  tragedy,  which  was  honoured  by 
the  recommendation  of  the  Prince  of  Wales,  and  performed  with  fuccefs,  but  was  never  revived.  It 
was  dedicated  to  the  Prince.  The  prologue  was  written  by  Thomfon. 

In  1740,  he  was  employed  by  Millar,  the  bookfeller,  to  prefix  a  Life  of  Bacon  to  a  new  edition  of 
his  works,  in  4  vols.  folio.;  which  he  has  written  with  great  elegance  and  judgment;  though  pcr« 


THE  LIFE  OF  MALLET,  <fo 

lirps  with  more  knowledge  of  hiftory  than  of  fcience.  It  ranks  with  the  beft  pieces  of  biography  io 
our  language. 

The  fame  year,  he  was  afibciated  with  Thomfon  in  the  compofition  of  the  Mafque  of  Alfred,  which 
was  performed  on  the  I  ft  of  Auguft  in  the  gardens  of  Cliefden,  in  commemoration  of  the  accefiion 
of  George  I. ;  and  in  honour  of  the  birth-day  of  the  Princefs  of  Brunfwick.  It  was  afterwards  al- 
moft  wholly  changed  by  Mallet,  and  brought  on  the  ftage,  at  Drury-Lane,  in  1751,  but  with  no 
great  fuccefs. 

In  1741,  he  married  Mifs  Elftob,  a  lady  of  great  merit  and  beauty;  upon  which  occafion  Hill 
writes  him :  «  You  have  fired  my  curiofity  to  fee  and  hear  this  lady,  who  has  had  fo  ftrong  and 
fwift  an  influence  upon  an  heart  fo  firm  and  fo  impreffed  as  yours  was  by  the  memory  of  a  former 
fweetnefs.  The  luftre  muft  be  amiably  fevere  and  fparkling,  that  had  the  power  to  attract  unto 
itfelf  a  flame  fo  generous  as  your  firft,  and  which  your  pen  delighted  to  defcribe  with  fuch  a  manly 
and  unmodifh  tendernefs." 

Hill  afterwards  fent  him  the  following  verfes  on  his  marriage.  The  thought  is  borrowed  from, 
j&ouhours,  «  a  little  poetical  ftream  drawn  from  a  French  fountain." 

Tafte,  faid  I,  and  deep  difcerning, 

Grace  and  virtue  too  thrown  in, 
Air-like  eafe,  and  ftm-likd  learning, 

All  are  claims  not  worth  a  pin. 
No,  faid  Truth,  and  frown'd  her  nod  to'tj 

Fortune  lives  with  none  of  thefe  ; 
Fools— and  there  !he  fwore  by  G — d  to't, 

Fools  are  thofe  fhe  works  to  pleafe. 
How,  cry'd  Wit !  behold  a  Mallet 

In  our  El/lob's  bofom  blcfs'd  : 
Once,  faid  Truth,  I'm  out— recal  it, 

Miracles  mujtjland  canfefs'd. 

From  this  time  he  refided  at  Strand-Green,  and  afterwards  at  Putney  ;  and  lived  in  the  ftyle  of  & 
gentleman. 

In  1747,  after  a  long  interval,  he  published  his  Amyntor  and  Theodora ;  his  greatcfl  work,  addrefled* 
to  Lord  Chefterfield,  and  prefaced  with  a  beautiful  copy^f  Verfes  to  Mrs,  Mallet.  He  fold  this 
poem  to  Vaillant  the  bookfeller  .for  120 1. 

After  the  death  of  Pope,  when  it  was  found  that  he  had  clandeftinely  printed  an  unauthorifed 
number  of  Bolingbroke's  "  Idea  of  a  Patriot,  King,"  &c.  his  "  guide,  philofopher,  and  friend,"  in  a 
fit  of  ufelefs  fury,  refolved  to  blaft  his  memory,  and  employed  Mallet  as  the  executioner  of  his  ven 
geance. 

Mallet,  from  his  dependence  on  the  Prince,  was  content  to  court  Bolingbroke,  then  high  in  his 
confidence,  by  prefixing  an  Advertifement  to  the  "  Idea  of  a  Patriot,  King,"  and  other  tracts  publilhed 
in  1749  ;  in  which  he  charged  Pope  with  "  having  been  guilty  of  a  breach  of  truft,  and  of  having 
taken  upon  him  further  to  divide  the  fubject,  and  to  alter  and  omit  paiTages  according  to  the  fug- 
geflions  of  his  own  fancy." 

The  charge  was  enforced  with  fo  unfriendly,  and  fo  vindictive  a  fe verity,  that  Warburton  thought 
it  proper  for  him  to  interpofe,  not  indeed  to  vindicate  the  action,  for  breach  of  truft  has  always 
fomething  criminal,  but  to  extenuate  it  by  an  apologetical  "  Letter  to  the  Editor,"  &c.  in  which  he 
fuppbfes,with  great  appearance  of  reafon,that  the  irregularity  of  Pope's  conduct  proceeded  wholly  from 
his  zeal  for  Bolingbroke,  who  might  perhaps  have  deftroyed  the  pamphlet,  which  he  thought  it 
his  duty  to  preferve,  even  without  its  author's  approbation.  To  this  apology  an  anfwer  was  Written 
by  Mallet,  in  a  Letter  to  the  mojl  impudent  Man  living. 

For  this  act,  which,  it  is  hoped,  Mallet  unwillingly  performed,  he  was  rewarded,  not  long  after, 
with  the  legacy  of  Bolingbroke's  works. 

In  1754,  by  the  help  of  Millar  the  bookfeller,  and,  in  oppofitjon  to  the  remonftrance  of  Lord 
Hyde,  he  publifhed  the  "  Works"  of  Bolingbroke,  in  5  vols.  4to. ;  in  which,  it  feems,  he  confulted 
his  own  profit,  which  was  very  much  below  his  expectation,  more  than  his  benefactor's  fame,  as 
appears  from  a  prefentment  of  the  Grand  Jury  of  Weilminfter,  Oct.  16.  1754,  of  thefe  five  vo 
lumes,  "  as  tending,  in  the  general  fcope  of  feveral  pieces  therein  contained,  as  well  as  many  parti^ 
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cuhr  expfefiions  which  had  been  laid  before  them,  to  the  fubverfion  of  religion,  government,  arid 
morality;  and  being  alfo  againft  his  Majefty's  peace." 

Many  of  the  political  pieces  had  been  written  during  the  oppofition  to  Walpole,  and  given  to 
Franklin  the  printer,  as  he  fuppofed  in  perpetuity.  Thefe,  among  the  reft,  were  claimed  by  the 
will.  The  queftion  was  referred  to  the  arbitration  of  Mr.  Draper  and  Mr.  Wottori ;  but,  foon  after 
the  arbitrators  had  declared  their  award,  Mallet  fent  them  notice  that  he  retracted  and  revoked  his 
fubmiffion,  and  that  he  difcharged  them  from  proceeding  to  make  any  award.  Franklin  fubmitted 
"  A  State  of  the  Cafe,"  &c.  to  the  public,  in  1754. 

The  life  of  the  Duke  of  Marlborough  having  been  left  unwritten  by  Lord  Molefworth,  who  had 
been  his  favourite  in  Flanders,  and  Steele,  to  whom  the  papers  fuppofed  to  contain  the  necefiary  in 
formation,  had  been  fucceffively  delivered,  the  old  Duchefs,  in  her  will,  afligned  the  talk  to  Glover 
and  Mallet,  with  a  reward  of  1000 1.  and  a  prohibition  to  infert  any  verfes.  Glover  rejected  the 
legacy,  and  devolved  the  whole  work  upon  Mallet,  who  had  a  penfion  from  the  late  Duke,  to  pro 
mote  his  induftry,  and  who  talked  much  of  the  difcoveries  which  he  made  in  Holland,  and  of  the 
diligence  he  was  exerting  upon  this  work ;  but  left  not,  when  he  died,  the  fmalleft  veftige  of  any 
hiitorical  labour  behind  him. 

In  1755,  his  Mafque  of  Britannia  was  acted  at  Drury-Lane,  with  fuccefs.  The  prologue,  in  the 
character  of  a  drunken  /ailor  reading  a  play-bill,  was  written  in  conjunction  with  Garrick,  and 
fpoken  by  the  latter,  with  fo  much  applaufe,  that  it  was  called  for,  and  infilled  on  by  the  audience 
many  nights  in  the  feafon,  when  the  piece  itfelf  was  not  performed. 

In  1756,  when  the  nation  was  exafperated  by  the  ill  fuccefs  of  the  war  againft  France,  he  Was  em 
ployed  to  turn  the  public  vengeance  upon  Byng,  and  wrote  a  letter  of  accufation,  under  the  cha- 
facter  of  a  Plain  Man,  The  paper  was  circulated  and  difperfed  with  great  induftry  ;  and  he,  fof 
his  feafonable  intervention,  had  a  confi derable  penfion  beftowed  upon  him,  which  he  retained  to  his 

death. 

% 

In  1759,  he  publifhed  a  collection  of  his  Works,  in  Profe  and  Verfe,  in  3  vols.  umo.  with  a  dedica- 
4ion  to  Lord  Mansfield. 

The  fame  year,  he  publifhed  a  poem,  called  Tyburn,  to  the  Marine  Society,  a  fuppofed  remonftrance 
of  the  gallows  at  Tyburn,  to  that  patriotic  inftitution,  on  account  of  the  fervice  which  it  had  ren 
dered  the  nation  fince  the  commencement  of  the  French  war. 

In  1760,  he  publifhed  his  beautiful  ballad  of  Ediv'm  and  Emma,  which  was  elegantly  printed  ot 
Birmingham,  by  Bafiierville,  in  4to.  The  profits  arifing  from  the  fale  were  intended  for  a  chari 
table  ufe. 

In  1762,  he  publilhed  a  fmall  collection  of  Poems  on  Several  Occa/tons,  with  a  dedication  to  the  Duke 
of  Marlborough,  in  which  he  "  hopes  foon  to  prefent  his  Grace  with  fomething  more  folid,  mor« 
deferving  bis  attention,  in  the  "  Life  of  the  firft  Duke  of  Marlborough;"  which  has  not  yet  ap 
peared. 

In  the  political  difputes  which  commenced  at  the  beginning  of  the  prefent  reign,  he  took  part  with 
his  countryman  Lord  Bute,  to  ferve  whom,  he  publifhed  Truth  in  Rhyme,  in  1762  ;  and  wrote  his  tra 
gedy  of  Elvira,  in  imitation  of  De  la  Motte's  tragedy,  founded  on  a  Portugnefe  fto'ry,  taken  from 
the  "  Lufiad"  of  Camoens,  which  was  acted  at  Dfury-Lane,  in  1763,  with  little  fuccefs,  as  it  was 
brought  on  at  a  critical  time,  and  looked  upon  by  many  as  a  minifterial  play.  He  was  rewarded 
•with  the  office  of  Keeper  of  the  Book  of  Entries  for  Ships  in  the  Port  of  London,  to  which  he  was 
appointed  in  1763. 

Towards  the  latter  end  of  his  life,  he  went  with  his  wife  to  France ;  but  after  a  while,  finding  his 
health  declining,  he  returned  alone  to  England,  and  died  in  April  1765. 

He  was  twice  married ;  and,  by  his  firft  wife,  had  feveral  children.  One  daughter,  who  married 
a  Genoefe  gentleman  named  Celefia,  who  "formerly  fefided  in  London  in  a  public  character; 
wrote  a  tragedy  called  "  Almida,"  acted  at  Drury-Lane,  1771 ;  and  "  Indolence,"  a  poem,  41:0.  1772. 
Kis  fecond  wife  was  the  daughter  of  a  nobleman's  fteward,  who  had  a  confiderubie  fortune,  which 
Ihe  took  care  to  retain  in  her  own  hands. 

His  Plays  and  Poews  have  been  frequently  reprinted ;  and  his  poems  were  collected  in  the  fifty 
third  volume  of  the  "  Works  of  the  Englifh  Poets,"  1779, 
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The  character  of  Mallet  has  been  varioufly  reprefented  by  his  friends,  and  by  his  enemies.  Ac 
cording  to  Hill,  who  knew  him  well,  his  manners  were  as  amiable  as  his  abilities  were  refpectable. 
With  Young,  Pope,  Thomfon,  and  Lyttleton,  he  lived  in  habits  of  familiar  intimacy  ;  and,  it  is  but 
juftice  to  add,  that  no  man  maintained  his  fhare  in  converfation  more  happily  than  Mallet.  His 
behaviour  to  Pope  after  his  death  has  drawn  upon  him  the  univerfal  accufation  of  ingratitude ;  but 
if  he  had  not  virtue,  or  had  not  fpirit  to  refufe  the  office  afligned  him  by  Bolingbroke,  it  ought  to 
be  remembered  that  Pope  was  not  innocent,  and  that  he  had  fome  dependence  on  the  favour  of 
E.olingbroke,  a  man  whofe  pride  and  petulance  made  his  kindnefs  difficult  to  gain,  or  keep.  He  is 
faid  to  have  adopted  the  peculiar  fentiments  of  his  patron  with  regard  to  religion  ;  but  of  this  there 
is  no  better  evidence  than  the  publication  of  his  pofthumous  works,  in  which  he  feems  to  have  acted 
from  confiderations  of  gain  rather  than  zeal  for  the  propagation  of  his  opinions.  His  integrity  in 
bufmefs  and  in  life  is  unimpeached.  Vanity,  the  moil  innocent  fpecies  of  pride,  feems  to  have  been 
his  predominant  paffion.  Pathos  was  a  quality  which  he  conceived  to  be  fo  much  the  characteriftic 
of  his  own  poetry,  that  he  once  quarrelled  with  Jones,  author  of  the  "  Earl  of  Effex,"  for  pre 
tending  to  it.  The  difpute  ended  by  his  turning  the  poor  bricklayer  out  of  the  room  where  they 
were  fpending  the  evening  together.  As  a  political  writer,  he  feems  to  have  been  of  that  numerous 
clafs  of  men  of  letters,  who  think  it  no  difhonour  to  be  minifterial  hirelings. 

"  His  ftature,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "was  diminutive;  but  he  was  regularly  formed ;  his  appear 
ance,  till  he  grew  corpulent,  was  agreeable,  and  he  fuffered  it  to  want  no  recommendation  that  drefs 
could  give  it.  His  converfation  was  elegant  and  eafy.  The  reft  of  his  character  may,  without  in 
jury  to  his  memory,  fink  into  filence."  This  laft  obfervation  cannot  be  generally  allowed ;  his  gra 
titude  to  Mr.  Ker,  his  kindnefs  to  his  brother,  his  fervices  to  Hill  and  Thomfon,  his  benefience  to 
Derrick  (Letters,  a  vols.  1767),  and  his  exemplary  tendernefs  in  the  difcharge  of  the  relative  duties 
of  hufband  and  parent,  command  our  efleem  for  his  character,  and  confer  a  lafthig  honour  on  his 
memory. 

As  a  poet,  though  he  may  not  be  altogether  fecure  from  the  objections  of  the  critic,  he  has  very 
little  to  fear  from  the  ftricteft  moral  or  religious  cenfure ;  his  works  are  not  only  the  productions 
of  a  genius  truly  poetical ;  but  they  are  friendly  to  the  beft  interefls  of  morality  and  liberty  ;  they 
infpire  virtue,  truth,  and  patriotifm  ;  and  inculcate  the  neceffity  of  goodnefs  to  the  prefent  and 
future  happinefs  of  mankind.  His  compofitions  are  characterized  by  elegance  of  diction,  and  cor- 
rectnefs  of  judgment,  rather  than  vigour  of  expreffion  or  fublimity  of  fentiment,  neither  of  which 
are  wanting.  His  powers  have  had  every  aid  that  laborious  cultivation,  that  ufeful  and  polite  learn 
ing  could  give ;  he  poflefies  a  judgment  critically  exact,  but  has  not  an  highly  creative  imagina 
tion.  He  is  an  elegant  and  pleafing  writer,  a  fmooth  and  correct  verfifier,  but  not  a  firft-rate  poet. 

His  Excursion  is  not  devoid  of  poetical  fpirit  and  picturefque  defcription.  Many  of  the  images 
are  ftriking,  and  many  of  the  paflages  are  elegant.  He  obferves  clearly,  and  defcribes  forcibly ;  but 
he  errs  by  endeavouring  to  imprefs  his  fubject  on  the  mind  with  a  pomp  and  reduplication  of  ex- 
prefiion.  In  his  Verbal  Criticlfm,  there  is  more  pertnefs  than  wit,  and  more  confidence  than  know 
ledge.  Horace  and  Shakfpeare  are  fkilfully  delineated.  The  three  concluding  couplets  are  excellent. 
The  verification  is  tolerable,  nor  can  criticifm  allow  it  a  higher  praife.  Ainyntor  and  Theodora, 
his  moft  elaborate  performance,  though  fomewhat  tedious  and  diffufe,  abounds  in  ftriking  images, 
pathetic  incidents,  and  moral  reflections.  "  The  naufeous  affectation  of  exprelling  every  thing 
pompoufly,"  fays  Dr.  Warton,  "  is  no  were  more  vifible  than  in  a  poem  lately  publilhed,  intitled 
^myntor  and  Theodora.  The  following  inftance  maybe  alleged,  among  many  others.  Amyntor  havin^ 
a  pathetic  tale  to  difcover,  being  choked  with  forrow,  and  at  a  lofs  for  utterance,  ufes  thcfe  orna-? 
tnental  unnatural  images : 


O  could  I  fteal 


From  harmony  her  fofteft  warbled  ftrain 
Of  melting  air  !  or  Zephyr's  vernal  voice, 
Or  Philomela's  fong,  when  love  diflplves 
To  liquid  blandilhment  his  evening  k*yg 
All  nature  fmiling  round  " 

There  is  in  this  paflage,  it  muft  be  acknowledged,  an  attempt  at  dignity  above  the  occafion.     Pa- 
'cjios  fejeins  to  have  been  intended,  but  affeftatiQn  only  is  produced.    It  cannot,  however,  be 
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that  there  is  in  this  poem  copioufnefs  and  elegance  of  language,  vigour  of  fentiment,  and  imagery 
well  adapted  to  take  pofleflion  of  the  fancy.  His  poem  on  the  Death  of  Lady  Anfon,  addreffed  to 
her  father,  Lord  Harwicke,  deferves  great  praife.  It  is  ferious,  pathetic,  and  poetical  in  the 
higheft  degree.  The  diftrefs  of  Cicero  for  the  death  of  Tullia,  is  happily  introduced,  and  rendered 
very  applicable  by  a  fimilitude  of  fome  circumftances.  None  of  his  poems  do  him  greater  honour, 
or  give  us  a  higher  idea  of  his  poetical  powers. 

His  Truth  in  Rhyme  is  a  pretty  court  compliment,  in  which  his  patron,  Lord  Bute,  makes  almoft 
as  good  a  figure  as  his  Majefly.  It  is  chiefly  remarkable  for  the  extraordinary  injlance  of  vanity 
ill  the  imprimatur  prefixed  to  it. 

It  has  no  faults,  or  I  no  faults  can  fpy  ; 
It  is  all  beauty,  or  all  blindnefs  I. 

Imprimatur,  meo  perlculo,  CHESTER  FIELD. 

If  Chefterfield,  fo  juftly  celebrated  for  the  elegance  of  his  tafte  and  wit,  ftill  retained  fo  much  of 
the  courtier  as  to  give  fuch  a  teftimony  to  this  poem,  as  no  poem  ever  deferved,  Mallet  ought  not  to. 
have  been  fo  far  tranfported  by  it  as  publicly  to  triumph  in  fo  extravagant  a  compliment,  even  ad 
mitting  that  it  was  fincere,  which  may  be  reafonably  doubted.  Zephyr,  or  the  Stratagem,  is  a  talc 
in  the  manner  of  Prior,  told  with  eafe  and  humour.  There  is  fome  wit  and  fpirit  in  it ;  but  it  is 
unfit  for  a  modeft  ear.  Cupid  and  Hymen,  the  Difcovery,  the  Reward,  are  written  with  eafe  and 
fprightlinefs,  and  may  be  read  with  pleafure.  His  Prologue  to  Thomfon's  "  Agamemnon"  is  fu- 
perior  to  that  which  he  received  from  Thomfon  for  Mufiapba.  His  Funeral  Hymn  opens  with  a  be 
coming  folcmnity  and  grandeur  of  expreflion  ;  but  is  totally  fpoiled  by  a  number  of  fhort  rhymes, 
which  are  fo  far  from  conveying  any  idea  fuitable  to  the  folemn  dignity  of  a  funeral  hymn,  that  they 
turn  the  whole  into  a  burlefque.  The  Fragment,  beginning,  Fair  morn  afetnds,  tfTV.  is  remarkably 
fine.  It  is  of  a  drain  more  exalted  than  any  of  his  other  pieces.  He  has  no  where  difcovered 
more  poetical  enthufiafm.  His  Epitaphs  deferve  particular  commendation.  His  ballads  of  Wil 
liam  and  Margaret,  Ed-win  and  Emma,  and  The  Birks  of  Endermay,  rank  with  the  beft  compofitions 
of  that  kind  in  our  language.  William  and  Margaret  is  fully  entitled  to  the  favourable  reception  it 
met  with.  It  is  the  mofh  pleafing  of  all  his  poetical  compofitions,  It  is  plaintive,  pathetic,  and 
fimple  ;  both  the  fentiment  and  the  exprefiion  are  equally  captivating.  I)r.  Johnfon  is  almoft 
fingular  in  thinking  that  "  it  contains  nothing  very  ftriking  or  difficult."  Edtvin  and  Emma  is  an 
imitation- of  William  and  Margaret ;  though  certainly  not  altogether  equal  to  it.  An  unfortunate 
amour  is  the  fubje6l  of  both.  The  ftory  of  the  haplefs  pair  is  added  in  profe,  and  averred  to  be 
matter  of  fa6t.  The  father  of  Edwin  is  defcribed  in  the  following  paiTage,  by  a  fimile  immediately 
anting  from  the  fubject  itfelf,  which  conveys  a  diredl  and  unequivocal  illuilration,  with  a  concife- 
jiefs  and  expreflion  truly  admirable  : 

The  father  too,  a  fordid  man, 

"Who  love  nor  pity  knew, 
Was  all  unfeeling  as  the  clod 

From  ivbcnce  bis  riches  grew, 

His  character,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  cannot  be  generally  allowed,  without  doing  great  ia-» 
jufdce  to  his  literary  and  poetical  merit. 

"  As  a  writer,  he  cannot  be  placed  in  any  high  clafs.  There  is  no  fpecies  of  compofition  in  which 
lie  was  eminent.  His  dramas  had  their  day,  a  fhort  day,  and  are  forgotten ;  his  blank  verfe  feems 
t«  my  ear  the  echo  of  Thomfon.  His  Life  of  Bacon  is  known,  as  it  is  appended  to  Bacon's  volumes, 
but  it  is  no  longer  mentioned.  His  works  are  fuch  as  a  writer  buflling  in  the  world,  fhowing  him- 
felf  in  public,  and  emerging  occafionally  from  time  to  time  into  notice,  might  keep  alive  by  his 
perfonal  influence ;  but  which  conveying  little  information,  and  giving  no  great  pleafure,  muft  foon 
give  way,  as  the  fucceffion  of  things  produces  new  topics  of  converfation,  and  other  modes  of  a» 


THE  WORKS  OF  MALLET. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 


WILLIAM,    LORD    MANSFIELD, 


LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE  OF  ENGLAND. 


JANUARY  i,  1755. 


JN  o  man,  in  ancient  Rome,  my  Lord,  would  have 
been  furprifed,  I  believe,  to  fee  a  poet  infcribe 
his  works,  either  to  Cicero,  or  the  younger  Pliny  ; 
not  to  mention  any  more  amongli  her  moft  cele 
brated  names.  They  were  both,  it  is  true,  public 
tnagiftrates  of  the  firft  diftinction,  and  had  applied 
themfelves  feverely  to  the  ftudy  of  the  laws ;  in 
which  both  eminently  excelled.  They  were,  at 
the  fame  time,  illuftrious  orators,  and  employed 
their  eloquence  in  the  fervice  of  their  clients  and 
their  country.  But,  as  they  had  both  embellifli- 
ed  their  other  talents  by  early  cultivating  the 
finer  arts,  and  which  has  ipread,  we  fee,  a  peculiar 
light  and  grace  over  all  their  productions ;  no 
fpecies  of  polite  literature  could  be  foreign  to 
their  tafte  or  patronage.  And,  in  effect,  we  find 
they  were  the  friends  and  protectors  of  the  beft 
poets  their  refpective  ages  produced. 

It  is  from  a  parity  of  character,  my  Lord,  and 
which  will  occur  obvioufly  to  every  eye,  that  I  am 
induced  to  place  your  name  at  the  head  of  this 
collection,  fuch  as  it  is,  of  the  different  things  I 
have  written. 

"  Nee  Phcebo  gratior  ulla 
"  Quam fibi  quae  Vari  preefcripfit  pagina  nomen." 

And  were  I  as  fure,  my  Lord,  that  it  .is  deferving 
of  your  regard,  as  I  am  that  thefe  verfes  were  not 
applied  with  more  propriety  at  firft  than  they  are 
now;  the  public  would  univerfallyjuftify  my  am 
bition  in  prefenting  it  to  you.  But,  of  that,  the 
public  only  muft  and  will  judge,  in  the  laft  ap 
peal.  There  is  but  one  thing,  to  belpeak  their 
favour  and  your  friendship,  that  I  dare  be  pofitive 
in :  without  which,  you  are  the  laft  perfon  in 
Britain  to  whom  I  Should  have  thought  of  addref- 
$ng  it.  And  this  any  man  may  affirm  of  himfelf, 


without  vanity ;  becaufe  it  is  equally  in  every 
man's  power.  Of  all  that  I  have  written,  on  any 
occafion,  there  is  not  a  line,  which  I  am  afraid  to 
own,  either  as  an  honeft  man,  a  good  fubject,  or 
a  true  lover  of  my  country. 

I  have  thus,  my  Lord,  dedicated  fome  few  mo 
ments,  the  firft  day  of  this  new  year,  to  fend 
you,  according  to  good  old  cuftom,  a  preient.  Art 
humble  one,  I  confefs  it  is ;  and  that  can  have  lit 
tle  other  value  but  what  arifes  from  the  difpofi- 
tion  of  the  fender.  On  that  account,  perhaps,  it 
may  not  be  altogether  unacceptable  ;  for  it  is  in 
deed  an  offering  rather  of  the  heart  than  the 
head  ;  an  effufionof  thofe  fentfments,  which  great 
merit,  employed  to  the  beft  purpofes,  naturally 
creates.  , 

May  you  enjoy,  my  Lord,  through  the  whole 
courle  of  this  and  many  more  years,  that  found 
health  of  mind  and  body,  which  your  important 
labours  for  the  public  fo  much  want,  and  lo  juftly 
merit !  And  may  you  foon  have  the  fatisfaction  to 
fee,  what  1  know  you  fo  ardently  wifli,  this  de- 
ilructive  war,  however  neceffary  on  our  part,  con- 
el  uded^by  a  fafe  and  lafting  peace  !  Then,  and 
not  till  then,  all  the  noble  arts,  no  lefs  ufefui  than 
ornamental  to  human  life,  and  that  now  languifh, 
may  again  flourilh,  under  the  eye  and  encourage 
ment  of  thofe  few,  who  think  and  feel  as  you  doa 
for  the  advantage  and  honour  of  Great 
I  am,  with  the  fincereft  attachmentt 

My  Lord, 

Your  moft  faithful, 
humble  fervant* 


OF  VERBAL  CRITICISM. 


ADVERTISEMENT  TO  THE  FIRST  AND  SECOND  EDITIONS. 

As  the  defign  of  the  following  poem  is  to  rally  the  abufe  of  Verbal  Criticifm,  the  author  could  not,  with 
out  manifeft  partiality,  overlook  the  editor  of  Milton,  and  the  reftorer  of  Shakfpeare.  With  regard 
to  the  later,  he  has  read  over  the  many  and  ample  fpecimens  'with  which  that  fcholiaft  has  already 
obliged  the  public  :  and  of  thefe,  and  thefe  only,  he  pretends  to  give  his  opinion.  But,  whatever 
he  may  think  of  the  critic,  not  bearing  the  leaft  ill-will  to  the  man,  he  deferred  printing  thefe  verfes, 
though  written  feveral  months  ago,  till  he  heard  that  the  fabfcripluon  for  a  new  edition  of  Shak 
fpeare  was  clofed. 

He  begs  leave  to  add  likewife,  that  this  poem  was  undertaken  and  written  entirely  without  the  know 
ledge  of  the  gentleman  to  whom  it  is  addrefled.  Only  as  it  is  a  public  teftimony  of  his  inviolable 
cfteem  for  Mr:  Pope,  tin  that  account,  particularly,  he'wifhes,  it  may  not  be  judged  to  increafe  the 
number  of  mean  performances,  with  which  the  town  is  almoft  daily  peftered. 


AMONG  the  numerous  fools,  by  fate  defign'd 

Oft  to  difturb,  and  oft  divert,  mankind, 

The  reading  coxcomb  is  of  fpecial  note, 

By  rule  a  poet,  and  a  judge  by  rote  : 

Crave  fon  of  idle  induitry  and  pride, 

"Whom  learning  but  perverts,  and  books  mifguide. 

*  O  fam'd  for  judging,  -as  for  writing  well, 
That  rareft  fcience,  where  fo  few  excel; 
"Whofe  life,  feverely  fcann'd,  tranlcends  thy  lays, 
Tor  wit  fupreme  is  but  thy  fecond  praife  : 

aTis  thine,  O  Pope,  -who  choofe  the  better  part, 
To  tell  how  falfe,  how  vain,  the  Scholiast's  art, 
Which  nor  to  tafte,  nor  genius  has  pretence, 
And,  if 'tis  learning,  is  not  common  fenfe. 

In  error  obftinate,  in  Avrangling  loud,' 
5"cr  trifles  eager,  pofitive.and  proud; 
Deep  in  the  darknefs  of  dull  authors  bred, 
With  all  their  refufe  lumber'd  in  his  head, 
What  every  dunce  from  every  dunghill  drew 
Of  literary  offals,  old  or  new, 
Forth  fteps  at  laft  the  felf-applauding  wight, 
Of  points  and  letters,  chaff  and  ftraws,  to  write  ; 
Sagely  refolv'd  to  fwell  each  bulky  piece 
"With  venerable  toys,  from  Rome  and  Greece ; 
How  oft,  in  Homer,  Paris  curl'd  his  hair ; 
If  Ariftotle's  cap  were  round  or  fquare  ; 
If  in  the  cave,  where  Dido  firft  was  fped, 
To  Tyre  me  turn 'd  her  heels,  to  Troy  her  head. 

•  Such  the  choice  anecdotes,  profound- and  vain, 
That  ftorer  a  Bentley's  and  a  Barman's  brain  : 
Hence,  Plato  quoted,  cr  the  Stagyrite, 

To  prove  that  flame  afcends,  and  fnow  is  white  : 
Hence, much  hard  fludy,  without  fenfe  or  breeding, 
And  all  the  grave  impertinence  of  reading. 
Jf  Shakfpeare -fays, -the  noon-day  fun  is  bright, 
Bis  fcholiaft  will  remark,  it  then  was  light; 
Turn  Caxton,  Winkin,  each  old  Gojh  and  Hun, 
To  rectify  the  reading  of  a  pun. 
Thus,  nicely  st rifling,  accurately  dull, 
How  one  may  toil,  and  toil — to  be  a  fool  ! 
But  is  ttiere  then  no  honour  due  to  age  ? 
iNo  reverence  to  great  Shakipe are's  noble  page  ? 
And  he,  who:half  a" life  has  read  him  'o'er, 
3Iis  mangled  points  and  commas  to  reftore, 
r'Meets  he  fuch  flight  regard  in  namelefs  lays, 
'  Ittlb  tieats,  and.lady  WowW-be  pays 


Prjde  of  his  own,  and  wonder  of  this  age, 
Who  firft  created,  and  yet  rules,  the  itage, 
Bold  to  defign,  all-powerful  to  exprefs, 
Shakfpeare  each  paflicn  drew  in  every  drefs  : 
Great  above  rule,  and  imitating  none  ; 
Rich  without  borrowing,  nature  was  his  own: 
Yet  is  his  fenfe  debas'd  by  grofs  allay  : 
As  gold  in  mines  lies  mix'd  with  dirt  and  clay. 
Now,eagle-wing'd,his  heavenward  flight  he  takes; 
The  big  ftage  thunders,  and  the  foul  awakes : 
Now,  low  on  earth,  a  kindred  reptile  creeps ; 
Sad  Hamlet  quibbles,  and  the  hearer  lleeps. 

Such  was  the  poet :  next  the  Scholialt  view; 
Faint  through  the  colouring,  yet  the  features  true. 

Condemn'd  to  dig  and  dung  a  barren  foil, 
Where  hardly  tares  will  grow  with  care  and  toil* 
He,  with  low  induilry,  goes  gleaning  on 
From  good^from  bad,  from  me  an,  neglecting  none: 
His  brothel  book-worm  fo,  in  (helf  orftall, 
Will  feed  alike  on  Woolfton  and  on  Paul. 
By  living  clients  hopelefs  now  of  bread, 
He  pettyfogs  a  fcrap  from  authors  dead  : 
See  him  on  Shakfpeare  pore,  intent  to  fteal 
Poor  farce,  by  fragments,  for  a  third-day  meal. 
Such  that  grave  bird  in  northern  feas  is  found. 
Whofe  name  a  Dutchman  only  knows  to  found. 
Where'er  the  king  of  filli  moves  on  before, 
This  humble  friend  attends  from  fliore  to  more  j 
With  eye  ftill  earned,  and  with  bill  inclin'd, 
He  picks  up  what  his  patron  drops  behind  ; 
With  thofe  choice  cateshis  palate  to  regale, 
And  is  the  careful  Tibbald  *  of  a  whale. 

Bleft  genius  1  who  beftows  his  oil  and  pains 
On  each  dull  paflage,  each  dull  book  contains ; 
The  toil  more  grateful,  as  the  talk  more  low : 
So  carrion  is  the  quarry  of  a  crow. 

*  This  remarkable  bird  is  called  the  Strundt- 
jfager.  Here  you  fee  /jotf  he  purchafes  his  food  .- 
and  the  fame  author,  from  whom  this  account  is 
taken,  tells  115  farther  hoiv  he  comes  by  his  drink- 
You  may  fee  htm,  adds  the  Dutchman,  frequently 
purfuing  a  fort  of  fea-meiv,  called  Kulge-(jeheft 
ewhom  he  torments  incejfantly  to  make  him  void 
an  excrement  ,*  which  being  liquid,  fer'ves  hitnt 
I  imagine,  for  drink,  See  a  collefiion  of  foyage: 
19  the  Worth* 
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Where  his  fam'd  author's  page  is  fiat  and  poor, 
There,  moil  exact  the  reading  to  reftore  ; 
By  dint  of  plodding,  and  by  fvveat  efface, 
A  bull  to  change,  a  blunder  to  replace  : 
Whate'er  is  refufe  critically  gleaning, 
And  mending  nonfenfe  into  doubtful  meaning1. 
For  this,  dread  Dennis  *  (and  who  can  forbear, 
Dunce  or  not  Dunce,  relating  it,  to  ftare  ?) 
His  head  though  jealous,  and  his  years  fourfcore, 
Ev'n  Dennis  f  praifes,  who  ne'er  prais'd  before  1 
For  this,  theSchoiiaft  claims  his  fhare  of  fame, 
And,   modeft,   prints  his  own  with  Shakfpeare's 

name : 

How  juftlv,  Pope,  in  this  fhort  ftory  view  ; 
Which  may  be  dull,  and  therefore  fhouid  be  true. 

A  prelate,  fam'd  for  clearing  each  dark  text, 
Who  fenfe  with  found,  and  truth  with  rhetoric 

mixt, 

Once,  as  his  moving  theme  f  o  rapture  warm'd, 
Infpir'd  himfelf,  his  happy  hearers  charm'd. 
The  fermon  o'er,  the  crowd  remain'd  behind, 
And  freely,  man  or  woman,  fpoke  their  mind  : 
All  faid  tfcey  lik'd  the  lecture  from  their  foul, 
And  each,  remembering  fomething,  prais'd  the 

whole. 

At  laft  an  honeft  fexton  join'd  the  throng 
(For  as  the  theme  was  large,  their  talk  was^long)  ; 
Neighbours,  he  cry'd,  my  confcience  bids  me  tell, 
Though 'twas  the  Doctor  preach'd— Itoll'd  the  bell. 

In  this  the  critic's  folly  moft  is  ihpwn : 
Is  there  a  genius  a|l<unlike  his  own, 
With  learning  elegant,  with  wit  well  bred, 
And,  as  in  books,  in  men  and  manners  read ; 
Himfelf  with  poring  erudition  blind, 
Unknowing,  as  unknown  of  human  kind  ; 
That  writer  he  felects,  with  awkward  aim, 
His  fenfe,  at  once,  to  mimic  and'to  maim. 
So  Florio  is  a  fop,  with  half  a  nofe  : 
So  fat  Weft  Indian  planters  drefs  at  beaux. 
Thus,  gay  Petronius  was  a  Dutchman's  choice, 
And  Horace,  ftrange  to  fay,  tun'd  Bentley 's  voice. 

Horace,  whom  all  the  graces  taught  to  pleafe, 
Mix'd  mirth  with  morals,  eloquence  with  eafe  ; 
His  genius  focial,  as  his  judgment  clear : 
When  frolic,  prudent ;  fmiling  when  fevere ; 
Secure,  each  temper,  and  each  tafte  to  hit, 
His  was  the  curious  happinefs  of  wit. 
Skili'd  in  that  nobleft  fcience,  how  to  live  ; 
Which  learning  may  direct,  but  heaven  muft  give; 
Grave  with  Agrippa,  with  Maecenas  gay ; 
Among  the  fair,  but  juft  as  wife  as  they  : 
Firft  in  the  friendfliips  of  the  great  enroll'd, 
The  St.  Johns,  Boyles,  and  Lyttietons,  of  old. 
'  While  Bentley,  long  to  wrangling  fchools  con? 

fin'd, 

And,  but  by  books,  acquainted  with  mankind, 
Dares,  in  the  fullnefs  of  the  pedant's  pride, 
Rhyme,  tho'  no  genius  ;  though  no  judge,  decide.. 
Yet  he,  prime  pattern  of  the  captious  art, 
Out-tibbalding  poor  Tibbald,  tops  his  part : 
Holds  high  the  fcourge  o'er  each  fam'd  author's 
Nor  are  their  graves  a  refuge  for  the  dead,  [head  ; 

Myrmidonum,  Dolopumve,"  bV.— — -ViRG. 
t  See   the  Dedication  of  his  Remarks  on  the 
ftttnciad  to  Mr,  Lewis  Theobald, 
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To  Milton  lending  fenfe,  to  Horace  wit, 

He  makes  them  write  what  never  poet  writ : 

The  Roman  mufe  arraigns  his  mangling  pen ; 

And  Paradife  *,  by  him,  is  loft  again. 

Such  was  his  doom  impos'd  by  Heaven's  decreej 

With  ears  that  hear  rot,  eyes  that  fliall  not  fee, 

The  low  to  fwell,  to  level  the  fubiime, 

To  blaft  all  beauty,  and  beprofe  all  rhyme. 

Great  eldeft  born  of  dullnefs,  blind  and  bold  I 

Tyrant !  more  cruel  than  Procruftes  old; 

Who,  to  his  iron-bed,  by  torture,  fits, 

Their  nobler  part,  the  fouls  of  futfering  wits. 

Such  is  this  man,  who  heaps  his  head  with  bays, 
And  calls  on  human  kind  to  found  his  praile, 
For  points  tranfplac'd  with  curious  want  of  ikill, 
For  flattened  founds,  and  fenfe  amended  ill. 
So  wife  Caligula,  in  days  of  yore, 
His  helmet  fili'd  with  pebbles  on  the  fhcre, 
Swore  he  had  rifled  ocean's  richeft  fpoils, 
And  claim'd  a  trophy  for  his  martial  toils. 

Yet  be  his  merits,  with  his  faults,  confeft  : 
Fair-dealing,  as  the  plaineft,  is  the  beft. 
Long  lay  the  critic's  work,  with  trifles  ftor'J, 
Admir'd  in  Latin,  but  in  Greek  ador'd. 
Men  fo  well  read,  who  confidently  wrote, 
Their  readers  could  have  fworn,  were  men  of  note: 
To  pafs  upon  the  crowd  for  great  or  rare, 
Aim  not  to  make  them  knowing,  make  them  ftare. 
For  thefe  blind  votaries  good  Bentley  griev'd, 
Writ  Englifh  notes — and  mankind  undeceiv'd: 
In  fuch  clear  ligJvMhe  ferious  folly  plac'd, 
Ev'n  thcu,  Brovrn  .Villis,  thou  may 'ft  fee  the  jeft. 

But  what  can  cure  our  vanity  of  mind, 
Deaf  to  reproof,  and  to  difcovery  blind  ? 
Let  Crooke,  a  brother-fcholiaft  Shakfpeare  call, 
Tibbald,  to  Hetiod-Cooke  returns  the  ball. 
So  runs  the  circle  ftill :  in  this,  we  fee 
The  lackies  of  the  great  and  learn'd  agree. 
If  Britain's  nobles  mix  in  high  debate, 
Whence  Europe,  in  fufpenfe,  attends  her  fate  : 
In  mimic  feffion  their  grave  footmen  meet, 
Reduce  an  army,  or  equip  a  fleet : 
And,  rivalling  the  critic's  lofty  ftyle, 
Mere  Tom  and  Dick  are  Stanhope  and  Ar^yli. 

Yet  thofe,  whom  pride  and  dulinefs  join  to  blind, 
To  narrow  cares  in  narrow  ipace  confin'd, 
Though  with  big  titles  each  his  fellow  greets,  - 
Are  but  to  wits,  as  fcavenger's  to  ftreets: 
The  humble  blackguards  of  a  Pope  or  Gay, 
To  brulh  offduft,  and  wipe  their  fpots  away. 

Or,  if  not  trivial,  harmful  is  their  art ; 
Fume  to  the  head,  orpoifon  to  the  heart. 
Where  ancient  authors  hint  at  things  obfcene, 
The  Scholiaft  fpeaks  out  broadly  what  they  mean. 

*  This  fagacious  Scholia/I  is  pleafcd  to  create 
an  imaginary  editor  of  Milton ;  who,  he  fays,  by 
his  blunders,  interpolations,  and  vile  alterations, 
loft  Paradife  afecond  time.  This  is  a  pojlulatum 
which  furely  none  of  his  readers  can  have  the- 
heart  to  deny  him ;  becaufe  otherwife  he  would 
have  wanted  a  fair  opportunity  of  'calling  Mil 
ton  himfelf,  in  the  perfon  of  this  phantom,  fool, 
ignorant,  idiot,  and  the  like  critical  cempellations, 
which  he  plentifully  be/lows  on  him.  But,  though 
he  had  no  tajle  in  poetry,  he  was  otherwife  a  man 
of  very  confi  derail?  abilities,  and  of  great  erudition . 
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Difclofing  each  dark  vice,  well  left  to  fame, 

And  adding  fuel  to  redundant  flame, 

He,  fober  pimp  to  lechery,  explains 

What  Capreaea's  ifle,  or  V — 's  alcove  contains : 

Why  Paulus,  for  his  fordid  temper  known, 

Was  lavifn,  to- his  father's  wife  alone  : 

Why  thole  fond  female  vifits  duly  paid 

To  tuneful  Incuba ;  and  what  her  trade: 

How  modern  love  has  made  fo  many  martyrs, 

And  which  keeps  oftencft,  Lady  G— ,  or  Chartres. 

But  who  their  various  follies  can  explain  ? 
The  tale  is  infinite,  the  talk  were  vain. 
'Twereto  read  new-year  odesin  fearch  of  thought; 
To  funi  the  libels  Pryn  or  Withers  wrote  ; 
To  guefs,  ere  one  epiftle  *faw  the  light, 
How  many  dunces  met,  and  clubb'd  their  mite  j 
To  vouch  for  truth  what  Welfted  prints  of  Pope, 
Or  from  the  brother-boobies  fteal  a  trope. 
That  be  the  part  of  perievering  Wafief, 
With  pen  of  lead  ;  or,  Arnall,  thine  of  brafs ; 
A  text  for  Henley,  or  a  glofs  for  Hearne, 
Who  loves  to  teach,  what  no  man  cares  to  learn. 

How  little, knowledge  reaps  from  toils  like  thefe ! 
Too  doubtful  to  direct,  too  poor  to  pleafe. 
Yet,  critics,  would  your  tribe  deferve  a  name, 
And,  fairly  ufeful,  rile  to  honeft  fame ; 
Firft,  from  the  head,  a  load  of  lumber  move. 
And,  from  the  volume,  all  yourfelves  approve  : 
For  patch'd  and  pilter'd  fragments,  give  us  fenfe, 
Or  learning,  clear  from  learn'd  impertinence, 
Where  moral  meaning,  or  whei  c..tafte  prefides, 
And  wit  enlivens  but  what  realbu  guides  : 
Great  without  fwelling,  without  meannefs  praife, 
Serious,  not  filly  ;  fportivc,  but  not  vain; 
On  trifles  flight,  on  things  of  ufe  profound, 
In  quoting  fober,  and  in  judging  lound. 

VERSES 

Prefented  to  the  Prince  of  Orange,  on  his  voting 
Oxford, 

IN  THE  YEAR  M,DCC,XXXIV. 

RECEIVE,  lov'd  prince,  the  tribute  of  our  praife, 
This  hafty  welcome,  in  unfmiuVd  lays. 
At  belt,  the  pomp  of  fong,  the  paint  of  art, 
Difplay  the  genius,  but  not  ipeak  the  heart ; 
And  oft,  as  ornament  muft  truth  fupply, 
Are  but  the  fplendid  colouring  of  a  lie. 
Thefe  need  not  here  ;  for  to  a  foul  like  thine, 
Truth,  plain  and  fimple,  will  more  lovely  ihinc. 
The  truely  good  but  wifli  the  verfe  fincere  ; 
They  court  no  flattery,  who  no  cenfure  fear. 
Such  Nafiau  is,  the  faireft,  gemleft  mind, 
In  blooming  youth  the  Titus  of  mankind, 
Crowds,  who  to  hail  thy  wiih'd  appearance  ran, 
Forgot  the  prince,  to  praife  and  love  the  man. 
Suchfenfe  with  fweetnefs,grandeurmix'dwitheafe! 
Our  nobler  youth  will  learn  of  thee  to  pleafe  : 

*  See  a  poem  publifoed  fome  time  ago  under 
that  title,  faid  to  be  the  production  of  federal  inge 
nious  and  prolific  heads  ;  one  contributing  a  fi- 
inile,  another  a  character,  and  a  certain  gentle- 
man  four  fhrewd  lines  wholly  made  up  ofajlerijks. 

f  See  the  prejace  to  his  edition  ofSallvJi;  and 
read,  if  you  are  able,  the  Scholia  offixtecn  aimQ- 
tatqrs  by  him  (Qlleftcd}  befides  his  own* 


Thy  bright  example  fliall  our  world  adorfl, 
And  charm,  in  gracious  princes,  yet  unborn. 

Nor  deem  this  verfe  from  venal  art  proceeds, 
That  vice  of  courts,  the  foil  for  baneful  weeds. 
Here  candour  dwells;  here  honeft  truths  are  taught, 
To  guide  and  govern,  not  difguife,  the  thought. 
See  thefe  enlighten'd  fages,  who  prefide 
O'er  learning's  empire  ;  fee  the  youth  they  guide  : 
Behold,  all  laces  are  in  tranfport  dreft  ! 
But  thofe  mod  wonder,  who  difcern  thee  beft. 
At  fight  of  thee,  each  free-born  heart  receives 
A  joy,  the  fight  of  princes  rarely  gives ; 
From  tyrants  fprung,  and  oft  themfelves  defign'd, 
By  fate,  the  future  Neroes  of  their  kind: 
But  tho'  thy  blood,  we  know,  tranfmitted  fprings 
From  laurell'd  heroes,  and  from  warrior  kings, 
Through  that  high  feries,  we,  delighted,  trace 
I  he  friends  of  liberty,  and  human  race  1 
Oh,  born  to  glad  and  animate  our  ifle  ! 
For  thee,  our  heavens  look  pleas'd,  our  feafons 
For  thee,  late  objedl  of  our  tender  fears,    [fmile  : 
When  thy  life  droop'd,  and  Britain  was  in  tears, 
All-cheering  health,  the  goddefs  rofy-fair, 
Attended  by  foft  funs,  and  vernal  air,  [hour, 

Sought  thofe  *fam'd  fprings,  where,  each  afflictive 
Dileafe,  and  age,  and  pain,  invoke  her  power  : 
She  came  ;  and,  while  to  thee  the  current  flows, 
Pour'd  all  herfelf,  and  in  thy  cup  arofe. 
Hence,  to  thy  cheek,  that  inftant  bloom  deriv'd  : 
Hence,  with  thy  health,  the  weeping  world  re- 
Proceed  to  emulate  thy  race  divine  :       [viv'd  1 
A  life  of  ac^ien,  and  of  praife  be  thine. 
Aflert  the  titles  genuine  to  thy  blood, 
By  nature,  daring  ;  but  by  reafon,  good. 
So  great,  fo  glorious  thy  forefathers  fhone, 
No  ton  of  theirs  muft  hope  to  live  unknown  : 
Their  deeds  will  place  thy  virtue  full  in  fight ; 
Thy  vice,  if  vice  thou  haft,  in  ftronger  light. 
If  to  thy  fair  beginnings  nobly  true,  [do  : 

Think  what  the  world  may  claim,  and  thou  muft 
The  honours,  that  already  grace  thy  name, 
Have  fixt  thy  choice,  and  force  thee  into  fame. 
Ev'n  fhe,  bright  Anna,  whom  thy  worth  has  won, 
Infpires  thee  what  to  feek  and  what  to  fhun  : 
Rich  in  all  outward  grace,  th'  exalted  fair 
Makes  the  foul's  beauty  her  peculiar  care. 
O,  be  your  nuptials  crown'd  with  glad  increafe 
Of  Ion's  in  war  renown'd,  and  great  in  peace  ; 
Of  daughters,  fair  and  faithful,  to  fupply 
The  patriot-race,  till  nature's  felf  fhall  die ! 

ORIGINAL  COPY 

Of  the  verfes  occasioned  by  Dr.  Frazer's  rebuilding  fart 
of  the  Univerfity  of  Aberdeen. 

IN  ancient  times,  ere  wealth  was  learning's  foe, 
And  dar'd  defpife  the  worth,  he  would  not  know  j 
Ere  ignorance  look'd  lofty  in  a  peer, 
And  imil'd  at  wit,  caft  back  in  fortune's  rear, 
The  pious  prelate  f,  truly  good,  and  great, 
Courted  the  mufes  to  this  happy  feat ; 
Friend  to  inftru&ive  arts,  he  knew  to  prize, 
His  bounty  bade  the  mighty  pile  arife. 
Splendour  adorn'd  what  knowing  fltill  defign'd% 
And  the  fair  ftrudlure  fpoke  his  noble  mind. 


*  Bart. 
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The  fabric  finifli'd,  to  fecure  the  fame, 

lie  ftyl'd  it  Royal,  from  the  fov'reign's  name  *. 

Here  by  fucceffive  worthies,  well  was  taught 
All  that  enlightens,  and  exalts  the  thought. 
With  labour  planted,  and  improv'd  with  care, 
Long,  every  cherifh'd  fcience  flourifh'd  fair. 
Thus,  without  cloud,  ferene  the  feafons  roll'd  : 
Thus,  learning  faw  renew'd  the  age  of  gold. 

But  now  the  years  revolving  backward  ran, 
And  a  dark  feries  of  worfe  time  began. 
Vile  avarice,  in  Gordon's |  form,  arofe  j  ^ 
Arts,  unefteem'd,  were  govern'd  by  their  foes ; 
Zeal,  pious  to  a  crime,  reform' d  the  age, 
And  Gothic  purity,  and  prieftly  rage. 
Then  fell,  to  low  contempt,  th'  infhucting  trade, 
And  every  mufe's  portion  was  unpaid  ! 

Now,  a  lone  wafte  the  mufe's  feat  appears, 
By  focial  foes  defac'd,  and  length  of  years. 
O'er  her  declining  roofs,  with  mofs  o'erfpread, 
See!    Time   flow-creeping,    walks  with   hoftile 
Silent,  and  fure,  with  unremitting  toil,      [tread  : 
He  fhakes  each  wall,  and  moulders  every  pile. 
Ruin  hangs  hov'ring  o'er  the  deftin'd  place ; 
And  folitary  filence  comes  apace  ! 

Learning  beheld  with  all  a  father's  fear, 
And  mourn'd  the  total  defolation  near  ; 
He  faw  the  mufes  ftretch  the  wing  to  fly, 
And  fpoke  his  filent  forrow  in  a  figh ! 
From  heav'n,  in  that  fad  hour,  commiffion'd  came 
Fair  Charity,  in  heaven  the  foremofl  name. 
Compaflion  flew  before  her,  fweetly  bright ; 
And  her  meek  eyes  effulg'd  unclouded  light. 

"  Hear,  and  rejoice,  the  fmilJng  power  begun, 
"   Full  of  my  deity,  thy  beft  lov'd  fou  J  ; 
"  Thy  injur'd  rights,  regardful,  (hall  affert, 
"  and  nobly  take  his  fufferrng  parent's  part. 
«  He,  thy  firft  favourite,  and  thy  deareft  friend, 
"  Shall  bid  thy  walls  arife,  thy  roofs  afcend. 
"  I  fee,  all  charm'd,  I  fee  the  future  frame, 
"  Arifing,  emulate  its  ancient  name  ! 
«  I  fee  thy  long  loft  pomp  fhine  out  again,  ^ 
"  And  every  mufe,  returning,  claim  her  reign  ! 
"  Nor  ends  the  bounty  here  ;  by  himbeftow'd, 
«  Learning's  rich  ftores  fhall  tky  mufeum  load 
«  Whate'er,  deep-hid  philofphy  has  found ; 
«  Or  the  mufe  fung,  with  living  laurel  crown'd ; 
"  Or  hiilory  defcry'd,  far-looking  fage  ! 
«  In  the  dark  doubtfulnefs  of  diflant  age  :   [bin'd, 
«c  Thefe,   thy   well  chofen  treafures,  there  com- 
"  Unwafting,  fliall  enrich  the  youthful  mind  : 
"  But  teach  thy  ions  the  gentle  arts  of  peace  ; 
"  Let  faction  lofe  his  rule,  and  difcord  ceafe. 
"  Rivals,  alone,  in  love,  and  doing  well, 
"  Be  their  fair  emulation  to  excell. 
"  Then  fhall  encourag'd  arts  fuccefsful  thrive, 
«  And  all  the  glory  of  thy  name  revive  !" 

PROLOGUE 

TO   THE    SIEGE    OF    DAMASCUS. 

Spoken  ly  Lord  Sandwich. 

WHEN  arts  and  arms,  beneath  Eliza's  fmile, 
Spread  wide  their  influence  o'er  this  happy  ifle  j 
A  golden  reign,  uncurft  with  party  rage, 
That  foe  to  tafte,  and  tyrant  of  our  age  ; 

*    James  IV.  f  Bifiop  William  Gor«'.'«.      • 

1  James  fra^er^  Dotfcr  of 


Ere  all  our  learning  in  a  libel  lay, 

And  all  our  talk,  in  politics  or  play  I 

The  ftateiman  oft  would  footh  his  toils  with  xvit, 

What  Spenfer  fung, and  nature's  Shakfpearc  writ ; 

Or  to  the  laurell'd  grove,  at  times,  retire, 

There,  woo  the  mnfe,  and  wake  the  moving  lyre. 

As  fair  examples,  like  afcending  morn, 
The  world  at  once  enlighten  and  adorns  ; 
From  them  ciffus'd,  the  gentle  arts  of  peace 
Shot  brightening-  o'er  the  land,  with  fxviftincrcafe: 
Rough  nature  foften'd  in  grace  and  cafe  ; 
Senfe  grew  polite,  and  Icience  fought  to  pleafe. 

Kecliev'd  from  yon  rude  fcene  of  party  din, 
Where  open  bafeneis  vies  with  fecret  fin, 
And  fate  embower'd  in  *  Woburn's  airy  groves, 
Let  us  recall  the  times  our  talle  approves; 
Awaken  to  our  aid  the  mourning  mufe  ; 
Through  every  bofom  tender  thought  infufs; 
Melt  angry  faction  into  moral  fenfe, 
And  to  his  guefts  a  Bedford's  foul  difpenfe. 

And  now,  while  fpringexterids  her  fmilingreign, 
Green  on  the  mountain,  flowery  in  the  plain; 
While  genial  nature  breathes,  from  hill  and  dale, 
Health,  fragrance,  gladnefs,  in  the  living  ^ale  ; 
The  various  fottnefs,  Itealing  through  the  heart, 
Impreflicns  fweetly  focial,  will  impart. 
When  fad  Eudocia  pours  her  hopeleis  \voe, 
The  tear  of  pity  will  unbidden  flow  ! 
When  erring  Phocyas,  whom  wild  paffions  blind, 
Holds  up  himfelf,  a  mirror  for  mankind ; 
An  equal  eye  on  our  own  hearts  we  turn, 
Where  frailties  lurk,  where  fond  affections  burn  : 
And,  confcious,  nature  is  in  all  the  fame, 
We  mourn  the  guilty,  while  the  guilt  we  blame  [ 

EPILOGUE  TO  THE  BROTHERS, 

A  TRAGEDY,  BY  DR.  YOUNG. 

To  woman,  fure,  the  moft  fevere  affliction 
Is,  from  thefe  fellows,  point-blank  contradiction. 
Our  bard,  without — I  wifh  he  would  appear— 
Ud  I  I  would  give  it  him — but  you  fhall  hear — 

Good  Sir  1  quoth  I — and  curtfey'd  as  I  fpoke--- 
Our  pit,  you  knew,  expects  and  loves  a  joke— 
'Twere  fit  to  humour  them  :  for,  right  or  wrong, 
True  Britons  never  like  the  fame  thing  long. 
To-day  is  fair — they  ftrut,  huff,  fwear,  harangue  :— 
To-morrow's  foul — they  fneak  afide,  and  hang, 
Is  there  a  war — peace  '.  peace  !  is  all  their  cry  : 
The  peace  is  made — then,  blood  !  they'll  right 
and  die. 

Gallants,  in  talking  thus,  I  meant  no  treafon: 
I  would  have  brought,  you  fee,  the  man  to  reafon. 
But  with  fome  folks,  'tis  labour  loft  to  ftrive : 
A  reasoning  mule  will  neither  lead  nor  drive, 
He  hum 'd,  and  haw'd;  then,  waking  from  his  dream 
Cry'd,  1  muft  preach  to  you  his  moral  fchcme. 
A  fcheme,  forfooth  !  to  benefit  the  nation  ? 
Some  queer,  odd  whim  of  pious  propagation  !  {• 

*  Thejiege  ofDamaffus  <was  afled  at  Woburn, 
by  the  Duke  of  Bedford,  the  Earl  of  Sandwich, 
and  fome  other  perfont  of  dijlintfion,  in  the 
month  of  May,  1743. 

f  The  profits  ari/ing  from  this  play  were  in- 
tended  to  be  given,  by  the  Author,  to  the  Society 
for  propagating  C'i 
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Lord  !  talkfo,here — theman  muft  beawidgeon:— 
Drury  may  propagate — but  not  religion. 

Yet,  after  all,  to  give  the  devil  his  due, 
Our  author's  fcheme,  though  ftrange,  is  wholl) 

new : 

Well,  (hall  the  novelty  then  recommend  it  ; 
If  not  fr»m  liking,  from  caprice  befriend  it. 
For  drums  and  routs,  make  him  a  while  your  paf- 
A  little  while  let  virtue  be  the  fafliion  :         [fion  , 
And,  fpite  of  real  or  imagin'd  blunders, 
Ev'n  let  hipa  live,  nine  days,  like  other  wonders. 

PROLOGUE 

TO  MR.  THOMSON'S  AGAMEMNON. 

WHEN  this  decifive  night,  at  length,  appears, 
The  night  of  every  author's  hopes  and  fears, 
What  mifts  to  bribe  applaufe,  poor  poets  try  ! 
In  all  the  forms  of  wit  they  court  and  lie  : 
Thefe  meanly  beg  it,  as  an  alms  ;  and  thofe, 
By  boaftful  blufter  dazzle  and  impofe. 

Nor  poorly  fearful,  nor  fecurely  vain, 
©urs  would,  by  honeft  ways,  that  grace  obtain  ; 
Would,  as  a  free-born  wit,  be  fairly  try'd  : 
And  then — let  candour,  fairly  too,  decide. 
He  courts  no  friend,  who  blindly  comes  to  praife  ; 
He  dreads  no  foe— but  whom  his  faults  may  raife. 

Indulge  a  generous  pride,  that  bids  him  own, 
He  aims  to  pleafe,  by  noble  means  alone ; 
By  what  may  win  the  judgment,  wake  the  heart, 
Infpiring  nature,  and  directing  art ; 
By  fcenes,  fo  wrought,  as  may  applaufe  command 
More  from   the  judging  head,  than  thundering 

hand. 

Important  is  the  moral  we  would  teach — 
Oh  may  this  ifland  practife  what  we  preach— 
Vice  in  its  firft  approach  with  care  to  flmn  ; 
The  wretch,  who  once  engages,  is  undone. 
Crimes  lead  to  greater  crimes,  and  link  rb  ftraight, 
What  firft  was  accident,  at  laft  is  fate  : 
Guilt's  haplefs  fervant  finks  into  a  flave  ; 
And  virtue's  laft  fad  ftrugglings  cannot  fave. 
*'  As  fuch  our  fair  attempt,  we  hope  to  fee 
"  Our  judges, — here  at  leaft — from  influence  free : 
**  One  place, — unbias'd  yet  by  party-rage,-- 
**  Where  only  honour  votes — the  Britifii  ftage. 
*'  We  alk  for  juftice,  for  indulgence  fue  : 
'•'  Our  laft  beft  licence  muft  proceed  from  you.'* 

IMPROMPTU, 

On  a  Lady,  who  hadpajfcdfome  time  in  playivg 
ivith  a  very  young  Child. 

WHY,  on  this  leaft  of  little  mifies, 
Bid  Celia  wafte  fo  many  kifles  ? 
Quoth  Love,  who  flood  behind  and  fmil'dv 
She  kifs'd  the  father  in  the  child. 

EPIGRAM, 

Qn  feting  two  perfons  pafs  by  in  very  different 
equipages. 

IN  modern,  as  in  ancient  days, 
J§ee  what  the  mufes  have  to  brag  on : 
rrhe  player  in  his  own  poft-chaife ; 
Tte  poet  in  a  carrier's  waggon  I 


EPIGRAM, 

On  a  certain  Lord' s  pajiw.  for  a  finger* 
NERINA'S  angel-voice  delights; 
Nerina's  devil-face  affrights  : 
How  whimfical  her  Strephon's  fate, 
Condemn'd  at  once  to  like  and  hate  ' 
But  be  flie  cruel,  be  fhe  kind, 
Love  !  ftrike  her  dumb,  or  make  him  blind, 

A  SIMILE  IN  PRIOR, 

APPLIED  TO  THE  SAME  PERSON 

DEAR  Thomas  didft  thou  never  pop 
Thy  head  into  a  tin- man's  ihop  ? 

There,  Thomas,  didft  thou  never  fee 

'Tis  but  by  way  of  fimile — 

A  fquirrel  fpend  its  little  rage, 

In  jumping  round  a  rolling  cage  ? 

Mov'd  in  the  orb,  pleas'd  with  the  chime?, 

The  foohfh  creature  thinks  it  climbs  ; 

But  here  or  there,  turn  wood  or  wire', 

It  never  gets  two  inches  higher. 

So  fares  it  with  this  little  peer, 
So  bufy  and  fo  buftling  here  ; 
For  ever  flirting  up  and  down, 
And  frilking  round  his  cage,  the  town. 
A  world  of  nothing  in  his  chat, 
Of  who  faid  this,  and  who  did  that : 
With  fimiles,  that  never  hit ; 
Vivacity,  that  has  no  wit ; 
Schemes  laid  this  hour,  the  next  forfaken  ; 
Advice  oft  afk'd,  but  never  taken  : 
Still  whirl'd,  by  every  rifmg  whim, 
From  that  to  this,  from  her  to  him  ; 
And  when  he  hath  his  circle  run, 
He  ends— juft  where  he  rirft  begun. 

ON  AN  AMOROUS  OLD  MAN. 

STILL  hovering  round  the  fair  at  fixty-four, 

Unfit  to  love,  unable  to  give  o'er; 

A  flefh-fly,  that  juft  nutters  on  the  wing, 

Awake  to  buz,  but  not  alive  to  fting ; 

Briik  where  he  cannot,  backward  where  he  can  • 

The  teazing  ghoft  of  the  departed  man. 

ON  I.  H.  ESQ^ 

THZ  youth  had  wit  himfelf,  and  could  afford 

A  witty  neighbour  kis  good  word. 
Though  fcandal  was  his  joy,  he  would  not  fwear  s 

An  oath  had  made  the  ladies  ftare, 
At  them  he  duly  drefs'd,  but  without  paffion  : 

His  only  miftrefs  was  the  fafhion. 
Her  verie  with  fancy  glitter'd,  cold  and  faint ; 

His  profe,  with  fenfe,  correctly  quaint. 

Trifles  he  lov'd  ;  he  tafted  arts  : 
At  once  a  fribble,  and  a  man  of  parts. 

A  FRAGMENT. 


•'AIR  morn  afcends :  foft  zephyr's  wing 
)'er  hill  and  vale  renews  the  fpring : 
,Vhere,  fown  profufely,  herb  and  flower. 
Of  balmy  fwell,  of  healing  power^ 
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Their  fouls  in  fragrant  clews  exhale, 
And  breathe  frefh  life  in  every  gale. 
Here,  fpreads  a  green  expanfe  of  plains, 
Where,  fweetly  penfive,  filence  reigns  i 
And  there,  at  utmoft  ftretch  of  eye, 
A  mountain  fades  into  the  Iky  ; 
While  winding  round,  diffus'd  and  deep, 
A  river  rolls  with  founding  fweep. 
Of  human  art  no  traces  near, 
I  feem  alone  with  nature  here  ! 

Here  are  thy  walks,  O  facred  Health  ! 
The  monarch's  blifs,  the  beggar's  wealth  ; 
The  feafoning  ef  all  good  below  ! 
The  fovereign  friend  in  joy  or  woe  ! 
O  thou,  moft  courted,  moft  defpis'd, 
And  but  in  abfence  duly  priz'd  1 
Power  of  the  foft  and  roiy  face ', 
The  vivid  pulfe,  the  vermil  grace, 
The  fpirits  when  they  gayeft  Ihine, 
Youth,  beauty,  pleafufe,  all  are  thine  I 
Of  fun  of  life  !  whofe  heavenly  ray 
Lights  up  and  cheers  our  various  day, 
The  turbulence  of  hopes  and  fears, 
The  ftorm  of  fate,  the  cloud  of  years, 
Till  nature,  with  thy  parting  light, 
Repofes  late  in  death's  calm  night : 
Fled  from  the  trophy'd  roofs  of  ftate, 
Abodes  of  fplendid  pain  and  hate  ; 
Tied  from  the  couch,  where,  in  fweet  fleep, 
Hot  riot  would  his  anguifh  fteep, 
But  tofles  through  the  midaight-fhade, 
Of  death,  of  life,  alike  afraid  j 
For  ever  fled  to  fhady  cell, 
Where  temperance,  where  the  mufes  dwell ; 
Thou  oft  art  feen,  at  early  dawn, 
Slow-pacing  o'er  the  breezy  lawn : 
Or  on  the  brow  of  mountain  high, 
In  filence  feafting  ear  and  eye, 
With  fong  and  profpedl,  which  abound 
From  birds,  and  woods,  arid  waters  round. 

But  when  the  fun,  with  noon-tide  ray, 
Flames  forth  intolerable  day  ; 
While  heat  fits  fervent  on  the  plain. 
With  thirft  and  languor  in  his  train  : 
All  nature  fickening  in  the  blaze  : 
Thou,  in  the  wild  and  woody  maze, 
That  clouds  the  vale  with  umbrage  deep, 
Impendent  from  the  neighbouring  fteep, 
Wilt  find  betimes  a  calm  retreat, 
Where  breathing  coolnefs  has  her  feat. 

There,  plung'd  amid  the  fliadows  brown, 
Imagination  lays  him  down  ; 
Attentive,  in  his  airy  mood, 
To  every  murmur  of  the  wood  : 
The  bee  in  yonder  flowery  nook  ; 
The  eludings  of  the  headlong  brook  5 
The  green  leaf  ftiivering  in  the  gale  ; 
The  Warbling  hill,  the  lowing  vale  ; 
The  diftant  woodman's  echoing  ftroke  ; 
TPhe  thunder  of  the  falling  oak. 
From  thought  to  thought  in  vifion  led, 
He  holds  high  converge  with  the  dead ; 
Siges,  or  poets.     See  they  rife  ! 
And  fliadowy  Ikim  before  his  eyes. 
Hark  !  Orpheus  ftrikes  the  lyre  again, 
That  fofteus  Uvagcs  to  men  ; 


Lo  !  Socrates,  the  fent  of  heaven, 
To  whom  its  moral  will  was  given. 
Fathers  and  friends  of  human  kind, 
They  form'd  the  nations,  or  refin'd  ; 
With  all  that  mends  the  head  and  heart, 
Enlightening  truth,  adorning  art. 

While  thus  I  mus'd  beneath  the  made, 
At  once  the  founding  breeze  was  laid : 
And  nature,  by  the  unknown  law, 
Shook  deep  with  reverential  awe. 
Dumb  filence  grew  upon  the  hour  ; 
A  browner  night  involv'd  the  bower: 
When  ifluing  from  the  inmoft  wood, 
Appear'd  fair  freedom's  genius  good. 
O  Freedom  !  fovereign  boon  of  heaven ; 
Great  charter,  with  our  being  given ; 
For  which  the  patriot,  and  the  fage, 
Have  planned,  have  bled  through  every  age  \ 
High  privilege  of  human  race, 
Beyond  a  mortal  monarch's  grace  : 
Who  could  not  give,  nor  can  reclaim, 
What  but  from  God  immediate  came  ? 


CUPID  AND  HYMEN: 

OR  THE  WEDDING-DAY. 

THE  riling  morn,  ferenely  dill, 

Had  brightening  fpread  o'er  vale  and  hill. 

Not  thole  loofe  beams  that  v/anton  play. 

To  light  the  mirth  of  giddy  May; 

Nor  fuch  red  heats  as  burn  the  plain, 

In  ardent  Summer's  feverifli  reign  ; 

But  rays,  all  equal,  foft  and  fober, 

To  fuit  the  fecond  of  October ; 

To  fuit  the  pair,  whofe  wedding-day 

This  fun  now  gilds  with  annual  ray. 

Juft  then,  where  our  good-flatur'd  Thames  is 
Some  four  fliort  miles  above  St  James's, 
And  deigns,  with  filver-ftreaming  wave, 
Th'  abodes  of  earth-born  pride  to  lave, 
Aloft  in  air  two  gods  were  foaring; 
While  Putney-cits  beneath  lay  fnoring, 
Plung'd  deep  in  dreams  of  ten  per  cen,t, 
On  fums  to  their  dear  country  lent : 
Two  gods  of  no  inferior  fame, 
Whom  ancient  wits  with  reverence  name ; 
Though  wifer  moderns  much  difparage — 
I  mean  the  gods  of  love  and  marriage. 

But  Cupid  firft,  his  wit  to  mow, 
Affuming  a  mere  modern  beau, 
Whofe  utmoft  aim  is  idle  mirth, 
Look'd — juft  as  coxcombs  look  on  earth : 
Then  rais'd  his  chin,  then  cock'd  his  hat, 
To  grace  this  common-place  chit-chat ; 

How  !  on  the  wing,  by  break  of  dawn  I 
Dear  brother-— there  he  forc'd  a  yawn— 
To  tell  men,  funk  in  fteep  profound, 
They  muft,  ere  night,  be  gag'd  and  bound  I 
Who,  having  once  put  on  thy  chain, 
'Tis  odds,  may  ne'er  fleep  found  again. 
So  fay  the  wits :  but  wifer  folks 
Still  marry  ^  and  contemn  their  jokes  : 
They  know,  each  better  blifs  is  thine, 
Pure  nectar,  genuine  from  the  vine  ! 
And  Love's  own  hand  that  nectar 
Which  never  fails,  nor  ever  fgursj 


686 


THE  WORKS    OF   MALLET, 


Well,  be  it  fo :  yet  there  are  fools, 
Who  dare  demur  to  former  rules; 
Who  laugh  profanely  at  their  betters, 
And  find  no  freedom  plac'd  in  fetters  ; 
But,  well  or  ill.  jog  on  through  life 
Without  that  fov'reign  blifs,  a  wife. 
Leave  thefe  at  leaft,  thefe  fad  dogs  free, 
To  ftroll  with  Bacchus  and  with  me  ; 
And  fup,  in  Middlefex,  or  Surrey, 
On  coarie  cold  beef,  and  Fanny  Murray. 

Thus  Cupid. — and  with  fuch  a  leer, 
You  would  have  fworn  'twas  Ligonier, 
."While  Hymen  foberly  reply'd, 
Yet  with  an  air  of  confcious  pride  : 

Jufi  come  from  yonder  wretched  fcene, 
Where  all  is  venal,  falfe,  and  mean, 
(Looking  on  London  as  he  fpoke  ) 
I  marvel  not  at  thy  dnll  joke  ; 
NOT,  in  fuch  cant,  to  hear  thee  vapour, 
Thy  quiver  lin'd  with  South-fea  paper  ; 
Thine  arrows  feather'd,  at  the  tail, 
With  India-bonds,  for  hearts  on  fale ; 
Their  other  ends  too,  as  is  meet, 
Tipp'd  with  gold  points  frona  Lombard-ftreet, 
But  could'ft  thou  for  a  moment  quit 
Thefe  airs  of  faihionable  wit, 
And  re-affiime  thy  nobler  name-— 
J.ook  that  way,  where  I  turn  my  flame — • 
He  faid,  and  held  his  torch  inclin'd, 
Which,  pointed  fo,  ftill  brighter  fliin'd— 
Behold  yon  couple,  arm  in  arm, 
Whom  I,  eight  years,  have  known  to  charm ; 
And,  while  they  wear  my  willing  chains, 
A  god  dares  fwear  that  neither  feigns. 
This  morn  that  bound  their  mutual  vow, 
That  bleft  them  firft,  and  blefles  now, 
They  grateful  hail !  and,  from  the  foul, 
With  thoufands  o'er  both  heads  may  roll; 
Till,  from  life'-s  banquet,  either  gueit, 
Embracing,  may  retire  to  reft. 
Come  then,  all  raillery  laid  aficle, 
Let  this  their  day  ferenely  glide  : 
With  mine  thy  feriousaim  unite, 
And  both  fome  proper  guefts  invite  ; 
That  not  one  minute's  running  fand 
May  find  their  pleafures  at  a  ftand. 

At  this  fevere  and  fad  rebuke, 
Enough  to  make  a  coxcomb  puke  ; 
Poor  Cupid,  blulhing,  ihrugg'd  and  winc'd, 
Not  yet  confenting,  though  convinc'd.  : 
For  'tis  your  witling's  greateft  terror, 
Ev'n  when  he  feels  to  own  his  error. 
Yet,  with  a  look  of  arch  grimace, 
He  took  his  penitential  face  : 
Said,  'twas  perhaps,  the  furer  play, 
To  give  your  grave  good  fouls  their  way  : 
That,  as  true  humour  was  grown  fcarce, 
He  chofe  to  fee  a  fober  farce  ; 
For,  of  all  cattle  and  all  fowl, 
Your  folemn-looking  afs  and  owl 
Rais'd  much  more  rnirth,  he  durft  aver  it, 
Than  thole  jack-puddings,  pug  and  parrot. 

He  faid,  and  euftward  fpread  his  wing, 
From  London  fome  few  friends  to  bang. 
His  brother  too,  with  fober  cheer, 
For  the  fame  eud  did  we  ft  ward  (tecr  : 


But  firft,  a  penfive  love  forlorn, 
Who  three  long  weeping  years  has  borne 
His  torch  revers'd,  and  ail  around, 
Where  once  it  flam'd,  with  cyprefs  bound, 
Sent  off,  to  call  a  neighbouring  friend, 
On  whom  the  mournful  train  attend : 
And  bid  him,  this  one  day,  at  leaft, 
For  fuch  H  pair,  at  fuch  a  feaft, 
Strip  off  the  fable  veil,  and  wear 
His  once-gay  look  and  happier  air. 

But  Hymen,  fpeeding  forward  ftill, 
Obfetv\l  *  a  man  on  Richmond-hill, 
Who  now  firft  tries  a  country  life  ; 
Perhaps,  to  fit  him  for  a  wife. 
But,  though  not  much  on  this  he  reckon'd, 
The  pailing  god  look'd  in  and  beckon'd  : 
He  knows  him  rich  in  focial  merit, 
With  independent  tafte  and  fpirit ; 
Though  he  will  laugh  with  men  of  whim, 
For  fear  fuch  men  fhould  laugh  at  him. 

But  lo,  already  on  his  waj, 
In  due  observance  of  the  day, 
A  friend  and  favourite  of  the  nine, 
Who  can,  but  feldom  cares  to  fhine, 
And  one  fole  virtue  would  arrive  at— 
To  keep  his  many  virtues  private. 
Who  tends,  well  pleas'd,  yet  as  by  ftealth, 
His  lov'd  companions  eai'e  and  health  : 
Or  in  his  garden,  barring  out 
The  noife  of  every  neighbouring  rout, 
At  penuve  hour  of  eve  and  prime, 
Marks  how  the  various  hand  of  time 
Now  feeds  and  rears,  now  itarves  and  (laughters, 
His  vegetable  fons  and  daughters. 

While  thefe  are  on  their  way,  behold  ! 
Dan  Cupid,  from  his  London-fold, 
Firft  feeks  and  fends  his  new  Lord  Warden  f 
Of  all  the  nymphs  in  Covent-Garden  : 
Brave  as  the  fword  he  wears  in  fight ; 
Sincere,  and  briefly  in  the  right ; 
Whom  never  minifter  or  king 
Saw  meanly  cringing  in  their  ring. 

A  fecond  fee  !  of  fpecial  note, 
Plump  Comus  J  in  a  colonel's  coat ; 
Whom  we,  this  day,  expecfl  from  far, 
A  jolly  firft-rate  man  of  war ; 
On  whom  we  boldly  dare  repofe, 
To  meet  our  friends,  or  meet  our  foes. 

Or  comes  a  brother  in  his  Head  ? 
Strong-body'd  too,  and  ftrong  of  head : 
Who,  in  whatever  path  he  goes, 
Still  looks  right  on  before  his  nofe; 
And  holds  it  little  lefs  than  treafon, 
To  baulk  his  ftomach  or  his  reafon. 

*  A.  Mitchell^  Efq.  Minijler  at  tie  Court  of 
Prujfia. 

f  The  late  General  Skclton.  He  hc.djujl  then 
purchafed  a  Houfe  in  Henrietta-Jlreet. 

\  The  late  Col.  Caroline  Scott;  who  though 
extremely  corpulent,  nvas  uncommonly  atlive  / 
and  tvho,  to  muchjkill,fpirit,  and  bravery,  as  an 
officer,  joined  the  greateft  gentlenefs  of  manners 
as  a  companion  and  friend.  He  died  afacrifice  to 
the  public,  in  theferiice  of  the  Eajl-lndia  Compel* 
:;.y,  at  Jiengal,  in  the- year  1755- 
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True  to  his  mi/trek  and  his  meat, 
He  eats  to  love,  and  loves  to  eat. 

Laft  comes  a  virgin — pray  admire  her  ! 
Cupid  himfelf  attends,  to  fquire  her  : 
A  welcome  guefs  d  !  we  much  h-ad  mift  her ; 
For  'tis  oar  Kitty,  or  his  filter. 
But,  Cupid,  let  no  knave  or  fool- 
Snap  up  this  lamb,  to  fliear  her  wool ; 
No  league  of  that  unblufliing  band, 
Juft  landed,  or  about  to  land  ; 
Thieves  from  the  womb,  and  train'd  at  nurfe, 
To  deal  an  heirefs  or  a  purfe. 
No  fcraping,  faving,  faucy  cit, 
Sworn  foe  of  breeding,  worth,  and  wit; 
No  half -foi  m'd  iiifecl  of  a  peer, 
With  neither  land  nor  confcience  clear  ; 
Who  if  he  can,  'tis  all  he  can  do, 
Juft  fpell  the  motto  on  his  landau. 
From  all,  from  each  of  theie  defend  her  ; 
But  thou  and  Hymen  both  befriend  her, 
With  truth,  tatte,  honour,  in  a  mate, 
And  much  good  ienfe,  and  fome  eftate. 

But  now,  fuppofe  th'  afiembly  met, 
And  round  the  table  cordial  fet ; 
While  in  fair  order,  to  their  wifh, 
Plain  neatnefs  fends  up  every  difh, 
And  Pleafure  at  the  fide-board  ftands, 
A  neclar'd  goblet  in  his  hands, 
To  pour  libations,  in  due  meafure, 
As  reafon  wills  when  join'd  with  pleafure— • 
Let  thefe  white  moments  all  be  gay, 
Without  one  cloud  of  dim  allay  : 
In  every  face  let  joy  be  feen, 
As  truth  fmcere,  as  hope  ferene  : 
Let  friendfhp,  love,  and  wit  combine, 
To  flavour  both  the  meat  and  wine, 
With  that  rich  relifh  to  each  fenfe, 
Which  they,  and  they  alone, difpenfe  ; 
Let  mufic  too  their  mirth  prolong, 
With  warbled  air  and  fefHve  fong  : 
Then,  when  at  eve,  the  ftar  of  love 
Glows  with  foft  radiance  from  above, 


And  each  companionable  guefc 
Withdraws,  replenim'd,  not  oppreft, 
Let  each,  weil-pleas'd,  at  parting  fay— 
My  life  be  fuch  a  wedding-day  1 

EPIGRAM : 

WRITTEN  AT  TUNBRIDGE  WELLS,  M,DCC,L£, 

WHEN  Churchill  led  his  legions  on, 
Succefs  ftill  follow  *d  where  he  flione. 
And  are  thofe  triumphs,  with  the  dead, 
All  from  his  houfe,  for  ever  fled  ? 
Not  fo:   by  fofter  furer  arms, 
They  yet  furvive  in  beauty's  charms  ; 
For,  look  on  blooming  Pembroke's  face, 
Even  now  he  triumphs  in  his  race. 

AN  ODE  IN  THE  MASQUE  OF  ALFRED: 

Sung  by  a  Shfpherdefs  ivho  has  left  her  lover  in 
the  wars. 

A  YOUTH,  adorn'd  with  every  art, 
To  warm  and  win  the  coideft  heart, 

In  fecret  mine  poffeft. 
The  morning  bud  that  faireft  blows, 
The  vernal  oak  that  ftraighteft  grows, 

His  face  and  Ihape  expreft. 

In  moving  founds  he  told  his  tale, 
Soft  as  the  fighings  of  the  gale, 

That  wakes  the  flowery  year. 
What  wonder  he  could  charm  with  eafe, 
Whom  happy  nature  taught  to  pleafe, 

Whom  honour  made  fincere. 

At  morn  he  left  me — fought — and  fell ! 
The  fatal  evening  heard  his  knell, 

And  law  the  tears  I  flied  : 
Tears  that  muft  ever,  ever  fall  ; 
For  ah  !  no  fighs  the  paft  recall, 

No  cries  awake  the  dead  ! 


THE    EXCURSION;    A    POEM. 

IN    TWO    CANTOS. 


CONTENTS. 


INVOCATION,  addrefled  to  Fancy.  Subje&  propofed;  a  fhort  excurfive  furvey  of  the  Earth  and 
Heavens.  The  poem  opens  with  a  defcription  of  the  face  of  Nature  in  the  different  fccnes  of  morn 
ing,  fun-rife,  noon,  with  a  thunder-florm,  evening,  night,  and  a  particular  night-piece,  with  the 
character  of  a  friend  deceafed. 

"With  the  return  of  morning  Fancy  continues  her  excurfion,  firft  northward — A  view  of  the  arctic 
continent  and  the  deferts  of  Tartary — From  thence  fouthward :  a  general  profpeft  of  the  globe,  fol 
lowed  by  another  of  the  mid-land  part  of  Europe,  fuppofe  Italy.  A  city  there  upon  the  point  of 
being  fwallowed  up  by  an  earthquak^  :  figns  that  ulher  it  in:  defcribed  in  its  caufes  and  effects  at 
length — Eruption  of  a  burning  mountain,  happening  at  the  fame  time  and  from  the  fame  caufes, 
likewife  defcribed. 
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CANTO    II. 


CONTAINS,  on  the  fame  plan,  a  furvey  of  the  folar  fyftem,  and  .of  the  fixed  liars. 

This  poem  is  among  the  author's  earlieft  performances.     Whether  the  writing  may,  in  fome  degree 

atone  for  the  irregularity  of  the  compofhion,  which  he,  confefTes,  and  does  not  even  attempt  to 

cxcufe,  is  fubmitted  entirely  to  the  candour  of  the  reader. 


CANTO  I. 

COMPANION  of  the  mufe,  creative  power, 

Imagination  !  at  whofe  great  command 

Arife  unnumber'd  images  of  things, 

Thy  hourly  offspring :  thou,  who  canfl  at  will 

People  with  air-born  fhapes  the  filent  wood, 

And  folitary  vale,  thy  own  domain, 

Where  contemplation  haunts ;  oh  come,  invok'd, 

To  waft  me  on  thy  many-tinc"lur'd  wing, 

O'er  earth's  extended  fpace :  and  thence,  on  high, 

Spread  to  fuperior  worlds  thy  bolder  flight,  ip 

Excurfive,  unconfin'd.     Hence  from  the  haunts 

Of  vice  and  folly,  vanity  and  man — 

To  yon  expanfe  of  plains,  where  truth  delights, 
Simple  of  heart ;  and  hand  in  hand  with  her, 
Where   blamelefs  virtue   walks.      Now   parting 
Parent  of  beauty  and  of  fong,  has  left        [fpring, 
His  mantle,  flower-embroider'd  on  the  ground. 
While  fummer  laughing   comes,    and    bids  the 

months 

Crown  his  prime  feafon  with  their  choicefl  flores; 
Frefh  rofes  opening  to  the  folar  ray,  W 
And  fruits  flow-fwelling  on  the  loaded  bough. 

Here  let  me  frequent^roam,  preventing  morn, 
Attentive  to  the  cock,  whofe  early  throat, 
Heard  from  the  diftant  village  in  the  vale, 
Crows  cheer ly  out,   far  founding  through  the 
gloom.  [iky, 

Night  hears  from  where,  wide_-hovering  in  mid- 
She  rules  the  fable  hour :  and  calls  her  train 
Of  vifionary  fears ;  the  fhrouded  ghoft, 
The  dream  diftrefsful,  and  th'  encumbent  hag, 
That  rife  to  fancy's  eye  in  horrid  forms,  30 
While  reafon  {lumbering  lies.    At  once  they  fly, 
As  fhadows  pafs,  nor  is  their  path  beheld. 

And  now,  pale-glimmering  ou  tne   verge  of 

heaven, 

5!f om  eaft  to  north  in  double  twilight  feen, 
A  whitening  luftre  fhoots  its  tender  beam ; 
While  {hade  and  filence  yet  involve  the  ball. 
$Jow  facred  morn,  afcending,  fmiles  ferene 
A  dewy  radiance,  brightening  o'er  the  world. 
Gay  daughter  of  the.  air,  for  ever  young, 
For  ever  pleafing !  lo,  {he  onward  comes, 
In  fluid  gold  and  azure  loofe-arrayM.  •*" 
Sun-tinclur'd,  changeful  htles.    At  her  approach, 
The  weftern  gray  of  yonder  breaking  clouds 
Slow-reddens  into  flame  :  the  rifing  mills, 
From  off  the  mountain's  brow,  roll  blue  away 
IB  curling  fpires  ;  and  open  all  his  woods, 
High  waving  in  the  flcy :  th'  uncolour'd  ftream, 
Beneath  her  glowing  ray  translucent  Ihines. 
Glad  nature  feels  her  through  her  boundlefs  realms 
Of  life  and  fenle  :  and  calls  forth  all  her  fweets, 
Fragrance  and  fong.   From  each  unfolding  flower 
Tranfpires  the  balm  o£  life,  that  zephyr  wafts, 
Delicious,  on  his  rofy  wing :  each  bird, 
Or  high  in  air,  or  fecret  in  the  {hade, 
Rejoicing  warbles  wild  his  matin  hymn. 
While  beafb  of  chaie,  by  i'ecret  inftinft  mov'd, 


Scud  o'er  the  lawns,  and  plunging  into  night, 
In  brake,  or  cavern,  {lumber  out  the  day. 

Invited  by  the  cheerful  morn  abroad, 
See,  from  his  humble  roof,  the  good  man  comes 
To  tafte  her  frefhnefs,  and  improve  her  rife 
In  holy  mufmg.     Rapture  in  his  eye, 
And  kneeling  wonder  fpeak  his  filent  foul, 
With  gratitude  o'erflowing,  and  with  praife! 

Now  induftry  is  up.     The  village  pours 
Her  ufeful  fons  abroad  to  various  toil : 
The  labourer  here,  with  every  inftrument 
Of  future  plenty  arm'd;  and  there  the  fwain, 
A  rural  king  amid  his  fubjed-fl6cks, 
Whofe  bleatings  wake  the  vocal  hills  afar. 
The  traveller  too,  purfues  his  early  road, 
Among  the  dews  of  morn.     Aurora  calls : 
And  all  the  living  landfcape  moves  around. 

But  fee,  the  flufh'd  horizon  flames  intenfc 
With  vivid  red,  in  rich  profufion  ftream'd 
O'er  heaven's  pure  arch.     At  once  the  clouds  af-= 

fume 

Their  gayeft  liveries;  thefe  with  filvery  beams 
Fring'd  lovely,  fplendid  thofe  in  liquid  gold : 
And  fpeak  their  fovereign's  flate.     He  comes,  be 
hold! 

Fountain  of  light  and  colour,  warmth  and  life  ! 
The  king  of  glory !  round  his  head  divine, 
Diffufive  fhowers  of  radiance  circling  flow, 
As  o'er  the  Indian  wave  up-rifing  fair 
He  looks  abroad  on  nature,  and  inverts, 
Where-e'er  his  univerful  eye  furveys, 
Her  ample  bofom,  earth,  air,  fea,  and.  flcy, 
In  one  bright  robe,  with  heavenly  tinctures  gay. 

From  this  hoare  hill,   that  climbs  above  the 
plain,  [woods 

Half-way    up    heaven    ambitious,    brown    with 
Of  broadeft  {hade,  and  terrafs'd  round  with  walks, 
Winding  and  wild,  that  deep  embowering  rife, 
Maze  above  maze,  through  all  its  fhelter'd  height; 
From  hence,  th'  ae'real  concave  without  cloud, 
Tranflucent,  and  in  pureft  azure  dreft  ; 
The  boundlefs  feene  beneath,  hil),  dale,  and  plain 
The  precipice  abrupt ;  the  diflant  deep, 
\Vhoie  fliores  remurmur  to  the  founding  furge ; 
The  ncareft  foreft  in  wide  circuit  fpread, 
Solemn  recefs,  whofe  .folitary  walks, 
Fair  truth  and  wifdom  love ;  the  bordering  lawn 
With  flpcks  and  herds  enrich 'd;  the  daify'd  vale 
The  river's  cr vftal,  and  the  meadows  green— 
Grateful  diverfity !  allure  the  eye 
Abroad,  to  rove  amid  ten  thoufand  charms. 

Thefe  fcenes,  where  every  virtue,  every  mufe 
Delighted  range,  ferene  the  foul,  and  lift, 
Borne  on  devotion's  wing,  beyond  the  pole, 
Fo  higheft  heaven  her  thought ;  to  nature's  Gocl 
Firft  fource  of  all  things  lovely,  all  things  good, 
Eternal,  infinite  !  before  whofe  throne 
Sits  fovereign  bounty,  and  through  heaven  and 
Carelefs  diff'uJes  plenitude  of  blifs  [earth 

Hiin  all  things  own ;  he  fpeaks,  and  it  is  day, 


Obedient  to  his  nod,  alternate  night 
Obfcures  the  world.     The  feafons  at  his  call 
Succeed  in  train,  and  lead  the  year  around. 

While  reafon  thus*and  rapture  fill  the  heart ; 
Friends  of  mankind,  good  angels,  hovering  near, 
Their  holy  influence,  deep-infufing,  lend ; 
And  in  ftill  whifpers,  foft  as  zephyr's  breath 
When  fcarce  the  green  leaf  trembles,  through  her 

powers 

Infpire  new  vigour,  purer  light  fupply, 
And  kiudle  every  virtue  into  flame. 
Celeftial  intercourfe  !  fuperior  blifs,  [foul, 

Which  vice  ne'er  knew !  health  of  th'  enliven'd 
And  heaven  on  earth  begun  !  Thus  ever  fix'd 
In  folitude,  may  I,  obfcurely  fafe, 
Deceive  mankind,  and  fteal  through  life  along, 
As  flides  the  foot  of  time,  unmark'd,  unknown  ! 

Exalted  to  his  noon  the  fervent  fun, 
Full-blazing'  o'er  the  blue  ii<-inenfe,  burns  out 
With  fierce   effulgence.     Now  th'  embowering 

maze 

Of  vale  fequefter'd,  or  the  fir-crown'd  fide 
Of  airy  mountain,  whence  with  lucid  lapfe 
Falls  many  a  dew-fed  ftream,  invite.)  the  ftep 
Of  mufing  poet,  and  fecures  repofe 
To  weary  pilgrim.     In  the,  flood  of  day, 
Oppreffive  brightnefs  deluging  the  world, 
Sick  nature  pants :  and  from  the  cleaving  earth 
JLight  vapours,  undulating  through  the  air, 
Contagious  fly,  engendering  dire  difeafe, 
Red  plague,  and  fever ;  or,  in  fogs  aloft 
Condenfing,  mow  a  ruffling  tempefc  nigh. 

And  fee,  exhaling  from  th'  Atlantic  furge, 
Wild  world  of  waters,  diftant  clouds  afcend 
In  vapoury  confluence,  deepening  cloud  on  cloud : 
Then  rolling  duflc  along  to  eaft  and  north, 
As  the  blaft  bears  them  on  his  humid  wing, 
Draw  total  night  and  tempeft  o'er  the  noon  ! 
Lo,  bird  and  beaft,  imprefs'd  by  nature's  hand 
In   homeward    warnings    through    each   feeling 

nerve, 

Hafte  from  the  hour  of  terror  and  of  ftorm. 
The  thunder  now,  from  forth  his  cloudy  fhrine, 
Amid  conflicting  elements,  where  dread 
And  death  attend,  the  fervants  of  his  nod, 
Firft,  in  deaf  murmurs,  founds  the  deep  alarm, 
Heard  from  afar,  awakening  awful  thought. 
Dumb  fadnefs  fills  this  nether  world :  the  gloom 
With  double  blacknefs  lours ;  the  tempeft  fvvells, 
And  expectation  fhakes  the  heart  of  man. 

'  When  yonder  clouds  in  dulky  depth  extend 
Broad  o'er  the  fouth ;  fermenting  in  their  womb, 
Pregnant  with  fate,  the  fiery  tempeft  fwells, 
Sulphureous  fteam  and  nitrous,  late  exhal'd 
From  mine  or  unctuous  foil:  and  lo,  at  once, 
Forth  darted  in  flant  ftream,  the  ruddy  flafh, 
Quick-glancing,  fpreads  a  moment's  horrid  day. 
Again  it  flames  expanfive  ;  fheets  the  Iky, 
Wide  and  more  wide,  with  mournful  light  around, 
On  all  fides  burning ;  now  the  face  of  things 
Difclofing  ;  fwallowcd  now  in  tenfold  night. 
Again  the  thunder's  voice,  with  pealing  roar, 
From  cloud  to  cloud  continuous  roll'd  along, 
Amazing  bu rfts  !  Air,  fea,  and  fliore  refound. 
Horror  fits  fhuddering  in  the  felon-breaft, 
And  feels  the  deathful  flaih  before  it  flies : 
F.ach  flceping  fin,  excited,  ftarts  to  view  ; 
And  all  is  ftorm  within.    The  murderer,  pale 
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With  confcious  guilt,  though  hid  in  deepeft  fhadc, 
Hears  and  flies  wild,  purfued  by  all  his  fears : 
And  fees  the  bleeding  fhadow  of  the  (lain 
Rife  hideous,  glaring  on  him  through  tl~  •>.  gloom  ! 
Harki  through  th'  aerial  vault,  the  ftorm  in- 

flam'd 

Comes  nearer,  hoarfely  loud,  abrupt  and  fierce, 
Peal  huri'd  on  peal  inceffant,  burft  on  burft  : 
Torn  from  its  bafe,  as  if  the  general  frame 
Were  tumbling  into  chaos — There  it  fell, 
With  whirlwind-wing,  in  red  diffufion  fiafh'd. 
Defiruetjon' marks  its  path,  yon  riven  oak 
Is  hid  in  fmouldering  fires  :  furpris'd  beneath, 
The  traveller  ill-omen'd  proftrate  falls, 
A  livid  cc»»e.     Yon  cottage  flames  to  heaven; 
And  in  its  fartheft  cell,  to  which  the  hour, 
All-horrible,  had  fped  their  ileps,  behold  ! 
The  parent  breathlefs  lies ;  her  orphan-babes 
Shuddering  and  fpeechlefs  round— O  Power  di- 


fplendour   o'er   the 


Whofe  will,  unerring,  points  the  bolt  of  fate  ! 
Thy  hand,  though  terrible,  fhall  man  dc<?ide 
If  punifhment,  or  mercy,  dealt  the  blow  ? 

Appeas'cl  at  laft,  the  tumult  of  the  fkies 
Subfides,  the  thunder's  falling  roar  is  hufh'd  : 
At  once  the  clouds  fly  fcattering,  and  the  fun 
Breaks  out   with  boundlefs  fp. 

world, 

Parent  of  light  and  joy  !  to  all  things  he 
New  life  reftores,  and  from  each  drooping  field 
Draws  the  redundant  rain,  in  climbing  mifts 
Faft-rifing  to  his  ray  ;  till  every  flower 
Lift  up  its  head,  and  nature  fmiles  reviv'd. 

At  firft  'tis  awful  filence  over  all, 
From  fenfe  of  late-felt  danger  ;  till  confirmed, 
In  grateful  chorus  mking,  beaft  and  bird 
Rejoice  aloud  to  heaven  :   on  either  hand,, 
The  woodlands  warble,  and  the  valleys  low. 
So  pafs  the  fongful  hoars:  and  now  the  fun, 
Declin'd,  hangs  verging  on  the  weftern  main, 
Whofe  fluctuating  bofom,  blufhing  red, 
The  fpace  of  many  feas  beneath  his  eye, 
Heaves  in  foft  fwellings  murmuring  to  the  fhore, 
A  circling  glory  glows  around  his  diflc 
Of  milder  beams  :  part,  ftreaming  o'er  the  fky, 
Inflame  the  diftant  azure :  part  below 
In  level  lines  fhoot  through  the  waving  wood, 
Glad  half  in  light,  and  half  in  pleaiing  fliade, 
That   lengthens    o'er    the   lawn.     Yon   evening 
Lucid  or  duik,  with  flamy  purple  edg'd,  [clfiuds, 
Float  in  gay  pomp  the  blue  horizon  round, 
Amu  five,  changeful,  fhifting  into  fhapes  £.203 

Of  vifionary  beauty,  antique  towers 
With  fhadowy  domes  and  pinnacles  adorn'd ; 
Or  hills  of  white  extent,  that  rife  and  fink 
As  fportful  fancy  lifts :  till  late,  the  fun 
From  human  eye,  behind  earth's  {hading  orb 
Total  withdrawn,  th'  aerial  landfcape  fades. 

Diftinction  fails :  and  in  the  darkening  weft, 
The  laft  light  quivering,  dimly  dies  away. 
And  now'th'  illufive  flame,  oft  feen  at  eve, 
Up-borne  and  blazing  on  the  light-wing'd  gale, 
Glides  o'er  the  lawn  betokening  night's  approach: 
Ariiing  awful  o'er  the  eaftern  iky, 
Onward  fhe  comes  with  fiient  ftep  and  flow, 
In  her  brown  mantle  wrapt,  and  brings  along 
The  ftill,  the  mild,  the  melancholy  hour, 
And  meditation,  with  his  eye  on  heaven. 
Xx 
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Muu*ng,  in  fobcr  mood,  of  time  and  life, 
That  fly  with  unreturning  wing  away 
To  that  dark  world,  untrave'H'd  and  unknown, 
Eternity!  through  defert  ways  I  walk  ; 
Or  to  the  cypreCs-grove,  at  twilight  fhun'd 
By  pafling  fwains.  The  chill  breeze  murmurs  low, 
And  the  boughs  ruftle  round  rne  where  I  fland, 
With  fancy  all-arous'd.— Far  on  the  left, 
Shoots  up  a  fhapelefs  rock  of  dulky  height, 
.The  raven's  haunt :  and  down  its  woody  fteep 
A  dafhing  flood  in  headlong  torrent  hurls 
His  founding  waters  ;  white  on  every  cliff 
Hangs  the  light  foam,  and  fparkles  through  the 
,    Behind  me  rifes  huge  a  reverend  pile     [gloom. 
Sole  on  his  blafted  heath,  a  place  of  totnbs, 
Waftc,  defolatev  where  ruin  dreary  dwells. 
Brooding   o'er    fightlefs    fkulls,    and   crumbling 

bone's, 

-Ohaftful  he  fits,  and  eyes  with  ftedfaft  glare. 
(Sad  trophies  of  his  power,  where  ivy  twines  ' 
Its  fatal  green  around)  the  falling  roof, 
The  time-lhook  arch,  the  column  gray  with  mofs, 
The  leaning  wall,  the  fculptur'd  ftone  defac'd, 
Whole  monumental  flattery,  mix'd  with  duft, 
Now  hides  the  name  it  vainly  meant  to  raife. 
All  is  dread  filence  here,  and  undifturb'd, 
Save  what  the  wind  fighs,  and  the  wailing  owl 
Screams  folifary  to  the  mournful  moon, 
Glimmering  her  weftern  ray  through  yonder  ifle, 
Where  the  fad  fpirit  walks  with  fhadowy  foot 
His  wonted  round,  or  lingers  o'er  his  grave. 

Hail,  midnight-fhades !  hail,  venerable  dome  ! 
By  age  more  venerable;  facred  fhore, 
Beyond  time's  troubled  fea,  where  never  wtve, 
Where  never  wind  of  pailion,  or  of  guilt, 
Of  fuffering  or  of  forrow,  fliall  invade 
The  calm  found  night  of  thofe  who  reft  below. 
The  weary  are  at  peace :  the  fmall  and  great, 
Life's  voyage 'ended,  meet  and  mingle  here. 
Here  fleeps  the  prifoner  fafe,  nor  feels  his  chain, 
Nor  hears  th*  oppreffor's  voice.  The  pobr  and  old, 
With  all  the  fons  of  mourning,  fearlefs  how 
Of  v/ant  or  woe,  find  unalarm'd  repofe. 
Proud  greatriefsj  too,  the  tyranny  6f  power, 
The  grace  of  beauty,  and  the  force  cf  youth, 
And  name  and  place,  are  here— for  ever  loft  ! 

But,  at  near  diftance,  on  the  mouldering  wall 
Behold  a  monument,  with  emblem  grac'd,- 
And  fair  infcription  •.  where  with  head  declin'd, 
And  folded  arms,  the  virtues  weeping  round 
Lean  o'er  a  beauteous  youth  who  dies  below. 
Thyrfis— 'tis  he  !  the  wifeft  and  the  beft  ! 
Lamented  fhade  !  whom  every  gift  of  heaven 
Profufely  bleft :  all  learning  was  his  own. 
Pleafing  his  fpeech,  by  nature  taught  to  flow, 
Perfuafive'fenfe  and  ftrcng,  fincefe  and  clear. 
His  manners  greatly  pla'in  ;  a  noble  grace, 
Self-taught,  beyond  the  reach  of  mimic  art, 
Adorn'd  him  :  hie  calm  temper  winning  mild  ; 
Nor  pity  fofter,  nor  was  truth  more  bright. 
Conftant  in  doing  well,  he  neither  fought 
Nor'fhunn'd  applaufe.     No'bafhful  merit  figh'd 
Near  him  'neglected  :  fyrripathizing  he 
Wip'd  oflfthe  tear  from  forrow' s  clouded  eye 
With  kindly  hand, "and  taught  her  heart  to  fmile. 

'Tis  morning :  and  the  fun,  hir,  welcome  light, 
Swiff,  from  beyond  dark  ocean's  orient  ftrearn, 
Calls  through  the  air,  renewing  nature's  face 


With  heaven-born  beauty.  O'er  her  ample 
O'er  fea  and  fhore,  light  fancy  fpeeds  along, 
Quick  as  the  darted  beam,  £fom  pole  to  pole, 
Excurfive  traveller.     NoV  beneath  the  north, 
Alone  with  winter  in  his  inmoft  realm, 
Region  of  horrors !  Here,  amid  the  roar 
Of  winds  and  waves,  the  drifted  turbulence 
Of  hail-mix'd  fnows,  rcfides  th'  ungeniai  power, 
For  ever  filent,  fliivering,  and  forlorn  ! 
From  Zeiiibla's  cliffs  on  to  the  ftraits  furmis'd 
Of  Aniun  eaftward,  where  both  worlds  oppofe 
Their  fhores  contiguous,  lies  the  polar  fea, 
One  glittering  wafte  of  ice,  and  on  the  morn 
Cafts  cold  a  cheeriefs  light.     Lo,  hills  of  fnow, 
Hill  behind  hill,  and  Alp  on  Alp  afcenrf, 
Pil'd  up  from  eldeft  age,  and  to  the  fun 
Impenetrable ;  rifing  from  afar 
In  mifty  profpeel:  dim,  as  if  on  air 
Each  floating  hill,  a/,  aziire  range  of  clouds. 
Yet  here,  ev'n  here,  in  this  difaftrous  clime, 
Horrid  and  harbourlefs,  where  all  life  dies. 
Adventurous  mortals,  urg'd  by  thirft  of  gain, 
ThroUgh  floating  ifles  of  ice,  and  fighting  ftorms, 
Roam  the  wild  waves,  in  fearch  of  doubtful  fhoreg, 
By  weft  or  eaft  ;  a  path  yet  unexplor'd. 

Hence  eaftward  to  the  Tartar's  cruel  coaft, 
By  utmoft  ocean  wafh'd,  on  whofe  laft  wave 
The  blue  Iky  leans  her  breaft,  diffus'd  immenfe 
In  folitary  length  the  defert  lies, 
Where  defolation  keepsuhis  empty  court. 
No  bloom  of  fpring,  o'er  all  the  thirfiy  vaft, 
Nor  fpiry  grafs  is  found  ;  but  fands  inftead 
In  fteril  hills,  and  rough  rocks  rifing  gray. 

A  land  of  fears  !  where  vifionary  forms, 
Of  griefly  fpcclres,  from  air,  flood,  and  fire, 
Swarm :  and  before  them  fpeechlefs  horror  ftalks  I 
Here,  night  by  night,  beneath  the  ftarlefs  dufk, 
The  fecret  hag  and  forcerer  unbl'.'H: 
Their  Subbath  hold,  and  potent  fpells  compofe, 
Spoils  of  the  violated  grave :  and  no\v, 
Late,  at  the  hour  that  fevers  night  from  morn, 
When  fleep  has  filenc'd  every  thought  of  man, 
They  to  their  revels  fall,  infernal  throng ! 
And  as  they  mix  in  circling  dance,  or  turn 
To  the  four  winds  of  heavens  with  haggard  gaze  5 
Shot  ftreaming  from  the  bofom  of  the  north, 
Opening  the  hollow  gloom,  red  meteors  blaze, 
To  lend  them  light,  and  diftant  thunders  roll, 
Heard  in  low  murmurs  through  the  lowering  fky» 

From  thefe  fad  fcenes,  the  wafte  abodes  of  death. 
With  devious  wing,  to  fairer  climes  remote 
Southward  I  fti'ty  ;  where  Caucafus  in  view, 
Bulwark  of  nations,  in  broad  eminence 
Upheaves  from  realm  to  realm  a  hundred  hills, 
On  from  the  Cafpian  to  the  Euxine  ftretch'd, 
Pale-glittering  with  eternal  fnows  to  heaven. 
From  this  chill  fteep,  which  midnight's  higheft 
ihades  [woods, 

Scarce  climb  to  darken,  rough  with  murmuring 
Imagination  travels  with  qiaick  eye 
Unbounded  o'er  the  globe,  and  wondering  views 
Her  rolling  feas  and  intermingled  ifles ; 
Her  mighty  continents  out-ftretch'd  immenfe, 
Where  Europe,'  Afia,  Afric,  of  old  fame, 
Their  regions  nuinberlefs  extend :  and  where 
To  fartheft  point  of  weft,  Columbus  late, 
Through  untry'd  oceans  borne  to  fhore's  unknov/n,, 
•Modr'd  his  -fir ft  keel  adventurous,  and  beheld 
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,  a  fair,  a  Fertile  world  arife! 
But  nearer  fcenes  of  happy  rural  view, 
Oreen  dale,  an-d  le\iel  down,  and  bloomy  hill, 
The  Mufe's  walk,  on  which  the  fun's  bright  eye 
Propitious  looks,  invite  her  willing  fcep. 
Here  fee,  around  me  fmiling,  myrtle  groves, 
And  mountains  crown'd  with  aromatic  woods 
Of  vegetable  gold,  with  vales  amidft, 
Lavifh   of  flowers  and   fragrance ;    where  'foft 
.Lord  of  the  year,  indulges  to  each  field     [fpring, 
The  fanning  breeze,  live  fpring,  and  flickering 
grove. 

In  thefe  bleft  plains,  a  fpacious  city  fpreads 
Its  round  extent  magnificent,  and  feems 
The  feat  of  empire.     Dazzling  in  the  Iky, 
With  far-feen  blaze  her  towery  ftructures  fhine, 
Elaborate  works  of  art !  each  opening  gate 
Sends   forth   its   thoufands :    peace    and    plenty 
JEnviron  her.     In  each  frequented  fchool     [round 
Learning  exalts  his  head;  and  commerce  pours 
Into  her  arms  a  thoufand  foreign  realms. 
How  fair  and  fortunate  !  how  worthy  all 
Of  lafting  blifs  fecure  !  Yet  all  muft  fail,      [found, 
O'erturn'd  and  loft — nor    fhall    their   place   be 

A  fullen  calm  unufual,  dark  and  dead, 
Arifes  inaufpicious  o'er -the  heavens. 
The  beamlefs  fun  looks  wan  ;  a  fighing  cold 
Winters  the  fhadowed  air  ;  the  birds  on  high, 
,  Shrieking,  give  fign  of  fearful  change  at  hand  : 
And  now,  within  the  bofom  of  the  globe, 
Where  fulphur  ftor'd,  and  nitre  peaceful  flept, 
For  ages,  in  their  fubterranean  bed,          [ftreams, 
Ferments    th'    approaching    tempeft.      Vapoury 
Inflammable,  perhaps  by  winds  lublim'd, 
Their  deadly  breath  apply.     Th'  enkindled  mafs, 
Mine  fir'd  by  mine  in  train,  with  boundlefs  rage, 
With  horror  unconceiv'd,  difploded  burfts 
Its  central  prifon — Shook  from  fhore  to  fhore, 
Reels  the  broad  continent  with  all  its  load, 
Hills,  forefts,  cities.     The  lone  defert  quakes  : 
Her  favage  fans  howl  to  the  thunder's  groan, 
And  lightning's  ruddy  glare :  while  from  beneath, 
Deaf  diftant  roarings,  through  the  wide  profound, 
Rueful  are  heard,  as  when  defpair  complains. 

Gather'd  in  air,  o'er  that  proud  capital, 
Frowns  an  involving  cloud  of  gloomy  depth, 
Cafting  dun  night  and  terror  o'er  the  heads 
Of  her  inhabitants.     Aghaft  they  Hand, 
Sad-gazing  on  the  mournful  flues  around  ; 
A  moment's  dreadful  fiknce  !   Then  loud  fcreams 
And  eager  fupplications  rend  the  fkies. 
Lo,  crowds  on  crowds,  in  hurry'd  ftream  along, 
From  ftreet  to  ftreet,  from  gate  to  gate  roll'd  on, 
This,  that  way  burft  in  waves,  by  horror  wing'd 
To  diftant  hill  or  cave  :  while  half  the  globe, 
Her  frame  convulfive  rocking  to  and  fro, 
Trembles  with  fecond  agony.     Upheav'd 
In  furges,  her  vext  furface  rolls  a  lea. 
Ruin  enfues ;  towers,  temples,  palaces, 
Flung  from  their  deep  foundations,  roof  on  roof 
Crufti'd  horrible,  and  pile  on  pile  o'erturn'd, 
Fall  total — In  that  univerfal  groan, 
Sounding  to  heaven,  expir'd  a  thoufand  lives, 
O'erwhelm'd  at  once,  one  undiflinguifh'd  wreck! 

Sight  full  of  fate  !  up  from  the  centre  torn, 
The -ground  yawns  horrible  a  hundred  mouths, 

g  pale    flame»— down  through  the  gulfs 
profound, 


Screaming,  whole  crowds  of  every  age  and  rank, 
With  hands  to  heaven  rais'tl  high  imploring  aid, 
Prone  to  th'  abyfs  defcend ;  and  o'er  their  heads 
Earth  (huts  her  ponderous  jaws.    Part  loft  in  night 
Return  no  more  :  part  on  the  wafting  wave, 
Borne  through  the  darknefs  of  th'  infernal  world, 
Far  diftant  rile,  emerging  with  the  flood  ; 
Pale  as  afcending  ghofts  caft  back  to  day, 
A  ihuddering  band  !  Diftracfdon  in  each  eye 
Stares  wildly  motionlefs :  they  pant,  they  catch 
A  gulp  of  air,  and  gratp  with  dying  aim 
The  wreck  that  drives  along,  to  gain  from  fate, 
Short  interval !  a  moment's  doubtful  life. 
For  now  earth's  folid  fphere  afunder  rent 
With  final  diffolution,  the  huge  mafs 
Fails  undermin'd — down,  down  th'  extenfivc  feat 
Of  this  fair  city,  down  her  buildings  fink ! 
Sinks  the  full  prkle  her  ample  walls  enclos'd, 
In  one  wild  havoc  crafh'd,  with  burft  beyond 
Heaven's  loudeft  thunder  !  Uproar  unconceiv'd? 
Image  of  nature's  general  frame  deftroy'd ! 

How  greatly  terrible,  how  dark  and  deep 
The  purpofes  of  Heaven  !  At  once  o'erthrown, 
White  age  and  youth,  the  guilty  and.  the  juft, 
O,  feemingly  fevere  !  promifcuous  fall. 
Reafon,  whofe  daring  eye  in  vain  explores 
The  fearful  providence,  confus'd,  lubdu'd 
To  filence  and  amazement,  with  due  praife 
Acknowledges  th'  Almighty,  and  adores 
His  will  unerring,  wifefl,  jufteft,  beft  ! 

The  country  mourns  around  with  alter'd  look. 
Fields,  where  but  late  the  many-colour'd  fpring 
Sat  gaily  dreft,  amid  the  vernal  breath 
Of  rofes,  and  the  fong  of  nightingales, 
Soft-warbled,  filerit  languifh  now  and  die. 
Rivers  ingulf 'd  their  ample  channels  leave 
A  fandy  tract ;  and  goodly  mountains,  hurl'd 
In  whirlwind  from  their  feat,  obftrucT:  the  plain 
With  rough  encumbrance  ;  or  through  depths  of 

earth 
Fall  ruinous,  with  all  their  woods  immers'd. 

Sulphureous  damps  of  dark  and  deadly  power, 
Steam'd  from  th'  abyfs,  fly  fecret  over-head, 
Wounding  the  healthful  air ;  whence  foul  difeafc, 
Murrain  and  rot,  in  tainted  herds  and  flocks : 
In  man  fore  ficknefs,  and  the  lamp  of  life 
Dimm'd  and  diminifh'd  ;  or  more  fatal  ill 
Of  mind,  unfcttling  reafon  overturn'd. 
Here  into  madnefs  work'd,  and  boiling  o'er 
Outrageous  fancies,  like  the  troubled  fea 
Foaming  out  mud  and  filth  :  here  downward  funk 
To  folly,  and  in  idly  muling  wrapt ; 
Now  chafing  with  fond  aim  the  flying  cloud  : 
Now  numbering  up  the  drops  of  falling  rain. 

A  while  the  fiery  fpirit  in  its  cell 
Infidious  flumbers,  till  fome  chance  unknown, 
Perhaps  fome  rocky  fragment  from  the  roof 
Detach' d,  and  roll'd  with  rough  collufion  down 
Its  echoing  vault,  ftrikes  out  the  fatal  fpark 
That  blows  it  into  rage.     Shakes  earth  again, 
Wide  through  her  entrails  torn.     To  all  fides 

flafh'd, 

The  flames  bear  downward  on  the  central  deep, 
Immeafurabie  fource,  whence  ocean  fills     [globe, 
His  numerous  feas,    and  pours  them  round  the 
The  liquid  orb,  through  all  its  dark  expanfe, 
In  dire  commot  ion  boils  ;  and  burfting  way 
Up  through  th'  unfounded  bottoms  of  the  main* 
X  x  ij 
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Where  never  tempeft  ruffled,  lifts  the  deeps, 
At  once,  in  billowy  mountains  to  the  fky, 
With  raving  violence.     And  now  their  fhores, 
Rebellowing  to  the  furge,  they  fwallow  fierce, 
O'erfwelling  mound  and  cliff:   now   fvvift   and 

ftrange, 

With  refluent  wave  retreating,  leave  the  beach 
A  naked  wafte  of  funds — Meantime,  behold ! 

Yon  neighbouring  mountain  rifing  bleak  and 
Its  double  top  in  fteril  aflies  hid,  [bare, 

But  green  around  its  bafe  with  oil  and  wine, 
Gives  fign  of  ftorm  and  defolation  near  : 
Storehoufe  of  fate  !  from  whole  infernal  womb, 
With  fiery  minerals  and  metallic  ore 
Pernicious  fraught,  afcends  eternal  fmoke  : 
Now  wavering  loofe  in  air ;  now  borne  on  high, 
A  duiky  column  heightening  to  the  fun  ! 
Imagnation's  eye  looks  down  difmay'd 
The  fteepy  gulf,  pale-flaming  and  profound, 
With  hourly  tumult  vext,  but  now  incens'd 
To  fevenfold  fury.     Firft,  difcordant  foundi, 
As  of  a  clamouring  multitude  enrag'd, 
The  dalh  of  floods  and  hollow  howl  of  winds 
Through  wintery  woods  or  cavern'd  ruins  heard, 
Rife  from  the  diftant  depth  where  uproar  reigns. 
Anon,  with  black  eruption,  from  its  jaws, 
A  night  of  fmoke,  thick-driving,  wave  on  wave, 
In  ftormy  flow,  and  cloud  involving  cloud, 
Rolls  furging  forth,  extinguilhing  the  day  ; 
With  vollied  fparkles  mix'd,  and  whirling  drifts 
Of  ftones  and  cinders  rattling  up  the  air. 
Infiant,  in  one  broad  burft,  a  ftream  of  fire, 
Red-iffuing,  floods  the  hemifphere  around. 
Nor  paufe,  nor  reft ;  again  the  mountain  groans. 
Amazing,  from  its  inmoft  cavern  ihook: 
Again,   with  loudening  rage,  intcnfely  fierce, 
Difgorges  pyramids  of  quivering  flame, 
Spire  after  fpire  enormous,  and  tern  rocks, 
flung  out  in  thundering  ruins  to  the  fky. 

But  fee,  in  fecond  pangs,  the  roaring  hill 
From  forth  its  depth  a  cloudy  pillar  fhoots, 
Gradual  and  vaft,  in  one  afcending  trunk 
Of  length  immenfe,  heav'd  by  the  force  of  fire, 
On  its  own  bafe  direct,  aloft  in  air, 
Beyond  the  foaring  eagle's  funward  flight. 
Still  as  it  fvvells,  through  all  the  dark  extent, 
With  wofcder  feen  !  ten  thoufancl  lightnings  play 
In  flafh'd  vibrations  ;  and  from  height  to  height 
Inccflant  thunders  roar.     No  longer  now 
Protruded  by  the  explofive  breath  beiow, 
At  once  the  fliadow  fummit  breaks  away 
To  all  fides  round,  in  billows  broad  and  black, 
As  of  a  turbid  ocean  ftirr'd  by  winds, 
A  vapory  deluge  hiding  earth  and  heaven. 

Thus  all  day  long  :  and  now  the  beamlefs  fun 
Sets  as  in  blood.     A  dreadful  paufe  enfues ; 
Deceitful  calm,  portending  fiercer  ftorm. 
Sad-night  at  once,  with  all  her  deep-dy'd  ftiades, 
Falls  back  and  boundlefs  o*er  the  fctne.     Sufpenfe 
And  terror  rule  the  hour.     Behold,  from  far, 
Imploring  heaven  with  fupplicating  hands 
And  dreaming  eyes,  in  mute  amazement  fix'd, 
Yon  peopled  city  ftands;  e;;ch  fadden'd  face 
Turn'd  toward  the  hill  pf  fears  :  and  hark!  once 

more 

The  rifing  tempeft  {hakes  its  founding  vaults, 
Now  faint  in  diftant  murmurs,  now  more  n^ar 
Rebounding  horrible,  with  all  the  roar 


Of  winds  and  feas ;  or  engines  big  with  death, 
That,  planted  by  the  wonderous  hand  of  war 
To  fhake  the  round  of  fome  proud  capital, 
At  once  difploded,  in  one  burfting  peal 
Their  mortal  thunders  mix.     Along  the  flcy, 
From  eaft  to  fouth,  a  ruddy  hill  of  imoke 
Extends  its  ridge,  with  difmal  light  inflam'd. 
Meanwhile,  the  fluid  lake  that  works  below, 
Bitumen,  fulphur,  fait,  and  iron-fcum, 
Heaves  up  its  boiling  tide.     The  labouring  mount 
Is  torn  with  agonizing  throes— at  once, 
Forth  from  its  fide  difparted,  blazing  pours 
A  mighty  river,  burning  in  prone  waves, 
That  glimmer  through  the  night,  to  yonder  plain. 
Divided  there,  a  hundred  torrent-ftreams, 
Each  ploughing  up  its  bed,  roll  dreadful  on, 
Refiftlefs.     Villages,  and  woods,  and  rocks, 
Fall  flat  before  their  fweep.     The  region  round, 
Where  myrtle  walks  and  groves  of  golden  fruit 
Rofe  fair,  where  harveft  wav'd  in  all  its  pride, 
And  where  the  vineyard  fpread  her  purple  ftorc, 
Maturing  into  Nectar,  now  defpoil'd 
Of  herb,  leaf,  fruit,  and  flower,  from  end  to  end 
Lies  buried  under  fire,--a  glowing  fea  ! 

Thus  roaming  with    adventurous  wing    the 

globe, 

From  fcene  to  fcene  excurfive,  I  behold 
In  all  her  workings,  beauteous,  great,  or  new, 
Fair  nature,  and  in  all  with  wonder  trace 
The  fovereign  Maker,  firft,  fupreme,  and  beft, 
Who  acluates  the  whole  :  at  whofe  command, . 
Obedient  fire  a  flood  tremendous  rife, 
His  minifters  of  vengeance,  to  reprove, 
And  fcourge  the  nations.     Holy  are  his  ways, 
Kis  works  vnnumbei'd,  and  to  all  proclaim 
Unfathoni'd  wifdom,  goodnefs  unconfin'd. 

CANTO  II. 

ENDLESS  the  wonders  of  creating  power, 

On  earth,  but  chief  on  high  through  heaven  dif- 


There  fhines  the  full  magnificence  unveil'd 

Of  majefty  divine  .  refulgent  there 

Ten  thoufand   funs  blaze  forth,    with  each  his 

train 

Of  worlds  dependent,  all  beneath  the  eye 
And  equal  rule  of  one  eternal  Lord. 
To  thofs  bright  climes,  awakening  all  her  powers, 
And  fpreading  her  unbounded  wing,  the  mufe 
Afcending  foars  on,  through  the  fluid  fpace, 
The  buoyant  atmofphere;  whofe  vivid  breath, 
Soul  of  all  iublunary  life,  pervades 
The  realms  of  nature,  to  her  inmoft  depths 
Diffus'd  with  quickening  energy.     Now  ftill, 
From  pole  to  pole  th'  aerial  ocean  fleeps, 
One  limpid  vacancy :  now  rous'd  to  rage 
By  bluflering  meteors,  v/ind,  hail,  rain,  or  cloud 
With  thunderous  fury  charg'd,  its  billows  rife, 
And  fhake  the  nether  orb.     Still  as  I  mount, 
A  path  the  vulture's  eye  hath  not  obferv'd, 
Nor  foot  of  eagle  trod,  th'  ethereal  fphere 
Receding  flies  approach  ;  its  circling  arch 
Alike  remote,  tranflucent,  and  ferene. 
Giorious  ejcpanfion  !  by  th'  Almighty  fpread, 
Vvrhofe  limits  who  hath  feen  !  or  who  with  him 
Hath  walk'd  the  fun-pav'd  circuit  from  old  time, 
And  viilted  the  hoft  of  heaven  aiqund  i 
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Gleaming  a  borrowed  light,  whence  how  fmall 
The  fpeck  of  earth,  and  dim  air  circumfus'd  ! 
Mutable  region,  vext  with  hourly  change. 
But  here,  unruffled  calm  her  even  reign 
Maintains  external :  here  the  lord  of  day, 
The  neighbouring  fun,  fhines  out  in  all  its  ftrength, 
Noon  without  night.     Attracted  by  his  beam, 
I  thither  bend  my  flight,  tracing  the  fource 
Where  morning  fprings;    whence  her  innume- 

rous  ftreams 

Flow  lucid  forth,  and  roll  through  tracklefs  ways 
Their  white  waves  o'er  the  iky.  The  fountain-orb, 
Dilating  as  I  rife,  beyond  the  ken 
Of  mortal  eye,  to  which  earth,  ocean,  air, 
Are  but  a  central  point,  expands  immenfe, 
A  fhorelefs  fea  of  fluctuating  fire, 
That  deluges  all  ether  with  its  tide. 
What  power  is  that,  which  to  its  circle  bounds 
The  violence  of  flame  !  in  rapid  whirls 
Conflicting,  floods  with  floods,  as  if  to  leave 
Their  place,  and,  burfling,  overwhelm  the  world! 
Motion  incredible  !  to  which  the  ra^  e 
Of  oceans,  when  whole  winter  blows  at  once 
In  hurricane,  is  peace.     But  who  ihall  tell 
That  radiance  beyond  meafure,  on  the  fun 
Pour'd  out  tranfcendant !  thofe  keen-fiafhing  rays 
Thrown  round  his  flate,  and  to  yon  worlds  afar 
Supplying  days,  and  feafons,  life  and  joy  ! 
Such  virtue  he,  the  inaje:ty  of  heaven, 
Brightnefs  original,  all-bounteous  king, 
Hath  to  his  creature  lent,  and  crown'd  his  fphere 
With  matchlefs  glory      Yet  not  all  alike 
Refplendent :  in  thefe  liquid  regions  pure, 
Thick  mills,  condenfing,  darken  into  fpots, 
And  dim  the  day.     Whence  that  malignant  light, 
When  Cxfar  bled,  which  fadden'd  all  the  year 
With  long  eclipfe.     Some  at  the  centre  rife 
In  fhady  circles,  like  the  moon  beheld 
From  earth,  when  fhe  her  unenlighten'd  face 
Turns  thitherward  opaque  :  a  fpace  they  brood 
In  congregated  clouds  ;  then  breaking  float 
To  all  fides  round.     Dilated  fome  and  denfe, 
Broad  as  earth's  furface  each,  by  flow  degrees 
Spread  from  the  confines  of  the  light  along, 
Ufurping  half  the  fphere,  and  fwim  obfcure 
On  to  its  adverfe  coaft  ;  till  there  they  fet, 
Or  vanifh  fcatter'd  :  meafuring  thus  the  time, 
That  round  its  axle  whirls  the  radiant  orb. 

Faireft  of  beings !  firft-created  light ! 
Prime  caufe  of  beauty !  for  from  thee  alone, 
The  fparkling  gem,  the  vegetable  race,    [charms, 
The  nobler  worlds   that  live  and  breathe,  their 
The  lovely  hues  pecular  to  each  tribe, 
From  thy  unfailing  fource  of  fplendour  draw  ! 
In  thy  pure  fhine,  with  tranfport  I  furvey 
This  firmament,  and  thefe  her  rolling  worlds, 
Their  magnitudes,  and  motions:  thofe  how  vafl  ! 
How  rapid  thefe  !  with  fwiftnefs  unconceiv'd, 
From  weft  to  eaft  in  folemn  pomp  revolv'd, 
Unerring,  undifturb'd  ;  the  fun's  bright  train, 
Progreffive  through  the  flcy's  light  fluent  borne 
Around  their  centre.     Mercury  the  firft, 
Near  bordering  on  the  day,  wi'.h  fpeedy  wheel 
Flies  fwifteft  on,  inflaming  where  he  comes, 
With  fevenfold  fplendour,  all  his  azure  road. 

Next  Venus  to  the  weftward  of  the  fun, 
Full  orb'd  her  face,  a  golden  plain  of  light, 
Circles  her  larger  round.    Fair  morning-flar ! 


That  leads  on  da\ming  day  to  yonder  world, 
The  feat  of  man  hung  in  the  heavens  remote, 
Whofe  northern  hemifphere,  defcending,  fees 
The  fun  arife ;  as  through  the  zodiac  roll'd, 
Full  in  the  middle  path  oblique  fhe  winds 
Her  annual  orb  :  and  by  her  fide  the  moon, 
Companion  of  her  flight,  whofe  folemn  beams, 
No&urhal,  to  her  darken'd  globe  fupply 
A  fofter  day-light ;  whofe  attractive  power 
Swells  all  her  feas  and  oceans  into  tides, 
From  the  mid-deeps  o'erflowing  to  their  fhores. 

Beyond  the  fphere  of  Mars,  in  diftant  fkks, 
Revolves  the  mighty  magnitude  of  Jove, 
With  kingly  flate,  the  rival  of  the  fun. 
About  him  round,  four  planetary  moons, 
On  earth  wi';h  wonder  all  night  long  beheld, 
Moon  above  moon,  his  fair  attendants,  dance, 
Thefe,  in  th'  horizon,  fiow-afcending  climb 
The  fteep  of  heaven,  and  mingling  in  foft  flow 
Their  filver  radiance,  brighten  as  they  rife. 
Thofe  oppofite  roll  downward  from  their  noon 
To  where  the  fhade  of  Jove,  outftretc.h'd  in  length 
A  dufky  cone  immenfe,  daikens  the  fky 
Through  many  a  region.  To  thefe  bounds  arriv'd, 
A  gradual  pale  creeps  dim  o'er  each  fad  orb, 
Fading  their  luflre  ;  till  they  fink  involv'd 
In  total  night,  and  difappcar  eclips'd. 
By  this,  the  fage,  who,  ftudious  of  the  fkies, 
Heedful  explores  thefe  late-difcover'd  worlds, 
By  this  obferv'd  the  rapid  progreis  finds 
Of  light  itfeif :   how  fwift  the  headlong  ray 
Shoots  from  the  fun's  height  through  unbounded 

fpace, 
At  once  enlightening  air,  and  earth,  and  heaven. 

Laft,  outmofi  Saturn   walks  his  frontier-round, 
The  boundary  of  worlds;  with  his  pale  moons, 
Faint-glimmering  through  the  darknefs  night  has 

thrown, 

Deep-dy'd  and  dead,  o'er  this  chill  globe  forlorn  : 
An  endlefs  defert,  where  extreme  of  cold 
Eternal  fits,  as  in  his  native  i'eat, 
On  wintry  hills  of  never-thawing  ice  ! 
Such  Saturn's  earth;  and  yet  ev'n  here  the  fight, 
Amid  thefe  doleful  fcenes,  new  matter  finds 
Of  wonder  and  delight !  a  mighty  ring, 
On  each  fide  rifing  from  th'  horizon's  verge 
Self-pois'd  in  air,  with  its  bright  circle  round 
Encompaffeth  his  orb.     As  night  comes  on, 
Saturn's  broad  fnade,  caft  on  its  eaftern  arch, 
Climbs  flowly  to  its  height :  and  at  th'  approach 
Of  morn  returning,  with  like  ftealthy  pace 
Draws  weftward  off;  till  through  the  lucid  round, 
In  diflant  viewth'  illumin'd  fkies  are  feen. 

Beauteous  appearance !  by  th'  Almighty's  hand. 
Peculiar  iafhion'd.— Thine  thefe  noble  works, 
Great,  univerfal  ruler  !  earth  and  heaven 
Are  thine,  fpontaneous  offspring  of  thy  will, 
Seen  with  tranfcendent  ravifhment  fublime, 
That  lifts  the  foul  to  thee !   a  holy  joy, 
By  reafou  prompted  and  by  reafoa  iwell'd 
Beyond  all  height — for  thcu  a'rt  infinite  I 
Thy  virtual  energy  the  frame  of  things 
Pervading  aduates  :  as  at  firft  thy  hand 
D  iffus'd  through  endlefs  fpace  this  limpid  fky, 
Vaft   ocean   without   itorrn,     where  thefe   huge 

globes 

Sail  undiiturb  d,  a  rounding  voyage  each; 
Obfcrvant  all  of  one  unchanging  law; 


to* 


THE 


Simplicity  divine  !  by  this  fole  rule, 

The  Maker's  great  eftablifliment,  thefe  worlds 

Revolve  harmonious,  world  aUraifling  world 

With  mutual  love,  and  to  their  central  fun 

All  gravitating  :  now  with  cjuicken'tl  pace 

Descending  tow'rd  the  primal  orb,  and  now 

Receding  flow,  excurfive  from  his  bounds. 

This  fpring  of  motion,  this  hid  power  infus'd 

Through  univerial  nature,  firft  was  known 

To  thce,  great  Newton  !  Britain's  jufteft  pride, 

The    boaft    of    human    race;    whofe    towering 

thought, 

In  her  amazing  progrefs  uncoflfin'd, 
from  truth  to  truth  afcending,  gain'd  the  height 
Of  fcience,  whither  mankind  from  afar 
Gaze  up  aftonifh'd.     Now  beyond  that  height, 
By  death  from  frail  mortality  fet  free,     ' 
A  pure  intelligence,  he  wings  his  way 
Through  wondrous fcenes,  new-open'd  in  theworid 
Invifible,  amid  the  general  quire 
Of  faints  and  angels,  rapt  with  joy  divine, 
Which  fills,  o'erflows,  and  raviihes  the  foul ! 
His  mind's  clear  vilion  from  all  darknefs  purg'd, 
For  God  hirnfelf  mines  forth  immediate  there, 
Through  thofe  eternal  climes,  the  frame  of  things, 
In  its  ideal  harmony,  to  him 
Stands  all  reveal'd. — 

But  how  mail  mortal  wing 
Attempt  this  blue  profundity  of  heaven, 
Unfathomable,  endlefs  of  extent  1 
Where  unknown  funs  to  unknown  fyftems  rife, 
Whofe  numbers  who  fhall  tell?  ftupenduous hoft  ! 
In  flaming  millions  through  the  vacant  hung, 
Sun  beyond"  fun,  and  world  to  world  unfeen, 
Meafurelefs  diftance,  uncoriceiv'd  by  thought  I 
Awful  their  order ;  each  the  central  fire 
Of  his  furrounding  ftars,  whofe  whirling  fpeed, 
Solemn  and  filent,  through  the  pathlefs  void, 
JSfor  change,  nor  error  knows.     But,  their  ways, 
By  reafon,  bold  adventurer,  unexplor'd, 
Intruded  can  declare  !   What  fearch  fhall  find 
Their  times  and  feafons  !  their  appointed  laws, 
Peculiar  I  their  inhabitants  of  life, 
And  of  intelligence,  from  fcale  to  fcale 
Harmonious  rifing  and  in  fix'd  degree  ; 
Numberlefs  orders,  each  refembiing  each, 
Yet  all  diverfel-.rTremendous  depth  and  height 
Of  wifdom  and  of  power,  that  this  great  whole 
Fram'd  inexpreftlble,  and  ftill  preferves, 
An  infinite  of  wonders  ! — Thou,  fupreme, 
Firft,  Independent  Caufe,  whofe  prefence  fills 
Nature's  vaft  circle,  and  whofe  pleafure  moves, 
Father  of  human  kind  !  the  Mule's  wing 
Suftaining  guide,  while  to  the  heights  of  heaven, 
Roaming  th'  interminable  vaft  of  fpace, 
She  rifes,  tracing  thy  almighty  hand 
In  its  dread  operations.     Where  is  now 
The  feat  of  mankind,  earth?  where  her  great  fcenes 
Of  wars  and  triumphs  ?  empires  fam'd  of  old, 
Aflyrian,  Roman  ?  o*r  of  later  name, 
Peruvian,  Mexican,  in  that  new  world, 
Beyond  the  wide  Atlantic,  bte  difclos'd  ? 
Where  is  their  place  ? — Let  proud  Ambition  paufe, 
And  ficken  at  the  vanity  that  prompts 
His  little  deeds — With  earth,  thofe  nearer  orbs, 
Surrounding  planets,  late  fo  glorious  feen, 
And  each  a  world,  are  now  for  fight  too  fmall ; 
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A  re  almoft  loft  to  thought.     The  fun  himfel* 

Ocean  of  flame,  but  twinkles  from  afarr 

A  glimmering  ftar  amid  the  train  of  night ! 

While  in  thefe  deep  abyfles  of  the  Iky, 

Spaces  incomprehenfibie,  new  funs, 

Crown'd  with  unborrow'd  beams,  iUuftrious  fliine  |* 

Ardcurus  here,  and  here  the  Pleiades, 

Amid  the  northern  hoft  :   nor  with  lefs  ftate, 

At  fumlefs  diftance,  huge  Orion's  orbs, 

Each  in  his  fphere  refulgent,  and  the  noon 

Of  Syrius,  burning  through  the  fouth  of  heaven. 

Myriads  beyond,  with  blended  rays,  inflame 
The  milky  way,  whofe  ftream  of  vivid  light, 
Pour'd  from  innumerable  fountains  round, 
Flows  trembling,  wave  on  wave,  from  fun  to  fun, 
And  whitens  the  long  path  to  heaven's  extreme: 
Diftinguifh'd  tradl  !  But  as  with  upward  flight, 
Soaring,  I  gain  th'  immenfurable  fteep, 
Contiguous  ftar.«,  in  bright  profufion  fown 
Through  thefe  wide  fields,  all  broaden  into  fun?, 
Amazing,  fever'd  each  by  gulfs  of  air, 
In  circuit  ample  as  the  folar  heavens. 

From  this  dread  eminence,  where  endlefs  day. 
Day  without  cloud  abides,  alone  and  fill'd 
With  holy  horror,  trembling  I  furvey 
Now  downward  through  the  univerfal  fphere 
Already  paft;  now  up  to  the  heights  untry'd, 
And  of  th   enlarging  profpedt  find  no  bound! 
About  me  on  each  hand  new  wonders  rife 
In  long  fucceflion  ;  here  pure  fcenes  of  light, 
Dazzling  the  view  ;  here  namelefs  worlds  afar, 
Yet  undifcover'd  :  there  a  dyingrfun, 
Grown  dim  with  age,  whofe  orb  of  flame  extincl> 
Incredible  to  tell !  thick,  vapoury  mifts, 
From  every  fliore  exhaling,  mix  obfcure 
Innumerable  clouds,  difpreading  flow, 
And  deepening   ihade  ou   fliade ;   till  the  faint 

globe, 

Mournful  of  afpedl,  calls  in  all  his  beams. 
Millions  of  lives,  that  live  but  in  his  light, 
With  horror  fee,  from  diftant  fpheres  arouml, 
The  fource  of  day  expire,  and  all  his  worlds 
At  once  involv'd  in  evcrlafting  night ! 

Such  this  dread  revolution  :  heaven  itfelf, 
Subject  to  change,  fo  feels  the  wafte  of  years. 
So  this  cerulian  round,  the  work  divine 
Of  God's  own  hand,  mall  fade  ;  and  empty  night 
Reign  folitary,  where  thefe  ftars  now  roll 
From  weft  to  eaft  their  periods :  where  the  traia 
Of  comets  wander  their  eccentric  ways,  * 
With  infinite  excurfion,  through  th'  immenfe 
Of  ether,  traveriing  from  fky  to  fky 
Ten  thoufand  regions  in  their  winding' road, 
Whofe  length  to  trace  imagination  fails  ! 
Various  their  paths  j  without  refiftance  all 
Through  thefe  free  fpaces  borne  :  of  various  face; 
Enkindled  this  with  beams  of  angry  light, 
Shot  circling  from  its  orb  in  languine  ftiowers  : 
That,  through  the  fhade  of  night,  projecting  huge, 
In  horrid  trail,  a  fpire  of  du(ky  flame, 
Embody'd  milts  and  vapours,  whofe  fir'd  mafs 
Keen  vibrates,  ftreaming  a  red  length  of  air. 
While  diftant  orbs  with  wonder  and  amaze, 
Mark  its  approach,  and  night  by  night  alarmM 
Its  dreaded  progrefs  watch,  as  of  a  toe 
Whofe  march  is  ever  fatal ;  in  whofe  train 
Famine,  and  war,  and  defoiating  plague, 
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h  rm  his  pale  horfe  rides ;  the  minifters 
Of  angry  heaven,  to  fcourge  offending  worlds  ! 

But'lo!  where  one,  from  forne  far  world  re- 

turn'd, 

Shines  out  with  fudden  glare  through  yonder  fky, 
Region  of  darkneis,  where  a  fun's  loft  globe, 
Deep  overwhelmed  with  night,  extinguiih'd  lies. 

•lie  hid  power  attra&ed  from  his  path, 
Fearful  commotion  !  into  that  du(k  traft, 
The  devious  comet,  fteep  deicending,  falls 
With  all  his  flames,  rekindling  into  life 
Th'  exhaufted  orb  :  and  fwift  a  flood  of  light 
Breaks  forth  diftufive   through   the    gloom,   and 

fpreads 

In  orient  Itreams  to  his  fair  train  afar 
Of  moving  fires,  from  night's  dominion  won, 
And  wondering  a'<:  the  morn's  unhop'd  return. 

In  (till  amazement  loft,  th'  awaken'd  mind 
Contemplates  this  great  view,  a  fun  reftor'd 
With  all  his  worlds  !  while  thus  at  large  her  flight 
Ranges  thefe  untrac'd  fceces,  progreilive  borne 
Far  through  ethereal  ground,  the  boundlefs  walk 
Of  fpirits,  daily  travellers  from  heaven  ; 
Who  pafs  the  myitic  gulf  to  journey  here, 
Searching  th'  Almighty  maker  in  his  works 
From  .worlds  to  worlds,  and,  in  triumphant  quire 
Of  voice  and  harp,  extolling  his  high  praife. 

Immortal   natures  !    cloth'd    with    brightnefs 

round, 

Empyreal,  from  the  fource  of  light  effus'd, 
More  orient  than  the  noon-day's  ftainlefs  beam. 
Their  will  unerring;  their  affections  pure, 
And  glowing  fervent  warmth  of  love  divine, 
WThofe  objecl:  God  alone  :  for  all  things  elfe, 
Created,  beauty,  and  created  good, 
Illufive  all,  can  charm  the  foul  no  more. 
Sublime  their  intellect,  and  without  fpot, 
Enlarg'd  to  draw  truth's  endlefs  profpedl  in, 
Ineffable,  eternity  and  time  ; 
The  train  of  beings,  all  by  gradual  fcale 
Defcending,  fumleis  orders  and  degrees ; 
Th*  unfounded  depth,  which  mortals  dare  not  try, 


Of  God's   perfections;   how  thefe  heavefts  firlS 

fprung 

From  unprolific  night;  how  mov'd  and  ruPd 
In  number,  weight  and  meafure  ;  what  hid  laws 
Inexplicable,  guide  the  moral  world. 

Adlive  as  flame,  with  prompt  obedience  all 
The  will  of  heaven  fulfil :  fome  his  fierce  wrath 
Bear  through  the  nations,  peftilence,  and  war  : 
His  copious  goodnefs  fome,  life,  light,  and  bliis, 
To  thoufands.     Some  the  fate  of  empires  rule, 
Commifiion'd,  fhelteringwith  their  guardian  wings 
The  pious  monarch,  and  the  legal  throne. 

Nor  is  the  fovereign  nor  th'  illuftrious  great, 
Alone  their  care.     To  every  leflening  rank 
Of  worth  propitious,  thefe  bleft  minds  embrace 
With  univerfal  love,  the  juft  and  good, 
Wherever  found  ;  unpriz'd,  perhaps  unknown9 
Depreft  by  fortune,  and  with  hate  purfued, 
Or  infult  from  the  proud  oppreflbr's  brow. 
Yet  dear  to  heaven,  and  meriting  the  watch 
Of  angels  o'er  his  unambitious  walk, 
At  morn  or  eve,  when  nature's  faireft  face, 
Calmly  magnificent,  infpires  the  foul 
With  virtuous  raptures,  prompting  to  forfake 
The  fin-born  vanities,  and  low  purfuits, 
That  bufy  human  kind  ;  to  view  their  ways 
With  pity;  to  repay,  for  numerous  wrongs, 
Meeknefs  and  charity.     Or,  rais'd  aloft, 
Fir'd  with  ethereal  ardour,  to  furvey 
The  circuit  of  creation,  all  thefe  funs 
With  all  their  worlds  :   and  itill  from  height  to 

height, 

By  things  created  riling,  laft  afcend 
To  that  firft  caufe,  who  made,  who  governs  ai'> 
Fountain  of  being,  feif-exiftent  power, 
All-wife,  all-good,  who  from  eternal  age 
Endures,  and  fills  th'  immenfity  of  fpace  ; 
That  infinite  dimifion,  where  the  mind 
Conceives  no  limits  ;  undiftinguith'd  void, 
Invariable,  where  no  land-marks  are, 
No  paths  to  guide  imagination's  flight. 


AMYNTOR   AND    THEODORA: 

OR, 

THE   HERMIT, 

ADDRESSED  TO  THE  EARL  OF  CHESTERFIELD, 


PREFACE. 


'TW  following  poem  was  originally  intended  for 
the  ftage,  and  planned  out,  feveral  years  ago,  in 
to  a  regular  tragedy.  But  the  author  found  it 
necefTary  to  change  his  firft  defign,  and  to  give 
his  work  the  form  it  now  appears  in  j  for  reafons 
with  which  it  might  be  impertinent  to  trouble 
the  public :  though,  to  a  man  Who  thinks  and 
3 


feels  in  a  certain  marmer/  thofe  reafons  were  in 
vincibly  ftrong. 

As  the  fcene  of  the  piece  is  laid  in  the  moft  re« 
mote  and  unfrequented  of  all  the  Hebrides,  o? 
weftern  ifles  that  furround  one  part  of  Great  Bri 
tain  ;  it  may  not  be  improper  to  inform  the  read 
er,  that  he  will  find  a  particular  account  of  it.  irf 
X  x  iii.i 
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a  little  treatife  published  near  half  a  century  ago, 
under  the  title  of  a  voyage  to  St.  Kilda.  The 
author,  who  had  himfelf  been  upon  the  fpot,  de- 
fcribes  at  length  the  fituation,  extent,  and  pro 
duce  of  that  folitary  ifland;  fketches  out  the  na 
tural  hiftory  of  the  birds  of  feafon  that  tranfmi- 
grate  thither  annually,  and  relates  the  iinguiar 
cuftoms  that  flill  prevailed  among  the  inhabitants: 
a  race  of  people  then  the  moft  uncorrupted  in 
their  manners,  and  therefore  the  leaft  unhappy  in 
their  lives,  of  any,  perhaps,  on  the  face  of  the 
whole  earth.  To  whom  might  have  been  applied 
•what  an  ancient  hiftorian  fays  of  certain  barba 
rous  nations,  when  he  compares  them  with  their 
more  civilized  neighbours:  "  plus  valait  apud 
"  hos  ignorantia  vitiorum,  quam  apud  Grsecos 
"  orrmia  philofophorum  prxcepta." 

They  live  together,  as  in  the  greateft  fimplicity 
of  heart,  fo  in  the  moft  inviolable  harmony  and 
union  of  fentiments.  They  have  neither  filver 
nor  gold ;  but  barter  among  themfelves  for  the 
few  neceflaries  they  may  reciprocally  want.  To 
(hangers  they  are  extremely  hotpitable,  and  no 
lefs  charitable  to  their  own  poor  ;  for  whofe  re 
lief  each  family  in  the  ifland  contributes  its  fhare 
monthly,  and  at  every  feftival  fends  them  befides 
a  portion  of  mutton  or  beef.  Both  fexes  have  a 
genius  to  poetry  ;  and  compofe  not  only  fongs, 
but  pieces  of  a  more  elevated  turn,  in  their  own 
language,  which  is  very  emphatical.  Dne  of 
thole  inlanders,  having  been  prevailed  with  to  vi- 
fit  the  greateft  trading  town  in  North-Britain, 
was  infinitely  aftoniflied  at  the  length  of  the  voy 
age,  and  at  the  mighty  kingdoms,  for  fuch  he 
reckoned  the  larger  ifles,  by  which  they  failed. 
He  would  not  venture  himfelf  into  the  itveets  of 
that  city  without  being  led  by  the  hand.  At  fight 
of  the  great  church,  he  owned  that  it  was  indeed 
a  lofty  rock  ;  but  infilled,  that  in  his  native  coun 
try  of  St.  Kilda,  there  were  others  ftill  higher. 
However,  the  caverns  formed  in  it,  fo  he  named 
the  pillars  and  arches  on  which  it  is  railed,  were 
hollowed,  he  faid,  more  commodioufly  than  any 
he  had  ever  feen  there.  At  the  lhake  occafioned 
in  tV.e  fteeple,  and  the  horrible  din  that  founded 
in  his  ears  upon  tolling  out  the  great  bells,  he  ap- 
peared  under  the  utmoft  confternation,  believing 
the  frame  of  nature  was  falling  to  pieces  about 
him.  He  thought  the  perfons  who  wore  mafks, 
not  di/Hnguifhing  whether  they  were  men  or  wo 
men,  had  been  guilty  of  fome  ill  thing,  for  which 
they  did  not  dare  to  ihow  their  faces.  The  beau 
ty  and  ftatel'mefs  of  the  trees  which  he  faw  then 
for  the  firfl  time,  as  in  his  own  ifland  there  grows 
not  a  fbrub,  equally  furprifed  and  delighted  him  : 
but  he  obierved,  with  a  kind  of  terror,  that  as 
he  pafled  among  their  branches,  they  pulled  him 
back  again.  He  had  been  perfuaded  to  drink  a 
pretty  large  dole  of  ftrong  waters  ;  and  upon  find 
ing  himfelf  drowfy  after  it,  and  ready  to  fall  into 
a  flumber,  which  he  fancied  was  to  be  his  laft, 


he  exprefled  to  his  companions  the  g-reat  fatisfac- 
tion  he  felt  in  to  eafy  a  paffkge  out  of  this  world  : 
for,  faid  he,  it  is  attended  with  no  kind  oi  pain. 

Among  fuch  fort  of  men  it  was  that  Aurelius 
fought  refuge  from  the  violence  and  cruelty  of  his 

emies. 

The  time  appears  to  have  been  towards  the  lat 
ter  part  of  the  reign  of  King  Charles  the  fecond  : 
when  thofe  who  governed  Scotland  under  him, 
with  no  lefs  cruelty  than  impolicy,  made  the  peo 
ple  of  that  cosmtry  defperate ;  and  then  plunder 
ed,  impritoned,  or  butchered  them,  for  the  natu 
ral  effects  of  fuch  defpair.  The  beft  and  worthielt 
men  were  oft  the  objects  of  their  moft  unrelent 
ing  fury.  Under  the  title  of  fanatics,  or  feditious, 
they  aftected  to  herd,  and  of  courfe  perfecuted, 
whoever  wifhed  well  to  his  country,  or  ventured 
to  ftand  up  in  defence  of  the  laws  and  a  legal  go 
vernment.  I  have  now  in  my  hands  the  copy  of 
a  warrant,  ligned  by  King  Charles  himfelf,  for 
military  execution  upon  them  without  procefs  or 
convidlion  :  and  1  know  that  the  original  is  ftill 
kept  in  the  fecretary's  office  for  that  part  of  the 
united  kingdom.  Thus  much  I  thought  it  necef- 
fary  to  fay,  that  the  reader  may  not  be  milled  to 
look  upon  the  relation  given  by  Aurelius  in  the 
fecond  canto,  as  drawn  from  the  wantonnefs  of 
imagination,  when  it  hardly  arifes  to  ftrict  hifto- 
rical  truth. 

What  reception  this  poem  may  meet  with,  the 
author  cannot  forefee  :  and,  in  his  humble,  but 
happy  retirement,  he  needs  not  be  over  anxious 
to  know.  He  has  endeavoured  to  make  it  one  re 
gular  and  confident  whole  ;  to  be  true  to  nature 
in  his  thoughts,  and  to  the  genius  of  the  language 
in  his  manner  of  exprefllng  them.  If  he  has  fuc- 
ceeded  in  thefe  points,  but  above  all  in  effectual 
ly  touching  the  paffions,  which,  as  it  is  the  ge 
nuine  province,  fo  it  is  the  great  triumph,  of  po 
etry  ;  the  candour  of  his  more  difcerning  readers 
will  readily  overlook  miftakes  or  failures  in  things 
of  lefs  importance. 


TO  MRS.  MALLET. 

THOU  faithful  partner  of  a  heart  thy  own, 
Whofe  pain,  or  pleafure,  fprings  from  thine  alone  J 
Thou,  true  as  honour,  as  companion  kind, 
That,  in  fweet  union,  harmomfe  thy  mind  : 
Here,  while  thy  eyes,  for  fad  Amyntor's  woe, 
And  Theodora's  wreck,  with  tears  overflow, 
O  may  thy  friend's  warm  wifh  to  heaven  preferr'd 
For  thee,  for  him,  by  gracious  heaven  be  heard  1 
So  her  fair  hour  of  fortune  mall  be  thine, 
Unmix'd  ;  and  all  Arnyntor's  fondnefs  mine. 
So,  through  long  vernal  life,  with  blended  ray, 
Shall  love  light  up,  and  friendfhip  clofe  our  day  : 
Till,  fummon'd  late  this  lower  heaven  to  leave, 
One  figh  ftiall  end  us,  and  one  earth  receive. 
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CANTO  I. 

FAR  in  the  watery  wafte,  where  his  broad  wave 

From  world  to  world  the  vaft  Atlantic  rolls, 

On  from  the  piny  mores  of  Labrador 

To  frozen  Thule  eaft,  her  airy  height 

Aloft  to  heaven  remotcft  Kilda  lifts ; 

Laft  of  the  fea-girt  Hebrides,  that  guard, 

In  filial  train,  Britannia's  parent-coaft. 

Thrice  happy  land  !  though  freezing  on  the  verge 

Of  arct;c  ikies ;  yet,  blamelefs  ftill  of  arts 

That  polifli  to  deprave,  each  fofter  clime, 

With  fimple  nature,  fimple  virtue  bleft  ! 

Beyond  Ambition's  walk:   where  never  War 

Uprear'd  his  fanguine  ftandard  ;  nor  unflieath'd, 

For  wealth  or  power,  the  defolating  fword. 

Where  luxury,  foft  fyren,  who  around 

To  thoufand  nations  deals  her  neclar'd  cup 

Of  pleafing  bane,  that  foothes  at  once  and  kills, 

Is  yet  a  name  unknown.     But  calm  content 

That  lives  to  reafon  ;  ancient  faith  that  binds 

The  plain  community  of  guilelefs  hearts 

In  love  and  union  ;  innocence  of  ill 

Their  guardian  genius :  thefe,  the  powers  that  rule 

This  little  world,  to  all  its  fons  fecure 

Man's  happieft  life  ;  the  foul  ferene  and  found 

From  paffion's  rage,  the  body  from  difeafe. 

Red  on  each  cheek  behold  the  rofe  of  health  ; 

Firm  in  each  finev/  vigour's  pliant  fpring, 

By  temperance  brac'd  to  peril  and  to  pain, 

Amid  the  floods  they  item,  or  on  the  fteep 

Of  upright  rocks  their  {training  fteps  furmount, 

For  food  or  paftime.     Thefe  light  up  their  morn, 

And  clofe  their  eve  in  flumbers  fweetly  deep, 

Beneath  the  north,  within  the  circling  fwell 

Of  ocean's  raging  found.     But  hit  and  beft, 

What  avarice,  what  ambition  (hall  not  know, 

True  liberty  is  theirs,  the  heaven-fent  gueft, 

Who  in  the  cave,  or  on  th'  uncultured  wild, 

With  independence  dwells ;   and  peace  of  mind, 

In  youth,  in  age,  their  fun  that  never  fets. 

Daughter  of  heaven  and  nature,  deign  thy  aid, 
Spontaneous  mufe  !     O  whether  from  the  depth 
Of  evening  foreft,  brown  with  broadefl  made  $ 
Or  from  the  brow  fublime  of  vernal  Alp 
As  morning  dawns ;  or  from  the  vale  at  noon, 
By  fome  lott  ftream  that  flides  with  liquid  foot; 
Through  bowery  groves,  where  infpiration  fits 
And  liftens  to  thy  lore,  autpicious  come  ! 
O'er  thefe  wild  waves,  o'er  this  unharbour'd  more, 
Thy  wing  high-hovering  fpread  ;  and  to  the  gale, 
The  boreal  (pirit  breathing  liberal  round 
From  echoing  hill  to  hill,  the  lyre  attune 
With  anfwering  cadence  free,  as  beft  befeems 
The  tragic  therue  my  plaintive  verfe  unfolds.. 

Here,  good  Aurelius — and  a  fcene  more  wild 
The  world  around,  or  deeper  folitudc, 
Affliction  could  not  find — Aurelius  here, 
By  fate  unequal  and  the  crime  of  war 
Expell'd  his  native  home,  the  facred  vale 
That  faw  him  bleft,  now  wretched  and  unknown, 
Wore  out  the  flow  remains  of  fetting  life 
In  bitternefs  of  thought:  and  with  the  furge, 
And  with  the  founding  ftorm,  his  murmur'd  moan, 
Would  often  mix — Oft  as  remembrance  fad 
Th1  unhappy  paft  recall'dj  a  faithful  wife, 


Whom  love  firft  chofe,  whom  reafon  long  endear'd, 
His  foul's  companion  and  his  fofter  friend ; 
With  one  fair  daughter,  in  her  rofy  prime, 
Her  dawn  of  opening  charms,  defencelefs  left 
Within  a  tyrant's  grafp  1  his  foe  profets'd, 
By  civil  madnefs,  by  intemperate  zeal 
For  differing  rites,  embitter'd  into  hate, 
And  cruelty  remorfelefs  1 — Thus  he  liv'd  : 
If  this  was  life,  to  load  the  blaft  with  fighsz 
Hung  o'er  its  edge,  to  fwell  the  flood  with  fears! 
At  midnight  hour  ;  for  midnight  frequent  heard 
The  lonely  mourner,  defolate  of  heart, 
Pour  all  the  hulband,  all  the  father  forth 
In  unavailing  anguifli ;  ftretch'd  along 
The  naked  beach  ;  or  fliivering  on  the  clift, 
Smote  with  the  wintery  pole  in  bitter  ftorm, 
Hail,  fnow,  and  mower,  dark-drifting  round  his 
head.  [friend, 

Such  were  his  hours ;  till  time,  the  wretch's 
Life's  great  phyfician,  ikill'd  alone  to  clofe, 
Where  forrow  long  has  wak'd,  the  weeping  eye, 
And  from  the  brain,  with  baleful  vapours  black, 
Each  fullen  fpeclre  chafe,  his  balm  at  length, 
Lenient  of  pain,  through  every  fever'd  pulfe 
With  gentleft  hand  infus'd.     A  penfive  calm 
Arofe,  but  unaflur'd  :  as,  after  winds 
Of  ruffling  wing,  the  fea  fubfiding  flow 
Still  trembles  from  the  ftorm.     Now  Keafon  firft 
Her  throne  refurning,  bid  Devotion  raife 
To  heaven  his  eye  ;  and  through  the  turbid  mift, 
By  fenfe  dark-drawn  between,  adoring  own, 
Sole  arbiter  of  fate,  one  caufe  fupreme, 
Ail-juft,  all-wife,  who  bids  what  ftill  is  beft, 
In  cloud  or  funfhine  ;  whofe  fevereft  hand 
Wounds  "but  to  heal,  and  chaftens  to  amend. 

Thus,  in  his  bofom,  every  weak  excefs, 
The  rage  of  grief,  the  fellnefs  of  revenge, 
To  healthful  meafure  temper'd  and  reduc'd 
By  Virtue's  hand  ;  and  in  her  brightening  beam 
Each  error  clear'd  away,  as  fen-born  fogs 
Before  th'  afcending  fun  ;  through  faith  he  lives 
Beyond  Time's  bounded  continent,  the  walks 
Of  Sin  and  Death.     Anticipating  heaven 
In  pious  hope,  he  feems  already  there, 
Safe  on  her  facred  fhore  ;  and  fees  beyond, 
In  radiant  view,  the  world  of  light  and  love, 
Where  Peace  delights  to  dwell ;  where  one  fair 

morn 

Still  orient  fmiles,  and  one  difFufive  fpring, 
That  fears  no  ftorm  and  mail  no  winter  know/ 
Th'  immortal  year  empurples.     If  a  figh 
Yet  murmurs  from  his  breaft  ;  'tis  for  the  pangs 
Thofe  deareft  names,  a  wife,  a  child  muft  feel, 
Still  fuffering  in  his  fate  :  'tis  for  a  foe, 
Who,  deaf  himfelf  to  mercy,  may  of  heaven 
That  mercy,  when  moft  wanted,  afk  in  vain. 

The  fun,  now  ftation'd  with  the  lucid  Twins, 
O'er  every  fouthern  clime  had  pour'd  profufe 
The  rofy  year ;  and  in  each  plealing  hue, 
That  greens  the  leaf,  or  through  the  bloilbm  glows 
With  florid  light,  his  faireft  month  array'd  : 
While  Zephyre,  while  the  filver-footed  dews, 
Her  foft  attendants,  wide  o'er  field  and  grove 
Frefli  fpirit  breathe,  and  flied  perfuming  balm. 
Nor  here,  in  this  chill  region,  on  the  brow 
Of  winter's  wafte  dominion,  isunfelt 
The  ray  ethereal,  or  unhail'd  the  rife 
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Of  her  mild  reign.     From  warbling  vale  and  hill, 
With  wild-thyme  flowering,  betony,  and  balm, 
Blue  lavender  *  and  carmel's  fpicy  root, 
Song,  fragrance,  health,  ambrofiate  every  breeze. 

But,  high  above,  the  feaibn  full  exerts 
Its  vernal  force  in  yonder  peopled  rocks, 
To  whofe  wild  folitude,  from-worlds  unknown, 
The  birds  of  paflage  transmigrating  come, 
Unnumber'd  colonies  of  foreign  wing, 
At  Nature's  fummons  their  aereal  ftate 
Annual  to  found  ;  and  in  bold  voyage  fteer, 
O'er  this  wide  ocean,  through  yon  pathlefs  Iky, 
One  certain  flight  to  one  appointed  (hore  : 
By  heaven's  directive  fpirit,  here  to  raife 
Their  temporary  realm  ;  and  form  fecure, 
Where  food  awaits  them  copious  from  the  wave, 
And  flicker  from  the  rock,  their  nuptial  leagues  : 
Each  tribe  apart,  anil  all  on  tafks  of  love, 
To  hatch  the  pregnant  egg,  to  rear  and  guard 
Their  helplefs  infants,  pioaily  intent. 

Led  by  the  day  abroad,  with  lonely  flep, 
And  ruminating  fweet  and  bitter  thought, 
Aurelius,  from  the  weftern  bay,  his  eye 
Now  rais'd  to  this  amuiive  fcene  in  air, 
With  wonder  maik'd  ;  now  caft  with  level  ray 
"Wide  o'er  the  moving  wildernefs  of  waves, 
From  pole  to  pole  through  boundleis  fpace  diffus'd, 
Magnificently  dreadful !  where,  at  large, 
leviathan,  with  each  inferior  name 
Of  fea-born- kinds,  ten  thoufand  thoufand  tribes, 
Finds  endlefs  range  for  pafture  and  for  fport, 
Amaz'd  he  gazes,  and  adoring  owns 
The  hand  Almighty,  who  its  channeled  bed 
Immeafurable  funk,  and  pour'd  abroad, 
Fenc'd  with  eternal  mounds,  the  fluid  fphere  ; 
With  every  wind  to  waft  large  commerce  on, 
Join  pole  to  pole,  confociate  fever'd  worlds, 
And  link  in  bonds  of  intercourfe  and  love 
Earth's  univerfal  family.     Mow  rofe 
Sweet  evening's  fojemn  hour.     The  fun  declin'd^ 
Hung  golden  o'er  this  nether  firmament : 
Whofe  broad  cerulean  mirror,  calmly  bright, 
Gave  back  his  beamy  vifage  to  the  iky 
With  fplendour  undiminifh'd  ;  and  each  cloud, 
White,  azure,  purple,  glowing  round  his  throne 
In  fair  aerial  landicape.     Here,  alone 
On  earth's  remoteft  verge,  Aurelius  breath'd 
The  healthful  gale,  and  felt  the  fouling  fcene 
With  awe-mix'd  pleafure,  muling  as  he  hung 
In  filence  o'er  the  billows  hum'd  beneath. 
Wheu  lo  !  a  found,  amid  the  wave-worn  rocks, 
Deaf-murmuring  rofe,  and  plaintive  roli'd  along 
From  cliff  to  cavern  :  as  the  breath  of  winds, 
At  twilight  hour,  remote  and  hollow  heard 
Through  wintery  pines, high-waving  o'er  the  fteep 
Of  fky-crown'd  Apenme.     The  lea-pye  ceas'd 
At  once  to  warble.     Screaming  from  his  neft 
The  fulmar  foar'd,  and  (hot  a  weftward  flight 
From  more  to  fea.     On  came,  before  her  hour, 
Invading  night,  and  hung  the  troubled  fky 
With  fearful  blacknefs  round  f.     Sad  ocean's  face 

*  The  root  of  this  plant,  otherwife  named 
"  argatilis  fylvat icus"  is  aromatic  ;  and  by  the 
natives  reckoned  cordial  to  the  Jiomach.  See 
Martin  s  Weftern  IJles  of  Scotland,  p.  180. 

f  See  Martini's  voyage  to  St.  Kildar£.  58. 


A  curling  undulation  fliivery  fwepC 
From  wave  to  wave:    and  now  impetuous  rotcf^ 
Thick  cloud  and  ftorm  and  ruin  on  his  win 5, 
The  raging  fouth,  and  headlong  o'er  the  deep 
Fell  horrible,  with  broad-defcending  blaft. 
Aloft,  and  fate  beneath  a  flieltering  cliff, 
Whole  mofs-grown  fummit  on  the  diftant  flood 
Projected  frowns,  Aurelius  flood  appali'd  : 
His  ftunn'd  ear  fmote  with  all  the  tliunderiDgmain* 
His  eye  with  mountains  furging  to  the  ftars  1 
Commotion  infinite.     Where  yon  laft  wave 
Blends  with  the  Iky  its  foam,  a  Ihip  in  view 
Shoots  fudden  forth,  fteep-falling  from  the  clouds : 
Yet  diftant  feen  and  dim,  till  onward  borne 
Before  the  blaft,  each  growing  fail  expands, 
Each  malt  aipires,  and  all  th'  advancing  frame 
Bounds  on  his  eye  diftinct.     With  fliarpen'd  ken 
Its  courfe  he  watches,  and  in  awful  thought 
That  power  invokes,  whofe  voice  the  wild  winds 

hear, 

Whofe  nod  the /urge  reveres,  to  look  from  heaven. 
And  lave,  who  elfe  mud  perish,  xvretched  men, 
In  this  dark  hour,  amid  the  dread  abyfs, 
With  fears  amaz'd,  by  horrors  compafs'd  round. 
But  O,  ill-oraen'd,  death-devoted  heads  1 
For  death  beitrides  the  billow,  nor  your  own, 
Nor  others'  offer'd  vows  can  itay  the  flight 
Of  inftant  fate.     And,  lo  !  his  fecrel 
Where  never  fun-beam  glimmer'd,  deep  amiJft 
A  cavern's  jaws  voraginous  and  vail, 
The  ftormy  genius  of  the  deep  forfakes : 
And  o'er  the  waves,  that  roar  beneath  his  frown, 
Afcending  baleful,  bids  the  temped  fpread, 
Turbid  and  terrible  with  hail  and  rain, 
Its  blac.keft  pinion,  pour  its  loudening  blafts 
In  whirlwind  forth,  and  from  their  loweft  deptb 
Upturn  the  world  of  waters.     Round  and  round 
The  tortur'd  fhip,  at  his  imperious  call, 
Is  wheei'd  in  dixzy  whirl :  her  guiding  helm 
Breaks fliort;    her  marts  in  crafhing  ruin  fall; 
And  each  rent  fail  flies  loofe  in  diftant  air. 
Now,  fearful  moment !  o'er  the  foundering  hull, 
Half  ocean  heav'd,  in  one  broad  billowy  curve, 
Steep  from  the  clouds  with  horrid  lhade  impends-— 
Ah  !  fave  them,  heaven  !  it  burfts  in  deluge  dow» 
With  boundiels  undulation.     Shore  and  iky 
Rebellow  to  the  roar.     At  once  engulf'd> 
Vellel  and  crew  beneath  its  torrent  fweep 
Are  funk,  to  rife  no  more.     Aurelius  wept : 
The  tear  unbidden  dew'd  his  hoary  cheek. 
He  turn'd  his  ilep ;  he  fled  the  fatal  fcene, 
And  brooding,  in  fad  filence,  o'er  the  light 
To  him  alone  difclos'd,  his  wounded  heart 
Pour'd  out  to  heaven  in  fighs  :  Thy  will  be  done. 
Not  mine,  fupreme  difpofer  of  events ! 
But  death  demands  a  tear,  and  man  rauft  feel 
For  human  woes  :  the  reft  fubmiflion  checks. 

Not  diftant  far,  where  this  receding  bay  * 
Looks  northward  on  the  pole,  a  rocky  arch 
Expands  its  felf-pois'd  concave  ;  as  the  gate, 
Ample,  and  broad,  and  pillar'd  mafly-proof, 
Of  fome  unfolding  temple.     On  its  height 
Is  heard  the  tread  of  daily-climbing  flocks,    [food 
That,  o'er  the  green  roof  fpread,  their  fragrant 
Untended  crop.     As  through  this  cavern'd  path, 

*  See  Martin's  voyage  to  St.  Kilda,  p.  20, 
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tnvolv'd  in  penfive  thought  Aurelius  paft, 
Struck  with  fad  echoes  from  the  founding  vault 
Remurmur'd  (brill,  he  ftopt,  he  rais'd  his  head  ; 
And  law  th'  aflembled  natives  in  a  ring, 
With  wonder  and  with  pity  bending  o'er 
A  ihipwreck'd  man.     All  motionlefs  on  earth 
He  lay.     The  living  luftre  from  his  eye, 
The  vermal  hue  extinguifhd  from  his  cheek  : 
And  in  their  place,  on  each  chill  feature  fpread, 
The  fhadowy  cloud  and  ghaftlinefs  of  death 
With  pale  fuffufion  fat.     So  looks  the  moon, 
So  faintly  wan,  through  hovering  mifts  at  eve, 
Grey  autumn's  train.     Faft  from  his  hairs  diftiil'd 
The  briny  wave  :  and  clofe  within  his  grafp 
Was  clench'd  a  broken  oar,  as  one  who  long 
Had  ftemm'd  the  flood  with  agonizing  breaft, 
And  ftruggled  ftrong  for  life.     Of  youthful  prime 
Ke  feem'd,  and  built  by  nature's  nobleft  hand  ; 
Where  bold  proportion,  and  where  foftening  grace, 
Mix'd  in  each  limb,  and  harmonis'd  his  frame. 

Aurelius,  from  the  breathlefs  clay,  his  eye 
To  heaven  imploring  rais'd  :  then,  fbr  he  knew  . 
That  life,  within  her  central  cell  retir'd, 
May  lurk  unfeen,  diminim'd  but  not  quench'd, 
He  bid  tranfport  it  fpeedy  through  the  va/e, 
To  his  poor  cell  that  lonely  ftood  and  low, 
Safe  from  the  north  beneath  a  doping  hill; 
An  antique  frame,  orbicular,  and  rais'd 
On  columns  rude  ;  its  roof  with  reverend  mofs 
Light-fhaded  o'er ;  its  front  in  ivy  hid, 
That  mantling  crept  aloft.     With  pious  hand 
They  turn'd,  they  chaf 'd  his  frozen  limbs,  and 
The  vapoury  air  with  aromatic  fmella  :       [fum'd 
Then,  drops  of  fovereign  efficacy,  drawn 
From  mountain  plants,  within  his  lips  infus'd. 
Slow,  from  the  mortal  trance,  as  men  from  dreams 
Of  direful  yifion,  fhuddering  he  awakes: 
While  life,  to  fcarce-felt  motion,  faintly  lifts 
His  fluttering  pulfe,  and  gradual  o'er  his  cheek 
The  rofy  current  wins  its  refluent  way. 
Recovering  to  new  pain,  his  eyes  he  turn'd 
Severe  on  heaven,  on  the  furrounding  hills 
W^ith  twilight  dim,  and  on  the  crowd  unknown 
Diffolv'd  in  tears  around  :  then  clos'd  again, 
As  loathing  light  and  Hie.     At  length  in  founds 
Broken  and  eager,  from  his  heaving  breaft 
Diftraclion  fpoke,— down,  down,  with  every  fail. 
Mercy,  fwcet  heaven  ! — Ha  !  now  while  ocean 

fweeps 

In  tempeft  o'er  our  heads — My  foul's  laft  hope  ! 
We  will  not  part — help,  help  !  yon  wave,  behold  ! 
That  fwells  betwixt,  has  borne  her  from  my  fight. 
O,  for  a  fun  to  light  this  black  abyfs  1 
Gone— loft — for  ever  loft  !  Pie  ceas'd.     Amaze 
And  trembling  on  the  pale  affiftants  fell : 
Whom  now,  with  greeting  and  the  words  of  peace, 
Aurelius  bid  depart.     A  paufe  enfued, 
Mute,  mouinful,  folemn.     On  the  ftranger's  face 
Obfervant,  anxious,  hung  his  fix'd  regard  : 
Watchful  his  ear,  each  murmur,  every  breath, 
Attentive  feiz'd;  now  eager  to  begin 
Confolbag  fpeech;  now  doubtful  to  invade 
The  facred  filence  due  to  grief  fupreme. 
Then  thus  at  laft  :   O  from  devouring  leas, 
By  miracle  efcap'd  !  if,  with  thy  life, 
Thy  fenfe  return'd,  can  yet  difcern  the  hand 
All -wonderful,  that  through  yon  raging  fea, 


Yon  whirling  weft  of  tempeft,  led  thee  fafe  ; 
That  hand  divine  with  grateful  awe  confeis, 
With  prdftrate  thanks  adore.     When  thou,  alas  ? 
Waft  numbered  with  the  dead,  and  clos'd  within 
Th'  unfathom'd  gulf;    when  human  hope   was 

fled, 

^nd  human  help  in  vain  —  th'  Almighty  voice, 
Then  bade  deftru&ion  fpare,  and  bade  the  deep 
Yield  up  its  prey  :  that,  by  his  mercy  fav'd, 
That  mercy,  thy  fair  life's  remaining  race, 
A  monument  of  wonder  as  of  love, 
May  juftify  ;  to  all  the  ions  of  men, 
Thy  brethren,  ever  prefent  in  their  need. 
Such  praife  delights  him  moft  — 

He  hears  me  not, 

Some  fecret  anguifh,  fome  tranfcendent  woe, 
Sits  heavy  on  his  heart,  and  from  his  eyes, 
Through  the  clos'd  lids,  now  rolls  in  better  'ftream  2 

Yet,  tpeak  thy  foul,  afflicted  as  thou  art  ! 
For  know,  by  mournful  privilege  'tis  mine, 
Myfelf  moft  wretched  and  in  ibrrow's  ways 
Severely  train'd,  to  ihare  in  every  pang 
The  wretched  feel  ;  to  footh  the  fad  of  heart  ; 
To  number  tear  for  tear,  and  groan  for  groan, 
With  every  fon  and  daughter  of  diftrefs. 
Speak  then,  and  give  thy  labouring  bofom  vent: 
My  pity  is,  my  friend/hip  mail  be  thine  ; 
To  calm  thy  pain,  and  guide  thy  virtue  back, 
Through  reafon's  paths,  to  happinefs  and  heaven, 

'The  hermit  thus  :  and,  after  fome  lad  paufe 
Of  muling  wonder,  thus  the  man  unknown. 

What  have  I  heard  ?  —  On  this  untravell'd  more, 
Nature's  laft  limit,  hemm'd  with  oceans  round 
Howling  and  harbourlefs,  beyond  all  faith 
A  comforter  to  find  !  whofe  language  wears 
The  garb  of  civil  life  ;  a  friend,  whole  breari 
The  gracious  meltings  of  fvveet  pity  move  ! 
Amazement  all  !  my  grief  to  filence  charm'd 
Is  loft  in  wonder  —  but,  thou  good  unknown, 
If  woes,  for  ever  wedded  to  defpair, 
That  wifh  no  cure,  are  thine,  behold  in  me 
A  mett  companion  ;  one  whom  earth  and  heave* 
Combine  to  curie  ;  whom  never  future  morn 
Shall  light  to  joy,  nor  evening  with  repofe 
Defcending  fliade—  O,  fon  of  this  wild  world  I 
From  focial  converfe  though  for  ever  barr'd, 
Though  chiil'd  with  endlefs  winter  from  the  pole., 
Yet  warm'd  by  goodnefs,  form'd  to  tender  fenfc 
Of  human  woes,  beyond  what  milder  climes, 
By  fairer  funs  attemper'd,  courtly  boaft  ; 
O  fay,  did  e'er  thy  breaft,  in  youthful  life, 
Touch'd  by  a  beam  from  beauty  all-divine, 
Did  e'er  thy  bofom  her  fweet  influence  own, 
In  pleafing  tumult  pour'd  through  every  vein, 
And  panting  at  the  heart,  when  lirft  our  eye 
Receives  impreffion  !  Then,  as  paffion  grew, 
Did  heaven  confessing  to  thy  wifh  indulge 
That  blifs  no  wealth  can  bribe,  no  power  beftow, 
That  blifs  of  angels,  love  by  love  repaid  ? 
Heart  ftreaming  full  to  heart  and  mutual  flow 
Of  faith  and  friendfhip,  tendernefs  and  truth  — 
If  thefe  thy  fate  diftiugmuYd,  thou  wilt  then, 
My  joys  conceiving,  image  my  defpair, 
How  total  !  how  extreme  !  For  this,  all  this, 
Late  my  fair  fortune,  wreck'd  on  yonder  flood, 
L.es  loft  and  bmy'd  there  —  O,  awful  heaven  1 
Who  to  the  wind  and  to  the  whelming  wave 
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Her  blamelefs  head  devoted,  thou  alone 
Can'ft  tell  what  I  have  loft — O,  ill-ftarr'd  maid  ! 
O  mod  undone  Amyntor ! — Sighs  and  tears, 
And  heart-lieav'd  groans,  at  this,  his  voice  fup- 
The  reft  was  agony  and  dumb  defpair.      [prefs'd  : 

Now  o'er  their  heads  damp  night  her  ftormy 

gloom 

Spread,  ere  the  glimmering  twilight  was  expir'd, 
With  huge  and  heavy  horror  clofing  round 
In  doubling  clouds  on  clouds.  The  mournful  fcene, 
The  moving  tale,  Aurelins  deeply  felt : 
And  thus  reply'd,  as  one  in  nature  fkill'd, 
With  foft  affenting  forrow  in  his  look. 
And  words  to  footh,  not  combat  hopelefs  love. 

Amyntor,  by  that  heaven  who  fees  thy  tears  I 
By  faith  and  friendftiip's  fympathy  divine  ! 
Could  I  the  forrows  heal  I  more  than  fhare, 
This  bofom,  truft  me,  fhould  from  thine  transfer 
Its  lharpeft  grief.     Such  grief,  alas  !  how  juft  ? 
How  long  in  lilent  anguifti  to  defcend, 
When  reafon  and  when  fondnefs  o'er  the  tomb 
Are  fellow-mourners  ?  He,  who  can  refiorn, 
Has  never  lov'd  :  and  wert  thou  to  the  fenfe, 
The  facred  feeling  of  a  lofs  like  thine, 
Cold  and  infenfible,  thy  breaft  were  then 
No  manfion  for  humanity,  or  thought 
Of  noble  aim.     Their  dwelling  is  with  love, 
And  tender  pity  ;  whofe  kind  tear  adorns 
The  clouded  cheek,  and  fanclifies  the  foul 
They  foften,  not  fubdue.     We  both  will  mix, 
For  her  thy  virtue  lov'd,  thy  truth  laments, 
Our  focial  lighs  :  and  ftill,  as  morn  unveils 
The  brightening  hill,  or  evening's  mifty  fhade 
Its  brow  obfcures,  her  gracefulnefs  of  form, 
Her  mind  all-lovely,  each  ennobling  each, 
Shall  be  our  frequent  theme.     Then  flialt  thou 
From  me,  in  fad  return,  a  tale  of  woes,          [hear 
So  terrible — Amyntor,  thy  pain'd  heart 
Amid  its  own,  will  fhudder  at  the  ills 
That  mine  has  bled  with -.-but  behold  !  the  dark 
And  drowfy  hour  fteals  faft  upon  our  talk. 
Her,e  break  we  off:  and  thou,  fad  mourner,  try 
Thy  weary  limbs,  thy  wounded  mind,  to  balm 
With  timely  fieep.  Each  gracious  wing  from  heaven 
Of  thofe  that  minifter  to  erring  man, 
Near-hovering,  hufh  thy  pafiion  into  calm  ; 
Serene  thy  (lumbers  with  prefented  fcenes 
Of  brighteft  vifions ;  whifper  to  thy  heart 
That  holy  peace  which  goodnefs  ever  fliares  : 
And  to  us  both  be  friendly  as  we  need. 

CANTO  II. 

Now  midnight  rofe,  and  o'er  the  general  fcene, 
Air,  ocean,  earth,  drew  broad  her  blackeft  veil, 
Vapour  and  cloud.     Around  th'  unfleeping  ifle 
Yet  howl'd  the  whirlwind,  yet  the  billow  groan'd; 
And,  in  mix'd  horror,  to  Amyntor's  ear 
Borne   through   the   gloom,   his   fhrieking   fenfe 

appall'd. 

Shook  by  each  blaft,  and  fvvept  by  every  wave, 
Again  pale  memory  labours  in  the  ftorm  : 
Again  from  her  is  torn,  whom  more  than  life 
His  fondnefs  lov'd.     And  now  another  fhower 
Of  forrow,  o'er  the  dear  unhappy  maid, 
Effufive  ftrearn'd ,  till  late,  through  every  power 
The  foul  fubdued  funk  fad  to  flow  repofe  ; 


And  all  her  darkening  fceries,  by  dim  degree*, 
Were  quench'd  in  total  night      A  paufe  from  pain 
Mot  long  to  laft  -.  for  fancy,  oft  awake 
While  reafori  fleeps,  from  her  illufive  ceil 
CalPd  up  wild  fhades  of  vifionary  fear, 
Of  vifionary  blifs,  the  hour  of  reft 
To  mock  with  mimic  mows.     And  lo  !  the  deeps 
[n  airy  tumult  fwell.     Beneath  a  hill 
Amyntor  heaves  of  overwhelming  Teas ; 
Or  rides,  with  dizzy  dread,  from  cloud  to  cloud, 
The  billows  back.     Anon,  the  fhadowy  world 
Shifts  to  fome  boundlefs  continent  unknown, 
Where  folitary,  o'er  the  ftarlcfs  roid,         [length, 
Dumb  filence  broods.     Through  heaths  of  dreary 
Slow  on  he  drags  his  daggering  ftep  infirm 
With  breathlefs  toil ;  hears  torrent  floods  afar 
Roar  through  the  wild ;  and,  plung'd   in  central 
Falls  headlong  many  a  fathom  into  night,   [caves, 
Yet  there,  at  once,  in  all  her  living  charms, 
And  brightening  with  their  glow  the  brown  abyfs, 
Rofe  Theodora.     Smiling,  in  her  eye 
Sat,  without  cloud,  the  foft-confenting  foul, 
That,  guilt  unknowing,  had  no  wifh  to  hide. 
A  fpring  of  fudden  myrtles  flowering  round 
Their  walk  embower'dj   while  nightingales  be 
neath 

Sung  fpoufals,  as  along  th'  enamell'd  turf 
They  fecm'd  to  fly,  and  interchang'd  their  fouls, 
Melting  in  mutual  foftnefs.     Thrice  his  arms 
The  fair  encircled  :  thrice  (he  fled  his  grafp, 
And  fading  into  darknefs  mix'd  with  air— 
O  turn  1  O,  ft  ay  thy  flight !—  to  loud  he  cry'd, 
Sleep  and  its  train  of  humid  vapours  ficd. 
He  groan'd,  he  gaz'd  around:  his  in  ward  fenfe 
Yet  glowing  with  the  vifion's  vivid  beam, 
Still,  on  his  eye,  the  hovering  ftiadow  blaz'd  ; 
Her  voice  ftili  murmur'd  in  his  tinkling  ear  ; 
Grateful  deception  '.  till  returning  thought 
Left  broad  awake,  amid  th'  incumbent  lour 
Of  mute  and  mournful  night,  again  he  felt 
His  grief  inflam'd  throb  frefli  in  every  vein. 
To  frenzy  ftung,  upftarting  from  his  couch, 
The  vale,  the  fiiore,  with  darkling  ftep  he  roam'd, 
Like  fome  drear  fpeclre  from  the  grave  unbound: 
Then,  fcaling  yonder  cliff,  prone  o'er  its  brow 
He  hung,  in  a (9:  to  plunge  amid  the  flood    [voice 
Scarce  from  that  height  difcern'd.     Nor  reaion's 
Nor  aw'd  fubmiffion  to  the  will  of  heaven, 
Reftrains  him  ;  but,  as  paflion  whirls  his  thought, 
Fond  expectation,  that  perchance  efcap'd, 
Though  palling  all  belief,  the  frailer  fluff, 
To  which  himlelf  had  borne  th'  unhapy  fair, 
May  yet  be  feen.     Around,  o'er  fea  and  fiiore, 
He  roli'd  his  ardent  eye  ;  but  nought  around 
On  land  or  wave  within  his  ken  appears, 
Nor  fluff,  nor  floating  corfe,  on  which  to  fhed 
The  laft  fad  tear,  and  lay  the  covering  mold  1 

And  now,  wide  open'd'by  the  wakeful  hours 
Heaven's  orient  gate,  forth  on  her  progrefs  comes 
Avirora  Auiling,  and  her  purple  lamp 
Lifts  high  o'er  earth  and  fea :  while,  all-unveil'd, 
The  vaft  horizon  on  Amyntor's  eye 
Pours  full  its  fcenes  of  wonder,  wildly  great, 
Magnificently  various.     From  this  lleep, 
Diffus'd  immenfe  in  rolling  nrofpecl  lay 
The  northern  deep.     Amidft,  from  fpace  to  fpace 
Her  numerous  ifles,  rich  gems  of  Albion's  crown, 
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As  flow  th'  afcending  mifts  difperfe  in  air, 
Shoot  gradual  from  her  bofom  :   and  beyond, 
Like  diftant  clouds  blue-floating  on  the  verge 
Of  evening  ikies,  break  forth  the  dawning  hills. 
A  thoufand  landfcapes  !  barren  fonie  and  bare, 
Rock  piPd  on  rock,  amazing,  up  to  heaven, 
Of  horrid  grandeur  :  fome  with  founding  afh, 
Or  oak  broad-ftiadowing,  or  the  fpiry  growth 
Of  waving  pine  high-plum'd,  and  all  beheld 
More  lovely  in  the  fun's  adorning  beam  ; 
Who  now,  fair-rifing  o'er  yon  eaftern  cliff, 
The  vernal  verdure  tindlures  gay  with  gold. 

Meanwhile  Aurelius,  wak'd  from  fweet  repofe, 
Repofe  that  temperance  (beds  in  timely  dews 
On  all  who  live  to  her,  his  mournful  gueft 
Came  forth  to  hail,  as  hofpitable  rites 
And  virtue's  rule  enjoin  :  but  firft  to  him, 
Spring  of  all  charity,  who  gave  the  heart 
With  kindly  fenfe  to  glow,  his  matin-fong, 
Superior  duty,  thus  the  fage  addreft  : 

Fountain  of  light  I  from  whom  yon  orient  fun 
Firft  drew  his  fplendour ;  fource  of  life  and  love  ! 
Whofefmile  now  wakese'erearth's  rekindling  face 
The  boundlefs  blufli  of  fpring  ;  O,  firft  and  beft  ! 
Thy  eflence,  though  from  human  fight  and  fearch, 
Though  from  the  climb  of  all  created  thought, 
Ineffably  remov'd  ;  yet  man  himfelf, 
Thy  lowed  child  of  realbn,  man  may  read 
Unbounded  power,  intelligence  fupreme, 
The  Maker's  hand,  on  all  his  works  impreft, 
In  characters  coeval  with  the  fun, 
And  with  the  fun  at  laft  ;  from  world  to  world, 
From  age  to  age,  in  every  clime,  difclos'd, 
Sole  revelation  through  all  time  the  fame. 
Hail,  univerfal  Goodnefs  1  with  full  dream 
For  ever  flowing  from  beneath  the  throne 
Through  earth, air,  lea,  to  all  things  that  have  life  : 
From  all  that  live  on  earth,  in  air  and  lea, 
The  great  community  of  nature's  fons, 
To  thee?  firft  Father,  ceafclefs  praife  afcend  ! 
And  in  the  reverent  hymn  ray  grateful  voice 
Be  duly  heard,  among  thy  works  not  leatt, 
Nor  loweft  ;  with  intelligence  inform 'd, 
To  know  thee,  and  adore  ;  with  free-will  crown'd, 
Where  virtue  leads,  to  follow  and  be  bleft. 
O,  whether  by  thy  prime  decree  ordain'd 
To  days  of  future  life ;  or  whether  now 
The  mortal  hour  is  inftant,  ftill  vouchfafe, 
Parent  and  friend,  to  guide  me  blamelefs  on 
Through  this  dark  fcene  of  error  and  of  ill, 
Thy  truth  to  light  me,  and  thy  peace  to  cheer. 
All  elfe,  of  me  unaik'd,  thy  will  fupreme 
Withhold  or  grant:  and  let  that  will  be  done. 

This  from  the  foul  in  filence  breath'd  fincere, 
The  hills  fteep  fide  with  firm  elaftic  ftep 
He  lightly  fcal'd  :  fuch  health  the  frugal  board, 
The  morn's  frefli  breath  that  exercife  refpires 
In  mountain-walks,  and  confcience  free  from  blame, 
Our  life's  beft  cordial,  can  through  age  prolong. 
There,  loft  in  thought,  and  felf-abandon'd,  lay 
The  man  unknown ;  nor  heard  approach  his  hoft, 
Nor  rais'd  his  drooping  head.     Aurelius  mov'd 
By  foft  companion,  which  the  favage  fcene, 
Shut  up  and  barr'd  amid  furrounding  feas 
From  human  commerce,  quicken'cl  into  fenfe 
Of  fliarper  forrow,  thus  apart  began: 

O  %ht,  that  from  the  eye  of  wealth  or  pride, 


Ev'n  in  their  hour  of  vaineft  thought,  might  draw 
A  feeling  tear  ;  whom  yefterday  beheld 
By  love  and  fortune  crown'd,  of  all  pofleft 
That  fancy,  tranc'd  in  faireft  vifion,  dreams; 
Now  loft  to  all,  each  hope  that  foftens  life, 
Each  blifs  that  cheers ;  there,  on  the  damp  earth 

fpread, 

Beneath  a  heaven  unknown,  behold  him  now  ! 
And  let  the  gay,  the  fortunate,  the  great, 
The  proud,  be  taught, what  now  the  wretchedfeel, 
The  happy  have  to  fear.     O  man  forlorn, 
Too  plain  I  read  thy  heart,  by  fondnefs  drawn 
To  this  fad  fcene,  to  iights  that  but  inflame 
Its  tender  anguilh — 

Hear  me,  heaven  !  exclaim'd 
The  frantic  mourner,  could  that  anguifli  rife 
To  madnefs  and  to  mortal  agony, 
I  yet  would  blifs  my  fate  ;  by  one  kind  pang, 
From  what  I  feel,  the  keener  pangs  of  thought 
For  ever  freed.     To  me  the  fun  is  loft: 
To  me  the  future  flight  of  days  and  years 
Is  darknefs,  is  defpair — But  who  complains 
Forgets  that  he  can  die.     O,  fainted  maid  1 
For  fuch  in  heaven  thou  art,  if  from  thy  feat 
Of  holy  reft,  beyond  thefe  changeful  fcies, 
If  names  on  earth  moft  facred  once  and  dear, 
A  lover  and  a  friend,  if  yet  thefe  names 
Can  wake  thy  pity,  dart  one  guiding  ray 
To  light  me  where,  in  cave  or  creek,  are  thrown 
Thy  lifelefs  limbs:  that  I— -O  grief  fuprerae  1 
O  fate  remorfelefs  !  was  thy  lover  fav'd 
For  fuch  a  talk  ?— that  1  thofe  dear  remains, 
With  maiden-rites  adorn'd,  at  laft  may  lodge 
Beneath  the  hallow'd  vault ;  and,  weeping  there 
O'er  thy  cold  urn,  await  the  hour  to  clofe 
Thefe  eyes  in  peace,  and  mix  this  duft  with  thine 

Such,  and  fo  dire,  reply'd  the"  cordial  friend 
In  pity's  look  and  language,  fuch,  alas ! 
Were  late  my  thoughts.  Whate'er  the  human  heart 
Can  moft  afflict,  grief,  agony,  defpair, 
Have  all  been  mine,  and  with  alternate  war 
This  bofom  ravag'd.    Hearken  then,  good  youth  ; 
My  ftory  mark,  and  from  another's  fate, 
Pre-emineatly  wretched,  learn  thy  own, 
Sad  as  it  feems,  to  balance  and  to  bear. 

In  me,  a  man  behold,  whofe  morn  ferene, 
Whofe  noon  of  better  life,  with  honour  fpent, 
In  virtuous  purpofe,  or  in  honeft  adl, 
Drew  fair  diftinclion  on  my  public  name, 
From  thofe  among  mankind,  the  nobler  few, 
Whofe  praife  is  fame  :  but  there,  in  that  true  fource 
Whence  happinefs  with  pureft  ftream  defcends, 
In  home  found  peace  and  love,  fupremely  bielt ! 
Union  of  hearts,  confent  of  wedded  wilis, 
By  friendfhip  knit,  by  mutual  faith  iecur'd 
Our  hopes   and  fears,  cnir  earth  and  heaven  the 
At  laft,  Amyntor,  in  my  failing  age,  [lame  ! 

Fallen  from  fuch  height,  and  with  the  feloii-herdt 
Robbers  and  outlaws,  number'd— thought    that 
ftill  [(hame  I 

Stings  deep  the  heart,  and  clothes  the  cheek  with 
Then  doom'd  to  feel  what  guilt  alone  ihould  fear, 
The  hand  of  public  vengeance  :  arm'd  by  rage, 
Not  jultice  ;  rais'd  to  injure,  not  redrefs  ; 
To  rob,  not  guard  ;  to  ruin,  not  defend  : 
And  all,  O  fovereign  reafon  !  all  deriv'd 
From  power  that  claims  thy  warrant  to  do  wrong  J 
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A  right  divine  to  violate  unblam'd 
Each  law,  each  rule,  that,  by  himfelf  obferv'd, 
The  God  prefcribes  whofe  fanction  kings  pretend. 
O  Charles  !   O  monarch  !  in  long  exile  train'd, 
Whole  hopeleis   years,  th'   oppreflbr's  hand   to 

know 

How  hateful  and  how  hard  ;  thyfelf  reliev'd, 
Now  hear  thy  people,  groaning  under  wrongs 
Of  equal  load,  adjure  thee  by  thofe  days 
Of  want  and  woe,  of  danger  and  defpair, 
As  heaven  has  thine,  to  pity  their  diftreis  ! 

Yet,  from  the  plain  good  meaning  of  my  heart, 
Be  far  the  unhallow'd  licence  of  abufe; 
Be  far  th'  bitternefs  of  faintly  zeal, 
That  impious  hid  behind  the  patriot's  name 
Mafks  hate  and  malice  to  the  legal  throne, 
In  juftice  founded,  circumfcrib'd  by  laws, 
The  prince  to  guard — but  guard  the  people  too : 
Chief,  one  prime  good  to  guard  inviolate, 
Soul  of  all  worth,  and  fum  of  human  blifs, 
Fair  freedom,  birthright  of  all  thinking  kinds, 
Reafon's  great  charter,  from  no  king  deriv'd, 
By  none  to  be  reclaim'd,  man's  right  divine, 
Which  God,  who  gave,  indelible  pronounc'd. 

But  if,  disclaiming  this  his  heaven-own'd  right, 
Thisfirft  beft  tenure  by  which  monarchs  rule; 
If,  meant  the  blefiing,  he  becomes  the  bane, 
The  wolf,  not  fliepherd,  of  his  fubjedl-fiock, 
To  grind  and  tear,  not  fhelter  and  protect, 
Wide-wafting  where  he  reigns — to  fuch  a  prince, 
Allegiance  kept  were  treafon  to  mankind ; 
And  loyalty,  revolt  from  virtue's  law. 
For  fay,  Amyntor,  does  juft  heaven  enjoin 
That  we  mould  homage  hell?  or  bend  the  knee 
To  earthquake,  or  volcano,  when  they  rage, 
Rend  earth's  firm  frame,  and   in  one  boundlefs 

grave 

Ingulf  their  thoufands !  Yet,  O  grief  to  tell ! 
Yet  fuch,  of  late,  o'er  this  devoted  land, 
Was  public  rule.     Our  fervile  ftripes  and  chains, 
Our  fighs  and  groans  refounding  from  the  fteep 
Of  wintery  hill,  or  wafte  untravell'd  heath, 
Laft  refuge  of  our  wretchednefs,  not  guilt, 
Proclaim'd  it  loud  to  heaven  :  the  arm  of  power 
Extended  fatal,  but  to  crulh  the  head 
It  ought  to  fcreen,  or  with  a  parent's  Jove 
Reclaim  from  error  ;  not  with  deadly  hate, 
The  tyrant's  law,  exterminate  who  err. 

In  this  wide  ruin  were  my  fortune  funk: 
Myfe-lf,  as  one  contagious  to  his  kind, 
Whom  nature,  whom  the  focial  life  renounced, 
Unfummon'd,  unimpleaded  was  to  death, 
To  fliarneful  death  adjudg'd  ;  againft  my  head 
The  price  of  blood  proclaim'd,  and  at  my  heels 
Let  loofe  the  murderous  cry  qf  human  hounds. 
And  this  blind  fury  of  commiffion'd  rage, 
Of  party-vengeance,  to  a  fatal  foe, 
Known  and  abhorr'd  for  deeds  of  direft  name, 
Was  given  in  charge  :  a  foe,  whom  blood-ftain'd 

zeal 

For  what — O  hear  it  not,  all-righteous  heaven ! 
JLeft  thy    rous'd   thunder   burft — for   what   was 
Religion's  caufe,  had  favag'd  to  a  brute,    [deem'd 
More  deadly  fell  than  hunger  ever  ftung 
To  prowl  in  wood  or  wild.     His  band  he  arm'd, 
Sons  of  perdition,  mifcreants  with  all  guilt 
Familiar,  and  iu  eachdire  art  of  death 


Train'd  ruthlefsup.     As  tigers  on  their 

On  my  defencelefs  lands  thofe  fiercer  beafts 

Devouring  fell :  nor  that  fequefter'd  ftiade, 

That  fweet  recefs,  where  love  and  virtue  long1 

In  happy  league  had  dwelt,  which  war  itfelf 

Beheld  with  reverence,  could  their  fury  'fcape  ; 

Deipoil'd,  defac'd,  and  wrapt  in  wafteful  flame  : 

For  flame  and  rapine  their  confuming  march, 

From  hill  to  vale,  by  daily  ruin  mark'd. 

So,  borne  by  winds  along,  in  baneful  cloud, 

Embody'd  locufb  from  the  wind  defcend 

On  herb,  fruit,  flower,  and  kill  the  ripening  year  : 

While,  wafte  behind,  deftruction  on  their  track 

And  ghaftly  famine  wait.     My  wife  and  child 

He  dragg'd,  the  ruffian  dragged — O  heaven  !  do  I/ 

A  man,  lurvive  to  tell  it  ?  At  the  hour 

Sacred  to  reft,  amid  the  fighs  and  tears 

Of  all  who  faw  and  curs'd  his  coward-rage, 

He  forc'd,  unpitying,  from  their  midnight-bed,, 

By  menace,  or  by  torture,  from  their  fears 

My  laft  retreat  to  learn  ;  and  ftili  detains 

Beneath  his  roof  accurft,  that  beft  of  wives  ! 

Emelia,  and  our  only  pledge  of  love, 

My  blooming  Theodora  ! — Manhood  thele, 

And  nature  bleed — Ah  !  let  not  buiy  thought 

Search  thither,  but  avoid  the  fatal  co.ift : 

Difcovery,  there,  once  more  my  peace  of  mind 

Might  wreck ;  once  more  to  defperation  fink 

My  hopes  in  heaven.     He  faid  :  but  O  fad  mufe  ! 

Can  all  thy  moving  energy,  of  power 

To  make  the  heart,  to  freeze  th'  arrefted  blood, 

With  words  that  weep,  and  ftrains  that  agonize  ; 

Can  all  this  mournful  magic  of  thy  voice 

Tell  what  Amyntor  feels  ?  O  heaven  1  art  thou— 

What  have  I  heard  ? — Aurelius  !  art  thou  he  ? 

Confufion  !  horror  ! — that  moft  wrong'd  of  men  1 

And,  O  moft  wretched  too  !  alas!  no  more, 

No  more  a  father — On  that  fatal  flood, 

Thy  Theodora- — At  thefe  words  he  fell. 

A  deadly  cold  ran  freezing  through  his  veins  : 

And  life  was  on  the  wing  he-r  loath'd  abode 

For  ever  to  forfake.     As  on  his  way 

The  traveller,  from  heaven  by  lightning  {truck, 

Is  fix'd  at  once  immoveable  ;  his  eye 

With  terror  glaring  wild  ;  his  ftiffening  limbs 

In  fudden  marble  bound  !  fo  flood,  fo  look'd 

The  heart-fmote  parent  at  this  tale  of  death. 

Half-utter'd,  yet  too  plain.     No  fign  to  rile, 

No  tear  had  force  to  flow ;  his  fenfes  all, 

Through  all  their  powers,  fufpended,  and  fubdued 

To  chill  amazement.     Silence  for  a  fpace — 

Such  ditrnal  filence  faddens  earth  and  fky 

Ere  firft  the  thunder  breaks-— on  either  fide 

Fill'd  up  this  interval  fevere.     At  laft, 

As  from  fome  vifion  that  to  frenzy  fires 

The  fleeper's  brain,  Amyntor  waking  wild, 

A  poinard,  hid  beneath  his  various  robe, 

Drew  furious  forth— Me,  me,  he  cry'd,  on  me 

Let  all  thy  wrongs  be  vifited  ;  and  thus 

My  horrors  end— then  madly  would  have  plung'd 

The  weapon's  hoftile  point. — His  lifted  arm, 

Aurelius,  though  with  deep  difmay  and  dread 

And  anguiih  (hook,  yet  his  fuperior  foul 

Collecting,  and  refuming  all  himfelf, 

Seiz'd  fudden  :  then  perufing  with  ftricl:  eye» 

And  beating  heart,  Arajntor's  blooming  form  : 

Nor  from  his  air  or  feature  gathering  aught 
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To  wake  remembrance,  thus  at  length  befpoke: 

O  dire  attempt!    Whoe'er  thou  art,  yet  ftay 
Thy  hand  felf-  violent  ;  nor  thus  to  guilt, 
If  guilt  is  thine,  accumulating  add 
A  crime  that  nature  flirinks  from,  and  to  which 
Heaven  has  indulg'd  no  mercy.  Sovereign  Judge  ! 
Shall  man  fir  ft  violate  the  law  divine, 
That  pla^'d  him  here  dependent  on  thy  rod, 
Refign'd,  unmurmuring,  to  await  his  hour 
Of  fair  Hifmiflion  hence;  mall  man  do  this, 
Then  dare  thy  prefence,  rufh  into  thy  fight, 
Red  with  the  fin,  and  recent  from  the  ftain, 
Of  unrepented  blood  ?  Call  home  thy  fenfe  ; 
Know  what  thou  art,  and  own  his  hand  moft  juft, 
Rewarding  or  afflicting — But  fay  on. 
My  foul,  yet  trembling  at  thy  frantic  deed, 
Recalls  thy  words,  recalls  their  dire  import. : 
They  urge  me  on  ;  they  bid  me  afk  no  more — 
What  would  I  afk  ?  My  Theodora's  fate, 
Ah  me  !  is  known  too  plain.     Have  I  then  finn'd, 
Good  heaven  1  beyond  all  grace — But  fliall  I  blame 
His  rage  of  grief,  arid  in  myfelf  admit 
Its  wild  excefs  ?  Heaven  gave  her  to  my  wifh  ; 
That  gift  Heaven  hasrefum'd:  righteous  in  both,1 
For  both  his  providence  be  ever  bled  ! 

By  fhame  reprefs'd,  with  rifing  wonder  fill'd, 
Arnyntor,  flow  recovering  into  thought, 
Subrniffive  on  his  knee,  the  good  man's  hand 
Grafp'd  clofe,  arid  bore  with  ardour  to  his  lips. 
His  eye,  where  fear,  confufion,  reverence  fpoke, 
Thro1  fwelling  tears,  what  language  cannot  tell. 
Now  role   to   meet,   now  flmnn'd  the   hermit's 

glance, 

Shot  awful  at  him  :  till,  the  various  fwell 
Of  paffion  ebbing,  thus  he  fauliering  fpoke  : 
What  haft  thou  done  ?  why  fav'd  a  wretch  un 
known  ? 

Whom  knowing  ev'n  thy  goodnefs  muft  abhor. 
Miftaken  man  !  the  honour  of  thy  name, 
Thy  love,  truth,  duty,  all  muft  be  my  foes. 
I  am— Aurelius  !  turn  that  look  afide, 
That  brow  of  terror,  while  this  wretch  can  fay, 
Abhorrent  fay,  he  is— forgive  me,  heaven  ! 
Forgive  me,  virtue  '.  if  I  would  renounce 
Whorn.nature  bids  me  reverence—by  her  bond, 
Rolando's  fon  :  by  your  more  facred  ties, 
As  to  his  crimes,  an  alien  to  his  blood; 
For  crimes  like  his— - 

Rolando's  fon  ?    Juft  hcavrn  ! 
^Ta  !  here?  and  in  my  power  ?  A  war  of  thoughts, 
All  terrible  arifing,  fhakes  my  frame 
With  doubtful  conflict.     By  one-ftroke  to  reach 
The  father's  heart,  though  feas  are  fpread  be 
tween,  [whom  ? 
Were    great    revenge  ! — Away  :    revenge  ?    on 
Alas  !  on  my  own  foul ;  by  rage  betray'd 
Ev'n  to  the  crime  my  reafon  moft  condemns 
In  him  who  ruin'd  me.     Deep-mov'd  he  fpoke  ; 
And  his  own  poniard  o'er  the  proftrate  youth 
Sufpended  held.     But,  as  the  welcome  blow, 
With  arms  difplay'd,  Amyntor  feem'd  to  court, 
Behold,  in  fudden  confluence  gathering  round 
The  natives  flood  ;  whom  kindnefs  hither  drew, 
The  man  unknown,  with  each  relieving  aid 
Of  love  and  care,  as  ancient  rites  ordain, 
To  fuccour  and  to  fcrve.     Before  them  came 
Montano,  venerable  fage,  whole  h«a,el 


The  hand  of  time  with  twenty  winters'  fnow 

Had  fhower'd ;  and  to  whofe  intelle<5lual  eye 

Futurity,  behind  her  cloudy  veil, 

Stands  in  fair  light  difclos'd.     Him,  after  paufe, 

Aurelius  drew  apart,  and  in  his  care 

Amyntor  plac'd;  to  lodge  him  and  fecure; 

To  fave  him  from  him  (elf,  as  one,  with  grief 

Tempeftuous,  and  with  rage,  diftemper'd  deep. 

This  done,  nor  waiting  for  reply,  alone 

He  fought  the  vale,  and  his  calm  cottage  gain'd. 

CANTO  HI. 

WHERE  Kilda's  fouthern  hills  their  fummit  lift 

With  triple  fork  to  heaven,  the  mounted  fun 

Full  from  the  midmoft  (hot  in  dazzling  ftream 

His  noon-tide  ray.     And  now,  in  lowing  train, 

Were  leen  flow-pacing  weftward  o'er  the  vale 

The  milky  mothers,  foot  purfuing  foot, 

And  nodding  as  they  move  ;  their  oozy  meal, 

The  bitter  healthful  herbage  of  the  more, 

Around  its  rocks  to  graze  :  *  for,  ftrange  to  tell  i 

The  hour  of  ebb,  though  ever  varying  found, 

As  yon  pde  planet  wheels  from  day  to  day 

Her  courfe  inconftant,  their  fure  inftinct  feels, 

Intelligent  of  times  ;  by  heaven's  own  hand, 

To  all  its  creatures  equal  in  its  care, 

Unerring  mov'd.    Thefe  fignsobferv'd,  that  guide 

To  labour  and  repofe  a  fimple  race, 

Theie  native  figns  to  due  repaft  at  noon, 

Frugal  and  plain,  had  warn'd  the  temperate  ifle : 

All"  but  Aurelius.     He,  unhappy  man, 

By  nature's  voice  folicited  in  vain, 

Nor  hour  obferv'd,  nor  due  repair,  partook. 

The  child  no  more  !  the  mother's  fate  untold  ! 

B*oth  in  black -profpect  rifing  to  his  eye — 

'Twas    anguifh    there;    'twas   here    diftracting 

•doubt ! 

Yet,  after  long  and  painful  conflict  borne, 
Where  nature,  reafon,  oft  the  doubtful  fcalc 
Inclin'd  alternate,  fummoning  each  aid 
That  virtue  lends,  and  o'er  each  thought  infirm 
Superior  rifi?5g,  in  the  might  of  Him,  [light,, 

Who  itrength  from  weaknefs,  as  from  darknefs 
Omnipotent  can'draw;  again  refign'd, 
Again  he  facrific'd,  to  heaven's  high  will, 
Each  foothing  weaknefs  of  a  parent's  breaft  ; 
The  figh  foft  memory  prompts  ;  the  tender  tear, 
That,  ftreaming  o'er  an  object  lov'd  and  loft, 
With  mournful  tragic  tortures  and  delights, 
Relieves  us,  while  itsfweet  oppreflion  loads, 
And,  by  admitting,  blunts  the  fling  of  woe. 
As  reafon  thus  the  mental  ftorm  feren'd, 
And  through  the  darknefs  fliot  her  fun-bright  ray 
That  llrengthens  while  it  cheers;  behold  from 
Amyntor  flow-approaching  !  on  his  front/       [far 
O'er  each  funk  feature  forrow  had  diffus'd 

*  The  cotvs  often  feed  on  the  alga  marina  :  and 
they  can  dijtingui/jj  exaffly  the  tide  of  ebb  from 
the  tide  of  flood;  though,  at  the  fame  time,  they 
are  not  within  'view  of  the  fare.  When  the  tide 
has  eblcd  about  two  hours,  then  theyjieer  their 
cbiirfc  direftly  to  the  nearrJIJJjore,  in  their  nfttal 
order,  one  after  another.  I  had  occafion  to  make 
this  obfervation  thirecen  times  in  one  week* 
ZJarrin's  Wejlern  I/let  of  Sc9tfandrp.  156, 
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Attraction,  fweetly  fad.     His  noble  port, 
Majeftic  in  diftrefs,  Aurelius  mark'd  ; 
And,  unrefilHng,  felt  his  boiom  flow 
With  focial  foftnefs.  Strait  before  the  door 
Of  his  mofs-filver'd  cell  they  fat  them  down 
In  counterview  :  and  thus  the  youth  began. 

With  patient  ear,  with  calm  attention,  mark 
Amyntor's  itory  :  then,  as  juftice  fees, 
On  cither  hand,  her  equal  balance  weigh, 
Abfolve  him,  or  condemn — But  oh,  may  I, 
A  father's  name  when  truth  forbids  to  praife, 
Unblam'd  pronounce  ?  that  name  to  every  fon 
By  heaven  made  facred  ;  and  by  nature's  hand, 
With  Honour,  Duty,  Love,  her  triple  pale, 
Fenc'd  ftrongly  round,  to  bar  the  rude  approach 

Of  each  irreverent  thought Thefe  eyes,  alas  ! 

The  curs'd  effects  of  ianguinary  zeal 

Too  near  beheld  :  its  madnefs  how  extreme  ; 

How  blind  its  fury,  by  the  prompting  prieft, 

Each  tyrant's  ready  inftrument  of  ill, 

TrainM  on  to  holy  mifchief.     Scene  abhorr'd  ! 

Fell  Cruelty  let  loofe  in  Mercy's  name: 

Intolerance,  while  o'er  the  free-born  mind 

Her  heavieft  chainS  were  caft,  her  iron  fcourge 

Severeft  hung,  yet  daring  to  appeal 

That  Power  whofe  law  is  meeknefs;  and,  for  deeds 

That  outrage  heaven,  belying  heaven's  command. 

Flexile  of  will,  misjudging,  though  fincere, 
Rolando  caught  the  fpread  infection,  plung'd 
Implicit  into  guilt,  and  headlong  urg'd 
His  courfe  unjuft  to  violence  and  rage. 
Unmanly  rage  1  when  nor  the  charm  divine 
Of  Beauty,  nor  the  Matron's  facred  age, 
Secure  from  wrongs,  could  innocence  (ecure, 
Found  reverence  or  diftinction.     Yet  fuftain'd 
By  confcious  worth  within,  the  matchlefs  pair 
Their  threatening  fate,  imprifonment  and  fcorn 
And  death  denounc'd,  uflfhrinking,  unfubdued 
To  murmur  or  complaint,  fuperior  bore, 
With  patient  hope,  with  fortitude  reiign'd, 
Nor  built  on  pride,  nor  counting  vain  applaufe  ; 
But  calmly  conftant,  without  effort  great, 
What  reafon  dictates,  arid  what  heaven  approves. 

But  how  proceed,  Aurelius  ?  in  what  founds 
Of  gracious  cadence,  of  affuafive'  power, 
My  further  ftory  clothe  ?     O  could  I  fleal 
From  Harmony  her  fofteft-warbled  ftrain 
Of  melting  air  !  or  Zephyr's  vernal  voice  ! 
Or  Philomela's  fong,  when  love  diffolves 
To  liquid  banifhment  his  evening- lay, 
All  nature  fmiling  round  !  then  might  Ifpeak; 
Then. might  Amyntor,  unoffending,  tell, 
How  unperceiv'd  and  fecret  through  his  breaft, 
As  morning  rifes  o'er  the  midnight-fiiade, 
What  firft  was  ow'd  humanity  to  both, 
Affifting  piety  and  tender  thought, 
Grew  fwift  and  liient  into  love  for  one  : 
My  fole  offence— if  love  can  then  offend, 
When  virtue  lights  and  reverence  guards  its  flame. 

O  Theodora  !  who  thy  world  of.charms, 
That  foul  of  fweetnefs,  that  foft  glow  of  youth, 
Warm  on  thy  cheek,  and  beaming  from  thine  eye, 
Unmov'd  could  fee  ?  that  dignity  of  eafe, 
That  grace  of  air,  by  happy  nature  thine  ! 
For  all  in  thee  was  native  ;  from  within 
Spontaneous  flowing,  as  fome  equal  rtream 
From  its  uniailing  fource  1  and  then  too  feen 


In  milder  lights;  by  forrow's  (Lading  hand 
Touch'd  into  power  more  exquifitely  foft, 
By  tears  adorn'd,  intender'd  by  diftrefs. 
O  fweetnefs  without,name  !  when  love  looks  on 
With  pity's  melting  eye,  that  to  the  foul 
Endears,  ennobles  her,  whom  fate  afflicts, 
Or  fortune  leaves  unhappy  !  Pa/Tion  then 
Refines  to  virtue  :  then  a  purer  train 
Of  heaven-infpir'd  emotions,  undebas'd 
By  felf-regard,  or  thought  of  due  return, 
The  breaft  expanding,  all  its  powers  exalt 
To  emulate  what  reafon  belt  conceives 
Of  love  celeftial;  whole  prevenient  aid 
Forbids  approaching  ill ;  or  gracious  draws, 
When  the  Ipne  heart  with  anguifh  inly  bleeds, 
From  pain  its  fting,  its  bitternefs  from  woe  ! 
By  this  plain  courtfhip  of  the  honef-  heart 
To  pity  mov'd,  at  length  my  pleaded   -ows 
The  gentle  maid  with  unreluctant  ea. 
Would  oft  admit ;  would  oft  endearing  crown 
With  fmiles  of  kind  affent,  with  looks  that  fpoke, 
In  blufhing  foftnefs,  her  chafte  bofom  touch'd 
To  mutual  love.     O  fortune's  faireft  hour  ! 
O  feen,  but  not  enjoy'd,  juft  hail'd  and  loft 
Is  flattering  brightness  1  Theodora's  form, 
Event  unfear'd  !   had  caught  Rolando's  eye  : 
And  Love,  if  wild  Defire,  of  Fancy  born, 
By  furious  paffions  nurs'd,  that  facred  name 
Profanes  not,  Love  his  ilubborn  breaft  diffolv'd 
To  tranficnt  goodneis.     But  my  thought  fhrinks 
Reluctant  to  proceed  :  and  filial  awe,  [hack, 

With  pious  hand,  would  o'er  a  parent's  crime 
The  veil  of  filence  and  oblivious  night 
Permitted  throw.     His  impious  fuit  repell'd, 
Aw"'d  from  her  eye,  and  from  her  lip  fevere 
Daflrd  with    indignant   fcorn ;    each   harbour'd 
Of  foft  emotion  or  of  focial  fenie,  [thought 

Love,  pity,  kindnefs,  alien  to  a  foul 
That  Bigot-rage  emhofoms,  fled  at  once  : 
And  all  the  favage  reaffum'd  his  breaft. 
'  Fis  juft,  he  cry'd :  who  thus  invites  difdain, 
Deferves  repulfe  ;  he  who,  by  flave-like  art?, 
Would  meanly  fteal  what  ibrce  may  nobler  take, 
And,  greatly  daring,  dignify  the  deed. 
When  next  we  meet,  our  mutual  hlufh  to  fpare. 
Thine  from  diflembiing,  from  bafe  flattery  mine, 
Shall  be  my  care.     Thus  threat,  by  brutal  fcorn 
Keen'd  and  embitter'd,  terrible  to  both, 
To  one  prov'd  fatal.     Silent-wafting  grief, 
The  mortal  worm  that  on  Emilia's  frame 
Had  prcy'd   unfeen,   now   deep   through  all  her 

powers 

Its  poifon  fpread,  and  kili'd  their  vital.growth. 
Sickening,  ihe  funk  beneath  this  double  weight 
Of  fhame  and  horror.---Dare  I  yet  proceed  ? 
Aurelius,  O  moft  injured  of  mankind  ! 
Shall  yet  my  tale,  exafperating,  add 
To  woe,  new  anguifh  ?  and  to  grief,  defpair-~ 
She  is  no  more — 

O  Providence  fevere  ( 

Aurelius  fmote  his  breaft,  and  groaning  cry'd  ; 
But  curb'd  a  fecond  groan,  repeli'd  the  voice 
Of  froward  grief:  and  to  the  Will  iuprerne. 
In  juftice  av/ful,  lowly  bending  his, 
Nor  figh  nor  murmur,  nor  repining  plaint, 
By  all  tbe  war  of  nature  though  afiail'd,      [grace 
Efcap'd  his  lips.     What  1  fhaii  we  from  heaven's 
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With  life  receiving  nappincfs,  bur  fhare 

Of  ill  refufe  ?     And  are  afflictions  aught 

But  mercies  in  difguife  ?  th'  alternate  cup, 

Medicinal  though  bitter,  and  prcpar'd 

By  love's  own  hand  for  falatary  ends. 

But  were  they  ills  indeed  ?  Can  fond  comp'aint 

Arreft  the  wing  of  time  ?     Can  grief  command 

This  noon-day  fun  to  roll  his  flaming  orb 

Back  to  yon  eaflern  coaft,  and  bring  again 

The  hours  of  yefterday  ?  or  from  the  Womb 

Of  that  unfounded  deep  the  bury'd  corfe 

To  light  and  life  reftore  ?  Bleft  pair,  farewell ! 

Yet,  yet  a  few  fhort  days  of  erring  grief, 

Of  human  fondnefs  fighing  in  the  bread, 

And  forrow  is  no  more.     Now,  gentle  youth, 

And  let  me  call  thee  fon  (for  O  that  name 

Thy  faith,  thy  friendfhip,  thy  true  portion  borne 

Of  pains  for  me,  too  fadly  have  deierved) 

On  with  thy  tale.  'Tis  mine,  when  heaven  afflicts, 

To  hearken  and  adore.     The  patient  man 

Thus  fpoke  :  Amyntor  thus  his  ftory  clos'd. 

As  dumb  with  angurfh  round  the  bed  of  death 
Weeping  we  knelt,  to  mine  fhe  faintly  rais'd 
Her  doling  eyes  ;  then  fixing,  in  cold  gaze, 
On  Theodora's  face— -O  fave  my  child ! 
She  faid  ;  and,  Ihrinking  from  her  pillow,  flept 
Without  a  groan,  a  pang.     In  hallow'd  earth 
I  faw  her  fhrouded  ;  bade  eternal  peace 
Her  fhade  receive,  and,  with  the  trueft  tears, 
Affection  ever  wept,  her  duft  bedew'd. 

What  then  remain'd  for  honour  cr  for  love  ? 
What,  but  that  fcene  of  violence  to  fly, 
With  guilt  profan'd,  and  terrible  with  death, 
Rolando's  fatal  roof.     Late  at  the  hour, 
When  (hade  and  filence  o'er  this  nether  orb 
With  drowfieft  influence  reign,  the  waning  moon 
Afcending  mournful  in  the  midnight  fphere ; 
On  that  drear  fpot,  within  whole  cavern'd  womb 
Emilia  fleeps,  and  by  the  turf  that  veils 
Her  honoured  clay,  alone  and  kneeling  there 
I  found  my  Theodora  !   thrill'd  with  awe, 
With  facred  terror,  which  the  time,  the  place, 
Pour'd  on  us,  fadly-folemn,  I  too  bent 
My  trembling  knee ;  and  lock'd  in  her's  my  hand 
A-crofs  her  parent's  grave.     By  this  dread  fcene  ! 
By  night's  pale  regent !     By  yon  glorious  train 
Of  ever-moving  fires  that  round  her  bufn  ! 
By  death's  dark  empire  !  by  the  fheeted  duft 
That  once  was  man,  now  mouldering  here-below  : 
But  chief  by  her's,  at  whofe  nodiurnal  tomb, 
Reverent  we  kneel !  and  by  her  nobler  part, 
Th'  unbody'd  fpirit  hovering  near,  perhaps, 
As  witnefs  to  our  vows !  nor  time,  nor  chance, 
Nor  aught  but  death's  inevitable  hand, 
Shall  e'er  divide  our  loves. — I  led  her  thence : 
To  where,  fafe-ftation'd  in  a  fecret  bay, 
Rough  of  defccnt,  and  brown  with  pendent  pines 
That  murmur'd  to  the  gale,  our  bark  was  moor'd. 
We  fail'd — But,  O  my  father !  can  1  fpeak 
What  yet  remains  ?  yon  ocean  black  with  ftorm  ! 
Its  ufelefs  fails  rent  from  the  grpaning  pine  ! 
The  fpeechlefs  crew  aghaft  !  and  that  loft  fair  ! 
Still,  ft  ill  I  fee  her!  feel  her  heart  pant  thick ! 
And  hear  her  voice,  in  ardent  vows  to  heaven 
For  me  alone  preferr'd,  as  on  my  arm, 
Expiring,  fmking  with  her  fears,  fhe  hung  ! 
Ikifs'd  her  pale  cold  cheek!  with  tears  adjur'd, 
And  won  at  laft,  with  fums  of  prorFcr'd  gold, 
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The  boldefl  mariners,  this  precious  chargd 

Inftant  to  fave  ;  and,  in  the  fkiff  fecur'd, 

Their  oars  acrofs  the  foamy  flood  to  ply 

With  unremitting  arm.     I  then  prepar'd 

To  follow  her — That  moment,  from  the  deck, 

A  fea  fwell'd  o'er,  and  plung'd  me  in  the  gulf. 

Nor  me  alone  :  its  broad  and  billowing  fweep 

Muft  have  involv'd  her  too.     Myfterious  heaven! 

My  fatal  love  on  her  devoted  head 

Drew  down— -it  rriuft  be  fo !  the  judgment  due 

To  me  and  mine  :  or  was  Amyntor  fav'd 

For  its  whole  quiver  of  remaining  wrath  ? 

For  ftorms  more  fierce  ?  for  pains  of  fliarper  fting  ? 

And  years  of  death  to  come  ? — Nor  further  voice, 

Nor  flowing  tear  his  high-wrought  grief  fupply'd  : 

With  arms  outfpread,  with  eyes  in  hopelefs  gaze 

To  heaven  unlifted,  motionlefs  and  mute 

He  ftood,  the  mournful  femblance  of  defpair. 

The   lamp  of  day,  though  from  mid-noon  de- 
Still  flaming  with  full  ardor,  flint  on  earth  [clin'd, 
Oppreflive  brightnefs  round ;  till  in  foft  ftream, 
From  ocean's  bofom  his  light  vapours  drawn, 
With,  grateful  intervention  o'et  the  fky 
Their  vale  diffuiive  fpread ;  the  fcene  abroad 
Soft-fhadowing,  vale  and  plain,  and  dazzling  hill* 
Aurelius,  with  his  gueft,  the  weftern  cliff 
Afcending  flow,  beneath  its  marble  roof, 
From  whence  in  double  ftream  a  lucid  fource 
RolPd  founding  forth,  and,  where  with  dewy  wing 
Frefh  breezes  play'd,  fought  refuge  and  repofe, 
Till  cooler  hours  arife.     The  fubjedt  ifle 
Her  village  capital,  where  health  and  peace 
Are  tutelary  gods ;  her  fmall  domain 
Of  arable  and  pafture,  vein'd  with  ftreams 
That  branching  bear  refrefhful  moifture  on 
To  field  and  mead ;  her  ftraw-roof 'd  temple  rude, 
Where  piety,  not  pride,  adoring  kneels, 
Lay  full  in  view.     From  fcene  to  fcene  around 
Aurelius  gaz'd  ;  and,  fighing-,  thus  began : 

Not  we  alone  ;  alas !   in  every  clime, 
The  human  race  are  fons  of  forrow  born. 
Heirs  of  tranfmitted  labour  and  difeafe, 
Of  pain  and  grief,  from  fire  to  fon  deriv'd, 
All  have  their  mournful  portion  ;  all  muft  bear 
Th'  impos'd  condition  of  their  mortal  ftate, 
Vicifihude  of  fullering.     Caft  thine  eye 
Where  yonder  vale,  Amyntor,  Hoping  fpreads 
Full  to  the  nqon-tide  beam  its  primrofe-lap, 
From  hence  dwe  eaft.     Amyntor  look'd,  and  faw, 
Not  without  wonder  at  a  fight  fo  ftrange,   [arm'd 
Where   thrice   three    females,   earneft   each  and 
With,  rural  inftruments,  the  foil  prepar'd 
For  future  harveft.     Thefe  the  trenchant  fpadc, 
To  turn  the  mold  and  break  th'  adhefive  clods, 
Empldy'd  afiiduou$.     Thofe,  with  equal  pace, 
And  arm  alternate,  ftrew'd  its  frefh  lap  white 
With  fruit  fruitful  Ceres  :  while,  in  train  behind, 
Three  more  th'  incumbent  harrow  heavy  on 
O'er  labour  d  drew,  and  clos'd  the  toilfome  taflc. 

Behold  !  Aurelius  thus  his  fpeech  rcnew'd, 
From  that  foft  fex,  too  delicately  fram'd 
For  toils  like  thefe,  the  taflc  of  rougher  man, 
What  y.-t  necelTity  demands  fevere  ? 
Twelve  funs  hare  purpled  thefe  encircling  hills' 
With  orienj:  beams,  as  many  nights  along 
Their  dew.y  fummits  drawn  th'  alternate  veil 
Of  darknefs,  fince,  in  unpropitious  hour, 
The  hufbands  or  tbofe  widow'd  mates,  who  riovf 
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For  both  muft  labour,  launched,  in  queft  of  food, 
Their  ifland-ikiff  advem'rous  on  the  deep. 
Them,  while  the  fw^eping  net  fecure  they  plung'd 
The  finny  race  to  fnare,  whofe  foodful  fhoals 
Each  creek  and  bay  innumerable  crowd, 
As  annual  on  from  fhore  to  fhore  they  move 
In  watery  caravan  •,  them,  thus  intent, 
Dark  from  the  fouth  a  guft  of  furious  wing, 
Up-fpringing,  drove  to  fea  :  and  left  in  tears, 
This  little  world  of  brothers  and  of  friends  ! 
But  when,  at  evening  hour,  disjointed  planks, 
Borne  on  the  furging-tide,  and  broken  oars, 
To  fight,  with  fatal  certainty,  reveal'd 
The  wreck  before  furmis'd  ;  one  general  groan, 
To  heaven  afcending,  fpoke  the  general  breaft 
With  fharpefi  anguifh  pierc'd.     Their  ceafelefs 
plaint,  [fhore, 

Through  thefe  hoarfe  rocks,  on  this  refounding 
At  morn  was  heard:   at  midnight  too  were  feen, 
Difconfolate  on  each  chill  mountain's  height, 
The  mourners  fpread,  exploring  land  and  fea 
With  eager  gaze — till  from  yon  leiTer  iile, 
Yon  round  of  mofs-clad  hills,  Borera  nani'd — 
Full  north,  behold  !  above  the  foaring  lark, 
Its  dizzy  cliffs  afpire,  hung  round  and  white 
With  curling  mifts — at  lafh  from  yon  hoar  hills, 
Inflaming  the  brown  air  with  fudden  blaze, 
And  ruddy  undulation,  thrice  three  fires, 
Like  meteors  waving  in  a  moonlefs  iky, 
Our  eyes,  yet  unbelieving,  faw  diftincl:, 
Succeflive  kindled,  and  from  night  to  night 
Renew'd  continuous.     Joy,  with  wild  excefs, 
Took  her  gay  turn  to  reign  ;  and  nature  now 
From  rapture  wept :  yet  ever  and  anon 
By  fad  conjecture  damp'd,  and  anxious  thought 
How  from  yon  rocky  prifon  to  releafe 
Whom  the  deep  fea  immures  (their  only  boat 
Deftroy'd)  and  whom  th'  inevitable  fiege 
Of  hunger  mufl  afiault.     But  hope  fuftains 
The  human  heart :  and  now  their  faithful  wives, 
With  love-taught  {kill  and  vigour  not  their  own, 
On  yonder  field  th'  autuinnal  year  prepare  *. 

Amyntor,  who  the  tale  diftrefsful  heard 
With  fympathifmg  forrow,  on  himfelf, 
On  his  feverer  fate,  now  pondering  deep 
Wrapt  by  fad  thought  the  hill  unheeding  left ; 
And  reach'd,  withfwerving  ftep,  the  diftant  ftrand. 
Above,  around,  in  cloudy  circles  wheel'd, 
Or  failing  level  on  the  pokr  gale 
That  cool  with  evening  rofe,  a  thoufand  wings, 
The  fummer-nations  of  thefe  pregnant  cliffs, 
Play'd  fportive  round,  and  to  the  fun  outfpread 
Their  various  plumage  ;  or  in  wild  notes  hail'd 
His  parent-beam  that  animates  and  cheers 
All  living  kinds.     He,  glorious  from  amidH 
A  pomp  of  golden  clouds,  th'  Atlantic  flood 
Beheld  oblique,  and  o'er  its  azure  breaft 
Wav'd  one  unbounded  blufh :  a  fcene  to  ftrike 
Bt>th  ear  and  eye  with  wonder  and  delight ! 
But,  loft  to  outward  fenfe,  Amyntor  pafs'd 
^Regardlefs  on,  through  other  walks  convey'd 
Of  baleful  profpect ;  which  pale  fancy  rais'd 
Inceffant  to  herfelf,  and  fabled  o'er 
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With  darkeft  night,  meet  region  for  defpair  ! 
Till  northward,  where  the  rock  itsfea-wafli'db'afe 
Projefts  athwart  and  (huts  the  bounded  fcene, 
Rounding  its  point,  he  rais'd  his  eyes  and  faw, 
At  diftauce  faw,  defcending  on  the  fhore, 
Forth  from  their  anchor 'd  boat,  df  men  unknown 
A  double  band,  who  by  their  geftures  ftrange 
There  fix'd  with  vwondering :  for  at  once  they  knelt' 
With  hands  upheld;  at  once,  to  heaven,  asfeem'd, 
One  general  hymn  pour'd  forth  of  vocal  praife. 
Then,  flowly  riling,  forward  mov'd  their  fteps  : 
Slow  as  they  mov'd,  behold  !  amid  the  train," 
On  either  fide  fupported,  onward  came 
Pale  and  of  piteous  look,  a  penfive  maid  ; 
As  one  by  wafting  ficknefs  fore  affail'd, 
Or  plung'd  in  grief  profound-^-O,  all  ye  powers ! 
Amyntor  ftarting,  cry'd,  and  fhot  his  foul 
In  rapid  glance  before  him  on  her  face. 
Illufion  !  no — it  cannot  be.     My  blood 
Runs  chill :  my  feet  are  rooted  here—and  fee  ! 
To  mock  my  hopes,  it  wears  her  gracious  form. 
The  fpirits  who  this  ocean  wafte  and  wild 
Still  hover  round,  or  walk  thefe  ifles  uufeen, 
Pref.'nting  oft  in  piclur'd  vifion  ftrange 
The  deaa  or  abfent,  have  on  yon  fbape  adorn'd, 
So  like  rny  love,  of  unfubfiantial  air, 
Embody'd  featur'd  it  with  all  her  charms — • 
And  lo  !  behold  !  its  eyes  are  fix'd  on  mine 
With  guze  tranfported— Ha  !   fhe  faints,  fhe  falls  ! 
He  ran,  he  flew  :  his  clafping  arms  receiv'd 
Her  finking  weight — O  earth,  and  air,  and  fea! 
'Tis  fhe  !  'tis  Theodora!   Power  divine, 
Whofe  goodnefs  knows  no  bounds,  thy  hand  is  here. 
Omnipotent  in  mercy  !  As  he  fpoke, 
Adown  his  cheek,  through  fhivering  joy  and  doubt, 
The  tear  fail-falling  ftream'd.  My  love  !  my  life  • 
Soul  of  my  wifhes  !  fav'd  beyond  all  faith  ! 
Return  to  life  and  me.     O  fly,  my  friends, 
Fly,  and  from  yon  trariflucent  fountain  bring 
The  living  ftream.     Thou  dearer  to  my  foul 
Than  all  the  fumlefs  wealth  this  fea  entombs, 
My  Theodora,  yet  awake  :    'tis  I, 
'Tis  poor  Amyntor  calls  thee  !  At  that  name, 
That  potent  name,  h*er  fpirit  from  the  verge 
Of  death  recall'd,  fhe  trembling  rais'd  her  eyes  j 
Trembling,  his  neck  with  eager  grafp  entwin'd, 
And  murmur' d  out  his  name  :  then  funk  again  j 
Then  fwoon'd  upon  his  bofom,  through  excefs 
Of  blift  unhop'd,  too  mighty  for  her  frame. 
The  rofe-bud  thus,  that  to  the  beam  ferene 
Of  morning  glad  unfolds  her  tender  charms, 
Shrinks  and  expires  beneath  the  noon-day  blaze.    , 
Moments  of  dread  fufpenfe — but  foon  to  ceafc  ! 
For  now,  while  on  her  face  thefe  men  unknown 
The  ftream,  with  cool  afperfion,  bufy  caft, 
His  eyes  beheld,  with  wonder  and  amaze, 
Beheld  in  them — his  friends!  th'  advent' rous few, 
Who  bore  her  to  the  fldff!  whofe  daring  fkill 
Had  fav'd  her  from  the  deep !  As,  o'er  her  cheek 
Rekindling  life,  like  morn,  its  light  diffus'd^ 
In  dawning  purple.  ;  from  their  lips  he  learn'd, 
How  to  yon  ifle,  yon  round  of  mofs-clad  hills, 
Borea  nani'd,  before  the  tempeft  borne, 
Thefe  inlanders,  thrice  three,  then  prifon'd  there. 
(So  heaven  ordain'd)  with  utmoft  peril  run, 
With  toil  invincible,  from  fhelve  and  rock 
Their  boat  preferv'd,  and  to  this  happy  coafl 
Its  prow  directed  fafe — He  heard  no  more  : 
The  reft  already  known,  his  every  fenfe, 
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His  full  collected  foul,  on  her  alon: 
Was  fix'd,  was  hung  enraptur'd,  while  thsfe  founds, 
This  voice,  as  of  an  angel,  pierc'd  his  ear. 
Amyntor !    O  my  life's  recover  M  hope  ! 
My  foul's  defpair  and  rapture  ! — can  this  be  ? 
Am  I  on  earth  ?  and  do  thefe  arrris  indeed 
Thy  real  form  enfold?     Thoa  dreadful  deep  ! 
Ye  fnores  unknown  !  ye  wild  impending  hills  ! 
Dare  I  yet  truft  my  ferae  ? — O  yes,  'tis  he ! 
'Tis  he  hlmfelf!     My  eyes,  my  bounding  heart, 
Confefs  their  living-  lord  !     What  fhall  I  fay  ? 
How  vent  the  boundlefs  tranfport  that  expands 
My  labouring  thought?  th'  unutterable  hlifs, 
Joy,  wonder^  gratitude,  that%pain  to  death 
The  breaft  they  ch?fm  ? — Amyntar,  O  fupport 
Thisfwimming  brain:   I  would  not  now  be  torn 
Again  from  life  and  thee  ;  nor  caufe  thy  heart 
A  fecond  pan-?.     At  this,  dilated  high 
The  fwell  of  joy,  mofl  fatal  where  its  force 
Is  felt  moft.exquifite,  a  timely  vent   . 
Now  found,  and  I'rolte  in  tender  dews  away 
Of  heart-relieving  tear?.     As  o'er  hs  charge, 
With  flickering  wing,  folicitoufly  good, 
The  guardian  genius -hovers,  fo  the  youth, 
On  her  lov'ot  face,  afliduous  arid  alarm'd, 
In  filent  fondnefs  dwelt :  while  all  bis  foul, 
With  trembling  tencternefs  of  hope  and  fear 
Pleafingly  pain'd,  was  all  ernploy'd  for  her  j 
The  rous'd  emotions  warring  in-her.  breaft, 
Attempering,  to  compofe,  and  *radual.nt 
For  further  joy  her  foft  impreflfve  frame. 

O  happy  f  though*  as  yet  thou  know'ft  not  half 
The  blifsthat  waits  thee  !   but,  thou  gentle  mind, 
Whofe  figh  is  pity,  and  whofe  fmile  is  love, 
For  all  who  joy  or  forrow,  arm  thy  breaft 
With  that  beft  temperance,  which  from  fond  excefs, 
When  rapture  lifts  to  dangerous  height  its  powers, 
Reflective   guards.    Know    then — and    let    calm 

,..  thought 

On  wonder  wait— fafe  refug'd  in  this  ifle, 
Thy  godlike  father  lives  !  and  lo — but  curb, 
Reprefs  the  tranfport  that  o'erheaves  thy  heart ; 
'T.is  he— look  yonder— he,  whofe  reverend  fteps 
The  mountain's  fide  defcend  ! — Abrupt  from  his 
Her  hand  fhe  drew ;  and,  as  on  wings  upborne, 
Shot  o'er  the  fpace  between.     He  faw,  he  knew, 
AftonifiVd  knew,  before  him,  on  her,  knee, 
His  Theodora  !  To  his  arms  he  rais'ct 
The  loft  lov'd  fair,  and  in  his  bofom  prefs'd.  . 
My  father  ! — O  my  child  !  atjonce  they  cry'd  i 
Nor  more.     The  reft  ecftatic  filence  fpoke, 
And  nature  from  her  inmoft  feat  of  fcnfe 
Beyond  all  utterance  mov'd.     On  this  bleft  fcene; 
Where  emulous  in  either  b'rifom  ftrove 
Adoring  gratitude,  earth,  ocean,  air, 
Around  with  fofcening  afpe 6t  feem',d  to  fmile  ; 
And  heaven,  approving,  look'd  delighted  down. 

Nor  theirs  alone  this  blifsful  year  :  the  joy, 
With  inilant  flow,  from  fhore  to  fhore  along 
Diffufive  ran;  and  all  the  exulting  ifle 
About  the  new-arriv'd  \vas  pour'd  ribroad, 
To  hope  long  loft,  by  miracle  regained  ! 
In  each  plain  bofom  love  and  nature  wept : 
"While  each  a  fire,  a  hufband,  or  a  friend, 
Embracing  held  and  kifs'd. 

Now,  while  the  fong, 

The  choral  hymn,  in  wildly-warbled  notes, 
What  nature  dictates  when  the  full  heart  prompts, 


Beft  harmony,  they  grateful  fouls  effus'd 

Aloud  to  heaven  ;  Montano,  reverend  feer, 

(Whofe  eye  prophetic  far  through  time's  abyfs 

Could  fhoot  its  beam,  and  there  the  births  of  fate, 

Yet  immature  and  in  their  caufes  hid, 

Illamin'd  fee)  a  fpace  abftradred  ilood  : 

His  frame  with  fhivery  horror  ftirr'd,  his  eyes 

From  outward  vifion  held,  and  all  the  man 

Entranc'd  in  wonder  at  th'  unfolding  fcene, 

On  fluid  air,  as  in  a  mirror  feen, 

Aud  glowing  radiant,  to  his  mental  fight. 

They  fly !  he  cry'd,  they  melt  in  air  away, 
The  clouds  that  long  fair  Albion's  heaven  o'ercaft  ! 
With  tempeft  delug'd,  or  with  flame  devour'd 
H^r  drooping  plains:   while  dawning  rofy  round 
A  purer  morning  lights  up  all  her  Ikies  ! 
He  comes,  behold  !  the  great  deliverer  comes ! 
Immortal  William,  borne  triumphant  on, 
From  yonder  orient,  o'er  propitious  leas, 
White  with  the  fails  of  his  unnumber'd  fleet, 
A  floating  foreft,.  ftretch'd  from  fliore  to  fhore  f 
See  !  with  fpread  wings  Britannia's  genius  flies, 
Before  his  prow  ;  commands  the  fpeeding  gales 
To  waft  him  on ;  and,  o'er  the  hero's  head, 
Inwreath'd  with  olive  bears  the  laurel-crown, 
Bleft  emblem,  peace  with  liberty  reftor'd  ! 
And  hark  !  from  either  ftrand,  which  nations  hide, 
To  welcome-in  true  freedom's  day  renew'd 
What  thunders  of  acclaim  !    Aurelius,  man 
By  heaven  belov'd,  thou  too  that  facred  fun 
Shalt  live  to  hail ;  malt  warm  thee  in  his  fhine ! 
I  fee  thee  on  the  flowery  lap  diff'is'd 
Of  thy  lov'd  vale,  amid  a  fmiling  race 
From  this  Bleft  pair  to  fpririg  :  whom  equal  faith, 
And  equal  fondnefs,  in  foft  league  fhall  hold 
From  youth  to  reverend  age  ;  the  calmer  hours 
Of  thy  laft  day  to  fweeten  and  adorn ; 
Through  life  thy  comfort,  and  in  death  thy  crown. 

TRUTH  IN  RYME. 

TO    THE    DUKE    OF    MARLBOROUGH  *. 

YOUR  Grace  has  given  leave,  that  thefe  few 
poems  fhould  appear  in  the  world  under  the  pa 
tronage  of  your  name.  But  this  leave  would  have 
been  ivfuTed,  I  know,  had  your  expecled  to  find 
your  own  praifes,  however  juft,  in  any  part  of  the 
prefent  addrefs.  I  do  not  fay  it,  my  Lord,  in  the 
ftyle  of  compliment.  Genuine  modefty,  the  com 
panion  and  the  grace  of  true  merit,  may  be  furely 
diftinguifhed  from  the  affe&ation  of  it ;  as  furely 
as  the  native  glowing  of  a  fine  complexion  from 
that  artificial  colouring,  which  is  ufed,  in  vain,  to 
fupply  what  nature  had  denied,  or  has  refumed. 

Yet,  permit  me  juft  to  hint,  my  Lord,  while  I 
reftrain  my  pen  from  all  enlargement,  that  if  the 
faireft  public  chara&cr  muft  be  raifed  upon  private 
virtue,  as  furely  it  muft,  your  Grace  has  laid  al 
ready  the  fecureft  foundation  of  the  former  in  the 
latter.  The  eyes  of  mankind  are  therefore  turned 
upon  you  :  and,  from  what  you  are  known  to  have 
done,  in  one  way,  they  reafonably  look  for  what 
ever  can  be  expected  from  a  great  and  good  man, 
hi  the  other. 

The  author  of  thefe  lighter  amufements  hopes 

*    This  dedication   tvas  prefxrd  by  the  author,  fo  * 
[mall  d'llM'ion  of  Us  poems  ^  publ'Jhed  in  l"]^^ 
Yyij 


ftt 

foon  to  prefettt  your  Grace  with  fomething  more 
folid,  more  deferring  your  attention,  in  the  life  of 
the  firft  Duke  of  Marlborough. 

You  will  then  fee,  that  fuperior  talents  for  war 
have  been,  though  they  rarely  are,  accompanied 
with  equal  abilities  for  negotiation :  and  that  the 
fame  extenfive  capacity,  which  could  guide  all  the 
tumultuous  fcenes  of  the  camp,  knew  how  to  di 
rect,  with  equal  (kill,  the  calmer  but  more  per 
plexing  operations  of  the  cabinet. 

In  the  mean  while,  that  you  may  live  to  adorn 
the  celebrated  and  difficult  title  you  wear ;  that 
you  may  be,  like  him,  the  defender  of  your  coun 
try  in  days  of  public  danger ;  and  in  times  of 
peace,  what  is  perhaps  lefs  frequently  found,  the 
friend  and  patron  of  thofe  ufeful  and  ornamental 
arts,  by  which  human  nature  is  exalted,  and  hu 
man  fociety  rendered  more  happy  -.this,  my  Lord, 
is  refpectfully  the  wifh  of 

Your  Grace's 

molt  obedient 

humble  fervant. 
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TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  THE  FOLLOWING 
POEM. 

"  It  has  no  faults,  or  I  no  faults  can  fpy : 
tl  It  is  all  beauty,  or  in  blindnefs  I." 
Imprimatur 

meo  fericulo. 

CHESTERFIELD. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  folldvang  extract  from  his  majefty's  fpeech 
to  both  houfes  of  parliament,  which,  by  every 
man  in  his  dominions,  would  be  thought  the 
nobleit  introduction  to  a  poem  of  the  firft  merit, 
is  peculiarly  fuitable  to  introduce  this.  However 
•unequal  thefe  verfes  may  be  to  the  fubject  they 
attempt  to  adorn,  this  fmgular  advantage  will  be 
readily  allowed  them.  It  will,  at  the  fame  time, 
be  the  fulleft  and  belt  explanation  of  the  author's 
meaning,  on  a  theme  fo  interefting  and  uncom 
mon.  The  words  are  thefe  : 

MARCH  3, 1761. 

*  *  *  In  confequence  of  the  act  paffed  in  the  reign 
of  my  late  glorious  predeceffor,  King  William  the 
Third,  for  fettling  the  fucceffion  to  the  crown  in 
jny  family,  the  commiflions  of  the  judges  have 
been  made  during  their  good  behaviour.  But  not- 
xrithftanding  that  wife  provifion,  their  offices  have 
determined  upon  the  demife  of  the  crown,  or  at 
the  expiration  of  fix  months  afterwards,  in  every 
initance  of  that  nature  which  has  happened. 

I  look  upon  the  independency  and  uprightnef; 
«nf  the  judges  of  the  land  as  effential  to  the  impar 
tial  adminiilration  of  juftice ;  as  one  of  the  beft 
fecurities  of  the  rights  and  liberties  of  my  loving 
Subjects ;  and  as  moft  conducive  to  the  honour  oJ 
the  crtnyn.  And  I  come  cow  to  recommend  this 


nterefting  objedl  to  the  confideratlbn  of  parlia 
ment  ,  in  order  that  fuch  farther  provirion,  as 
fhall  be  moft  expedient,  may  be  made,  forfecuring 
the  judges  in  the  enjoyment  of  their  offices,  during  their 
ood  behaviour,  notiuitljianding  any  fuch  demije. 


ASTREA,  eldeft  born  of  Jove, 
Whom  all  the  gods  revere  and  love, 
Was  fent,  while  man  deferv'd  their  care, 
On  earth  to  dwell,  and  govern  there  : 
Till  finding  earth  by  heaven  unaw'd, 
Till  fick  or  violence  and  fraud, 
Abandoning  the  guilty  crew, 
Back  to  her  native  (ky  flie  flew. 
There,  ftatibn'd  in  the  Virgin-fign, 
She  long  has  ceas'd  on  earth  to  fhine ; 
Or  if,  at  times  fhe  deigns  a  fmile, 
'Tis  chief  o'er  Britain's  favour'd  ifle. 

For  there — her  eye  with  wonder  fix'd  \ 
That  wonder  too  with  pleafure  mix'd  ! 
She  now  beheld,  in  blooming  youth, 
The  patron  of  all  worth  and  truth  • 
Not  where,  the  virtues  moft  refort, 
On  peaceful  plains,  but  ih  a  court ! 
Not  in  a  cottage,  all  unknown ; 
She  found  him  feated  on  a  throne ! 
What  fables  paint,  what  poets  fing, 
She  found  in  fact — a  patriot-king  ! 
But  as  a  fight,  fo  nobly  new, 
Deferv'd,  fhe  thought,  a  nearer  view ; 
To  where,  by  filver-ftreaming  Thames, 
Afcends  the  palace  of  St.  James, 
Swift  through  furrounding  fhades  of  night 
The  goddefs  ihot  her  beamy  flight. 
She  ftopp'd  ;  and  the  revealing  ray 
Bkiz'd  round  her  favourite,  wnere  he  lay, 
In  fweet  repofe :  o'er  all  his  face, 
Repofe  fhed  fofter  bloom  an.d  grace ! 
But  fearful  left  her  fun-bright  glare 
Too  foon  might  wake  him  into  care, 
(For  fplendid  toils  and  weary  ftate 
Are  every  monarch's  envy'd  fate) 
The  ftream  of  circling  rays  to  fliroud, 
She  drew  an  interpoling  cloud. 

In  all  the  filence  of  furprife, 
She  gaz'd  him  o'er.     She  faw  arife^ 
For  gods  can  read  the  human  breait, 
Her  own  ideas  there  impreft  ! 
And  that  his  plan,  to  blefs  mankind, 
The  plan  now  brightening  in  his  mind* 
May  ftory's  whiteft  page  adorn, 
May  fhine  through  nations  yet  unborn, 
She  calls  Urbania  to  her  aid. 

At  once  the  fair  ethereal  maid, 
Daughter  of  Memory  and  Jove, 
Descending  quits  her  laurel'd  grove  : 
Loofe  to  the  gale  her  azure  robe ; 
Borne  in  her  left,  a  ftarry  globe, 
Where  each  fuperior  fon  of  fame 
Will  find  inftribed  his  deathlcfs  name, 
Her  rig^ht  fuffains  th'  immortal  lyre, 
To  praife  due  merit,  or  infpire. 

Behold— Aftrea  thus  began- — 
The  friend  of  virtue  and  of  man  ! 
Calm  reafon  fee,  in  early  youth  ! 
See,  in  a  prince,  the  foul  of  truth : 
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With  love  of  juftlce,  tender  fenfe 
For  fufFering  worth  and  innocence  ! 
Who  means  to  build  hie  happy  reign  ! 
On  this  hleft  maxim,  wife  and  plain — 
Though  plain,  how  feldom  underftood  ! 
That,  to  be  great,  he  muft  be  good. 
His  breaft  is  open  to  your  eye ; 
Approach,  Urania,  mark,  and  try. 
This  bofom  needs  no  thought  to  hide : 
This  virtue  dares  our  fearch  abide. 

The  facred  fountains  to  fecure 
Of  juftice,  undifturb'd  and  pure 
From  hopes  or  fears,  from  fraud  or  force, 
To  ruffle,  or  to  {lain  their  courfe ; 
That  thefe  may  flow  icrene  and  free, 
The  law  muft  independent  be : 
Her  minifters,  as  in  my  fight, 
And  mine  alone,  difpenfing  right ; 
Of  piercing  eye,  of  judgment  clear, 
As  honour,  juft,  as  truth,  fincere. 
With  temper,  firm,  with  fpirit,  fage, 
The  Mansfields  of  each  future  age. 

And  this  prime  blefling  is  to  ipring 
From  youth  in  purple  !    from  a  king  : 
Who,  true  to  his  imperial  truft, 
His  greatnefs  founds  in  being  juft  ; 
Prepares,  like  yon  afcending  fun, 
His  glorious  race  with  joy  to  run, 
And,  where  his  gracious  eye  appears, 
To  blefs  the  world  he  lights  and  chears ! 

Such  worth  with  equal  voice  to  fing, 
Urania,  ftrike  thy  boideft  firing  ; 
And  truth,  whole  voice  alone  is  praife 
That  here  infpires,  lhall  guide  the  lays. 
Begin  !  awake  his  gentler  ear 
With  founds  that  monarchs  rarely  hear. 
He  merits,  let  him  know  our  love, 
And  you  record,  what  1  approve. 

She  ended :  and  the  heaven-born  maid> 
With  foft  furprife,  his  form  furvey'd. 
She  faw  what  chaftity  of  thought. 
Within  his  ftainlefs  bofom  wrought ; 
Then  fix'd  on  earth  her  fober  eye, 
And,  paufing,  offcr'd  this  reply. 
Nor  pomp  of  fong,  nor  paint  of  art, 
Such  truths  fhould  to  the  world  impart. 
My  tafk  is  but  in  fimple  verfe, 
Thefe  promis'd  wonders  to  rehearfe  : 
And  when  on  thefe  our  verfe  we  raife, 
The  plaineft  is  the  noblefl  praife. 

Yet  more ;  a  virtuous  doubt  remains ; 
Would  fuch  a  prince  permit  my  ftraino  ? 
Deferving,  but  ftill  fhunning  fame, 
The  homage  d  ue  he  might  dilclaim. 
A  prince  who  rules  to  fave  mankind, 
His  praife  would  in  their  virtue  find  ; 
Would  deem  their  ftridl  regard  to  laws, 
Their  faith  and  worth,  hi*  beft  aplaufe. 
Then,  Britons,  your  juft  tribute  bring, 
In  deeds,  to  emulate  your  king  ; 
In  virtues,  to  redeem  your  age 
From  venal  views  and  party-rage. 
On  his  example  fafely  reft  ; 
He  calls,  he  courts  you,  to  be  bled ; 
As  friends,  as  brethren  to  unite 
In  one  firm  league  of  juft  and  right. 

My  part  is  Uift ;  if  Britain  yet 
A  lovejr  boafts  of  truth  and  wit, 


To  him  thefe  grateful  lays  to  fend, 
The  monarch's  and  the  mufe's  friend ; 
And  whofe  fair  name,  in  facred  rhymes, 
My  voice  may  give  to  lateft  times. 

She  faid  ;  and,  after  thinking  o'er 
The  men  in  place  near  half  a  fcore, 
To  ftrike  at  once  all  fcandal  mute, 
The  goddefs  found,  and  fix'd  on  Bute. 


TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  THE  PRECEDING 
POEM. 

BY  S.  J.  ESOJHRE. 

WELL — now,  I  think,  we  fhall  be  wifer, 
Cri-s  Grub,  who  reads  the  Advertifer, 
Here's  Truth  in  Rhyme — a  glorious  treat ! 
It  furely  mute  abufe  the  great  ; 
Perhaps  the  king  5 — without  difpute 
'Twill  fall  moft  devilifti  hard  on  Bute. 

This  he  reviews  his  parting  {hilling, 
At  lafh  refolves,  though  much  unwilling, 
To  break  all  rules  imbib'd  hi  youth, 
And  give  it  up  for  Rhyme  and  Truth  : 
He  reads— he  frowns — Why,  what's  the  matter  S5 
Damn  it — here's  neither  fenfe  nor  fatire—- 
Here,  take  it,  boy,  there's  nothing  in't : 
Such  fellows !— to  pretend  to  print ! 

Blame  not,  good  cit,  the  poet's  rhymes, 
The  fault's  not  his,  but  in  the  times : 
The  times,  in  which  a  monarch  reigns, 
Form'd  to  make  happy  Britain's  plains ; 
To  flop  in  their  deftrudlive  courfe, 
Domeftic  frenzy  foreign  force, 
To  bid  w:tr,  faction,  party  ceafe, 
And  blefs  the  weary'd  world  with  peace. 
The  times  in  which  is  feen,  ftrange  fight ! 
A  court  both  virtuous  and  polite, 
Where  merit  beft  can  recommend 
And  fcience  finds  a  conftant  friend. 

How  then  fliould  fatire  dare  to  fport,  •* 

With  fuch  a  king  and  fuch  a  court, 
While  truth  looks  on  with  rigid  eye, 
And  tells  her  every  line's  a  lie  ? 


THE  DISCOVERY. 

UPON  READING    SOME   VERSES,    WRITTEN    BT 
YOUNG  LACY  AT  A  BOARDING  SCHOOL. 

September  1760. 

APOLLO  lately  fent  to  know, 

If  he  had  any  fons  below : 

For,  by  the  trafli  he  long  had  feen 

In  male  and  female  magazine, 

A  hundred  quires,  not  worth  a  groat, 

The  race  mull  be  extinct,  he  thought, 

His  meffenger  to  court  repairs ; 
Walks  foitly  with  the  crowd  up  flairs : 
But  when  he  had  his  errand  told, 
The  courtiers fneer'd, both  young  and  old. 
Auguftus  knit  his  royal  brow, 

And  bade  him  let  Apollo  know  it^ 
That  from  his  infancy  till  now, 
Yj  iij 
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He  lov'd  nor  poetry  nor  poet. 

Hi?  rK  .  c  \vi'5  the  Park, 

When  it  grev/  f'sfbjonably  dark  : 
There  beauties,  boobbies,  {trumpets,  rakes, 
Talk  much  of  commerce,  whift,  and  ftakes; 
Who  tips'  the  wink,  who  drops  the  card: 
But  not  one  word  of  verfe  or  bard. 
The  ftage,  Apollo's  old  domain, 
Where  his  true  ions  were  wont  to  reign, 
His  courier  now  part  frowning  by  : 
'Yz  modern  Durfeys  tell  us  why. 

Slow,  to  the  city  lail  he  went : 
There,  all  was  profe,  of  cent,  per  cent. 
There,  alley-omnium,  fcript,  and  bonus, 
(Latin,  for  which  a  mufe  would  Hone  us, 
Yet  honefl  Gideon's  claffic  ftylel 
Made  our  poor  Nuncio  flare  and  fmile. 

And  now  the  clock  had  ftruck  eleven  : 
The  meffcnger  muft  back  to  heaven  ; 
But  juft  as  he  his  wings  had  try'd, 
Look'd  up  Queen-fquare,  the  nor'th-eaft  fide. 
A  blooming  creature  there  ho  found, 
With  pen  and  ink,  and  books  around, 
Alone,  and  writing  by  a  taper: 
He  read  unfeen,  then  ftole  her  paper. 
}t  much  amus'd  him  on  his  way  ; 
And  reaching  heaven  by  break  of  day,, 
He  fhow'd  Apollo  what  he  ftole. 
The  god  perus'd,  and  lik'd  the  whole  : 
Then,  calling  for  his  pocket-book, 
Some^  right  celeftial  vellum  took ; 
And  what  he  with  a  fun-beam  there 
Writ  down,  the  mufe  thus  copies  fair  : 
"  If  I  no  men  my  fons  muft  call, 
*'  Here's  one  fair  daughter  worth  them  all : 
*{  Mark  then  the  facred  words  that  follow, 
"  Sophia's  mine's — fo  fign'd  APOLLO. 

THE  TRANSFIGURATION. 

IN    IMITATION  OF   MILTON's   STYLE. 

^•Jot  printed  in  any  former  edition  of  Lls  tuorks 

CELESTIAL  Dove  I  the  mufe  heaven-born  infpire 
Through  all  her  pow'rs,   while  with  extended 

wing 

She  feeks  the  myftic  hill,  and  wond'ring  views 
Her  Lord  transfigur'd.     He  on  earth  below 
Obfcurely  liv'd,  eclips'd  in  human  form, 
And  hid  the  Deity  :  with  ills  converfant, 
The  rage  of  fate  in  ev'ry  threat'ning  lhape 
Awful  he  combated,  and  vidlor  ftill, 
To  hell  and  earth,  his  reftlefs  foes,  oppcs'd 
Meeknefs,  and  patient  innocence,  and  pray'r 
That    beft  defence !    that   golden   chain,    whcfe 

pow'r 

Magnetic  links  the  difiant  heaven  and  earth 
With  occult  charm  !  as  the  remoteft  parts 
Of  nature,  each  to  other  gravitate 
In  bonds  of  ftri&eft  love.     The  fervent  pray'r 
Refiftlefs     climbs    heav'n's   awful    height,    and 

Hands 

Before  th'  eternal  throne,  with  filent  tears 
And  foul-breath'd  fighs  attended  :   Mercy  fmiles, 
While    the   victorious    fuppliant     fweetly    o'er- 

comes 
Cod  inacccffable  to  other  violence. 


And  thusth'  etuereal  Lamb,  Redeemer  meek, 

Convers'd-with  the  great  Father,  where  he  fits 

Enthron'd  in  glory.     He  the  Son  beheld 

High  on  a  mountain,  from  the  world  fequefler'dj, 

In  holy  rapture  wing  to  heaven  his  foul. 

His  pray'r  is  heard — And,  lo  !  Celeftial  light, 

Sun-bright  meridian  glory,  beamful  breaks 

From  forth   his  facred  looks.     All  heav'n   un- 

veil'd 

Is  open'd  in  his  face,  and  Godhead  blazes 
Effulgent  round  :  while  ting'd  with  orient  light 
His  garments    fhine,    pure    as  the   new    fallen 

fnovv 

That  clothes  the  Alpine  ridge  or  Appenine. 
Soft  gales  of  fragrance*  breathM  around  Lhe  place 
Ambrofial,  and,  to  grace  the  wond 'rous  change, 
Mofes  and  EKas,  the  realms  of  light 
Forfakirrg,  dart  precipitant  from  high, 
Inverted  with  pure  ether,  all  refin'd 
Their  liqpid  texture,  or  compacted  light 
Empyreal  cov'ring!  Thus  from  heaven  equipt, 
All  pure  as  innocence,  celeilial  bloom 
Smil'd  glowing  in  their  looks,  and  every  limb 
Adorn'd  with  heavenly  beauty,  dazzling  fhot 
Fair  glories,  only  to  their  Lor4  inferior. 
Their  garments  fplendid,  asthefolar  ray 
Of  noontide   ibines,    blaz'd  bright  with  orient 

'     gold,     : 

Such  as  impwples  heaven,  when  rifing  morn 
Walks  o'er  the  ikies  with  all  her  rofy  train 
Of  fmiles  and  blufties.     Humbly  the  bleft  pair, 
In  deep  proftration,  ftretch'd  before  their  Lord, 
Recount  his  fufferirtgs,  and  adore  his  paffion. 

How  unappall'd  this  meek  and  patitnt  Lamb, 
Encounters  all  the  rage  of  earth  and  hell ! 
His  armour,  innocence  and  white-eye'd  faith. 
Kow,  bleeding  with  rich  life,  his  facred  wounds 
Run  purple,  and  expand  their  ruddy  mouths, 
Dropping  with  cordial  balm  to  heal  a  \vorld  ! 
How  the  triumphant  viclim  yields  his  breath 
Cheerful  amictit.'  the  fharpeft  pangs  of  torture  ! 
While  trembling  nature  own'd  her  dying  Lord, 
And  fhook  th'  eternal  centre  :  the  pale  fun, 
As  confcious  of  the  guilt,  obfcur'd  his  head, 
And  left  the  world  in  univerfal  mourning. 
How  in  the  Brave's  encircling  glcom  he's  laid 
Enviroh'd  with  cold  night ;  th   infatiate  grave, 
Unabie  to  detain  his  heavenly  gueft, 
Reluclant  opes  his  pond  rons  jaws,  and  yields 
The  facred  pledge  of  peace  to  man  reftor'd. 
His  fetters  broke,  freili  as  the  face  of  morn 
That  now  had  thrice  renew'd  her  fmiiing  tour 
Through  heaven,  he  fpurns  the  banded  pow'rs  of 

hell, 

And  rifing,  Phcenix-like,  fhakes  off  the  gloom 
Contracted  from  the  grave.     Now  in  his  throne 
Seated,  on  the  right  hand  of  glory  fhiries 
With  Godhead -blazing  awful  Deity. 
Amazing-  colloquy !  where  heaven  and  earth, 
Sweetly  united,  hold  the  conference 
Sublime  !  a  world  reftor'd  and  man  redecm'd. 
But  while  the  worsd'reus  interview  prolong'd 
Detains  the  gazing,  fun  from  heaven  appears 
An  orient  cloud,  that  feems  another  fun 
Refplendent  through  the  ikies,  from  whence  was 

heard, 

As  thunder  terrible,  the  Father's  voice, 
Awful  prpclaiming  from  the  fulgent  lhadc, 
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1.0  !    MY  BELOVED   SON,   IN  WJ^QM  I  AM 
WELL  PLEAS'D  ! 

VERSES. 


\VRITTEN     FOR, 


AND    GIVEN    IN    PRINT    TO    A 
BEGGAR. 


O  MERCY,  heaven's  firft  attribute, 
Whofe  care  embraces  man  and  brute  ! 
Behold  me  where  I  fhivering  ftarid  ; 
Bid  gentle  pity  ftretch  her  hand 
To  w;vnt  and  age,  difeafe  and  pain, 
That  all  in  one  fad  object  reign. 
Stili  feeling  bad,  ftiil  learing  worfe, 
Exiftence  is  to  me  a  curfe  : 
Yet,  how  to  clofe  this  weary  eye  ? 
By  my  own  hand  I  dare  not  die : 
And  death,  the  friend  of  human  woes, 
Who  b:i«gs  the  laft  and  found  repofe  ; 
Death  does  at  dreadful  diftance  keep, 
And  leaves  oue  wretch  to  wake  and  weep  I 


THE  REWARD : 

QR,  APOLLO'S  ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS  TP 
CHARLES  STANHOPE. 

Written  in  1757. 

APOLLO,  from  the  fouthern  iky, 
O'er  London  lately  glanc'd  his  eye, 
Juft  fuch  a  glance  our  courtiers  throw 
At  fuitors  whom  they  fhun  to  know : 
Or  have  you  mark'd  the  averted  mien, 
The  cheft  erect,  the  freezing  look, 
Of  Bumbo,  when  a  bard  is  feen 
Charg'd  with  his  dedication-book  ? 

But  gods  are  never  in  the  wrong : 
then  difpleas'd  the  power  of  fong  ? 

The  cafe  was  this :  where  noble  arts 
Once  flourifh'd,  as  our  fathers  tell  us, 
He  now  can  find,  for  men  of  parts, 
None  but  rich,  blockheads  and  mere  fellows ; 
Since  drums  and  dice  and  diilipaticn 
Have  chac'd  ?11  tafte  from  all  the  nation. 
For  is  ther-?,  now,  one  table  fpread, 
Where  fente  and  fcitnce  may  be  fed  ? 
Where,  with  a  fmile  «n  every  face, 
Invited  merit  takes  his  place  ? 
Thefe  thoughts  put  Phoebus  in  the  fpleen, 
(For  gods,  'like  men,  can  feel  chagrin) 
And  left  him  on  the  point  to  fhroud 
His  head  in  one  eternal  cloud  ; 
When,  lo !  his  all-difcerning  eye 
Chanc'd  one  remaining  friend  to  fpys 
Juft  crept  abroad,  as  is  his  way, 
To  balk  him  in  the  noon-tide  ray. 

This  Phoebus  noting,  call'd  aloud 
To  every  interpofing  cloud  ; 
And  bade  their  gather'd  mifts  afcend, 
That  he  might  warm  his  good  old  friend : 
Then,  as  his  chariot  roll'd  along, 
Tun'd  to  his  lyre  this  grateful  long. 

"  With  talents,  fuch  as  God  has  given 
To  common  mortals,  fix  in  feven ; 
Who  yet  have -titles,  ribbons,  pay, 
And  govern  whom  they  fhould  obey  ^ 


,Vith  no  more  frailities  than  are  found 
n  thoufand others,  count  them  round; 
With  much  good-will,  inftead  of  parts, 
Txprefs'd  for  artifh  and  fcr  arts  ; 
Who  fniiles,  if  you  have  fmartly  fpoke  ; 
Or  nods  applaufe  to  his  own  joke ; 
This  bearded  child,  this  grey-hair'd  boy, 
Still  plays  with  life,  as  with  a  toy; 
Still  keeps  amufement  full  in  view : 
Wife  ?  Now  and  then — but  oftener  new ; 
-lis  coach,  this  hour,  at  Watfon's  door ; 
Fhe  next,  in  waiting  on  a  whore. 

Whene'er  the  welcome  tidings  ran 
)f  monfter  flrange,  or  ftranger  man, 
A.  Selkirke  from  his  defert  ifle 
Or  Alligator  from  the  Nile  ; 
rle  law  the  monfter  in  its  fhrine, 
A.nd  had  the  man,  next  day,  to  dine. 
Or  was  it  an  hermaphrodite  ? 
You  found  him  in  a  twofold  hurry ; 
Meglecting  for  this  he-fhe  fight, 
The  fingle  charms  of  Fanny  Murray, 
fathering,  from  fuburb  and  from  city, 
-Vho  were,  who  would  be,  wife  or  witty; 
The  full-wigg'd  ions  of  pills  and  potions ; 
The  bags,  of  maggot  and  new  motions ; 
The  fage,  of  microfcopic  eye, 
Who  reads  him  lectures  on  a  fly ; 
Grave  antiquaries,  with  their  flams ; 
And  poets,  fquirting  epigrams  : 
With  fome  few  lords — of  thofe  that  think, 
And  dip,  at  times,  their  pen  in  ink : 
Nay,  ladies  too,  of  diverfe  fame, 
Who  are,  and  are  not,  of  the  game. 
For  he  has look'd  the  world  around, 
And  pleafure,  in  each  quarter,  found. 
Now  young,  now  old,  now  grave,  now  gay, 
He  finks  from  life  by  foft  decay ; 
And  fees  at  hand,  without  affright, 
Th'  inevitable  hour  of  night." 

But  here,  fome  pillar  of  the  ftate, 
Whofe  life  is  one  long  dull  debate; 
Some  pedant  of  the  iable  gown, 
Who  fpares  no  failings  but  his  own, 
Set  up  at  once  their  deep-mouth'd  hollow  t 
Is  this  a  fubjecV  for  Apollo  ! 
What !  can  the  god  of  wit  and  verfe 
Such  trifles  in  our  ears  rehearfe  ? 

"  Know,  puppies, 'this  man's  eafy  life, 
Serene  from  cares,  unvex'd  with  ftrife, 
Was  oft  employ'd  in  doing  good; 
A  fcience  you  ne'er  underftood : 
And  charity,  ye  fons  of  pride, 
A  multitude  of  faults  will  hide. 
I,  at  his  board,  more  fenfe  have  found, 
Than  at  a  hundred  dinners  round. 
Tafte,  learning,  mirth,  my  weftern  ey$ 
Could  often,  there,  collected  fpy  : 
And  I  have  gone  well-pleas'd  to  bed, 
Revolving  what  was  fung  or  faid. 

"  And  he,  who  entertain'd  them  all 
With  much  good  liquor  ftrong  and  fmall ; 
With  food  in  plenty,  and  a  welcome, 
Which  would  become  my  Lord  of  Melcombe  *, 

*   This  poem  ivas  certainly  ivritten  in  IJ$J  ;  lut 
the  reader  has  only  to  remember,  that  Apollo  is  t 
of  prophecy  as  well  as  of  poetry .     MALLET. 
Y  y  iiij 
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Whofe  foupj  and  fauces  duly  feafon'd, 
Whole  wit  well  tim'd,  and  ieufe  well  reafon'd, 
Give  Burgundy  a  brighter  {lain, 
And  add  new  flavour  to  Champagne- 
Shall  this  man  to  the  grave  deicend, 
XJnown'd,  unhonour'd  as  my  friend  ? 
iNo ;  by  my  deity  I  fwear, 
Nor  fhall  the  vow  be  loft  in  air ; 
While  you,  and  millions  fuch  as  you, 
.Are  funk  for  ever  from  my  view, 
And  loft  in  kindred-darknefs  lye, 
This  good  old  man  fhall  never  die : 
INo  matter  where  i  place  his  name, 
His  love  of  learning  fhall  be  fame. 

TYBURN :  TO  THE  MARINE  SOCIETY. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  defign  of  the  Marine  Society  is  in  itfelf  fo 
laudable,  and  has  been  purfued  fo  fuccefsfully 
for  the  public  good,  that  1  thought  it  merited  a 
public  acknowledgment.  But  to  take  off  from 
the  fiatnefs  of  a  diredt  compliment,  I  have 
through  the  whole  poem  loaded  their  infhtu- 
tion  with  fu'ch  reproaches  as  will  fhow,  I  hope, 
in  the  moft  linking  manner,  its  real  utility, 

J3y  authentic  accounts,  it  appears,  that  from  the 
firft  rife  of  this  fociety,  to  the  prefent  year  1762, 
they  have  collected,  clothed,  and  jutted  out  for 
the  fea-fervice,  5452  grown  men,  4511  boys: 
5n  all  9963  perfons:  whom  they  have  thus  not 
only  faved,  in  all  probability,  from  perdition 
and  infamy,  but  rendered  them  ufcful  members 
of  the  community  ;  a:  that  time  too  when  their 
country  ilood  moft  in  need  of  their  affiitance. 

IT  has  been,  all  examples  fhow  it. 

The  privilege  of  every  poet, 

Trom  ancient  down  to  modern  time, 

To  bid  dead  matter  live  in  rhyme ; 

"With  wit  enliven  fenfelcfs  rocks ; 

iJraw  repartee  from  wooden  blocks ; 

Make  buzzards  fenators  of  note, 

And  rooks  harangue,  that  geefe  may  vote. 

Thefe  moral  Sections,  firu  defign'd 
To  mend  and  mortify  mankind, 
Old  ./Efop,  as  our  children  know, 
Taught  twice  tep  hundred  years  ago. 
His  fly,  upon  the  chariot-wheel, 
Could  all  a  ftatefman's  merit  feel ; 
And,  to  its  own  importance  juft, 
Exclaim,  with  Bufo,  What  a  duft ! 
His  horfe-dung,  when  the  flood  ran  high? 
In  Colon's  air  and  accent  cry, 
"While  turr.bling  down  the  turb-'pl  (h  earn, 
Lord  Jove  us,  how  we  apples  fwim  ! 

But  farther  inftances  to  cite, 
"Would  tire  the  hearers  patience  quite. 
3^o :  what  their  numbers  and  their  worth, 
How  thefe  admire,  while  thofe  hold  forth, 
IFrom  Hyde-Park  on  to  Clerkenwell, 
ILet  clubs,  let  coffee-houfes  tell ; 
"Where  England,  through  the  world  rencwn'd, 
In  all  its  wifdom  may  be  found ; 
"^Vliile  I,  for  ornament  and  ufe, 
»\n  orator  of  wood  produce. 


Why  fhcujd  the  gentle  res*dsr  flare  ? 
Are  wooden  orators  fo  rare  ? 
Saint  Stephen's  Chapel,  Rufus'  Hall, 
That  hears  them  in  the  pleader  bawl, 
That  hears  them  in  the  patriot  thunder, 
Can  tell  if  fuch  things  are  a  wonder. 
So  can  Saint  Dunflan's  in  the  weft, 
When  good  Romaine  harangues  his  beft, 
And  tells  his  flaring  congregation, 
That  ibber  fenfe  is  fure  damnation  ; 
That  ^Newton's  guilt  wasworfe  than  treafou, 
For  ufmg,  what  God  gave  him,  reafon. 

A  pox  of  all  this  prefacing ! 
Smart  Calbus  cries:  come,  name  the  thing: 
That  fucii  there  are  we  all  agree  : 
What  is  this  wood?  Why — Tyburn-tree. 

Hear  then  this  reverend  oak  harangue  ; 
Who  makes  them  do  fo,  ere  they  hang. 

Patibulum  loquitur. 

"  Each  thing  whatever,  when  aggriev'd, 
Of  right  complains,  to  be  reliev'd. 
When  rogues  fo  rais'd  the  price  of  wheat, 
That  few  folks  could  afford  to  eat, 
(Juft  as,  when  doctor'  fees  run  high, 
Few  patients  can  afford  to  die) 
The  poor  durft  into  murmurs  break ; 
For  lofers  mufl  have  leave  to  fpeak : 
Then,  from  reproaching,  fell  to  mawling 
Each  neighbour-rogue  they  found  foreltaliing. 
As  thefe  again,  their  knaves  and  fetters, 
Durft  vent  complaints  againft  their  betters; 
Whofe  only  crime  was  in  defeating 
Their  fch'eme  of  growing  rich  by  cheating; 
So,  fhall  not  I  my  wrongs  relate, 
An  iniur'd  minifter  of  ftatc  ? 
The  ffnifher  of  care  and  p  du 
May,  fure,  with  better  grace  complain, 
For  reafons  no  lei's  flrong  and  true, 
Marine  Society,  of  you  ! 
Of  you,  as  every  carman  k'ffows* 
My  liiteil:  and  mcft  fatal  foes. 

My  property  you  bafcly  fleal, 
Which  ev'n  a  Eritifh  o<<k  can  feel ; 
Feel  and  refent !  what  wonder  then 
It  fhould  be  felt  by  Britifn  men, 
When  France,  iiiiulthvg,  durft  invade 
Their  cleai  eft  property  of  trade  ? 
For  which  both  nations,  at  the  bar 
Of  that  fupreme  tribunal,  war, 
To  fhcw  their  reafons  have  agreed, 
And  lawyers,  by  ten  tliaufands,  feed  ; 
Who  now,  for  legal  quirks  and  puus, 
Plead  with  the  rhetoric  of  great  guns; 
And  each  his  clients  caufe  maintains, 
By  knocking  put  th'  opponents  brains  : 
While  F_urcpe  al! — but  we  adjourn 
This  wile  digreffion,  and  return. 

Your  rules  and  flatutes  have  undone  me ; 
My  fureft  cards  begin  to  flum  me. 
My  native  iubjedls  dare  rebel, 
Tlioie  who  V.CYL  born  for  me  and  hell ; 
And,  but  for  you,  the  fcov.ndrei-iine 
Had,  ever)  mother's  fon,  died  mine. 
A  race  urjtmmber'd  as  unknown, 
V»rhorn  town  or  iuburb  calls  her  own  ; 
Of  vagrant  love  the  various  fpawn, 
From  rags  a»J  iilui,  from  bee  and  h^\ 
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Sons  of  Fleet-ditch,  of  bulks,  of  benches, 
Where  peer  and  porter  meet  their  wenches, 
For  neither  health  nor  ihame  can  wean  us, 
From  mixing  with  the  midnight  Venus. 

Nor  let  my  cits  be  here  forgot : 
They  know  to  fin  as  well  as  fot. 
When  night  demure  walks  forth  array'd 
In  her  thin  negligee  of  made. 
JLate  rifen  from  their  long  regale 
Of  beef  and  beer,  and  bawdy  tale, 
Abroad  the  common-council  fally, 
To  poach  for  game  in  lane  or  aliey ; 
This  gets  a  fon,  whole  flrft  effiiy 
Will  filch  his  father's  till  away  ; 

'A  daughter  that,  who  may  retire, 
Some  few  years  hence,  with  her  own  fire  : 
And  while  his  hand  is  in  her  placket, 
The  filial  virtue  picks  his  pocket. 
Change-alley,  too,  is  grown  fo  nice, 
•A,  broker  dares  refine  on  vice : 
With  lord-like  fcorn  of  marriage-vows, 
In  her  own  arms  he  cuckolds  ipoufe  ; 
For  young  and  frefh  while  he  would  wilh  her 
His  loofe  thought  glows  with  Kitty  Fiflier ; 
Or,  after  nobler  quarry  running, 
Profanely  paiats  her  out  a  Gunning. 
Now  thefe,  of  each  degree  and  fort, 
At  Wapping  dropp'd,  perhaps  at  Court, 
Bred  up  for  me,  to  ("wear  and  lie, 
To  laugh  at  hell,  and  heaven  defy  ; 

Thefe,  Tyburn's  regimental  train, 

Who  rifk  their  necks  tofpread  my  reign, 

From  age  to  age,  by  right  divine, 

Hereditary  rogues,  were  mine  : 

And  each,  by  dicipline  fevere, 

Jmprov'd  beyond  all  maine  and  fear, 

From  guilt  to  guilt  advancing  daily, 

My  conftant  friend  the  good  Old-Bailey 

To  me  made  over,  late  or  foon  ; 

I  think,  at  lateft,  once  a  noun  : 

But  by  your  interloping  care, 

Not  one  in  ten  fhall  be  my  mare. 
Ere  'tis  too  late  your  error  fee, 

You  foes  to  Britain,  and  to  me. 

To  me  :  agreed — But  to  the  nation  ; 

I  prove  it  thus  by  demonftration. 
Firft,  that  there  is  much  good  in  ill, 

My  great  apoftle  Mandevile 

Has  made  mod  clear.     Read,  if  you  pleafe, 

His  moral  fable  of  the  bees. 

Our  reverend  clergy  next  will  own, 

Were  all  men  good,  their  trade  were  gone  ; 

That  were  it  not  for  ufeful  vice, 

Their  learned  pains  would  bear  no  price  : 

Kay,  we  fliould  quickly  bid  defiance 

To  their  demonftrated  alliance. 

Next,  kindoins  are  compos'd,  we  know, 

Of  individuals,  Jack  and  Joe. 

Now  thefe,  our  Ibvereign  lords  the  ruble, 

For  ever  prone  to  growl  and  fquabhle, 

The  monftrous  many«-headed  bealt, 

Whom  we  muft  not  offend,  but  feaft 

Like  Cerberus,  fliould  have  their  fop  : 

And  what  is  that,  but  truffing  up  ? 

How  happy  were  their  hearty  and  gay, 

£t  each  return  of  hanging-day  ? 


To  fee  *  Page  Twinging  they  admire, 

Beyond  ev'n  *  Madox  on  his  wire  1 

No  baiting  of  a  bull  or  bear, 

To  *  Ferry  dangling  in  the  air  ! 

And  then,  the  being  drunk  a  week, 

For  joy,  fome  *  Sheppard  would  not  fqueak  ' 

But  now  that  thole  good  times  are  o"cr, 

How  will  they  mutiny  and  roar  ! 

Your  fcheme  abfurd  of  fober  rules 

Will  fink  the  race  of  men  to  mules : 

For  ever  drudging,  f wealing,  broiling, 

For  ever  for  the  public  toiling  : 

Hard  matters  I  who,  juft  when  they  need  'cm, 

With  a  few  thirties  deign  to  feed  *em. 
Yet  more — for  it  is  fe-ldom  knowa 

That  fault  or  folly  ftands  alone — 

You  next  debauch  their  infant-mind 

With  fumes  of  honourable  wind; 

Which  muft  beget,  in  heads  untry'd, 

That  worft  of  human  vices,  pride. 

All  who  my  humble  paths  forfake, 

Will  reckon,  each,  to  be  a  Blake ; 
There,  on  the  deck,  with  arms  a-kimbo, 

Already  ftruts  the  future  Bembow ; 

By  you  bred  up  to  take  delight  iu 

No  earthly  thing  but  oaths  and  fighting* 

Thefe  fturdy  fons  of  blood  and  blows, 

By  pulling  Monfieur  by  the  nofe, 

By  making  kicks  and  cuffs  the  fafhion, 

Will  put  all  Europe  in  a  paffion. 

The  grand  alliance,  now  quadruple, 

Will  pay  us  home,  **  jufqu'  au  centuple  :'* 

So  the  French  king-  was  heard  to  cry— 

And  can  a  king  of  Frenchmen  lie  ? 

Thefe,  and  more  mifchiefs  I  forefee 
From  fondling  brats  of  bafe  degree. 
As  mumrooms  that  on  dunghills  rife, 
The  kindred-weeds  beneath  defpife  j 
So  thefe  their  fellows  will  contemn, 
Who,  in  revenge,  will  rage  at  them  : 
For,  through  each  rank,  what  more  offends, 
Than  to  behold  the  rife  of  friends  ? 
Still  when  our  equals  grow  too  great, 
We  may  applaud,  but  we  muft  hate. 
Then,  will  it  be  endur'd,  when  John 
Has  put  my  hempen  ribbon  on, 
To  fee  his  ancient  mefs-mate  Cloud, 
By  you  made  turbulent  and  proud, 
And  early  taught  my  tree  to  bilk, 
Pafs  in  another  all  of  filk  ? 

Yet,  one  more  mournful  cafe  to  put :  ] 
A  hundred  mouths  at  once  you  Ihut ! 
Half  Grub-ftreet,  filenc'd  in  an  hour, 
Muft  curfe  your  interpofing  power  1 
If  my  loft  fons  no  longer  fteal, 
What  fon  of  hers  can  earn  a  meal  ? 
You  ruin  many  a  gentle  bard, 
Who  liv'd  by  heroes  that  die  hard  ! 
Their  brother-hawkers  too  !  that  fung 
How  great  from  world  to  world  they  fwung; 
And  by  fad  fonnets,  quaver'd  loud, 
i)iew  tears  and  half-pence  from  the  crowd 


As  thefe  are  allperfons  of  note,  and  weft 
known  to  our  readers,  ive  think  a?iy  more  partitu- 
cfthfm  vjmtfc/ary* 
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Blind  Fielding  too--a  mifchief  on  him  ! 
I  wifh  my  fons  would  meet  and  Hone  him  ! 
Sends  hisbhck  fquadrons  up  and  down,  - 
Who  drive  my  beft  boys  back  to  town. 
They  find  that  travelling  now  abroad, 
To  eafe  rich  rafcals  on  the  road, 
Is  grown  a  calling  much  uniafe ; 
That  there  are  furer  ways  by  half, 
To  which  they  have  ther  equal  claim, 
Of  earning  daily  food  and  fame  : 
So  down,  at  home,  they  fit,  and  think 
How  beft  to  rob,  with  pen  and  ink. 

Hence,  red-hot  letters  and  efiays, 
By  the  John  Lilburn  of  thete  days  ; 
Who  guards  his  want  of  fliame  and  fenfe? 
With  (hield  of  ieven-fold  impudence. 
Hence  cards  on  Pelham,  cards  on  Pitt, 
With  much  abufe  and  little  wit. 
Hence  libels  againft  Hardwike  penn'd, 
That  only  hurt  when  they  commend : 
Hence  oft  afcrib'd  to  Fox,  at  leaft 
All  that  defames  his  name-fake  beaft. 
.Hence  Cloacina  hourly  views 
Unnumber'd  labours  of  the  mufe, 
That  fink,  where  myriads  went  before, 
And  fleep  within  the  chaos  hoar  : 
While  her  brown  daughters,  under  ground^ 
Are  fed  with  politics  profound. 
Each  eager  hand  a  fragment  fnaps, 
More  excrement  than  what  it  wraps. 

Thefe,  fingly,  contributions  raife, 
Of  cafual  pudding  and  of  praife. 
Others  again,  who  form  a  gang, 
Yet  take  due  meafures  not  to  hang, 
In  magazines  their  forces  join, 
Ey  legal  methods  to  purloin  : 
Whofe  weekly,  or  whofe  monthly,  feat  is 
Firft  to  decry,  then  fteal,  your  treatife. 
So  rogues  in  France  perform  their  job ; 
Aflaflinating,  ere  they  rob. 

But,  this  long  narrative  to  clofe  : 
They  who  would  grievances  expofe, 
In  all  good  policy,  no  lefs, 
Should  fhow  the  methods  to,  redrefs, 
If  commerce,  finking  in  one  fcale? 
By  fraud  or  hazard  comes  to  fail ; 
The  talk  is  next,  all  ftatefmen  know  it,. 
To  find  another  where  to  throw  it, 
That,  rifing  there  in  due  degree, 
The  public  may  no  lofer  be. 
Thus  having  heard  how  you  invade, 
And,  in  one  way,  deftroy  my  trade  ; 
That  we  at  laft  may  part  good  friends, 
Hear  how  you  ftill  may  make  amende 

O  fearch  this  finful  town  with  care  : 
What  numbers,  duly  mine,  are  there  '. 
The  full-fed  herd  of  money-jobbers, 
Jews,  Chriftians,  rogues,  alike  and  robbers  1 
Who  riot  on  the  poor  man's  toils, 
And  fatten  by  a  nation's  fpoils  ! 
The  crowd  of  little  knaves  in  place, 
Our  age's  envy  and  difgrace. 
Secret  and  fnug,  by  daily  ftealth, 
The  bufy  vermin  pick  up  wealth; 
Then,  without  birth,  controul  the  great  I 
Then,  without  talents,  rule  the  ftate^  ! 


Some  ladies  too — for  fome  there  are, 
With  fliame  and  decency  at  war ; 
Who,  on  a  ground  of  pale  threefcore, 
Still  fpread  the  rofe  of  twenty-four, 
And  bid  a  nut-brown  bofom  glow 
With  purer  white  than  lilies  know  : 
Who  into  vice  intrepid  rum  ; 
Put  modeft  whoring  to  the  blufh  ; 
And  with  more  front  engage  a  trooper 
Than  Jenny  Jones,  or  Lucy  Cocper. 
Send' me  each  mifchief-makin^  nobbier; 
'Tis  equal,  fenator  or  fcribbier  : 
Who,  on  the  feif-fame  fpot  of  ground, 
The  felf-fame  hearers  flaring  round, 
Abjure  and  join  with  praiie  a:i<i  blame, 
Both  men  and  meafures,  ftill  the  fame  ; 
Or  ferve  our  foes  with  ail  their  might, 
By  proving  Br;tons  dare  not  light : 
Slim,  flimfy,  fiddling,  futile  elves, 
They  paint  the  nation  from  themfelves; 
Lefs  aiming  to  be  wife  than  witty, 
And  mighty  pert,  and  mighty  pretty. 

Send  me  each  firing—  -lave  green  and  blue— 
Thefe,  brother  Tower-hill,  wait  for  you. 
But,  Lollius,  be  not  in  the  ipleen  ; 
'Tis  only  Arthur's  knights  1  mean— 
Not  thofe  of  old  renown'd  in  fable, 
Nor  cf  the  round,  but  gaming  table  j 
Who,  every  night,  the  waiters  lay, 
Break  every  law  they  make  by  day  ; 
Plunge  deep  our  youth  in  all  the  vice 
Attendant  upon  drink  and  dice, 
And,  mixing  in  nocturnal  battles, 
Devour  each  other's,  goods  and  chatties; 
While  from  the  mouth  of  magic  box, 
With  curfes  dire  and  dreadful  knocks, 
They  fling  whole  tenements  away, 
Fling  time,  health,  fame — yet  call  it  play  '. 
Till,  by  advice  ot  fpecial  friends, 
The  titled  dupe  a '(harper  ends: 
Or,  if  fome  drop  of  noble  blood 
Remains,  not  quite  defil'd  to  mud, 
The  wretch,  unpity'd  apd  alone, 
Leaps  headlong  to  the  world  unknown  ! 

ZEPHYR,  OR  THE  STRATAGEM. 

"  Egregiam  vero  laudem  et  fpolia  ampla  refertt\ 
"  Una  dola  Divum  ii  Foemina  vi6la  duorum  eft.'> 

VIRG. 

ARGUMENT. 

A  certain  young  lady  was  furprifcd,  on  horfeback, 
by  a  violent  ftorm  of  wind  and  rain  from  the 
South- weft,  which  made  her  difmount  feme- 
what  precipitately. 

THE  god,  in  whofe  gay  train  appear 

Thofe  gales  that  wake  the  purpJe  year  ; 

Who  lights  up  health  and  bloom  and  grace 

In  Nature's,  and  in  Mira's  face  ; 

To  fpeak  more  plain,  the  weftern  wind, 

Had  feen  this  brighteft  of  her  kind : 

Had  feen  her  oft  with  frefli  furprife  ! 

And  ever  with  defiring  eyes  ! 

Much,  by  her  fhape,  her  look,  her  air, 

Diftinguifli'd  from  the  vulgar  fair  ; 

More,  by  the  meaning  foul  that  fliines 
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Through  all  her  charms,  and  all  refines. 
Born  to  command,  yet  turn'd  to  pleafe, 
Her  form  is  dignity,  with  eafe  : 
Then — fuch  a  hand,  and  fuch  an  arm, 
As  age  or  impotence  might  warm  I 
Juft  fuch  a  leg  too,  Zephyr  knows, 
The  Medicean  Venus  fhows  ! 

So  far  he  fees  ;  fo  far  admires. 
Each  charm  is  feuel  to  his  fires  : 
But  other  charms,  und  thofe  of  price, 
That  form  the  bounds  of  Paradife, 
Can  thofe  an  equal  praife  command  ; 
All  turn'd  by  nature's  fineft  hand  ? 
Is  all  the  confecrated  ground 
With  plumpnefs,  firm,  with  fmoothnefs,  round  ? 

The  world,  but  once,  one  Zeuxis  faw, 
A  faultlefs  form  who  dar'd  to  draw  : 
And  then,  that  all  might  perfect  be, 
All  rounded  off  in  due  degree, 
To  furnifh  out  the  matchlefs  piece, 
Were  rifled  half  the  toafts  of  Greece. 
'Twas  Pitt's  v/hite 'neck,  'twas  Delia's  thigh  ; 
'Twas  Waldegnive's  fweetly-brilliant  eye  ; 
'Twas  gentle  Pembroke's  eafe  and  grace, 
And  Hervey  lent  her  maiden-face. 
But  dares  he  hope,  on  Britilh  ground, 
That  thefe  may  all,  in  one,  be  found  't 
Thefe  chiefly  that  ftill  flmn  his  eye  I 
He  knows  not ;  but  he  means  to  try, 

Aurora,  rifmg,  frefh  and  gay, 
Gave  promife  of  a  golden  day. 
Up,  with  her  filter,  Mirarofe, 
Four  hours  before  our  London  beaux  \ 
For  thefe  are  ftill  afleep  and  dead, 
Save  Arthur's  Ions — r.qt  yet  in  bed. 
A  rofe,  impearl'd  with  orient  dew, 
Had  caught  the  palling  fair-one's  viev/  ; 
To  pluck  the  bud  he  faw  her  (loop, 
And  try'd,  behind,  to  heave  her  hoop  : 
Then,  while  acrofs  the  daify'd  lawn 
She  turn'd,  to  feed  her  milk-white  fawn, 
Due  weftward  as  her  fteps  (he  bore, 
Would  fwell  her  peticoat,  before; 
Would  fubtly  fteal  his  face  between, 
To  fee — what  never  yet  was  feen  ! 
'*  And  fure,  to  fan  it  with  his  wing, 
"  No  nine-month  fymptom  e'er  can  bring ; 
"  His  aim  is  but  the  nymph  to  pleafe, 
"  Who  daily  courts  his  cooling  breeze." 

But  liften,  fond  believing  maid  ! 
When  love,  foft  traitor,  would  perfuade, 
With  all  the  moving  ikill  and  grace 
Of  pradlis'd  paffion  in  his  face, 
Dread  his  approach,  diftruft  your  power-— 
For  oh  !  there  is  one  fhepherd's  hour: 
And  though  he  long,  his  aim  to  cover, 
May,  with  the  friend,  difguife  the  lover, 
The  fenfe,  or  nonfenfe,  of  his  wooing 
Will  but  adore  you  into  ruin. 
But,  for  thofe  butterflies,  the  beaux, 
Who  buz  around  in  tinfel-rows, 
Shake,  fhake  them  off,  with  quick  difdain  : 
Where  infects  fettle,  they  will  ftain, 

Thus,  Zephyr  oft  the  nymph  affail'd, 
As  oft  his  little  arts  had  fail'd : 


The  folds  of  filk,  the  ribs  of  whale, 

Refifted  ftill  his  feeble  gale. 

With  thefe  repulfes  vex'd  at  heart, 

Poor  Zephyr  has  rccourfe  to  art: 

And  his  own  weaknefs  to  fupply, 

Calls  in  a  brother  of  the  iky, 

The  rude  fouth-weft  ;  whofe  mildeft  play 

Is  war,  mere  war,  the  Pailnan  way  ; 

A.  tempeft-maker  by  his  trade} 

Who  knows  to  ravifh,  not  perfuade. 

The  terms  of  their  aerial  league, 
How  firlt  to  harafs  and  fatigue, 
Then,  found  on  fome  remoter  plain, 
To  ply  her  clofe  with  wind  and  rain  ° 
Thefe  terms,  writ  fair  and  feal'd  an 
Should  Webb  or  Stukely  wifli  to  find, 
Wife  antiquaries,  who  explore 
Ail  that  has  ever  pafs'd-— and  more  j 
Though  here  too  tedious  to  be  told, 
Are  yonder  in  fome  cloud  enroll'd, 
Thofe  floating  regifters  in  air  : 
So  let  them  mount,  and  lead  them  there« 

The  grand  alliance  thus  agreed, 
To  inftant  action  they  proceed  ; 
For  'tis  in  war  a  maxim  known, 
As  Pruffia's  monarch  well  has  fhowrju 
To  break,  at  once,  upon  your  foe, 
And  ftrike  the  rirft  preventive  blow. 
With  Toro's  lungs,  in  Toro's  form, 
Whofe  very  how  d'ye  is  a  ftorm, 
The  dread  fouth-weft  his  part  begun, 
Thick  clouds,  extinguifhing  the  fun, 
At  his  command,  from  pole  to  pole 
Dark  fpreading,  o'er  the  fair-one  roll ; 
Who,  prefling  now  her  favourite  fteed, 
Adorn'd  the  pqrnp  flie  deigns  to  lead. 

O  Mira  !  to  the  future  blind, 
Th'  infidious  foe  is  clofe  behind, 
Guard,  guard  your  treafure,  while  you  can  j 
Unlefs  this  god  mould  be  the  man. 
For  lo  !  the  clouds,  and  Vis  known  call, 
Are  clofing  round— they  burft  !  they  fall ! 
While  at  the  charmer  all-aghaft, 
He  pours  whole  winter  in  a  blaft  : 
Nor  cares,  in  his  impetuous  mood, 
If  natives  founder  on  the  flood; 
If  Britain'^  coaft  be  left  as  bare  * 
As  he  refolves  to  leave  the  fair. 
Here,  gods  referable  human  bree4 ; 
The  world  be  damn'd — fo  they  fucceed. 

Pale,  trembling,  from  her  iteed  flie  fled, 
With  filk,  lawn,  linen,  round  her  head  j 
And,  to  the  fawns  who  fed  above, 
Unveil'd  the  laft  recefs  of  love. 
Each  wondering  fawn  was  feen  to  bound  if-, 
Each  branchy  deer  o'erleap'd  his  mound, 
A  fight  of  that  fequefter'd  glade, 
In  all  its  light,  in  all  its  Ihade, 
Which  rifes  there  for  wifeft  ends, 
To  deck  the  temple  it  defends. 


*  The  very  day  on  which  the  fleet  under  Ad 
miral  Hanvke  ivas  blown  into  Torbay.     MALLET. 
f  "  tmmemor  hcrbarurn  qitos    ejl  mirata  Ju- 
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Lo  1  gentle  tenants  of  the  grove, 

For  what  a  thoufand  heroes  ftrove, 

When  Europe,  Afia,  both  in  arms, 

Difputed  one  fair  lady's  charms. 

The  war  pretended  Helen's  eyes*; 

But  this,  believe  it,  was  the  prize. 

This  rouz'd  Achilles'  mortal  ire, 

This  flrung  his  Homer's  epic  lyre  ;' 

Gave  to  the  world  La  Mancha's  knight, 

And  ftill  makes  bulls  and  heroes  fight. 
Yet,  though  the  diftant  confcious  mufe 

This  airy  rape  delighted  views  ; 

Yet  me,  for  honour  guides  her  lays, 

Enjoying  yet,  difdains  to  praife. 

If  Frenchmen  always  fight  with  odds, 

Are  they  a  pattern  for  the  gods  ? 

Can  Ruflia,  can  th'  Hungarian  vampire  f , 

With  whom  caft  in  the  Swedes  and  empire, 

Can  four  fuch  powers,  who  one  aflail, 

Deferve  our  praife,  fhould  they  prevail  ? 

O  mighty  triumph  1  high  renown  ! 

Two  gods  have  brought  one  mortal  down  ; 

Have  club'd  their  forces  in  a  ftorm, 

To  ftrip  one  helplefs  female  form  ! 

Strip  her  ftark  naked  ;  yet  confefs, 

Such  charms  are  beauty's  faireft  drefs ! 
But,  all-infenfible  to  blame, 

The  (ky-born  ravifliers  on  flame 
Enchanted  at  the  profpecT:  ftood, 
And  kifs'd  with  rapture  what  they  view'd. 
Sleek  S  *  *  r  too  had  done  no  lefs ; 
Would  parfon's  here  the  truth  confefs : 
Nay,  one  brifk  peer,  yet  all-alive, 
Would  do  the  fame,  at  eighty-five  J. 
But  how,  in  colours  foftly  bright, 
Where  ftrength  and  harmony  unite, 
To  paint  the  limbs,  that  fairer  mow 
Than  Maffalina's  borrow'd  fnow  ; 
To  paint  the  rofe,  that,  through  its  made, 
With  theirs,  one  human  eye  furvey'd  ; 
Would  gracious  Phoebus  tell  me  how, 
Would  he  the  genuine  draught  avow, 
The  mufe,  a  fecond  Titian  then, 
To  fame  might  confecrate  her  pen  I 
That  Titian,  nature  gave  of  old 
The  queen  of  beauty  to  behold, 
Like  Mira  unadorn'd  by  drefs, 
But  all  complete  in  nakednefs  : 
Then  bade  his  emulating  art 
Thofe  wonders  to  the  world  impart. 
Around  the  ready  graces  ftand, 
Each  heightening  itroke,  each  happy  line, 
Awakes  to  life  the  form  divine  ; 
Till,  rais'd  and  rounded  every  charm, 
And  all  with  youth  immortal  warm, 
He  fees,  fcarce  crediting  his  eyes, 
He  fees  a  brighter  Venus  rife  ! 
But,  to  the  gentle  reader's  coft, 
His  pencil,  with  his  life,  was  loft  : 

*  "  Etfuit  ante  Helanam"  tec.         HOR. 

f  A  certain  mi/cbic'vous  demon  that  delights 
much  in  human  blood ;  of  ivbom  there  are  many 
Jlories  told  in  Hungary.  MALLET. 

}  We  believe  there  is  a  rnijlake  in  this  reading  ; 
for  the  ptrfon  bcft  informed  and  mojl  concerned, 
(tfurtt9  that  itjbould  be  enlyfei-tnty-five. 
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And  Mira  muft  contented  be* 
To  live  by  Ramfay  and  by  me. 

EDWIN  AND  EMMA. 

||  Mark  it,  Cefario,  it  is  true  and  plain. 

The  fpinfters  and  the  knitters  in  the  fun, 
"  And  the  free  maidsthat  weave  their  thread  with 
"  Do  ufa  to  chant  it.     It  is  filly  footh,        [bones, 
"  And  dallies  with  the  innocence  of  love, 
"  Like  the  old  age." 

SHAKESP.  TWELFTH  NIGHT. 

FAR  in  the  windings  of  a  vale, 

Faft  by  a  iheitenng  wood, 
The  fafe  retreat  of  health  and  peace, 

An  humble  cottage  ftood, 

There  beauteous  Emma  flourifli'd  fair, 

Beneath  a  mother's  eye  ; 
Whofe  only  wim  on  earth  was  now 

To  fee  her  bled,  and  die. 

The  fofteft  bluth  that  nature  fpreads 

Gave  colour  to  her  cheek : 
Such  orient  colour  fmiles  through  heaven, 

When  vernal  mornings  break. 

Nor  let  the  pride  of  great-ones  fcorn 

This  charmer  of  the  plains : 
That  fun,  who  bids  their  diamonds  blaze, 

To  paint  our  lily  deigns. 

Long  had  (he  fill'd  each  youth  with  lore, 

Each  maiden  with  defpair  ; 
And  though  by  all  a  wonder  own'd, 

Yet  knew  not  me  was  fair. 

Till  Edwin  came,  the  pride  of  fwains, 

A  foul  devoid  of  art  j 
And  from  whofe  eye,  ferenely  mild, 

Shone  forth  the  feeling  heart. 

A   mutual  flame  was  quickly  caught: 

Was  quickly  too  reveal'd  : 
For  neither  bofom  lodg'd  a  wiflj, 

That  virtue  keeps  conceal'd. 

What  happy  hours  of  home-felt  blifs 
'    Did  love  on  both  beftow  ! 
But  blifs  too  mighty  long  to  laft, 
Where  fortune  proves  a  foe, 

His  fitter,  who,  like  envy  form'd, 

Like  her  in  milchief  joy'd, 
To  work  them  harm,  with  wicked  fkill, 

Each  darker  art  employ'd. 

The  father  too,  a  fordid  man, 

Who  love  nor  pity  knew, 
Was  all-unfeeling  as  the  clod, 

From  whence  his  riches  grew. 

Long  had  he  feen  their  fecret  flame, 

And  feen  it  long  unmov'd  ; 
Then  with  a  father's  frown  at  laft 

Had  flernly  difapprov'd. 

[n  Edwin's  gentle  heart,  a  war  -•* 

Of  differing  paflions  Strove ; 
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His  heart,  that  durft  not  difobey, 
Yet  could  not  ceafe  to  love. 

Deny'd  her  fight,  he  oft  behind 

The  fpreading  hawthorn  crept, 
To  fnatch  a  glance,  to  mark  the  fpot 

Where  Emma  walk'd  and  wept. 

Oft  too  on  Stanmore's  wintery  wafte, 

Beneath  the  moonlight  (hade, 
In  flghs  to  pour  his  foften'd  foul, 

The  midnight  mourner  ttray'd. 

His  cheek,  where  health  with  beauty  glow'd, 

A  deadly  pale  o'ercaft  : 
So  fades  the  frefh  rofe  in  its  prime, 

Before  the  northern  blaft. 

The  parents  now,  with  late  remorfc, 

Hung  o'er  his  dying  bed  ; 
And  weary'd  Heaven  with  fruitlefs  vows* 

And  fruitlefs  forrows  Ihed. 

'Tis  pad  '.  he  cry'd — but  if  your  fouls 

Sweet  mercy  yet  can  move, 
Let  thefe  dim  eyes  once  more  behold, 

What  they  mult  ever  love  1 

She  came  ;  his  cold  hand  foftly  touch'd, 

And  bath'd  with  many  a  tear  : 
Fad-falling  o'er  the  primrofe  pale, 

So  morning  dews  appear. 

But  oh  !  his  lifter's  jealous  care, 

A  cruel  fifter  (he  I 
Forbade  what  Emma  came  to  fay  ; 

"  My  Edwin,  live  for  me  !" 

Now  homeward  as  (he  hopelefs  wept 

The  church-yard  path  along, 
The  blaft  blew  cold,  the  dark  owl  fcream'd 

Her  lover's  funeral  fong. 

Amid  the  falling  gloom  of  nighf, 

Her  ftartling  fancy  found 
In  every  bufii  his  hovering  (hade, 

His  groan  in  every  found. 

Alone,  apall'd,  thus  had  (he  pafs'd 

The  vifionary  vale — 
When  lo  !  the  death-bell  fmote  her  ear. 

Sad  founding  in  the  gale  ! 

Juft  then  ihe  reach'd,  with  trembling  ftep, 

Her  aged  mother's  door — 
He's  gone  !  (he  cry'd  ;  and  I  (hall  iee 

That  angel-face  no  more. 
I  feel,  I  feel  this  breaking  heart 

Beat  high  againft  my  fide — 
From  her  white  arm  down  funk  her  head ; 

She  (hivering  figh'd,  and  dy'd. 

EXTRACT  OF  A  LETTER  FROM  THE  CU 
RATE  OF  BOWES,  IN  YORKSHIRE, 

On  tl:e  fubjeft  of  the  preceding  poem. 

TO  MR.  COPPERTHWAITE,  AT  MARIUCK. 

Worthy  Sir, 

***'  As  to  the  affair  mentioned  in  yours,  it 
happened  long  before  my  time.    I  have  therefore 


been  obliged  to  confult  my  clerk,  and  another 
perfon  in  the  neighbourhood,  for  the  truth  of  that 
melancholy  event.  The  hiftory  of  it  is  as  follows  : 

THE  family-name  of  the  young  man  was 
Wrightfon ;  of  the  young  maiden  Railton.  They 
were  both  much  of  the  fame  age  ;  that  is,  grow 
ing  up  to  twenty.  In  their  birth  was  no  difparity : 
but  in  fortune,  alas !  (lie  was  his  inferior.  His 
father,  a  hard  old  man,  who  had  by  his  toil  ac 
quired  a  handfome  competency,  expected  and  re 
quired  that  his  Ion  (hould  marry  fuitably.  But 
as  "  amor  vincit  omnia,"  his  heart  was  unal 
terably  fixed  on  the  pretty  young  creature  al 
ready  named.  Their  courtthip,  which  was  all  by 
ftealth,  unknown  to  the  family,  continued  about 
a  year.  When  it  was  found  out,  old  Wrightfon, 
his  wife,  and  particularly  their  crooked  daughter 
Hannah,  flouted  at  the  maiden,  anc4  treated  her 
with  notable  contempt.  For  they  held  it  as  a 
maxim,  and  a  ruftic  one  it  is,  "  that  blood  was 
'•  nothing  without  groats." 

The  young  lover  fickened,  and  took  to  hi*  bed 
about  Shrove -Tuefday,  and  died  the  Sunday  fe- 
vennight  after. 

On  the  laft  day  of  his  illnefs,  he  deured  to  fee 
his  miftrefs.  She  was  civilly  received  by  the  mo 
ther,  who  bid  her  welcome — when  it  was  too  late. 
But  her  daughter  Hanna  lay  at  his  back  ;  to  cut 
them  off  from  all  oportunity  of  exchanging  their 
thoughts. 

At  her  return  home,  on  hearing  the  bell  toll 
out  for  his  departure,  (he  fcream'd  aloud  that  her 
heart  was  burft,  and  expired  fome  moments  af 
ter. 

The  then  curate  of  Bowes  *  inferted  it  in  his 
regifter,  that  they  both  died  of  love,  and  were 
buried  in  the  fame  grave,  March  15, 1714.     I  am, 
Dear  Sir, 

Yours,  Sec. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  LADY  ANSON. 

ADDRESSED  TO  HER  FATHER,    Iff)!. 

O  CROWN'D  with  honour,  bleft  with  length  of 

days, 

Thou  whom  the  wife  revere,  the  worthy  praife ; 
Juft  guardian  of  thofe  laws  thy  voice  explain'd, 

And  meriting  all  titles  thou  haft  gain'd 

Though  ftill  the  faireft  from  heaven's  bounty  flow  ; 
For  good  and  great  no  monarch  can  beftow  : 
Yet  thus,  of  health,  of  fame,  of  friends  pofleft, 
No  fortune,  Hardwicke,  is  fincerely  bleft. 
All  human-kind  are  Ions  of  forrow  born: 
The  great  muft  fuffer,  and  the  good  muft  mourn. 
For  fay,  can  Wifdoai's  felf,  what  late  was  thine, 
Can  fortitude,  without  a  figh,  refign  ? 
Ah,  no  !  when  Love,  when  Reafon  hand  in  hand, 
O'er  the  cold  urn  confenting  mourners  ftand, 

*  Bowes  is  afmall  village  in  York/hire,  where% 
informer  times,  the  Earls  of  Richmond  had  a  caf- 
tle.  Itjlands  on  the- edge  of  that  vafl  and  moun 
tainous  tratt,  named  by  the  neighbouring  people* 
Stanemore ;  which  is  always  expojed  to  wind 
and  weather,  defqlatc  and  folitcry  throughout. 
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The  firmeft  heart  difiolves  to  foften  here  : 
And  Piety  applauds  the  falling  tear. 
Thofe  facred  drops,  by  virtuous  weaknefs  fhed, 
Adorn  the  living,  while  they  grace  the  dead  : 
From  tender  thought  their  fource  unblam'd  they 

draw, 
By  Heaven  approv'd,  and  true  to  Nature's  lav/. 

When  his  lov'd  child  the  Roman  could  not  fave, 
Immortal,  Tully,  from  an  early  grave  f, 
No  common  forms  his  home-felt  pafiion  kept : 
The  fage,  the  patriot,  in  the  parent,  wept. 
And  O  I  by  grief  ally'd,  as  join'd  in  fame, 
The  fame  thy  lofs,  thy  forrows  are  the  fame- 
She  whom  the.  Mufes,  whom  the  Loves  deplore, 
Ev'n  flie,  thy  pride  and  pleafure,  is  no  more  : 
In  bloom  of  years,  in  all  her  virtue's  bloom, 
Loft  to  thy  hopes,  and  filent  in  the  tomb. 

O!  feafon  mark'd  b'y  mourning  and  defpair, 
Thy  blafts,  howfatal  to  the  young  and  fair  ? 
For  vernal  frefhnefs,  for  the  balmy  breeze. 
Thy  tainted  winds  came  pregnant  with  difeafe  : 
Sick  Nature  funk  before  the  mortal  breath, 
That  fcatter'd  fever,  agony,  and  death  ! 
What  funerals  has  thy  cruel  ravage  fpread  ! 
What  eyes  have  flow'd  'what  noble  bofoms  bled. 

Here  let  Reflection  fix  her  fober  view : 
O  think,  who  fuffer,  and  who  figh  with  you, 
See,  rudely  fnatch'd,  in  all  her  pride  of  charms, 
Bright  Granby  from  a  youthful  hufband's  arms  ! 
In  climes  far  diftant,  fee  that  hufband  mourn ; 
His  arms  revers'd,  his  recent  laurel  torn  '. 
Behold  again,  at  Fate's  imperious  call, 
In  one  dread  inftant  blooming  Lincoln  fall  1 
See  her  lov'd  lord  with  fpeechlefs  anguifh  bend  ! 
And,  mixing  tears  with  his^thy  nobleft  friend, 
Thy  Pelham  turn  on  heaven  his  dreaming  eye  : 
Again  in  her,  he  fees  a  brother  die  ! 

And  he,  who  long,  unfliaken  and  fererie, 
Had  death,  in  each  dire  form  of  terror  feerij 
Through  worlds  unknown  o'er  unknown  oceans 
By  love  fubdued,  now  weeps  a  confort  loft  :   [toft, 
Now,  funk  to  fondnefs,  all  the  man  appears, 
His  front  dejected,  and  his  foul  in  tears ! 

Yet  more  :  nor  thou  the  mule's  voice  difdain, 
Who  fondly  tries  to  footh  a  father's  pain— 
Let  thy  calm  eye  furvey  the  fuffering  ball : 
See  kingdoms  round  thee  verging  to  their  fall ! 
What  fpring  had  promis'd  and  what  autumn  yields, 
The  bread  of  thoufands,  ravifh'd  from  their  fields  ! 
See  youth  and  age,  th'  ignoble  and  the  great, 
Swept  to  one  grave,  in  one  promifcuous  fate  ! 
Hear  Europe  groan  !  hear  all  her  nations  mourn  ! 
And  be  a  private  wound  with  patience  borne. 

Think  too  :  and  reafon  will  confirm  the  thought: 
Thy  cafes,  for  her,  are  to  their  period  brought. 
YeSjflie,  fair  pattern  to  a  failing  age, 
With  wit,  chaftis-'d,  with  fprightiy  temper,  fage  : 
Whom  each  endearing  name  could  recommend, 
Whom  all  became,  wife,  ufter,  daughter,  friend, 
Unwarp'd  by  folly,  and  by  vice  unltain'd, 
The  prize  of  virtue  has,  for  ever,  gaia'd  1 

f  Tttllia  died  about  the  age  of  two  and  thirty. 
She  is  celebrated  for  her  filial  piety  ;  and  for  hav 
ing  added,  to  the  vfual  graces  cf  her  fex,  tie 
tvorefolid  accompliftjmertts  of  kwwledjrc  and  fo~ 
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From  life  efcap'd,  and  fafe  on  that  calm  fliore 
Where  fin  and  pain  and  error  are  no  more, 
She  now  no  change,  nor  you  no  fear  can  fee!  : 
Death,  to  her  fame,  has  fix'd  th'  eternal  teal  I 

A  FUNERAL  HYMN. 

YE  midnight  fliades,  o'er  Nature  fpread  ! 

Dumb  iilence  of  the  dreary  hour  ! 

In  honour  of  th'  approaching  dead, 

Around  your  awful  terrors  pour. 

Yes,  pour  around, 

On  this  pale  ground, 
Through  all  this  deep  furrounding  gloom. 

The  fober  thought, 

The  tear  untaught,    , 
Thbfe  meeteft  mourners  at  a  tomb. 
Lo  !  as  the  furplic'd  train  draw  near 

To  this  laft  manfion  of  mankind, 
The  flow  fad  bell,  the  fable  bier,. 
In  holy  mufings  wrap  the  mind  ! 

Arid  while  their  beam, 

With  trembling  ftrea  m, 
Attending  tapers  faintly  dart ; 

Each  mouldering  bone, 

Each  fculptur'd  ftone, 
Strike  mute  inftruclion  to  the  heart ; 

Now,  let  the  facred  organ  blow, 
With  folerrtn  paufe,  and  founding  flow  : 
Now,  let  the  voice  due  meafure  keep, 
In  ftrains  that  figh,  and  words  that  weep  j 
Till  all  the  vocal  current  blended  roll, 
Not  to  deprefs,  but  lift  the  foaring  foul. 
To  lift  it  in  the  Maker's  praife, 

Who  firft  inform'd  our  frame  with  breath  : 
And,  after  fome  few  ftormy  days, 
Now,  gracious.gives  us  o'er  to  death. 
No  king  of  fears, 
In  him  appears, 

Who  fhuts  the  fcene  of  human  woes : 
Beneath  his  fliade 
Securely  laid, 
The  dead  alone  find  true  repofe. 

Then,  while  -we  mingle  duft  with  duft,, 

To  One,  fupremely  good  and  wife, 
Raife  hallelujahs  !  God  is  juft. 

And  man  moft  happy,  when  he  dies .'. 

His  winter  pair, 

Fair  fpring  at  laft 
Receives  him  on  her  flowery  fliore  ; 

Where  Pleasure's  rofe 

Immortal  blows, 
Arid  fin  and  forrow  are  no  more  I 

TO  MIR  A, 

FROM  THE  COUNTRY. 


AT  this  late  hour,  the  world  lies  hufli'd  below, 

Nor  is  one  breath  ©fair  awake  to  blow. 

Now  walks  mute  Midnight,  darkling  o'er  the" 

plain, 

Reft,  and  foft-footed  Silence,  in  his  train. 
To  blefs  the  cottage,  and  renew  the  fwain. 
Thefe  all-afleep,  me  all-awake  they  find  ; 
Nor  reft,  nor  filence,  charm  the  lover's  mind, 


o'er  the"! 

\ 
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Already,  I  a  thottfand  torments  prove, 
The  thoafand  torments  of  divided  love  : 
The  rolling  thought,  impatient  in  the  bread  ; 
The  fluttering  wifli  on  wing,  that  will  not  reft  ; 
Defire,  whofe  kindled  flames,  undying,  glow  ; 
Knowledge  of  diftant  blifs,  and  prefent  ^-oe  ; 
IJnhum'd,umleeping  all,  with  me  they  dwell, 
Children  of  abfence,  and  of  loving  well  ! 
Thefe  pale  the  cheek,  and  cloud  the  cheerlefs  eye, 
Sw.ell  the  fwift  tear,  and  heave  the  frequent  figh  : 
Thefe, reach  the  heart,  and  bid  the  health  decline  ; 
And  tnefe,  O  Mira  !  thefe  are  truly  mine. 

She,  whofe  fweet  fmile  would  gladden  all  the 

grove, 

Whofe  mind  is  mufic,  and  whofe  looks  afe  love  ; 
She,  gentle  power  !  victorious  foffnefs ! — She, 
Mira,  is  far  from  hence,  from  love,  and  me ; 
Yet,  in  my  every  thought,  her  form  I  find, 
Her  looks,  her  words — her  world  of  charms  corn- 
bin  'd  ! 

Sweetnefs  is  her's,  and  unaffected  eafe  ; 
The  native  wit,  that  was  not  taught  to  pleafe. 
Whatever  foftly  animates  the  face, 
The  eye's  attemper'd  fire,  the  winning  grace 
Th'  unftudy'd  fmile,  the  blufh  that  nature  warms, 
And  all  the  graceful  negligence  of  charms  ! 
Ha  !  while  I  gaze,  a  thoufand  ardours  rife  ; 
And  my  fir'd  bofom  flaflies  from  my  eyes, 
Oh  !  melting  mildnefs !  miracle  of  charms  ! 
Receive  my  foul  within  thofe  folding  arms  ! 
On  that  dear  bofom  let  my  wifhes  reft — 
Oh  !  fofter  than  the  turtle's  downy  breaft  ! 
And  lee  !  where  Love  hirnfelf  is  waiting  near ! 
Here  let  me  ever  dwell — for  heaven  is  here  ! 

A  WINTER'S  DAY. 

WRITTEN  IN  A  STATE  OF  MELANCHOLY. 

Now,  gloomy  foul !  look  out—now  comes  thy 

turn  ; 

With  thee,  behold  all  ravag'd  nature  mourn. 
Hail  the  dim  empire  of  thy  darling  night,    [light. 
That  fpreads,  flow-fhadowing,  o'er  the  vanquiih'd 
Look  out,  with  joy  ;  the  ruler  of  the  day, 
Faint,  as  thy  hopes,  emits  a  glimmering  ray  : 
Already  exil'd  to  the  utmoft  iky, 
Hither,  oblique,  he  turn'd  his  clouded  eye. 
Lo  !  from  the  limits  of  the  wintery  pole, 
Mountainous  clouds,  in  rude  confufion,  roll : 
In  difmal  pomp,  now,  hovering  on  their  way, 
To  a  lick  twilight,  they  reduce  the  day. 
And  hark !  inaprifon'd  winds,  broke  loofe,  arife, 
And  roar  their  haughty  triumph  through  the  fkies. 
While  the  driven  clouds,  o'ercharg'd  with  floods 

of  rain, 

And  mingled  lightning,  burft  upon  the  plain, 
Now  fee  fad  earth— like  thine,  her  alter*d  ftate, 
Like  thee,  (he  mourns  her  fad  reverfe  of  fate ! 
Her  fmile,  her  wanton  looks—where   are  they 

now  ? 

Faded  her  face,  and  wrapt  in  clouds  her  brow  ! 
No  more,  th'  ungrateful  verdure  of  the  plain  ; 
No   more,   the   wealth-crown'd  labours   of   the 

fwain  ; 

Thefe  fcenes  of  blifs,  no  more  upbraid  my  fate, 
Torture  my  pining  thought,  and  roufe  my  hate. 


The  leaf-clad  fcreft,  and  the  tufted  grove, 
Ereivhile  thefafe  retreats  of  happy  love, 
Stript  of  their  honours,  naked,  now  appear; 
This  is — my  foul !  the  winter  of  their  year  I 
The  little,  noify  fongfters  of  the  wing, 
All,  (hivering  on  the  bough,  forget  to  fing. 
Hail  !  reverend  Silence  !  with  thy  awful  brow  I 
Be  Mufic's  voice,  for  ever  mute— -as  now  : 
Let  no  intrufive  joy  my  dead  repofe 
Difturb  : — no  pleafure  difconcert  my  woes. 

In  this  mofs-cpver'd  cavern,  hopelefs  laid, 
On  the  cold  cliff,  I'll  lean  my  aching  head  ; 
And,  pleas'd  with  Winter's  wafte,  unpitying,  fee 
All  nature  in  an  agony  with  me  ! 
Rough,  rugged  rocks,  wet  marfhes,  ruin'd  towers, 
Bare   trees,    brown  brakes,   bleak    heaths,    and 

rufhy  moors, 

Dead  floods,  huge  cataracts,  to  my  pleas'd  eyes— 
(Now  I  can  fmile  !) — in  wild  diforder  rife  : 
And  now,  the  various  dreadfulnefs  combin'd, 
Black  melancholy  comes,  to  doze  my  mind. 

See !    Night's    wifli'd  fliades    rife,    fpreading 

through  the  air, 

And  the  lone,  hollow  gloom,  for  me  prepare  1 
Hail !  folitary  ruler  of  the  grave  ! 
Parent  of  terrors  !  from  thy  dreary  cave  ! 
Let  thy  dumb  filence  midnight  all  the  ground, 
And  fpread  a  welcome  horror  wide  around. — - 
But  hark  !  a  fudden  howl  invades  my  ear  ! 
The  phantoms  of  the  dreadful  hour  are  near. 
Shadows  from  each  dark  cavern,  now  combine, 
And  ftalk  around,  and  mix  their  yells  with  mine. 

Slop,  flying  Time  !  repofe  thy  reftlefs  wing  ; 
Fix  here — nor  haften  to  reftore  the  fpring : 
Fix'd  my  ill  fate,  fo  fix'd  let  winter  be — 
Let  never  wanton  feafou  laugh  at  me  1 

PROLOGUE 

TO  THE 

MASQUE  OF  BRITANNIA, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Carrie k  f,  1775,  in  the  character 
of  a  'Sailor,  fuddled  and  talking  to  binifelf* 

He  enters,  Jinging, 
"  How  pleafant  a  failor's  life  paffes — " 

WetL,  if  thou  art,  my  boy,  a  little  mellow  I 
A  iailor,  half  teas  e'er — 's  a  pretty  fellow  ! 
What  cheer  ho  ?  *  Do  I  carry  too  much  fail  ? 

*  to  the  pit. 

No — tight  and  trim-— I  feud  before  the  gale  * — 
*  be Jiaggers  forward,  thenjlopf. 
But  foftly,  though — the  veflel  feems  to  heel ; 
Steady  !  my  boy-— (lie  muft  not  fhow  her  keel. 
And  now,  thus  ballafted — what  courfe  to  fteer  ? 
Shall  I  again  to  fea — and  bang  Mounfeer  ? 
Or  ftay  on  fhore,  and  toy  with  Sail  and  Sue — 
Doft  love  'em  boy  ?—  By  this  right  hand,  I  do  ! 
A  well-rigg'd  girl  is  furely  moft  inviting  : 
There's   nothing    better,    faith — fave    flip    and 

fighting  : 

For  (hall  we  fons  of  .beef  and  freedom  (loop, 
Or  lower  our  flag  to  flavery  and  foup  ? 

\  Seme  of  the  lines  too  wrre  written  l>y  bim. 
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What!  fhall  thefe  parly-vows  make  fuch  a  racket, 
And  we  not  lend  a  hand,  to  lace  their  jacket  ? 
Still  mall  Old  England  be  your  Frenchman's  butt? 
Whene'er  he  fliuffles,  we  fhould  always  cut. 
I'll  to  'em,  faith — Avaft — before  I  go- 
Have  I  not  promis'd  Sail  to  fee  the  ihow  *  ? 

*  Pulls  out  a  play-bill. 
From  this  fame  paper  we  fhall  underftand 
What    work's  to-night— I'll  read  your    printed 

hand  ! 

But,  firft  refrefh  a  bit — for  faith  I'll  need  it — 
I'll  take  one  fugar-plum  *— and  then  I'll  read  it, 
*  Takes  fome  tobacco. 
He  reads  the  play-bill  ofZarah, 
which  was  afJed  that  evening. 
At  the  The-atre  Royal — Drury-Lane — 
will  be  prefen-ta-ted  a  Tragedy  called — 

SARAH. 

Tm  glad  'tis  Sarah— Then  our  Sail  may  fee 
Her  namefake's  Tragedy  :  and  as  for  me, 
I'll  fleep  as  found  as  if  I  were  at  fea. 

To  which  will  be  added — a  new  Mafque. 
Zounds !    why  a  Mafque  ?  We  failors  hate  gri 
maces  : 

Above-board  all,  we  from  to  hide  our  faces. 
But  what  is  here,  fo  very  large  and  plain  1 
Bri-ta-nia— oh  Britania  ! — good  again— 
Huzza,  boys !  by  the  Royal  George  I  fwear, 
Tom  Coxen,  and  the  crew,  fhall  ftrait  be  there. 
All  free-born  fouls  muft  take  Bri-ta-nia's  part, 
And  give  her  three  round  cheers,  with  hand  and 
heart ! 

Going  off,  hejlops. 
I  wifh  you  landmcn,  though,  would  leave  your 

tricks, 

Your  factions,  parties,  and  damn'd  politics : 
And,  like  us,  honeft  tars,  drink,  fight,  and  fing  ! 
True  to  yourfelves,  your  country,  and  your  king  I 


INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  PICTURE. 

WITH  no  one  talent  that  deferves  applaufe  ; 
With  no  one  awkwardnefs  that  laughter  draws  ; 
Who  thinks  not,  but  juft  echoes  what  we  fay  ; 
At  clock,  at  morn,  wound  up,  to  run  a  day  : 
His  larum  goes  in  one  fmooth,  fimple  ftrain  ; 
He  flops :  and  then,  we  wind  him  up  again. 

SONG. 

TO  A  SCOTCH  TUNE,   MARY  SCOT. 

WHERE  Thames,  along  the  daify'd  meads, 
His  wave,  in  lucid  mazes,  leads, 
Silent,  flow,  ferenely  flowing, 
Wealth  on  either  fliore  beftowing ; 
There,  in  a  fafe,  though  fmall  retreat, 
Content  and  Love  have  fix'd  their  feat : 
Love,  that  counts  his  duty,  pleafure  ; 
Content  that  knows  and  hugs  his  treafure. 

From  art,  from  jealoufy  fecure  ; 

As  faith  unblam'd,  as  fri end flrip  pure; 

Vain  opinion  nobly  fcorning. 

Virtue  aiding,  life  adorning. 

Fair  Thames,  along  thy  flowery  fide, 

May  thofe  whom  truth  and  reafon  guide. 


All  their  tender  hours  improving^' 
Live  like  us,  belov'd  and  loving  1 


TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

ON  HIS  PUBLISHING  THE  SECOND  EDITION  OF 
HIS  POJEM,  CALLED  WINTER. 

CHARM'D,  and  inftrudled  by  thy  powerful  fong, 
1  have,  uajuit,  withheld  my  thanks  too  long ; 
This  debt  of  gratitude  at  length  receive, 
Warmly  fincere,  'tis  all  thy  friend  can  give. 

Thy  worth  new  lights  the  poet'sdarken'd  name, 
And  fliows  it,  blazing,  in  the  brighteft  fame. 
Through  all  thy  various  Winter,  full  are  found 
Magnificence  of  thought,  and  pomp  of  found, 
Clear   depth    of  feufe,    expreffion's    heightening 

grace, 

And  goodnefs,  eminent  in  power  and  place  ! 
For  this,  the  wife,  the  knowing  few,  commend 
With  zealous  joy — for  thou  art  virtue's  friend  : 
Ev'n  age,  and  truth  fevere,  in  reading  thee, 
That  heaven  infpires  the  mule,  convinc'd  agree* 

Thus  I  dare  fing  of  merit,  faintly  known, 
Friendlefs— fupported  by  ittelf  alone  : 
For  thofe,  whofe  aided  will  could  lift  thee  high, 
In  fortune,  fee  not  with  difcernment's  eye. 
Nor  place,  nor  power,  bellows  the  fight  refin'd  ; 
And  wealth  enlarges  not  the  narrow  mind. 

How  could'ft  thou  think  of  fuch,  and  write  fo 
Or  hope  reward,  by  daring  to  excel  ?  [well  ? 

Unfkilful  of  the  age  1  untaught  to  gain 
Thofe  favours,  which  the  fawning  bale  obtain  1 
A  thoufand  fhameful  arts,  to  thee  unknown, 
Falfehopd,  und  flattery,  mult  be  firft  thy  own. 
If  thy  lov'd  country  lingers  in  thy  breaft, 
Thou  muft  drive  out  th'  unprofitable  gueft ' 
Extinguifh  each  bright  aim,  that  kindles  there, 
And  centre  in  thyfelf  thy  every  care. 

But  hence  that  vileneis — pleas'd  to  charm  man 
kind, 

Cart  each  low  thought  of  intereft  far  behind  : 
Neglected  into  noble  fcorn — away 
From  that  worn  path,  where  vulgar  poets  ftray  : 
Inglorious  herd  !  profufe  of  venal  lays  ! 
And  by  the  pride  defpis'd,  they  ftoop  to  praife  ! 
Thou,  carelefs  of  the  ftatefman's  fmile  or  frown, 
Tread  that  ftrait  way,  that  leads  to  fair  renown. 
By  virtue  guided,  and  by  glory  fir'd. 
And,  by  reluctant  envy,  flow  admir'd, 
Dare  to  do  well,  and  in  thy  boundlefs  mind, 
Embrace  the  general  welfare  of  thy  kind  : 
Enrich  them  with  the  treafures  of  thy  thought, 
What  heaven  approves,  and  what  the  mule  has 

taught. 

Where  thy  power  fails,  unable  to  go  on, 
Ambitious,  greatly  will  the  good  undone. 
So  mail    thy   name    through  tages   brightening 

fliine, 

And  diftant  praife,  from  worth  unborn,  be  thine  j 
So  (halt  thou,  happy  !  merit  heaven's  regard, 
And  find  a  glorious,  though  a  late  reward. 


POEMS, 


WILLIAM  AND  MARGARET. 

'TWAS  at  the  filent,  folemn  hour, 
When  night  and  morning  meet ; 

In  glided  Margaret's  grimly  ghoft, 
And  ftood  at  William's  feet. 

Her  face  was  like  an  April-morn, 

Clad  in  a  wintery  cloud  ; 
And  clay-cold  was  her  lily  hand,  • 

That  held  her  fable  ftiroud. 

So  mail  the  faireft  face  appear, 
When  youth  and  years  are  flown  : 

Such  is  the  robe  that  kings  muft  wear, 
When  death  has  reft  their  crown. 

Her  bloom  was  like  the  fpringing  flower, 

That  lips  the  filver  dew  ; 
The  rofc  was  budded  in  her  cheek, 

Juft  opening  t«  the  view. 

But  love  had,  like  the  canker-worm, 

Confum'd  her  early  prime  ; 
The  rofe  grew  pale,  and  left  her  che^k^ 

She  dy'd  before  her  time. 

Awake  !  me  cry'd,  thy  true-love  calls, 
Come  from  her  midnight-grave  ; 

Now  let  thy  pity  hear  the  maid, 
Thy  love  refus'd  to  fave. 

This  is  the  dumb  and  dreary  hour, 
When  injur'd  ghofts  complain  ; 

When  yawning  graves  give  up  their  dead, 
To  haunt  the  faithlefs  fwain. 

Bethink  thee,  William,  of  thy  fault, 
Thy  pledge  and  broken  oath  1 

And  give  me  back  my  maiden-vow, 
And  give  me  back  my  troth. 

Why  did  you  promife  love  to  me, 

And  not  that  promife  keep  ? 
Why  did  you  fwear  my  eyes  were  bright, 

Yet  leave  thofe  eyes  to  weep  ? 

How  could  you  fay  my  face  was  fair, 

And  yet  that  face  forfake  ? 
How  could  you  win  my  virgin-heart, 

Yet  leave  that  heart  to  break  ? 

Why  did  you  fay  my  lip  was  fweet, 

And  made  the  fcarlet  pale  ? 
And  why  did  I,  young  witlefs  maid  L 

Believe  the  flattering  tale  ? 

That  face,  alas !  no  more  is  fair, 

Thofe  lips  no  longer  red  :, 
Dark  are  my  eyes,  now  clos'd  in  death4 

And  every  charm  is  fled. 

The  hungry  worm  my  fifter  is ; 

This  winding  flieet  I  wear  : 
And  cold  and  weary  lafts  our  night, 

Till  that  laft  morn  appear. 

But,  h?.rk  !  the  cock  has  warned  me  hence 

A  long  and  late  adieu  ! 
Come,  fee,  falfe  man,  how  low  fhe  lies, 

Who  dy'd  for  love  of  you. 
VOL.  IX, 


The  lark  fung  loitd ;  the  morning  fmil'd, 

With  beams  of  rofy  red  : 
Pale  William  qnak'd  in  every  limb, 

And  raving  left  his  bed. 

He  hy'd  him  to  the  fatal  place 

Where  Margaret's  body  lay  ; 
And  ftretch'd  him  on  the  greeii-grafs  turf, 

That  wrapp'd  her  breathlefs  clay. 

And  thrice  he  call'd  on  Margaret's  name, 

And  thrice  he  wept  full  fore  ; 
Then  laid  his  cheek  to  her  cold  grave, 

And  word  fpoke  never  more  ! 

N.  B.  In  a  comedy  of  Fletcher,  failed  "  The 
"  Knight  of  the  Burning  Pefllef  old  Merry- 
Thought  enters  repeating  the  following  verfes  ; 

When  it  was  grown  to  dark  midnight. 

And  all  were  fajl  ajleep, 
In  came  Margaret's  grimly  ghoft, 

And  flood  at  William  s  feet. 

This  was  probably  the  beginning  of  fame  bal~ 
lad,  commonly  known,  at  the  time  when  that  au 
thor  wrote ;  and  is  all  of  it,  1  believe,  that  is 
any  where  to  be  met  with.  Thefe  lines,  naked  of 
omament,  andjlmple  as  they  are,  jlruck  my  fan 
cy :  and,  bringing  fre^b  into  my  mind  an  unhappy 
adventure,  much  talked  of  formerly,  ga-ve  birth 
to  the  foregoing  poem ;  which  was  written  ma?iy 
years  ago.  MALLET. 

EPITAPH, 

ON    MR.    AIKMAN,    AND    HIS    ONLY    SON;    WHO 
WERE  BOTH  INTERRED  IN  THt  SAME  GRAVE. 

DEAR  to  the  wife  and  good,  difprais'd  by  none, 
Here  fleep  in  peace  the  father  and  the  ion  : 
By  virtue,  as  by  nature,  clofe  ally'd, 
The  painter's  genius,  but  without  the  pride  j 
Worth  unambitious,  wit  afraid  to  fliine, 
Honour's    clear   light,   and  friendihip's  warmth. 

divine. 

The  fon,  fair  riling,  knew  too  fliort  a  date  ; 
But  oh,  how  more  fevere  the  parent's  fate  1 
He  faw  him  torn,  untimely,  from  his  fide, 
Felt  all  a  father's  anguifli,  wept  and  dy'd  I. 

EPITAPH, 

ON  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

THIS  humble  grave,  thpugh  no  proud  ftm&ures 

grace, 

Yet  truth  and  goodnefs  fanclify  the  place  : 
Yet  blamelefs  virtue  that  adorn'd  thy  bloom, 
Lamented  maid  !  now  weeps  upon  thy  tomb. 
O  'fcap'd  from  life  \  O  fare  on  that  calm  (here, 
Where  fin,  and  pain,  and  paflion  are  no  more  ! 
What  never  wealth  could  buy,  nor  power  decree, 
Regard  and  pity  wait  fincere  on  thee  : 
Lo  !  foft  remembrance  drops  a  pious  tear  ; 
And  holy  friendfliip  Hands  a  mourner  here. 


Zx 


SONG. 

TO  A  SCOTCH  TUNE. 


THE   WORKS    OF   MALLET 

THOMSON'S  VER3E3 


The  Birks  ofEndennay. 

THE  {railing  morn,  the  breathing  fpring, 

Invite  the  tuneful  birds  to  fing  : 

And  while  they  warble  from  each  fpray, 

Love  melts  the  univerfal  lay. 

Let  us,  Amanda,  timely  wife, 

Like  them  improve  the  hour  that  flies ; 

And,  in  foft  raptures,  wafte  the  day, 

Among  the  fliades  of  Endermay. 

For  foon  the  winter  of  the  year, 
And  age,  life's  winter  will  appear  : 
At  this,  thy  living  bloom  muft  fade  ; 
As  that  will  ftrip  the  verdant  made. 
Our  tafte  of  pieafure  then  is  o'er ; 
The  feather'd  Ibngfters  love  no  more  : 
And  when  they  droop,  and  we  decay, 
Adieu  the  lhadei  of  Ei: 


TO  MISS  YOUNG  f,    WITH  A  PRESENT  OF   HIS 
SEASONS. 

Omitted  in  his  •works. 

ACCEPT,  loved  nymph  !  this  tribute  due 
To  tender  friendlhip,  love,  and  you  ; 
But  with  it  take  what  breath'd  the  whole, 
O  !  take  to  thine  the  poet's  foul. 
If  fancy  here  her  pow'r  difplays, 
And  if  a  heart  exalts  thefe  lays- 
Yon  faireft  in  that'  fancy  fhine, 
And  all  that  heart  is  fondly  thine. 


f  Somejlight  variations  have  been  found  in 
copies  which  have  beep  kand:d  absxt  in  JMSt 
from  tbe  original^ 


^fhis  i* 


THI 


POETICAL  WORKS 


Of 


MARK    AKENSIDE,    M,  D, 


Containing 


THE  PLEASURES  OF  IMAGINATION,       Ij  INSCRIPTIONS) 

ODES,  ELEGIES, 

HYMNS,  EPISTLES, 


To  which  is  prefixed 

THE    LIFE    OF   THE   AUTHOR. 


Come,  AKENSIDE,  come  with  thine  Attic  urn, 

Fill'd  from  Ilyffus  by  the  Naiad's  hand, 

Thy  harp  was  tun'd  to  freedom.— Strains  like  thine^ 

When  Afia's  lord  bor'd  the  huge  mountain's  fide, 

And  bridg'd  the  fea,  to  battle  rous'd  the  tribes 

Of  ancient  Greece.    The  fons  of  Cecrops  rais'd 

Minerva's  JEgis — Lacedemon  pour'd 

Her  hardy  veterans  from  their  frugal  board, 

And  Thebes  faw  Xerxes  (hake  through  all  his  tents, 

POETICAL  EPISTLE  TO  CHRISTOPHER  ANSTET, 


EDINBURGH: 

PRINTED  BY  MUNDELL  AND  SOW,.  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE, 
Anno  1794. 


THE  LIFE  OF  AKENSIDE. 


MARK  AKEN -IDE,  "  the  Britifti  Lucretius,"  was  born  at  Newcaftle-upon-Tyne,  Nov.  9. 

His  father,  Mark  Akenfide,  was  a  fubftantial  butcher  ih  that  town.     His  mother,  Mary  Lumfden, 

was  probably  of  Scottifh  extraction.     Both  parents  were  diffentef  s. 

Mr.  Brand,  the  prefent  vicar  of  Newcaftle,  in  his  "  Obfervations  on  popular  Antiquities,"  afc* 
leges,  that  a  halt  which  he  had  in  his  gait  was  occafioned  by  the  falling  of  a  cleaver  from  his  father's 
ftall  upon  him,  when  he  was  a  boy.  "  This,"  fays  he,  "  muft  have  been  a  perpetual  remembrance 
of  his  humble  origin  ;"  of  which,  it  is  alleged,  he  was  amamed  ;  but  without  any  foundation. 

He  received  the  firft  part  of  his  education  at  the  free  fchool  of  Newcaftle,  and  was  afterwards 
placed  under  the  care  of  Mr.  Wilfon,  a  difienting  minifter,  who  kept  an  academy  in  that  tow-n, 
where  he  had  for  his  fchool- fellow,  the  late  Gabriel  Selby,  Efq.  of  Pafton,  in  Northumberland 

At  the  age  of  eighteen,  he  was  fent  to  the  Univerfity  of  Edinburgh,  that  he  might  qualify  himfelf. 
for  the  office  of  a  diflenting  minifter,  and  received  fome  afliftance  from  the  fund  which  the  dilfen- 
ters  employ  in  educating  young  men  of  fcanty  fortune.  He  pro-fecuted  his  ftudies  for  one  winter, 
upon  this  plan  :  but  a  wider  view  of  the  world,  prompting  other  hopes,  he  determined  to  ftudy 
phyfic ;  and  repaid,  afterwards,  that  contribution  which,  being  received  for  a  different  purpofe,  he 
juftly  thought  it  difhonourable  to  retain. 

When  he  refolved  not  to  be  a  diflenting  minifter,  he  probably  did  not  ceafe  to  be  a  diiTenter.  He 
certainly  retained  an  ardent  zeal  for  civil  and  religious  liberty ;  withdut  feeking  to  ftrengthen  the 
faction  of  parties;  without  forfeiting  his  reputation  as  a  good  citizen.  Dr.  Johnfoh,  whofe  unfa 
vourable  opinion  of  the  dilTenters  is  well  known,  calls  his  zeal  for  liberty  *«  unneceffai-y  and  outra} 
geous,"  becaufe  it  "  fometimes  difguifes  from  the  world,  and  not  rarely  from  the  mind  which  ic 
polTeiTes,  an  envious  defire  of  plun.de  ng  wealth,  or  degrading  greatnefs,  of  whi^h  the  immediate 
tendency  is  innovation  and  anarchy,  an  impetuous  eagernefs  to  fubvert  and  confound,  with  very 
little  care  what  {hall  be  eftabliftied."  The  obfervation,  though  inapplicable  to  Akenfide,  is  juft, 
and  may  be  deemed  prophetic  by  the  beft  friends  of  rational  and  regulated  freedom,  who  lament  the 
excefles  of  what  is  called  and  thought  liberty  irt  the  prefent  day. 

Akenfide  feems  to  have  felt  very  early  the  motions  of  genius,  arid  to  Have  very  early  ftored  his  me 
mory  with  fentiments  and  images.  He  began  to  write  verfes  when  he  was  at  the  grammar  fchool, 
and  many  of  his  poetical  performances  were  produced  during  hfs  continuance  at  Mr.  Wilfon's  aca 
demy.  It  is  faid  that  his  greateft  work,  The  Pleafurei  of  Imagination,  was  written  at  Morpeth,  on 
the  banks  of  the  Wentfbeck,  which  he  has  celebrated  in  His  verfes,  while  he  was  on  a  vifit  to  his 
Delations,  before  he  went  to  the  Univerfity  of  Edinburgh. 

At  Edinburgh,  he  diftinguifhed  himfelf  likewife  by  his  poetical  compofitions.  His  Ode  on  tht 
Winter  Soljlice ,  which  is  dated  1740,  was  certainly  compofed  at  that  place. 

His  tafte  for  poetry  facilitated  his  introduction  to  the  moft  refpe&able  literary  affociations  among 
his  fellow  ftudents,  by  whom  his  genius  and  learning  were  highly  refpe&ed ;  and  his  philosophical 
knowledge  eafily  procured  him  admiffion  into  the  "  Medical  Society,"  an  inftitution  coeval 
with  the  eftablifhment  of  a  regular  fchool  of  phyfic  in  the  Univerfity,  of  which  he  was  elected  a 
member,  December  30.  1740. 

In  1741,  after  flaying  three  years  at  Edinburgh,  he  removed  to  Ley  den,  in  ptitfuit  of  medical 
knowledge,  where  he  contracted  an  intimate  friendlhip  with  Jeremiah  Dyfon,  Efq.  who  was  profe- 
cuting  the  ftudy  of  the  civil  law,  in  that  Univerfity.  After  rending  three  years  at  Leyden,  he  took 
his  degree  of  Doctor  in  Phyfic,  May  16,  1744,  and  publifhed  an  inaugural  differtation,  according  to 
the  cuftom  of  the  Dutch  Univerfities,  De  ortu  ctincrementofatushumani,  in  which  he  difplayed  his  me 
dical  fagacity,  by  attacking  fome  opinions  of  Leuwenhoek,  and  other  writers,  at  that  time  very  ge 
nerally  received,  and  by  propofmg  an  hypothefis,  which  has  been  confidered  as  founded  on  truth* 
by  the  beft  phyficuns  and  philosophers* 


?l6  THE   LIFE    OF  AKE  NTS  IDE. 

He  nciw  returned  to  England,  with  his  friend  Mr.  Dyfon,  and  the  fame  year  publifhed  'lie  Pitt* 
fures  of  Imagination^  which  was,  in  general,  received  with  great  applaufe. 

When  the  copy  was  offered  to  Dodfley,  by  whom-  it  was  publiflied,  the  price  demanded  for  it, 
which  was  120  1.  being  fuch  as  he  was  not  inclined  to  give  precipitately,  he  carried  the  work  to 
Pope,  who,  having  looked  into  it,  advifed  him  not  to  make  a  niggardly  offer,  for  "  this  was.  n« 
rvery-day  poet." 

Warburton  being  difiatisfied  with  a  note  in  the  third  book,  in  which  he  adopts  Shaftefbury's  afier- 
tion  of  the  efficacy  of  ridicule  for  the  difcovery  of  truth,  thought  proper,  in  a  preface  to  one  of  his 
publications,  to  make  fome  fevere  ftrictures  upon  him ;  in  which,  however,  he  was  attacked  as  a 
philcfopher,  not  as  a  poet. 

He  was  defended  by  his  friend  Mr.  Dyfon,  in  an  anonymous  "  Epiftle  to  Mr.  Warburton,  occa- 
fioned  by  his  treatment  of  the  Author  of  the  Pleafures  of  Imagination,"  in  which  there  are  feveral 
fenfible  obfervations  ;  but  the  ftyle  is  uncouth  and  unpleafant. 

Warburton's  flrictures  en  Akenfide,  were  afterwards  reprinted  in  the  poftfcript  to  the  dedi 
cation  to  the  "  Free-thinker,"  prefixed  to  the  firft  volume  of  the  "  Divine  Legation,"  without, 
however,  any  notice  being  taken  of  what  had  been  written  in  his  defence. 

The  poem  on  the  Pleafures  of  Imagination  was  quickly  followed  by  a  very  acrimonious  Epijlle  f» 
Pulteneyy  whom  he  ftigmatizes  under  the  name  of  Curio  t  as  the  betrayer  of  his  country.  He  after 
wards  fhortened  this  Epiftle,  and  transformed  it  into  an  Ode. 

Being  now  to  live  by  his  profeflion,  he  firft  commenced  Phyfician  at  Northampton,  where  Dr. 
Stonehoufe  then  pra&ifed,  with  fuch  reputation  and  fuccefs,  that  a  flranger  was  not  likely  to  gaisi 
ground  upon  him. 

<*  Akenfide  tried  the  contefl  a  while,"  fays  Dr.  Jbhnfon,  "  and  having  deafened  the  place  with 
clamours  for  liberty,  removed  to  Hampflead,  where  he  refided  more  than  two  years,  and  then  fixed 
hjmfeif  in  London,  the  proper  place  for  a  man  of  accomplifhments  like  his." 

Dr.  Kippis,  who  then  refided  at  Northampton  for  education,  relates,  that  Dr.  Doddridge  and 
Akenfide  carried  on  an  amicable  debate  concerning  the  opinions  of  the  ancients,  with  regard  to  a 
future  Hate  of  rewards  and  punifhments,  in  which  Akenfide  fupported  the  firm  belief  of  Cicero  in 
particular,  hi  this  great  article  of  natural  religion. 

On  his  quitting  Northampton,  he  would  perhaps  have  been  reduced  to  great  exigencies  in  making 
his  way  as  a  phyfician  ;  but  that  Mr.  Dyfon,  with  an  ardour  of  friendihip  that  has  no  examples, 
fupported  him  while  he  was  endeavouring  to  make  himfeif  known. 

Mr.  Dyfon  had  fludied  the  law,  and  been  called  to  the  bar  ;  but  in  a  fhort  time,  having  purchafed 
of  Mr.  Hardinge  his  place  of  clerk  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons,  he  quitted  Weflminfler  Hall,  and  for 
the  purpofe  of  introducing  Akenfide  to  acquaintance  in  an  opulent  neighbourhood  near  the  town, 
bought  a  houfe  at  North-End,  Hampflead,  where  they  dwelt  together  during  the  fummer  feafcn ; 
frequenting  the  long-room,  and  all  clubs  and  afTemblies  of  the  inhabitants. 

At  thefe  "meetings,  Sir  John  Hawkins  relates,  that  Akenfide  was  for  difplaying  thofe  talents  which 
jiad  acquired  him  the  reputation  he  enjoyed  in  other  companies;  "  but  here,"  he  obferves,  "  they 
tvere  of  little  ufe  to  him  ;  on  the  contrary,  they  tended  to  engage  him  in  difputes  that  betrayed  him 
into  a  contempt  of  thofe  that  differed  in  opinion  from  him." 

It  was  found  out  that  he  was  a  man  of  low  birth,  and  a  dependent  on  Mr.  Dyfon ;  circumftances 
that  furniihed  thofe  whom  he  offended  with  a  ground  of  reproach  that  reduced  him  to  the  neceffity 
of  afierting  that  he  was  a  gentleman. 

Little  could  be  done  at  Hampftead  after  matters  had  proceeded  to  this  extremity.  Mr.  Dyfon 
parted  with  his  villa  at  North-End,  and  fettled  his  friend  in  a  fmall  houfe  in  Bloomfbury  Square, 
afiigning  him,  with  unexampled  liberality,  300  1.  a-year,  which  enabled  him  to  keep  a  chariot,  and 
make  a  proper  appearance  in  the  world. 

•  ««  If  our  princes  and  nobles,"  fays  Mr.  Hayley,"  have  not  equalled  thofe  of  other  kingdoms  in  li 
berality  to  the  great  poets  of  their  country,  England  may  yet  -boaft  the  name  of  a  private  gentle- 
jnan,  who  difcovered,  in  this  refpecl,  a  "moil  princely  fpirit.  No  nation,  either  ancient  or  modern, 
can  produce  an  example  of  munificence  more  truly  noble  than  the  annual  gratuity  which  Akenfide 
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received  from  Mr.  Dyfon  ;  a  tribute  of  generous  and  affectionate  admiration,  endeared  to  its  worthy 
poffeflbr  by  every  confideration  which  could  make  it  honourable  both  to  himfelf  and  to  his  patron." 

At  London,  he  was  known  as  a  poet  by  the  Pleafures  of  Imagination,  and  the  Epijlle  to  Curio,  which 
were  followed  in  1745,  by  Odes  on  facial  Subjefts,  written,  as  he  tells  us,  "  at  very  different  inter 
vals,  and  with  a  view  to  very  different  mannei's  of  expreflion  and  versification." 

Thefe  performances  appeared  before  he  was  24  years  of  age  ;  but  he  was  afterwards  more  flow  in 
his  publications.  His  Ode  to  the  Earl  of  Huntingdon  came  out  in  1748,  and  in  1758  he  attempted  to 
fpufe  the  national  fpir  it  by  an  Ode  to  tie  Country  Gentlemen  of  England. 

Few  of  his  remaining  poetical  pieces  were  publifhed  fcparately,  excepting  an  Ode  to  Thomas  Ed- 
wards,  Efq.  on  the  late  Edition  rf  Pope's  Works,  which  had  been  written  in  1751,  but  was  not  printed 
till  1/66^  with  a  view,  it  fhould  feem,  of  fhowing  his  diflike  to  Warburton,by  expofing  his  early 
correfpondence  with  Concanen  and  Theobald.  The  reft  of  his  poems  which  appeared  in  his  lifetime 
were  given,  at  leaft  for  the  moft  part,  in  Dodfley's  "  Collection." 

His  poetical  reputation  was  now  completely  eftablilhed.  He  advanced  gradually  in  medical  re 
putation,  but  never  attained  any  great  extent  of  practice  or  eminence  of  popularity. 

A  phyfician,  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  in  a  great  city,  feems  to  be  the  mere  plaything  of  fortune :  his 
degree  of  reputation  is,  for  the  moft  part,  totally  cafual ;  they  that  employ  him  know  not  his  excel 
lence  ;  they  that  reject  him  know  not  his  deficience.  By  any  acute  obferver,  who  had  looked  on 
the  tranfactions  of  the  medical  world  for  half  a  century,  a  very  curious  book  might  be  written  on 
the  fortune  of  phyficians. 

Akenfide  appears  to  have  ufed  every  endeavour  to  become  popular;  "but  defeated  them  all," 
fays  Sir  John  Hawkins, "  by  the  high  opinion  he  every  where  manifefted  of  himfelf,  and  the  little 
condefcenfion  he  fhowed  to  men  of  inferior  endowments." 

In  the  winter  evenings,  he  frequented  Tom's  coifee-houfe,  in  Devereus-Court,  then  the  refort  of 
fome  of  the  moft  eminent  men  for  learning  and  ingenuity  of  the  time,  with  fome  of  whom  he  be 
came  entangled  in  difputes  and  altercations,  chiefly  on  fubjects  of  literature  and  politics,  that  fixed 
on  his  character  the  ftamp  of  haughtinefs  and  felf-conceit,  and  drew  him  into  difagreeable  fituations. 

One  evening,  a  difpute  between  him  and  Counfelior  Ballow,  a  man  of  learning,  but  of  vulgar 
manners,  and  of  fplenetic  temper,  rofe  fo  high,  that  for  fome  expreflion  uttered  by  Baiiow,  Akenfide 
thought  himfelf  obliged  to  demand  an  apology  ;  which  being  refufed,  he  fent  his  adverfary  a  chal 
lenge. 

Ballow,  though  he  hated  Akenfide  for  his  republican  principles,  and  envied  him  for  that  eloquence 
which  he  difplayed  in  converfation,  had  no  inclination  for  fighting,  and  declined  an  anfwer.  The 
'demand  of  fatisfaction  was  followed  by  feveral- attempts  on  the  part  of  Akenfide,  to  fee  Ballow  at 
his  lodgings ;  but  he  kept  clofe,  till,  by  the  interpofition  of  friends,  the  difference  could  be  adjufled. 

According  to  Sir  John  Hawkins,  the  accommodation  was  not  brought  about  by  any  conceffions 
of  his  adverfary,  but  by  a  refolution  from  which  neither  of  them  would  depart ;  for  one  would  not 
fight  in  the  morning,  r.or  the  other  in  the  evening. 

By  this  bufinefs,  the  biographer  of  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  that  he  acquired  the  character  of  an 
irafcible  man ;  and  many  who  admired  his  genius  and  parts,  were  fliy  of  becoming  his  intimates:  yet 
he  acknowledges,  that  "  where  there  was  no  competition  for  app.aufe  or  literary  reputation,  he  was 
an  eafy  companion,  and  would  bear  with,  fuch  rudenefs  as  would  have  angered  almoft  any  one." 

He  fcems,  however,  to  have  poffeffed  more  difcretion  than  Sir  John  Hawkins  allows  him ; 
for,  befides  his  eagernefs  in  forcing  himfelf  into  notice,  by  an  ambitious  oftentation  of  ele 
gance  and  literature,  he  placed  himfelf  in  view  by  all  the  common  methods ;  and  arrived  at  moft 
of  the  honours  incident  to  his  profeffion.  He  became  a  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Society,  was  admitted 
by  mandamus  to  the  degree  of  Doctor  in  Phyfic  in  the  Univerfity  of  Cambridge,  became  Phyfician 
to  St.  Thomas's  Hofpital,  was  elected  Fellow  of  the  College  of  Phyficians,  chofen  Reader  of  the 
Gulftonian  and  Cronian  Lectures,  and,  on  the  eftablifhment  of  the  Queen's  houfehold,  appointed  one 
of  the  Phyficians  to  her  Majelly. 

If  there  be  any  truth  in  the  fuppofition  that  Akenfide  entertained  republican  ideas  in  his  youth, 
it  is  probable  that  he  might  afterwards  foften  the  rigour  of  his  fentiments. 

In  1761,  the  celebrated  Thomas  Hollis,  E%  purchafed  a  bed  which  once  belonged  to  Milton/ 
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and  in  which  he  died.  This  bed  he  fent  as  a  prefent  to  Afcenfide,  with  the  following  car"d  :— •"  An 
Engiifh  gentleman  is  defirous  of  having  the  honour  to  prefent  a  bed,  which  once  belonged  to  John 
Milton,  and  on  which  he  died;  and  if  the  Doctor's  genius,  believing  himfelf  obliged,  and  having 
ilept  on  that  bed,  fhould  prompt  him  to  write  an  ode  to  the  memory  of  John  Milton,  and  the  af- 
fertor  of  Britifh  liberty,  that  gentleman  would  think  himfelf  abundantly  recompenfed.'.' — Akenfide, 
it  is  faid,  feemed  wonderfully  delighted  with  this  bed,  and  had  it  put  up  in  his  houfe  ;  but  it  does 
not  appear  that  he  took  any  other  notice  of  Mr.  Hollis's  benefaction  and  requeft. 

After  he  came  into  confiderable  reputation  and  practice,  he  wrote  little  poetry,  but  publifhed^ 
from  time  to  time,  medical  efiays  and  obfervations,  in  the  "  Tranfactions"  of  the  Royal  Society r 
and  of  the  College  of  Phyficians. 

In  1764,  he  publifhed  his  Di/ertatio  de  Dyfenteria,  which  was  confldered  as  a  very  conspicuous  fpe- 
cimen  of  Latinity,  that  entitled  him  to  the  fame  height  of  place  among  the  fcholars  as  he  pofieffed 
before  among  the  wits ;  and  he  might  have  rifen  to  a  greater  elevation  of  character,  but  that  his 
ftudies  were  ended  with  his  life,  by  a  putrid  fever,  June  23,  1770,  in  the  49th  year  of  his  age.  He 
•was  buried  in  the  parifh  church  of  St.  James's,  Weftminfter.  His  effects,  and  particularly  his 
books  and  prints,  which  laft  he  was  fond  of  collecting,  became  the  property  of  his  great  and  inti 
mate  friend,  Mr.  Uyfon. 

Befides  his  Di/ertatio  de  Dyfsnteria,  which  has  been  twice  tranflated  into  Engiifh,  he  contributed 
to  the  "  Phiiofophical  Tranfactions,"  1757,  Obfervations  on  the  Origin  and  Ufe  of  the  Lymphatic  Fe/els 
in  Animals,  being  an  extract  from  the  Gulilonian  Lectures,  read  in  the  theatre  of  the  College  of  Phy- 
ficians,  in  June  1755.  Dr.  Monro  at  Edinburgh  having  taken  notice  of  fome  inacuracies  in  this 
paper,  in  his  "  Obfervations,  Anatomical  and  Phyfiological,"  &c.  he  publifhed  a  fmall'pamphlet 
in  his  vindication,  1 758.  To  the  «'  Phiiofophical  Tranfactions,"  1763,  he  contributed  An  Account  of  a 
t/Oiv  on  the  Heart  ^  and  its  ejfefts.  Oratio  Anniverfaria  ex  Injlituto  Harveii,  fcffc.  Anno  1759,  4to.  1760. 
To  the  firft  volume  of  the  "  Medical  Tranfaclions,"  he  contributed  Obfervations  on  Cancers ;  of  the 
fife  of  Ipecacuanha  in  Ajlhmas,  dnd  a  Method  of  treating  White  Swellings  of  tf>e  Joints.  He  read  at 
the  College,  fome  obfervations  made  in  St.  Thomas's  Hofpital,  on  the  putrid  Eryfepelas,  which  he 
intended  for  the  fecond  volume  of  the  "  Medical  Tranfactions,"  but  it  was  not  returned  at  the 
time  of  his  death.  He  began  to  give  for  the  Cronian  Lecture,  A  Hijlory  of  the  Revival  of  Learning^ 
from  which  he  foon  defined,  as  it  wasfuppofed,  in  difguft,  fome  one  of  the  College  having  injected 
that  he  had  chofen  a  fubject  foreign  to  the  inflitution. 

A  complete  edition  of  his  Poems •,  with  his  laft  corrections  and  improvements,  was  pu'bHfhed&y  Mr. 
Dyfon,  in  410.  1772,  to  which  he  prefixed  an  account  of  nis  life,  which  is  fo  poor  and  cold,  that  it 
is  deferving  of  cenfure.  Akenfide  merited  a  better  memorial  from  the  hand  of  his  friend.  A  re 
gular  piece  of  biography,  drawn  out  at  length,  was  riot  perhaps  requtfite  ;  but  the  flightefl  fketch 
might  have  contained  fbrne  traits  of  character,  fome  indications  of  affection,  feme  marks  of  regret  that 
iuch  a  genius  fhouid  be  fuddenly  carried  off  without  executing  his  laudable  intentions.  His  poem  on  The 
fleafures  of  Imagination,  as  ic  originally  appeared,  has  been  frequently  reprinted.  He  is  believed  to. 
have  written,  in  Dodfley's  "  Mufeum,"  the  Table  of  Modern  fame,  "  at  which,"  fays  Dr.  Warton, 
"  the  guefts  are  introduced  and'ranged  with  that  tafte  and  judgment  peculiar  to  the  author."  In 
the  app'endix  to  the  "  Memoirs  of  Mr.  Hollis,"  are  two  letters  extracted  from  the  "  Public  Ad- 
vertifer,"  relative  to  his  Ode  to  'Thomas  Edwards,  Efq.,  and  to  his  fuppofed  Rcf?fi'>ons  on  the  Clergy, 
in  a  paffage  in  the  Pictures  of  Imagination.  Among  Dr.  Birch's  papers  in  the  Britifh  Mufeum,  arc 
feveral  letters  written  to  him  by  Akenfide, 

Sir  John  Hawkins,  in  his  "  Life  of  Dr.  Johnfon,"  has  drawn  Akenfide's  character  fomewhat  at 
large  ;  and  it  is,  with  a  few  exceptions,  highly  to  his  advantage. 

*'  The  value  of  that  precept  which  exhorts  us  to  live  peaceably  with  all  men,  or,  in  other  words, 
to  avoid  creating  enemies,  can  only  be  eftimated  by  the  reflection  on  thofe  many  amjable  qualities 
.^againft-  which  the  neglect  of  it  will  preponderate.  Akenfide  was  a  man  of  religion  and  firi& 
virtue,  a  philofopher,  a  fcholar,  and  a  fine  poet.  His  converlation  was  of  the  rnofl  delightful  kind, 
learned,  infhuctive,  and  without  any  affectation  of  wit,  cheerful,  and  entertaining.  One  of  the 
j>leaf£mefi  days  of  my  life,  I  paffcd  with  him,  Mr,  JDyfcn,  and  another  friend  at  Putney  bowling 
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greeri-houfe,  where  a  neat  and  elegant  dinner,  the  enlivening  funfhine  of  A  fum'mer  day,  and  the 
view  of  an  unclouded  iky,  were  the  leaft  of  our  gratifications.  In  perfect  good  humour  with  him- 
fclf  and  all  around  him,  he  feemed  to  feel  a  joy  that  he  lived  and  poured  out  his  gratulations  to  the 
great  Difpofer  of  all  felicity,  in  expreflions  that  Plato  himfeif  might  have  uttered  on  fuch  an  occa- 
fion.  In  converfation  with  felect  friends,  and  thofe  whofe  courfe  of  ftudy  had  been  nearly  the  fame 
with  his  own,  it  was  an  ufual  thing  with  him,  in  libations  to  the  memory  of  eminent  men  among 
the  ancients,  to  bring  their  characters  into  view,  and  thereby  give  occafion  to  expatiate  on  thofe. 
particulars  of  their  lives  that  had  rendered  them  famous.  His  method  was  to  arrange  them  in  three 
clafles,  philofophers,  poets,  and  legiflators. 

"  That  a  character  thus  formed  fhould  fail  of  recommending  itfelf  to  general  efteem,  and  procure 
to  the  poffeffor  of  it  thofe  benefits  which  it  is  in  the  power  of  mankind  to  beftow,  may  feerri  a  won 
der  ;  but  it  is  often  feen,  that  negative  qualities  are  more  conducive  to  this  end  than  pofttive,  and 
that,  with  no  higher  a  character  than  is  attainable  by  any  one  who,  with  a  ftudious  taciturnity,  will 
keep  his  opinions  to  himfeif,  conform  to  the  practice  of  others,  and  entertain  neither  friendfhip  for, 
nor  enmity  againft  any  one,  a  competition  for  the  good  opinion  of  the  world,  may,  for  emoluments, 
and  even  dignities,  ftand  a  better  chance  of  fuccefs  than  one  of,  the  moft  eftablifhed  reputation  for 
learning  and  ingenuity.  The  truth  of  this  obfervation,-  Akenfide  himfeif  lived  to  experience ; 
who,  in  a  competition  for  the  place  of  Phyfician  to  the  Gharterhoufe,  was  unable  to  prevail  againft 
an  obfcure  man,  devoid  of  every  quality  that  might  ferve  to  recommend  him,  and  whofe  fole  merit 
was  that  of  being  diftantly  related  to  the  late  Lord  Holland." 

Akenfide  was  very  much  devoted  to  the  ftudy  of  ancient  literature,  and  was  a  great  admirer  of 
the  bell  philofophers  of  antiquity,  particularly  of  Plato  and  Cicero.  His  philofophical  knowledge 
and  claflical  tafte  are  confpicuous  in  his  poems,  and  in  the  notes  and  illuftrations  which  he  has  an 
nexed  to  them.  Of  the  modern  philofophers,  Shaftefbury  and  Hutchefon  were  his  greateft  fa 
vourites.  His  high  veneration  for  the  Supreme  Being,  his  noble  fentiments  of  the  wifdom  and  benevo 
lence  of  the  Divine  Providence,  and  his  zeal  for  the  caufe  of  virtue,  are  apparent  in  all  his  poems. 
His  Ode  to  William  Hall,  Ffq.  with  the  works  of  Chalieu,  condemns  the  licentioufnefs  of  that  poet. 
His  regard  to  the  Chriflian  revelation,  and  his  folicitude  to  have  it  preferved  in  its  native  purity, 
are  difplayed  in  the  Ode  to  the  Bijbof  of  Winchejler.  The  Ode  to  the  Author  of  the  Memoirs  of  the  Houfe  of 
firandenburgkiktms  to  have  been  written  on  purpofe  to  expofe  the  irreligious  tenetsof  the  royal  hiftorian. 
He  was  warmly  attached  to  the  caufe  cf  civil  and  religious  liberty.  His  zeal  for  freedom  is  a  diftin- 
guifhed||e?.ture,  and  peculiar  excellence  in  the  character  of  his  poetry.  His  productions  uniformly  glow 
with  the-facred  fire  of  liberty,  infomuch  that  he  well  deferves  to  be  ftyled,  "  the  Poet  of  the  Com 
munity."  Two  of  his  principal  odes  are  directly  confecrated  to  it,  the  Ode  to  the  Earl  of  Huntingdon^ 
and  that  to  the  Bijhop  of  Winchefler.  In  early  life,  he  was  underftood  to  be  fuch  a  itrenuous  advo 
cate  for  liberty,  in  its  moft  extejifive  fertfe,  as  to  have  fome  tincture  of  republicanifm  in  his  no 
tions.  But  no  fufficient  proof  of  this  is  deducible  from  his  poems.  When,  with  a  reference  to  our 
own  country,  he  celebrates  the  caufe  of  freedom,  he  does  it  in  no  other  light  than  that  of  a  zea 
lous  Whig,  who  was  warmly  attached  to  the  revolution,  and  to  the  memory  of  the  great  men 
by  whom  it  was  effected.  He  omits  no  opportunity,  in  particular,  of  teftifying  his  veneratitm  for 
King  William.  Whatever  may  be  thought  of  his  fqftening  the  rigour  of  fome  expreffions  in  the 
laft  editions  of  the  Ode  on  leaving  Holland,  and  the  Ode  to'the  Earl  of  'Huntingdon ,  it  is  certain  that  a  moft 
ardent  fpirit  of  liberty  breathes  through  his  works. 

Akenfide,  confidered  as  a  didactic  and  lyric  poet,  ranks  with  the  mofl  eminent  writers  of  didactic 
and  lyric  poetry,  in  ancient  or  modern  times.  In  his  Pleafuret  of  Imagination^  he  has  attempted  the 
moft  rich  and  poetical  form  of  didactic  writing ;  and  though,  in  the  execution  of  the  whole,  he  is 
no.t  equal,  he  has,  in  feveral  parts,  fucceeded  happily,  and  difplayed  much  genius.  "  For  my  own 
part,  I  am  of  opinion,"  fays  Cooper,  in  his  "  Letters  on  Tafte,"  "  that  there  is  how  living,  a  poet 
of  as  genuine  a  genirts  as  this  kingdom  ever  produced,  Shakfpeare  alone  excepted.  The  gentleman  I 
mean  is  Dr.  Akenfide,  the  worthy  author  of  the  Pleafures  of  Imagination,  the  moft  beautiful  didactic 
poem  that  ever  adorned  the  Engliih  language."  On  the  other  hand,  Gray,  writing  to  Dr.  Wharton, 
fays:  "  I  will  tell  you,  though  I  have  rather  turned  over  than  read  the  poem  of  your  young  friend 
(Dr.  Akenfide),  that  it  feenis  to  me  above  the  middling,  and  new  and  then,  for  a  little  while,  riles 
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even  to  the  beft,  particularly  in  defcription.  It  is  often  obfcure,  and  often  unintelligible,  and  tod 
much  infected  with  the  Hutchefon  jargon.  In  fhort,  its  great  fault  is,  that  it  was  publifhed  at  leafl 
nine  years  too  early."  This  opinion,  haftily  delivered  in  a  private  letter,  before  the  poem  had  been 
maturely  examined,  muft  be  confidered  as  too  fevere.  The  obfcurity  of  the  Pleafures  of  Imagination, 
when  read  with  attention,  will  chiefly  be  found  in  the  allegory  of  the  fecond  book.  It  might  likewife 
have  been  better  if  the  peculiar  language  of  Hutchefon,  or  rather  of  Shaftefbury  had  fometimes 
been  omitted.  But  though  it  is  perhaps  defective  in  fome  refpects,  and  redundant  in  others,  yet  it 
is  a  noble  and  beautiful  poem,  exhibiting  many  bright  difplays  of  genius  and  fancy,  and  holding  out 
fublime  views  of  nature,  providence,  and  morality.  Akenfide  himfelf  was  convinced  that  it  was 
publifhed  too  early.  "  That  it  wanted  revifion  and  correction,"  fays  his  friend  and  editor,  Mr. 
Dyfon,  "  he  was  fufficiently  fenfible  ;  but  fo  quick  was  the  demand  for  feveral  fucceffive  republica- 
tions,  that,  in  any  of  the  intervals,  to  have  completed  the  whole  of  his  corrections  was  utterly  i.mpof- 
fible.  He  chofe  therefore  to  continue  for  fome  time  reprinting  it  without  any  alteration,  and  to 
forbear  publifhing  any  alterations  or  improvements,  till  he  fhould  be  able  at  once  to  give  the  whole 
to  the  public  complete.  And,  with  this  view,  he  went  on  for  feveral  years  to  review  and  correct 
his  poem  at  his  leifure,  till  at  length  he  found  the  talk  grow  fo  much  upon  his  hands,  that,  defpair- 
ing  of  ever  being  able  to  execute  it  fufficiently  to  his  own  fatisfacticn,  he  abandoned  the  purpofe  of 
correcting,and  refolved  to  write  the  poem  over  anew,  upon  fomewhat  a  different  and  enlarged  plan." 
Hedefigned  at  firft  to  comprife  the  whole  of  his  fubject,  according  to  the  new  plan,  in  four  books. 
But  he  afterwards  changed  his  purpofe,  and  determined  to  diftribute  the  Pkafurts  of  the  Imagination 
into  a  greater  number  of  books.  How  far  his  fcheme  would  have  carried  him,  it  he  had  lived  to 
complete  it,  is  uncertain;  for,, at  his  death,  he  had  only  finifhed  the  firft  and  fecond  books,  a  con- 
fvderable  part  of  the  third,  and  the  introduction  to  the  laft.  The  firft  book  of  the  improved  work 
bears  a  nearer  refemblance  to  the  firft  book  of  the  former  editions,  than  any  of  the  reft  do  to  each 
other.  There  are,  however,  in  this  book,  a  great  number  of  corrections  and  alterations,  and  feveral 
confiderable  additions.  He  has  introduced  a  tribute  of  refpect  and  affection  to  his  friend  Mr.  Dyfon. 
He  has  referred  the  Pleafures  cf  Imagination  to  two  fources  only,  greatnefs  and  beauty,  and  not  to 
three,  as  he  had  formerly  done.  His  delineation  of  beautiful  objects  is  much  enlarged  ;  and,  upon 
the  whole,  the  firft  book  feems  to  have  received  a  confiderable  degree  of  improvement.  The  fe 
cond  book  is  very  different  from  the  fecond  book  of  the  preceding  editions.  The  difference  indeed 
is  fo  great,  that  they  cannot  be  compared  together.  He  enters  into  a  difplay  cf  truth,  and  its  three 
clafTes,  matter  of  fact,  experimental  or  fcientific  truth,  and  univerfal  truth.  He  treats  likewife  of 
rirtue  as  exifting  in  the  Divine  mind,  of  human  virtue,  of  vice  and  its  origin,  of  ridicule,  and  of  the 
paffions.  The  enumeration  of  the  different  fources  of  ridicule  is  left  out,  and  confequently  the  paf- 
fage  which  had  given  offence  to  Warburton.  The  allegorical  vifion,  which  formerly  conftituted  a 
principal  part  cf  the  fecond  bock,  is  likev/ife  omitted.  The  fecond  book,  as  it  now  ftands,  is  cor 
rect,  fevere,  moral,  and  noble ;  but  it  appears  lefs  touching,  lefs  ftriking,  lefs  enchanting  than 
it  was  before.  The  third  book  is  an  epifode  in  which  Solon,  the  Athenian  lawgiver,  is  his  chief 
character ;  and  the  defign  of  it  feems  to  be  to  fhow  the  great  influence  of  poetry  in  enforcing 
the  caufe  of  liberty.  This  part  is  entirely  new,  and,  if  it  had  been  finifhed,  would  have  proved  a 
beautiful  addition  to  the  poem.  It  is  greatly  to  be  regretted  that  he  did  not  live  to  complete  his 
defign ;  yet  the  lovers  of  poetry  would  have  been  ferry  to  have  had  the  original  poem  entirely 
fuperfeded.  \Vhatever  may  be  its  faults,  there  are  to  be  found  in  it  a  certain  brightnefs  and  bril- 
Jiancy  of  imagination,  and  a  certain  degree  of  enthufiafm,  which  Akenfide  did  not  feem  to  have 
poffeffed  in  equal  vigour  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life.  Years,  and  an  application  to  fcientific  ftudies, 
appear,  in  feme  meafure,  to  have  turned  his  mind  from  found  to  things,  from  fancy  to  the  under- 
ftanding.  If  he  had  indeed  imbibed  the  notion  afcribed  to  him  by  Mafon,  that  "  poetry  was  only  true 
eloquence  in  metre,"  fo  falfe  an  idea  could  not  fail  to  have  a  bad  effect  on  his  later  competitions. 
Every  reader  of  .tafte  would  have  regretted  the  lofs  of  the  fine  defcription,  in  the  third  book,  of  the 
operations  of  the  mind,  in  producing  works  cf  imagination,  and  have  felt  the  being  deprived  of  the 
beautiful  paffage  in  the  allegoric  vifion  of  the  fecond  book,  beginning, 


'Twas  an  horrid  pile 


Of  hills,  with  many  a  fliaggy  foreft  mix'd,  £c, 
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His  Odes  are  diftributcd  into  two  books;  the  firft  containing  eighteen  odes,  and  the  fecond  fifteen, 
It  was  his  intention,  if  he  had  lived,  to  have  made  each  book  confifl  of  twenty.  Thofe  which  he 
had  formerly  publifhed  are  greatly  altered  and  improved.  His  odes  are  not  equal  to  the  fublime 
and  beautiful  productions  of  Gray  and  Collins,  nor  perhaps  to  thofe  of  Mafon  and  Warton :  But 
ftill  there  is  in  them  a  noble  vein  of  poetry,  united  with  manly  fenfe,  and  applied  to  excellent  pur- 
pofes.  This  praife  cannot  be  extended  to  the  whole  of  the  odes,  without  exception.  Akenfide  does 
not  always  preferve  the  dignity  of  the  lyric  mufe.  He  is  defective  in  the  pathetic,  even  upon  a  fubject 
which  peculiarly  required  it,  and  where  it  might  have  been  expected,  the  death  of  his  miftrefs,  in 
the  Ode  to  the  Evening  Star.  His  Hymn,  however,  to  Cbeerfulnep •,  his  Odes,  on  Leaving'  Holland,  \ 
on  Lyric  Poetry,  to  the  Earl  of  Huntingdon,  and  on  Recovering  from  a  Fit  of  Sicknefs,  juflly. en 
title  him  to  a  place  among  the  principal  lyric  writers  of  his  country.  Love,  on  Elegy,  a  Britijk  Phi 
lippic,  and  Hymn  to  Science,  compofed  when  he  was  very  young,  and  omitted  in  the  publication  of  his 
works  by  Mr.  Dyfon,  reflect  no  difcredit  on  his  memory.  The  firft  was  originally  printed  with  the 
Ode  on  the  Winter  Solftice,  and  given  to  his  friends.  The  two  laft  were  printed  in  the  "  Gentleman's 
Magazine,"  Vol.  VIII.  In  the  feventh  volume  of  that  work,  a  poem,  called  The  Virtuofo,  in  imi 
tation  of  Spenfer's  ftyle,  dated  from  Newcaflle,  and  figned  Marcus,  and  two  other  pieces,  may  juilly 
be  reckoned  among  his  youthful  compofitions.  His  Infcriptions  are,  for  the  moft  part,  fimple,  energic, 
and  fufficiently  poetical.  His  Hymn  to  the  Naiads  is  juftly  efteemed  a  claffical  performance. 
Lloyd,  fpeaking  of  Homer's  hymns,  which  he  had  fome  thoughts  of  tranflating,  fays:  "  They 
•who  would  form  the  jufteft  idea  of  this  fort  of  competition  among  the  ancients,  may  be  better 
informed  by  perufing  Dr.  Akenfide's  molt  claffical  Hymn  to  the  Naiads,  than  from  any  trahflation 
of  Homer  or  Callimachus."  The  fame  writer  concludes  his  "  Ode  to  Genius,"  with  the  following 
apoftrophe  to  Akenfide : 

And  thou,  bleft  bard  !  around  whofe  facred  brow 

Great  Pindar's  delegated  wreath  is  hung; 

Arife,  and  fnatch  the  majefty  of  fong 
From  dulnefs'  fervile  tribe,  and  art's  unhallow'd  throng. 

Cooper,  the  "  Englifh  Ariftippus,"  with  great  propriety,  addreffed  his  "  Call  of  Ariftippus"  to 
Akenfide,  by  the  defignation  of  "  two-fold  difciple  of  Apollo ;"  in  which  he  tells  him,  that,  in  Ely- 
fmm,  Plato  and  Virgil  fhall  weave  him  a  never-fading  crown  ;  while  Lucretius,  Pindar,  and  Ho 
race,  fhould  yield  him  precedence  with  pleafure. 

Mr.  Murphy,  in  his  "  Poetical  Epiffcle  to  Dr.  Johnfon,"  has  joined  Akenfide  with  Gray  among 
the  example*  which  he  enumerates  of  '*  wealthy  genius  pining  amidft  its  {lore." 

Even  Gray  unwilling  ftrikes  his  living  lyre, 
And  wifhes,  not  content,  for  Pindar's  fire : 
And  that/ztw*  bard,  who  to  our  fancy  brings, 
"  The  gayeft,  happieft  attitudes' of  things." 
His  raptur'd  verfe  can  throw  neglected  by, 
And  to  Lucretius  lift  a  reverend  eye. 

Dr.  Warton,  in  his  excellent  "  Effay  on  Pope,"  calls  Akenfide  a  didactic  poet,  who  has  happily- 
indulged  himfelf  in  bolder  flights  of  enthufiafm,  fupported  by  a  more  figurative  ftyle  than  was  ufed 
by  Pope ;  and,  after  producing  a  paffage  from  the  Pleafurcs  of  Imagination,  adds :  "  We  have  here 
a  ftriking  example  of  that  poetic  fpirit,  that  harmonious  and  varied  verification,  and  that  ftrength 
of  imagery  which  confpire  to  excite  our  admiration  of  this  beautiful  poem." 

The  character  of  Akenfide,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  is  lefs  favourable  to  his  pretenfions  as  a  di 
dactic  poet ;  and,  as  a  writer  of  odes,  is  fo  unjuft  and  degrading,  that  it  cannot  be  generally  allowed, 
without  many  exceptions. 

"  His  great  work  is  the  Pleasures  of  Imagination,  a  performance  which,  publifhed  as  it  was  at  the 
age  of  twenty-three,  raifed  expectations  that  were  not  very  amply  fatisfied.  It  has  undoubtedly  a 
juft  claim  to  very  particular  notice,  as  an  example  of  great  felicity  of  genius,  and  uncommon  ampli 
tude  of  acquifitions,  of  a  young  mind  ftored  with  images,  and  much  exercifed  in  combinino-  and 
comparing  them.  The  fubject  is  well  chofen,  as  it  includes  all  images  that  can  ftrike  or  pleafe,  and 
thus  comprifes  every  fpecie»  of  poetical  delight.  The  only  difficulty  is  the  choice  of  examples  and 
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iiluftratfons ;  and  it  is  not  eafy,  in  fuch  exuberance  of  matter,  to  find  the  middle  p6int  befvfeett  pe 
nury  and  fatiety.     The  parts  feem  artfully  difpofed,  with  fufficient  coherence,  fo  as  that  they  can-2 
Bot  change  their  places  without  injury  to  the  general  defign. 

"  His  images  are  difplayed  with  fuch  luxuriance  of  expreflion,  that  they  are  hidden,  like  Butler's 
moon,  "  by  a  veil  of  light ;"  they  are  forms  fantailically  loft  under  fuperfluity  of  drefs.  Pars  mini 
ma  ejl  Ipfa  pudlafui.  The  words  are  multiplied  till  thefenfe  is  hardly  perceived;  attention  deferts  the 
mind  and  fettks  in  the  ear.  The  reader  wanders  through  the  gay  diffufion,  fometimes  amazed,  and 
fometimes  delighted;  but,  after  many  turnings  in  the  flowery  labyrinth,  conies  out  as  he  went  in. 
He  remarked  little,  and  laid  hold  on  nothing. 

"  To  his  verification,  juflice  requires  that  praife  mould  not  be  denied.  In  the  general  formation 
of  his  lines,  he  is  perhaps  fupfrior  to  any  other  writer  of  blank  verfe  :  His  flow  is  fmooth,  and  his 
paufes  are  mufical;  but  the  concatenation  of  his  verfes  is  commonly  too  long  continued,  and  the  full 
clofe  does  not  recur  with  fufficient  frequency.  The  verfe  is  carried  on  through  a  long  intertexture  of 
complicated  claufes ;  and  as  nothing  is  diftinguifhed,  nothing  is  remembered. 

"  The  exemption  which  blank  verfe  affords  from  the  necefilty  of  clofing  the  fenfe  with  the  couplet, 
betrays  luxuriant  and  active  minds  into  fuch  felf-indulgence,  that  they  pile  image  upon  image,  orna 
ment  upon  ornament,  and  are  noteafily  perfuaded  to  clofe  the  fenfe  at  all.  Blank  verfe  will  there 
fore,  I  fear,  be  too  often  found  in  defcriptidn  exuberant,  in  argument  loquacious,  and  in  narration 
tirefome. 

"  His  diction  is  certainly  poetical,  as  jt  is  not  profaic,  and  elegant,  as  it  is  not  vulgar.  He  is  to  be 
commended  as  having  fewer  artifices  of  difguft  than  moft  of  his  brethern  of  the  blank  fong.  He 
rarely  either  recals  old  phrafes,  or  twifts  his  metre  into  harm  inverfions.  The  fenfe,  however,  of  his 
words  is  drained,  when  "  he  views  the  Ganges  from  Alpine  heights,"  that  is,  from  mountains  like  the 
Alps.  And  the  pedant  furely  intrudes  (but  when  was  blank  verfe  without  pedantry  ?)  when  he 
tells  us  how  :  "  planets  abfolve  the  ftated  round  of  time." 

"  It  is  generally  known  to  the  readers  of  poetry,  that  ht  intended  to  revife  and  augment  this  work, 

"but  died  before  he  had  completed  his  defign.     The  reformed  work,  as  he  left  it,  and  the  additions 

which  he  had  made,  are  very  properly  retained  in  the  prefent  collection.     He  feems  to  have  fome- 

what  contracted  his  diffufion  ;  but  I  know  not  whether  he  has  gained  in  clofenefs  what  he  has  loft  in 

fplendour.    In  the  additional  book,  his  Tale  of  Solon  is  too  long. 

"  It  is  not  ea/y  to  guefs  why  he  addicted  himfelf  fo  dilligently  to  lyric  poetry,  having  neither  the 
eafe  and  airinefs  of  the  lighter,  nor  the  vehemence  and  elevation  of  the  grander  ode.  When  he  lays 
his  ill-fated  hand  upon  his  harp,  his  former  powers  feem  to  defert  him;  he  has  no  longer  his  luxuri 
ance  of  expreflion,  nor  variety  of  images.  His  thoughts  are  cold,  and  his  words  inelegant.  Yet 
fuch  was  his  love  of  lyrics,  that  having  once  written  with  great  vigour  and  poignancy  his  Epijlle  to 
Curio,  he  transformed  it  afterwards  into  an  ode,  difgraceful  only  to  its  author. 

"  OfhisOofo  nothing  favourable  can  befaid;  the  fentimems  commonly  want  force,  nature,  or 
novelty  ;  the  diction  is  fometimes  harfh  and  uncouth ;  the  ftanzas  ill-conftructed,  and  unpleafant, 
and  the  rhymes  diflbnant  or  unlkilfully  difpofed,  too  diftant  from  each  other,  or  arranged  with  too 
little  regard  to  eftablifhed  ufe,  and  therefore  unpleafing  to  the  ear,  which,  in  a  Ihort  compofition,  hus 
not  time  to  grow  familiar  with -an  innovation. 

"  To  examine  fuch  compofitions  fingly  cannot  be  required  :  They  have  doubtlefs  brighter  and  darker 
parts  ;  but  when  they  are  once  found  to  be  generally  dull,  all  further  trouble  may  be  fpared ;  for  t» 
What  ufe  can  the  work  be  criticifed  that  will  not  be  read  ?'* 


.. 
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THE  PLEASURES  OF  IMAGINATION, 


A  POEM,  IN   THREE   BOOKS. 


EPICX.  apud  Arrian.  II.  23, 
Published  in  the  Year  M,DCC,XLIV. 


ADVERTISEMENT  TO  THE  FIRST  EDITION. 


THIS  volume  contains  a  complete  collection  of 
the  poems  of  the  late  Dr.  Akenfide,  either  reprint, 
ed  from  the  original  editions,  or  faithfully  pub- 
lifhed  from  copies  which  had  been  prepared  by 
himfelf  for  publication. 

'  That  the  principal  poem  fliould  appear  in  fo 
difadvantageous  a  ftate,  may  require  fome  explan 
ation.  The  firft  publication  of  it  was  at  a  very 
early  part  of  the  author's  life.  That  it  wanted 
revifion  and  correction,  he  was  fufficiently  fenfi- 
ble  ;  but  fo  quick  was  the  demand  for  feveral  fuc- 
cefiive  republications,  that  in  any  of  the  .intervals, 
to  have  completed  the  whole  of  his  corrections 
was  utterly  impoffible  ;  and  yet  to  have  gone  on 
from  time  to  time  making  farther  improvements 
in  every  new  edition  would  (he  thought)  have 
had  the  appearance  at  leaft  of  abufing  the  favour 
of  the  public.  He  chofe  therefore,  to  continue 
for  fome  time  reprinting  it  without  alteration, 
and  to  forbear  pubtifhing  any  corrections  or  im 
provements  until  he  fliould  be  able  at  once  to 
give  them  to  the  public  complete.  And  with  this 
view  he  went  on  for  feveral  years  to  review  and 
correct  the  poem  at  his  leifure ;  till  at  length  he 
found  the  tafk  grow  fo  miu-h  upon  his  hands,  that, 
defpairing  of  ever  bein?  ;  ble  to  execute  it  fuffi 
ciently  to  his  own  fatisfaction,  he  abandoned  the 
purpofe  of  correcting,  and  refolved  to  write  the 
poem  over  a  new  upon  a  fomewhat  different  and 
an  enlarged. plan.  And  in  the  execution  of  this 
defign  he  had  made  a  confiderable  progrefs.  What 
leafon  there  may  be  to  regret  that  he  did  not  live 
to  execute  the  whole  of  it,  will  heft  appear  from 
the  perufal  of  the  plan  itfelf,  as  itated  in  the  ge 
neral  Argument,  and  of  the  parts  which  he  had  ex 
ecuted,  and  which  are  here  publifhed.  For  the 


perfon  *,  to  whom  he  Intruded  the  difpofal  of 
his  papers,  would  have  thought  himlelf  wanting 
as  well  to  the  fervice  of  the  public,  as  to  the 
fyme  of  his  friend,  if  he  had  not  produced  as  much 
of  the  work  as  appeared  to  have  been  prepared 
for  publication,  In  this  light  he  cynfidered  the 
entire  firft  and  fecond  books,  of  which  a  few  copies 
had  been  printed  for  the  ufe  only  of  the  author 
and  certain  friends  :  alfo  a  very  confiderable  part 
of  the  third  book,  which  had  been  tranfcribed  in 
order  to  its  being  printed  in  the  fame  manner: 
and  to  thefe  is  added  the  Introduction  to  a  fubfe. 
quent  book,  which  in  the  manuicript  is  called  the 
fourth,  and  which  appear^  to  have  been  compofedl 
at  the  time  when  the  author  intended  to  comprife 
the  whole  in  four  books ;  but  which,  as  he  had 
afterwards  determined  to  diftribute  the  poem  in 
to  more  books,  might  perhaps  more  properly  be 
called  the  laft  book.  And  this  is  all  that  is  exe^ 
cuted  of  the  new  work,  which,  although  it  ap 
peared  to  the  editor  too  valuable,  even  in  its  im~ 
perfect  ftate,  to  be'withholden  from  the  public, 
yet  (he  conceives)  takes  in  by  much  too  fmall  a 
part  of  the  original  poem  to  fupply  its  place,  antf 
to  fuperfede  the  re-publication  of  it.  For  which 
reafon,  both  the  poems  are  inferted  in  this  collec 
tion. 

Of  Ofles,  the  author  had  defigned  to  make  up 
two  books,  confiding  of  twenty  odes  each,  includ 
ing  the  feveral  odes  which  he  had  before  publifhed 
at  different  times. 

The  Hymn  to  the  Naiads  is  reprinted  from  the 
fixth  volume  of  Dodfley's  Mifcellanies,  with  a  few 
corrections  and  the  addition  of  fome  notes.  To 

The  Right  Hon.  Jeremiah  Dyfon  /  by-  it/bow 
this  aduertfemeat  was  written.] 
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the  Infcriptions  tfken  from  the  fame  volume,  three 
new  infcriptions  are  added  ;  the  lait  of  which,  is 
the  only  inftance  wherein  liberty  has  been  taken 
of  inferring  any  thing  in  this  collection,  which 
Bid  not  appear  to  have  been  intended  by  the  au 
thor  for  publication*;  among  whofe  papers  no 
copy  of  this  was  found,  but  it  is  printed  from  a 
copy  which  he  had  many  years  fince  given  to  the 
editor. 

The  author  of  thefe  poems  was  born  at  New- 
caft!e-upon-Tyne,  on  the  pth  day  of  November 
1721.  He  was  educated  at  the  Grammer  School 
at  Newcaftle  and  at  the  Univeriities  of  Edinburgh 
and  Leyden,  at  the  latter  of  which,  he  took  his 
degree  of  Doctor  in  Phyfic.  He  was  afterwards 
admitted  by  Mandamus,  to  the  degree  of  Doctor 
in  Phyfic,  in  the  Univerfity  of  Cambridge  ;  elect- 
ed  a  fellow  of  the  Royal  College  of  phyficians, 
and  one  of  the  phyficians  of  St  Thomas's  hofpi- 
tal ;  and  upon  the  eftabliftiment  of  the  Queen's 
houfehold,  appointed  one  of  the  phyficians  to  her 
Majetty.  He  died  of  a  putrid  fever,  on  the  23d 
day  of  June  1770,  and  is  buried  in  the  parifh 
church  of  St.  James's  Weftminfter. 


THE   DESIGN. 

TiitXH  are  certain  powers  in  human  nature,  which 
feem  to  hold  a  middle  place  between  the  organs 
of  bodily,  fenfe  and  the  faculties  of  moral  percep 
tion  :  They  have  been  called  by  a  very  general 
name,  The  Powers  cf  Imagination.  Like  the  ex 
ternal  fenies,  they  relate  to  matter  and  motion ; 
and  at  the  fame  time,  give  the  mind  ideas  analo 
gous  to  thole  of  moral  approbation  and  diflike. 
As  they  are  the  inlets  of  fome  of  the  moft  exqui- 
fite  pie af u res  with  which  we  are  acquainted,  it 
has  naturally  happened  that  men  of  warm  and 
fenfible  tempers  have  fought  means  to  recall  the 
delightful  preceptions  which  they  afford,  indepen 
dent  of  the  object  which  originally  produced  them. 
This  gave  rife  to  the  imitative  or  defigning  arts  ; 
ibme  of  which,  as  painting  and  fculpture,  directly 
copy  the  external  appearances  which  were  admir 
ed  in  nature ;  others,  as  mufic  and  poetry,  bring 
them  back  to  remembrance  by  figns  univerfally 
eftablifhed  and  underftood. 

But  thefe  arts,  as  they  grew  more  correct  and 
deliberate,  were  of  courie  led  to  extend  their  imi 
tation  beyond  the  peculiar  objects  of  the  imagina 
tive  powers :  especially  poetry,  which,  making 
nfe  of  language  as  the  instrument  by  which  it  imi 
tates,  it  confequently  becomes  an  unlimited  re- 
prefentative  of  every  fpecies  and  mode  of  being. 
Yet,  as  their  intention  was  only  to  exprefs  the  ob 
jects  of  imagination,  and  as  they  ilill  abound 
chiefly  in  ideas  of  that  clafs,  they  of  courfe  retain 
their  original  character;  and  all  the  different 
pleafures  which  they  excite,  are  termed,  in  gene 
ral,  Pleafures  of  Imagination. 

The  defign  of  the  following  poem  is  to  give  a 
view  of  thefe  in  the  largeft  acceptation  of  the 

[*  In  the  prefent  edition,  a  few  pieces  are  add 
ed,  which  are  known  to  be  genuine,  and  which, 
certainly  are  no  di/credit  to  their  author.  But 
thefe  are  all  placet  at  the  end.~\ 


term  ;  fo  that  whatever  our  imagination  feels 
from  the  agreeable  appearances  of  nature,  and 
all  the  various  entertainment  we  meet  with,  ei 
ther  i?i  poetry,  painting,  mufic,  or  any  of  the  ele 
gant  arts,  might  be  deducible  from  one  or  other 
ofthofe  principles  in  the  con/tit ution  of  the  human 
mind,  which  are  here  ejlablijbed  and  explained. 

In  executing  this  general  plan,  it  was  neceffary, 
firft  of  all,  to  diftinguifh  the  imagination  from  our/ 
other  faculties ;  and,  in  the  next  place,  to  charac 
terize  thofe  original  forms  or  properties  of  being, 
about  which  it  is  converfant,  and  which  are  by 
nature  adapted  to  it  as  light  is  to  the  eyes,  or  truth 
to  the  underftanding.  Thefe  properties  Mr.  Ad- 
difon  had  reduced  to  the  three  general  clafles  of 
greatnefs,  novelty,  and  beauty;  and  into  thefe 
we  may  analyfe  every  object,  'however  complex, 
which,  properly  fpeaking,  is  delightful  to  the  ima 
gination.  But  fuch  an  object  may  alfo  include 
many  other  fources  of  pleafure  ;  and  its  beauty, 
or  novelty,  or  grandeur,  will  make  a  ftronger  im- 
preffion  by  reafon  of  this  concurrence.  Befides 
which,  the  imitative  arts,  efpecially  poetry,  owe 
much  of  their  effect  to  ifimilar  exhibition  of  pro 
perties  quite  foreign  to  the  imagination,  infomuch 
that  in  every  line  of  the  moft  applauded  poems, 
we  meet  with  either  ideas  drawn  from  the  exter 
nal  fenfes,  or  truths  difcovered  to  the  underftand 
ing,  or  illuftrations  of  contrivance  and  final  caufes, 
or,  above  all  the  reft,  with  circumftances  proper 
to  awaken  and  engage  the  paflions.  It  was  there, 
fore  neceflary  to  enumerate  and  exemplify  thefe 
different  fpecies  of  pleafure  ;  efpecially  that  from 
the  paflions,  which,  as  it  is  fupreme  in  the  nobleft 
work  of  human  genius,  fo  being  in  fome  particu 
lars  not  a  little  furprifing,  gave  an  opportunity  to 
enliven  the  didactic  turn  of  the  poem,  by  intro 
ducing  an  allegory  to  account  for  the  appearance. 

After  thefe  parts  of  the  fubject  which  hold 
chiefly  of  admiration,  or  naturally  warm  and  in-, 
tereft  the  mind,  a  pleafure  of  a  very  different  na 
ture,  that  which  arifes  from  ridicule,  came  next 
to  be  confidered.  As  this  is  the  foundation  of 
the  comic  manner  in  all  the  arts,  and  has  been 
but  very  imperfectly  treated  by  moral  writers,  it 
was  thought  proper  to  give  it  a  particular  illuftra- 
tion,  and  to  diftinguifh  the  general  fources  from 
which  the  ridicule  of  characters  is  derived.  Here 
too  a  change  of  ftyle  became  neceflary ;  fuch  a 
one  as  might  yet  be  confiftent,  if  poflible,  with 
the  general  tafte  of  compofition  in  the  ferious  parts 
of  the  fubject :  nor  is  it  an  eafy  tafk  to  give  any 
tolerable  force  to  images  of  this  kind,  without 
running  either  into  the  gigantic  expreflioris  of  the 
mock  heroic,  or  the  familiar  and  poetical  raillery 
of  profeffed  fatire  ;  neither  of  which  would  have 
been  proper  here. 

The  materials  of  all  imitation  being  thus  laid 
open,  nothing  now  remained  but  to  illuftrate  fome 
particular  pleafures,  which  arife  either  from  the 
relations  of  different  objects  one  tb  another,  or 
from  the  nature  of  imitation  itfelf.  Of  the  firft, 
is  that  various  and  complicated  refemblance  ex- 
-ifting  between  feveral  parts  of  the  material  and 
immaterial  worlds,  which  is  the  foundation  of 
metaphor  and  wit.  As  it  feems  in  a  great  mea- 
fure  to  depend  on  the  early  aflbciatioii  of  our  ideas, 
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and  as  this  habit  of  affociating  is  the  femrce  of , 
rnY  pleafures  and  pains  in  life,  and  on  that  ac- 
°Y~  N<?ars  a  great  fhare  in  the  influence  of  poetry 
j  •       ^er"arts,  it  is  therefore  mentioned  here, 
and  its  eflte^  defcribed.     Then  follows  a  general* 
account  of  iw  produaion  of  thefe  elegant  arts, 
and  of  the  iecsdary  pieafure,  as  it  is  called,  ant 
ing  from  the  rc,mblance  of  their  imitatio:is  to 
the  original  appeKances  of  nature.     After  which, 
the  work  concludeiwith  fome  refleaions  on  the 
general  conduct  of  ti,powers  of  imagination,  and 
on  their  natural  and  m,rai  ufefulnefs  in  life. 

Concerning  the  mannc,  or  turn  of  competition 
which  prevails  ia  this  p^e,  little  can  be  faid 
With  propriety  iy  the  autho,.  He  had  two  mo 
dels;  that  ancien  and  fimp]e  ^  of  the  firft  Gre_ 
cian  poets,  as  it  »  .fined  by  y  -{ ift  the  Geor_ 

§?*  f  th,efaflh"  epiftolary  way  of  Horace. 
This  latter  has  ievera  adv^  \t  admhs  ()f 
a  greater  variety  of  ftyk  it  more  nj^ 
the  generality  of  reader,  as  k[  > 

the  air  of  eonverfation  ;  a.      ( .      {]l*     ^  fa   fc 
affiftance  of  rhyme,  leads  t     Pdoferyand  more 
concife  expreflion.     Add  to  t       ,  ,       f 

the  moft  perfea  of  modern  poen<he  ™"ftt« 
pily  applied  this  manner  to  the  ""*          a 
philofophy,  that  the  public  tafte  U 


fure  formed  to  it  alone.  Yet,  "after  all,  the  tub- 
ject  before  us,  tending  almoft  conftantly  to  admira 
tion  and  enthufiafra,  feemed  rather  to  demand  a 
more  open,  pathetic,  and  figured  ftyle.  This  too 
appeared  more  natural,  as  the  author's  aim  was 
not  fo  much  to  give  formal  precepts,  or  enter  in 
to  the  way  of  direct  argumentation,  as,  by  ex 
hibiting  the  moft  engaging  profpects  of  nature, 
to  enlarge  and  harmonize  the  imagination,  and 
by  that  means  infenfibly  difpofe  the  minds  of  men 
to  a  fimilar  tafte  and  habit  of  thinking  in  religion, 
morals,  and  civil  life.  It  is  on  this  account  that 
he  is  fo  careful  to  point  out  the  benevolent  inten 
tion  of  the  Author  of  Nature  in  every  principle  of 
the  human  conftitution  here  infifted  on  ;  and  al- 
fo  to  unite  the  moral  excellencies  of  life  in  the 
fame  point  of  view  with  the  mere  external  ob 
jects  of  good  tafte  ;  thus  recommending  them  in 
common  to  our  natural  propenfity  for  admiring 
what  is  beautiful  and  lovely.  The  fame  views 
have  alfo  led  him  to  introduce  fome  fentiments 
which  may  perhaps  be  looked  upon  as  not  quite 
direct  to  the  fubject ;  but,  fince  they  bear  an  ob 
vious  relation  to  it,  the  authority  of  Virgil,  the 
faultlefs  model  of  didactic  poetry,  will  beft  fup- 
port  him  in  this  particular.  For  the  fentiments 
themfelvcs,  he  makes  no  apology. 


B    O 


I. 


ARGUME. 


THE 


ed.   Difficulty  of  treating  it  poetically. 

pleafing  to  the  imagination.     The  naturfc  ^eas  of  the  fcivine  Mind  the  origin 
1        f       T I     "d  a  of  a  fine  imagination  "^riety  °*  conftitution  to  the  minds  oi 


the  perception  of  zreatnefs,  or  wonderfulnefs,  or  beauty  in  object  of  J^e  imagination  refult  from 
whiJTts  final  caufeb     Pieafure  from  novelty  or  wonderfulnefs,  with  The  P/^re  fr™  f^T   ' 
beauty,  with  its  final  caufe.     The  connection  of  beauty  with  truth  and  £nal  cafe'     Weafure  from 
of  life.     Invitation  to  the  My  of  moral  philofophy.     The  different  degrl'  »»M  to  ^e  condui 
fpeciesof  objefts:  colour;  ftiape  ;  natural  concretes  ;  vegetables;  animals;0,1  b  TI!     fb 

]ime,  the  fair,  the  wonderful  of  the  mind.     The  connection  of  the  imagination  jL™1/1  TV 

ty.    'Conclufipn. 

Which  rules  the  accents  of  the  moving  i^ 

Wilt  thou,  eternal  harmony  !  defcend        *    *  ia 

And  join  this  feftive  ftrain  ?  for  with  thee  comes 

The  guide,  the  guardian  of  their  lovely  fports, 

Majsftic  Truth  ;  and  where  Truth  deigns  to  come 

Hertifter  Liberty  will  not  be  far. 

Be  orefent  all  ye  genii,  who  conduct 

The  wandering  footfteps  of  the  youthful  bard, 

New  to  your  fprings  and  fhades :  who  touch'  his 

With  finer  founds  :  who  heighten  to  his  eye    [ear 

The  bloom  >f  nature,  and  before  him  turn 

The  gayeft,  lappieft  attitude  of  things.  30 

Oft  have  tie  laws  of  each  poetic  ftrain 
The  critic-vtrfe  employ 'd  ;  yet  ftill^unfung 
Lay  this  prine  fubject,  though  importing  moft 
A  poet's  nane  :  for  fruitlefs  is  the  attempt, 
By  dull  obelience  and  by  creeping  toil 
Obfcure  to  :onquer  the  fevere  afcent 


WITH  what  attractive  charms  this  goodly  frame 
Of  nature  touching  the  contenting  hearts 
Of  mortal  men ;  and  what  the  pleating  (lores 
Which  beauteous  imitation  thence  derives 
To  deck  the  poet's,  or  the  painter's  toil ; 
My  verfe  unfolds.     Attend,  ye  gentle  powers 
Of  mutical  delight  1  and  while  1  ting 
"iTour  gifts,  your  honours,  dance  around  my  ftrain. 
Thou,  fmiling  queen  of  every  tuneful  breat, 
Indulgent  Fancy  !  from  the  fruitful  banb         10 
Of  Avon,  whence  thy  rofy  fingers  cull 
Frefli  flowers  and  dews  to  fprinkle  on  tb  turf 
Where   Shakfpeare   lies,  be   prefent :  *nd  with 
Let  Fiction  come,  upon  her  vagrant  wiigs    [thee 
Wafting  ten  thoufand  colours  through  he  air, 
Which,  by  the  glances  of  her  magic  e-e,     [forms, 
She  blends  and   fliifts  at  will,  throuh  countlefs 
Jta  wild  creation.    Cddefs  of  the  Ire, 
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Of  high  Parnafllts.     Nature's  kindling  breath 

Muft  fire  the  chofen  genius ;  nature's  hand 

Mult  ftrjng  his  nerves,  and  imp  his  eagle»wings. 

Impatient  of  the  painful  fteep,  to  toar  40 

High  as  the  fummit ;  there  to  breathe  at  large 

./Ethereal  air  ;  with  bards  and  fages  old, 

Immortal  fons  of  praife.     Thefe  flattering  fcenes, 

To  this  neglected  labour  court  my  fong; 

•Yet  not  unconfcious  what  a  doubtful  tafk 

To  paint  the  fine/1  features  of  the  mind, 

And  to  mofl  fubtie  and  myfterious  things 

Give  colour,  flrength,  and  motion.     But  the  love 

Of  nature  ami  the  mufes  bids  explore, 

Through  fecret  paths  erewhue  untrod  by  man,  50 

The  fair  poetic  region  to  detect, 

Untafted  i'prings,  to  drink  infpiring  draughts, 

And  fliade  my  temples  with  unfading  flowers 

Cuil'd  fiom  the  laureate  vale's  profound  recefs, 

"Where  never  poet  gain'd  a  wreath  before. 

From  heaven  my  itrains  begin ;    from  heaven 

defcends 

The  flame  of  genius  to  thf  human  bread, 
And  love  and  beauty,  and  poetic  joy 
And  infpiration.     Ere  the  radiant  fun  59 

Sprang  from  the  eaft,  or  'mid  the  vault  of  night 
The  moon  fuipended  her  ferener  larop;       [globe, 
lire  mountains,   woods,  or   ftreams,  adorn'ct  the 
Or  wifdom  taught  the  fons  of  men  her  lore  ; 
Then  liv'd  the  almighty  One:  then,  deep  retir'd 
1»  hisunfathomM  erTence,  view'd  the  forms, 
The  forms  eternal  of  created  things; 
The  radiant  fun,  the  moonVnoclurnal  lamp, 
The  mountains,  woods,  and  ftreams,  the  rolling 

globe, 

And  wifdom's  mien  celeftial.     From  the  firft-o 
Of  days,  on  them  his  love  divine  he  fix'd, 
His  admiration :  till  in  time  complete, 
What  he  admir'd  and  lov'd,  his  vital  fir' 
Unfolded  into  being.     Hence  the  bre' 
Of  life  informing  each  organic  frara    ^founding 
Hence    the   green   earth,   and  [cold  • 

waves;  ,.nate;   warmth  and 

Hence  light  and  fcade  a&  vernaUllowers> 

^Cr,au;umna  ^things. 
Ami  ail  the  fair  var^ymoruf 

Butnotahketo       ^     For'fincc  the  claims 
iff^nt  labours  urge  81 


jim,-  n>.^of  nature  on  peculiar  minds 
Imprints  a  different  bias,  and  to  each 
Decrees  its  province  io  the  common  toil. 
To  fome  flie  taught  the  fabric  of  the  fphere, 
The  changeful  moon,  the  circuit  of  the  ftars 
The  gckkn  zones  of  heaven  ;  to  fome  I  he  ga/e 
To  weigh  the  moment  of  eternal  things, 
Of  time,  and  (pace,  and  fate's  unbroken  chair,  90 
And  will's  quick  impulfe  :  others  by  the  hand 
She  led  o'er  vales  and  mountains,  to  explore 
What  healing  virtue  fwells  the  tendn-  veins 
Of  herbs  and  floxvers ;  or  what  the  beams  of  morn 
Draw  forth,  diftilling  from  the  cliftd  rind 
In  balmy  tears.     But  fome,  to  higher  hopes 
W«re  deftin'd  ;  fome  within  a  finer  rrauld 
She  \\rought,  and  temper'd  with  a  pirer  flame. 
To  this  the  Sire  Omnipotent  unfolds 
The  world's  harmonious  volume,  thee  to  read 
5 


The  tranfcript  of  himfelf.     On  every  part        $ 
They  trace  the  bright  impreflions  of  his  hanr* 
In  earth  or  air,  the  meadow's  purple  ftcr"' 
The  moon's  mild  radiance,  or  the  virjr  S    ,^ra 
Blooming  with  rofy  fmiles,  they  fee  ''tray  d 
That  uncreated  beauty,  which  dekhts 
The  mind  fupreme.    They  alfo  f'1  hf  .charms» 
Enamour'd  ;   they  partake  the  *ernal  J°^  ,  . 
For  as  old  Memnon's  imag'iong  renown  d 
By  fabling  Nilus,  to  the  qm~rmg  touch 
Of  Titan's  rav,  with  each  *P*™  ft"^ 
Confenting,  founded  thro-J'^  the  warMing  atr 
Unbidden  drains  ;  everlo  did  nature  s  hand 
To  certain  ipecies  of  eternal  thin^, 
Attune-  the  finer  organs  of  the  rrn<i 
So  the  glad  impute  of  congem?  I  ™™, 
Or  of  fweet  founds,  or  fair  ^m0n  d  I  torm, 
The  grace  of  motion,  or  thHloom  °f  ligH 
Thrift  through  imaginatir  *  tender  frame, 
From  nerve  to  nerve  :  al'laked  a"d  ahve,       "f> 
They  catch  the  fpreadi*  ra>'s/  *?  now  the  foul 
At  kength  diiclofes  ev  Y  tuneful  fpnng 
To  thai  harmoniour'1-6"16"1  fro_m  Wlthout 
Reiponiive.     The>he  expreulve  ftram 
niffuL  it*  Pnrb^ment  :  fancy  dreams 

"!  enC/ns  and  Elyfian  groves, 
Ot  iacred  founfs  .  the  intjlleaja]  ^ 

es  Pis  awful  throne  a  wondering  ear, 
tfenastror;   the  paffion%  geudy  footh'd  away^ 

n!     mivine  repofe,  and  love  and  joy  13* 

i     are  waking  ;  love  and  joy,  ferene 

^irs  that  fan  the  fummer.     O  !  attend, 
/'hoe'er  thou  art,  whom  thefe  delights  can  touch, 
Whofe  candid  bofom  the  refining  love 
Of  nature  warms,  O  !  liften  to  my  fong  ; 
And  I  will  guide  thee  to  her  favourite  walks, 
And  teach  thy  folitude  her  voice  to  hear, 
And  point  her  loveliert  features  to  thy  view. 

Know  then,  whate'er  of  nature's  pregnant 
Whate'er  of  mimic  art's  reflected  forms  fftores, 
With  love  and  admiration  thus  inflame  14! 

The  powers  of  fancy,  her  delighted  fons 
To  three  illuflrions  orders  have  referred  ; 
Three  filler-graces,  whom  the  painter.'s  hand, 
The  poet's  tongue,  confeffes  ;  the  iublime, 
The  wonderful,  the  fair.     I  fee  them  drawn  ! 
I  fee  the  radiant  vilions,  where  they  rife, 
More  lovely  than  when  Lucifer  difplays 
His  beaming  forehead  through  the  gates  of  mor»> 
To  lead  the  train  of  Phoebus  and  the  fpring,   159 

Say,  why  was  man  fo  eminently  rais'd 
Amid  the  vaft  creation  ;  why  ordain'd 
Through  life  and  death  to  dart  his  piercing  eye, 
With  ^houghts  beyond  the  limit  of  his  frame  ; 
But  that  the  omnipotent  might  fend  him  forth 
In  fight  of  mortal  and  immortal  powers, 
As  on  i  boundlefs  theatre,  to  run 
The  gr?at  career  of  juftice;  to  exalt 
His  gererous  aim  to  all  diviner  deeds  ;  155 

To  chad  each  partial  purpofe  from  his  breaft  : 
And  thrdjgh  the  mifts  of  paffion  and  of  fenfe, 
And  throgh  the  tofling  tide  of  chance  and  pains 
To  hold  hs  courfe  unfaultering,  while  the  voice 
Of  truth  ad  virtue,  up  the  fte'ep  afcent 
Of  nature,  alls  him  to  his  high  reward, 
The  applauding  fmile  ofheaven  ?  Elfe  whereforj 
In  mortal  bfonis  tins  un<juenched  hope,       [bun>:, 
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That  breathes  from  day  to  day  fublirtier  tilings, 
/•  nJ  mocks  poffefiior.  ?  wherefore  darts  the  mind, 
\Vith  fuch  refiitlefs  ardour  to  embrace  170 

Majeflic  forms  ;  impatient  to  be  free, 
Spurning  the  grofs  control  of  wilful  might; 
Proud  of  the  itrong  contention  of  her  toils; 
Proud  to  be  daring  ?    Who  but  rather  turns 
To  heaven's  broad  fire  h's  unconftrained  view 
Than  to  the  glimmering  of  a  waxen  flame  ? 
Who  that,  from  Alpine  heights,  his  labouring  eye 
Shoots  round  the  wide  horizon,  to  furvey 
Nilus  or  Ganges  rolling  his  bright  wave 
Through  mountains,  plains,  through  empires  black 
xvith  (hade  iSo 

And  continents  of  fand  ;  will  turn  his  gaze 
To  mark  the  windings  of  a  fcanty  nil 
That  murmurs  at  his  feet  ?  The  high-born  foul 
Difdains  to  reft  her  heaven-atpiring  wing 
Beneath  its  native  quarry.     Tir'd  of  earth 
And  this  diurnal  fcene,  flie  fprings  aloft 
Through  fields  of  air  ;  purfues  the  flying  frorm  ; 
Rides  on  the  voliied  lightning  through  the  hea 
vens  ; 

Or,  yok'd  with  whirlwinds  and  the  northern  blaft, 
Sweeps  the  long   trad  of  day.     Then   high  fiie 
foars  190 

The  blue  profound,  and  hovering  round  the  fun 
Beholds  him  pouring  the  redundant  itrearn 
Of  light ;  beholds  his  unrelenting  fway 
Bend  the  reluctant  planets  to  abfolve 
The  fated  rounds  of  time.     Thence  far  effus'd 
She  darts  her  fwiftneis  up  the  long  career 
Of  devious  comets;  through  its  burning  (igns 
Exulting  meafures  the  perennial  wheel 
•Of  nature,  and  looks  back  on  all  the  ftars, 
"Whofe  blended  light,  as  with  a  milky  zone,     200 
Inveft  the  orient.     Now  amaz'd  Ihe  views 
The  empyreal  wafle,  where  happy  fpirits  hold, 
Beyond  this  concave  heaven,  thc-ir  calm  abode  ; 
And  fields  of  radiance,  whole  unfading  light 
Has  travel'd  the  profound  fix  thoufand  years, 
Nor  yet  air  ves  in  fight  of  mortal  things, 
Even  on  the  barriers  of  the  world  unt.i  'd 
She  meditates  the  eternal  depth  below  ; 
Till  half  recoiling,  down  the  headlong  fteep 
She  plunges  ;  foon  o'erwhelrn'd  and  fwallow'd  up 
In  that  immente  of  being.     There  her  hopes    2.1 1 
Reft  at  the  fated  goal.     For  from  the  birth 
Of  mortal  man,  the  fovereign  Maker  fnid, 
That  not  in  humble  nor  in  brief  delight, 
Not  in  the  fading  echoes  of  renown, 
Power's  purple  robes,  nor  pleafure's  flowery  lap/ 
The  foul  fhouk!  find  enjoyruent :  but  from  thefe 
Turning  difdaimul  to  an  equal  good, 
Through  all  the  afcent  of  things  enlarge  her  view, 
Till  every  bound  ;it  length  Humid  difappear,    220 
And  infinite  perfection  clofe  the  fcene. 

Call  now  to  mind  what  high  capacious  powers 
Lie  iulded  up  in  man;   how  far  beyond 
The  praife  of  mortals,  may  the  eternal  growth 
Of  nature  to  perfection  hnlf  divine, 
Expand  the  blooming  foul  ?   What  pity  then 
Should  floth's  unkindly  fogs  deprefs  to  earth, 
Her  tender  blolibm  ;  choke  the  ftreams  of  life, 
And  blaft  her  fpring  \  Far  otherwife  defign'd 
Almighty  wifdom;  nature's  happy  cares          230 
The  obedient  heart  far  othenvife  incline. 
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Witnefs  the  fprightly  joy  when  aright  unknown 
Strikes  the  quick  feme,   and  wakes  each   a'ctive* 
To  brilker  meafures  :  witnefs  the  neglect   [power 
Of  all  familiar  proipects,  though  beheld 
With  tranfport  once  ;  the  fond  attentive  gaze 
Of  young  aftonifhment ;  the  fober  zeal 
Of  age,  commenting  on  prodigious  things, 
For  fuch  the  bounteous  providence  of  heaven, 
In  every  breaft  implanting  this  defire  240 

Of  objects  new  and  ftrange,  to  urge  us  on 
With  unremitted  labour  to  purfue 
Thoie  facred  ftores  that  wait  the  ripening  foul. 
In  truth's  exhauftlets  bofom.     What  need'words 
To  paint  its  power?  For  this  the  daring  youth 
Breaks  from  his  weeping  mother's  anxious  amis, 
In  foreign  climes  to  rove  :  the  penfive  fage, 
Heedlefs  of  ileep,  or  midnight's  harmful  damp 
Hangs  o'er  the  lickly  taper;  and  untir'd 
The  virgin  follows,  with  enchanted  ftep,  253 

The  mazes  of  fome  wild  and  wondrous  tale, 
From  morn  till  eve  ;  unmindful  of  herform, 
Unmindful  of  the  happy  drefs  that  Hole 
The  willies  of  the  youth,  when  every  maid 
With  envy  pin'd.     Hence,  finally,  by  nig!  t 
The  village-matron,  round  the  blazing  hearth, 
Sufpends  the  infant-audience  with  her  tales, 
Breathing  aftonifhment !  of  witching  ryhmes, 
And  evil  fpirits;  of  the  death-bed  call 
Of  him  who  robb'd  the  widow,  and  devour'd    260 
The  orphan's  portion,  of  unquiet  fouls 
Riien  from  the  grave  to  eafe  the  heavy  guilt 
Of  deeds  in  life  conceal'd  ;  of  fhapes  that  walk 
At  dead  of  night,  and  clank  their  chains,  and  wave 
The  torch  of  hell  around  the  murderer's  bed. 
At  every  folemn  paufe  the  crowd  recoil 
Gazing  each  other  fpeechlefs,  and  congeaPd 
With  (hivering  iighs  :  till  eager  for  the  event, 
Around  the  beldame  all  erect  they  hang, 
Each  trembling  heart  with  grateful  terrors  quell'd. 
But  lo  !  difclos'd  in  all  her  fmiling  pomp,     $71 
Where  beauty  onward  moving  claims  the  verfe 
Her  charms  infpire  :  the  freely-flowing  verfe 
In  thy  immortal  praife,  O  form  divine,  fthee 

Smooths  her  mellifluent  fiream.     Thee,  Beuuty, 
The  regal  dome,  and  thy  enlivening  ray 
The  moify  roofs  adore  :  thou,  better  fun  ! 
For  ever  beameft  oa  the  enchanted  heart 
Love,  and  harmonious  wonder,  and  delight 
Poc  tic.     Brighteft  progeny  cf  heaven  !  380 

How  fhall  I  trace  thy  features  ?  where  felect 
The  rofeate  hues  to  emulate  thy  bloom  ? 
Hafte  then,  my  fong,  thro'  nature's  wide  expanfe, 
Hafte  then,  and  gather  all  her  comelieft  wealth, 
Whate're  bright  fpoils  the  florid  earth  contains, 
Whate'er  the  waters,  or  the  liquid  air, 
To  deck  thy  lovely  labour      Wilt  thou  fly 
With  laughing  autun  n  to  the  Atlantic  illes, 
And  range  with  him  the  Hefperian  field,  and  fee 
Where'er  his  fingers  touch  the  fruitful  grove,  290 
The  branches  (hoot  with  ge^J  ;  where'er  his  ftep 
Marks  the  glad  foil,  the  tender  clutters  grow 
With  purple  ri^enefs,  and  inveft  e-ich  hill 
As  with  the  bluflies  of  an  evening  iky  ? 
Or  wilt  thru  '    &f  r  1    .<t.>  thy  vagrant  plume, 
Where  gliding  through  his  daughter's  honour'd 

des, 
The  fmooth  Peneusfrom  his  glafiy  flood 
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Refledspurpureal  Tempe's  pleafant  fcene  ? 
Fair  Tempe  1  haunt  belov'd  of  fylvan  powers, 
Of  nymphs  and  fauns;  where  in  the  golden  age 
They  play'd  in  fecret  on  the  fhady  brink  301 

V/itli  ancient  Pan  :  while  round  their  choral  fceps 
Young  hours  and  genial  gales  with  conftant  hand 
Shower'd  bloffcms,  odours,  fhower'd  ambrofial 

dews, 

And  fpring's  Elyfian  bloom.     Her  flowery  ftore 
To  tliee  nor  Tempe  fhall  refufe ;  nor  watch 
Of  winged  Hydra  guard  Hefperian  fruits 
From  thy  free  fpoil.     O  bear  then,  unreprov'd, 
Thy  fmiling  trcafures  to  the  green  recefs 
Where  young  Dione  flays.     With  fweeteft  airs 
Entice  her  forth  to  lend  her  angel-form  311 

For  beauty's  honour* d  ima?e.     Hither  turn 
Thy  graceful  footfleps;  hither,  gentle  maid, 
Incline  thy  pollfh'd  forehead  :   let  thy  eyes 
Effufe  the  mildnefs  of  their  azure  dawn  ; 
And  may  the  fanning  breezes  waft  afide 
Thy  radiant  locks:  difclofing,  as  it  bends 
With  airy  foftnefs  from  the  marble  heck, 
The  cheek  fair-blooming,  and  the  rofy  lip, 
Where  winning  fmiles  and  pleasure's  fweet  as  love, 
With  fandHty  and  wifdom,  tempering  blend    321 

'jrement.     Then  the  pleafino-  force 
Of  nature,  and  her  kind  parental  care 
Worthier  I'd  fing  :  then  all  the  enamour'd  youth, 
With  each  admiring  virgin,    to  my  lyre 
Should  thrdng  attentive,  while  I  point  on  high 
Where  bru^y's  living  image,  like  the  morn 

fn  Zephyr's  arms  the  blufliing  May, 
\rd  ;  or  as  Venus,  when  fhe  ftood 
Effulgent  on  the  pearly  car  and  fmil'd,  330 

Frefb  frotti  the  deep,  and  confcioxis  6f  her  form, 
To  fee  the  Triton's  tune  their  vocal  fhells, 
And  each  cerulean  fifter  of  the 
Vvrith  loud  acclaim  attend  her  o'er  the  waves, 
To  feek  the  Idalian  bower.     Ye  fmiling  band 
Of  youths  and  virgins,  who  through  all  the  maze 
Of  young  deihe  with  rival-Heps  pnrfue 
This  charm  of  beauty ;  if  the  pleaiing  toil 
Can  yield  a  moment's  refpite,  hither  turn 

vourable  ear,  and  truf;  my  words.        340 
I  co  not  mf?.n  to  wake  the  gloomy  form 

eon  drefs'din  wifdom's  ; 
To  daiiip'your  tender  hopes ;  I  do  not  mean 
To  bid  the  jefclbits  thunderer  fire  the  heavens, 
Or  fhspes  infernal  rend  the  groaning  earth 
To  fr-g-liL  you  from  your  joys  :  my  cheerful  fong 
With- better  omens  calls  you  to  the  field, 
Pleas'd  with  your  generous  ardour  in  ^the  chafe, 
And  warm  like  you.     Then  tell  me,  for  ye  know, 
uty  ever  deign  to  dwell  where  health  350 
And  aeliye  life  are  ftrangers  !  Is  her  charm 
Conrcf  .-.,  whofe  moft  peculiar  ends 

Are  lams  -.aid  i'ruitlefs  ?  Or  did  nature  mean 
This  pleafinj  cull  the  herald  of  a  lie  ; 
To  hid--  :  of  difccrd  and  difcafe, 

.<\nd  c^.  tir  hypocrify  the  heart 

Of  idle  fajth  ?  O  no  !  with  better  cares 
The  indulgent  mother,  confcious  how  infirm 
Her  offspring  tread  the  paths  of  good  and  ill^ 
By  this  iilu^lrious  image,  in-  each  kind  360 

Still  moil  illuilrious  where  the  object  holds 
Us  native  powers  mod  perfect,  fhe  by  this 

icS  the  headftrcng  irnpwHe  of  deiire, 
And  fanCiiiies  his  choice*    'Hie  generous  glebe 


Whofe  bofom  fmil-ss  with  verdure,  the  clear  tracl 

Of  dreams  delicious  to  the  thirfty  foul, 

The  bloom  of  iicclar'd  fruitage  ripe  to  fenfe, 

And  every  charm  of  animated  things, 

Are  only  pledges  of  a  ftate  .fincere, 

The  integrity  and  order  of  their  frame,  370 

When  all  is  well  within,  and  every  end 

Accomplifh'd.  Thus  was  beauty  fent  from  heaven, 

The  lovely  miniftrefs  of  truth  and  o-ood 

In  this  dark  world :  for  truth  and  good  are  one, 

Arid  beauty  dwells  in  them,  and  they  in  her, 

With  like  participation.     Wherefore  then, 

O  fons  of  earth  !  would  ye  diffolve  the  tie  ? 

O  wherefore,  with  a  rafh  impetuous  aim, 

Seek  ye  thofe  flowery  joys  with  which  the  hand 

Of  lavifh  fancy  paints  each  flattering  fcene       380 

Where  beauty  feams  to  dwell,  nor  once  inquire 

Where  is  the  fandion  of  eternal  truth, 

Or  where  the  feal  of  undeceitful  good, 

To  fave  your  fearch  from  folly  !  Wanting  thefc, 

Lo  !  beauty  withers  in  your  void  embrace, 

And  with  the  glittering  of  an  idiot's  toy 

Did  fancy  mock  your  vows.     Nor  let  the  gleam 

Of  youthful  hope  that  fhines  upon  your  hearts, 

Be  chill'd  or  clouded  at  this  awful  talk, 

To  learn  the  lore  of  undeceitful  good,  390 

And  truth  eternal.    Though  the  poifonous  charms 

Of  baleful  fuperftition  guide  the  feet 

Of  fervile  numbers,  through  a  dreary  way 

To  their  abode,  through  deferts,  thorns,  and  mire ; 

And  leave  the  wretched  pilgrim  all  forlorn 

To  mufe  at  laft,  amid  the  ghoftly  gloom 

Of  graves,  and  hoary  vault?,  and  cloifter'd  cells ; 

To  walk  with  fpectres  through  the  midnight  (hade, 

And  to  the  fcreaming  owl's  accurfed  fong 

Attune  the  dreadful  workings  of  his  heart ;      400 

Yet  be  not  ye  difmay'd.     A  gentler  ftar 

Your  lovely  fearch  illumines.     From  the  grove 

Where  wifdom  talk'd  with  her  Athenian  fons, 

Could  my  ambitious  hand  entwine  a  wreath 

Of  Plato's  olive  with  the  Mantuan  bay, 

Then  fhould  my  powerful  verfe  at  once  difpell 

Thofe  monkifti  horrors :  then  in  light  divine 

Difclofe  the  Elyfian  profpect,  where  the  fleps 

Of  thofe  whom  nature  charms,  through  blooming 

walks, 

Through  fragrant  mountains  and  poetic  ftreams, 
Amid  the  train  of  fages,  heroes,  bards,  41! 

Led  by  their  winged  genius  and  the  choir 
Of  latirel'd  fcience,  and  harmonious  art, 
Proceed  exulting  to  the  eternal  Ihrine, 
Where  truth  confpicuous  with  her  lifter-twins, 
The  undivided  partners  of  her  fway, 
With  good  and  beauty  reigns.     O  let  not  us, 
Lull'd  by  luxurious  pleafures  languid  ftrain, 
Or  crouching  to  the  frowns  of  bigot-rage, 
O  let  us  not  a  moment  paufe  to  join  420 

That  godlike  band.     And  if  the  gracious  power 
Who  firft  awaken'd  my  untutor'd  fong, 
Will  to  my  invocation  breathe  anew 
The  tuneful  fpirit ;  then  through  all  our  paths, 
Ne'er  fhail  the  found  of  this  devoted  lyre 
Be  wanting,  whether  on  the  rofy  mead, 
When  fummer  fmiles,  to  warn  the  melting  heart 
Of  luxury's  allurement ;  whether  firm 
Againfl  the  torrent  and  the  ilubborn  hill 
To  urge  bold  virtue's  unremitted  nerve,  430 

And  wake  the  Itrong  divinity  of  foul 
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That   conquers   chance   and  fate  ;    or  whether 

ftruck 

For  founds  of  triumph,  to  proclaim  her  toils 
Upon  the  lofty  fummit,  rovnd  her  brow 
To  twine  the  wreath  of  incorruptive  praife; 
To  trace  her  hallow'd  light  through  future  worlds, 
And  blefs  heaven's  image  in  the  heart  of  man. 
Thus  with  a  faithful  aim  have  we  prefum'd, 
Adventurous,  to  delineate  nature's  form  ; 
Whether  in  vaft,  majeftic  pomp  array 'd,          440 
Or  dreft  for  pleadng  wonder,  or  ferenc 
In  beauty's  rofy  fmile.     It  now  remains, 
Through  various  being's  fair-proportion'd  fcale, 
To  trace  the  rifing  luftre  of  her  chuv 
From  their  firfl  twilight,  fhining  forth  at  length 
To  full  meridian  fplendour.     Of  degree 
The  leaft  and  lowlieft,  in  the  effufive  warmth 
Of  colours  mingling  with  a  random  blaze, 
Doth  beauty  dwell.     Then  higher  in  th  j  line 
And  variation  of  determin'd  fhape,  450 

Where  truth's  eternal  meafures  mark  the  bound 
Of  circle,  cube,  or  fphere.     The  third  afcent 
Unites  this  varied  fymmetry  of  parts 
With  colour's  bland  allurement ;  as  the  pearl 
Shines  in  the  concave  of  its  azure  bed, 
And  painted  {hells  indent  their  fpeckled  wreath. 
Then  more  attractive  rife  the  blooming  forms 
Through  which  the  breath  of  nature  has  infus'd, 
Ker  genial  power  to  draw  with  pregnant  veins 
Nutritious  moifture  from  the  bounteous  earth,  460 
In  fruit  and  feed  prolific  :  thus  the  flowers 
Their  purple  honours  with  the  fpring  refume  ; 
And  fuch  the  ftately  tree  with  autumn  Tsends 
With  biulhing  treasures.     But  more  lovely  ftill 
Is  nature's  charm,  where  to  the  full  confent 
Of  complicated  members  to  the  bloom 
Of  colour,  and  the  vital  change  of  growth, 
Life's  holy  flame  and  piercing  fenfe  are  given, 
And  active  motion  fpeaks  the  temper'd  ibul : 
So  moves  the  bird  of  Juno ;  fo  the  Heed  4/0 

With  rival  ardour  beats  the  dufty  plain, 
And  faithful  dogs  with  eager  airs  of  joy 
Salute  their  fellows.     Thus  doth  beauty  dwell 
T/iere  moft  confpicuous,  even  in  outward  Ihape, 
Where  dawns  the  high  expreffion  of  a  mind  : 
By  ileps  conducting  our  enraptur'd  fearch 
To  that  eternal  origin,  whofe  power, 
Through  all  the  unbounded  fymmetry  of  things, 
Like  rays  cffulging  from  the  parent  fun, 
This  cndleis  mixture  of  her  charms  diffus'd.     480 
Mind,  mind  alone,  (bear  witnefs  earth  and  hea 
ven  1) 

The  living  fountains  in  itfelf  contrails 
Cf  beauteous  and  fublime  :  here  hand  in  hand, 
Sit  paramount  the  graces ;  here  enthron'd, 
Celeftial  Venus,  with  divined  airs, 
Invites  the  ibul  to  never-fading  joy. 
Look  then  abroad  through  nature,  to  the  range 
Of  planets,  funs,  and  adamantine  fphercs 
Wheeling  unfhaken  through  the  void  immcnfe  ; 
And  fpeak,  O  man  !  does  this  capacious  fcene49O 
With  half  that  kindling  majeily  dilate 
Thy  ftrong  conception,  as  when  Brutus  rofe 
Refulgent  from  the  ftroke  of  Ccefar's  fate, 
Amid  the  crowd  of  patriots;  and  his  arm 
Aloft  extending,  like  eternal  Jove 
When  guilt,  brings  down  the  thunder,  call'd  aloud 
On  Tully's  name,  and  fhwkhis  crimfon  fled, 


And  bade  the  father  of  his  country  hr.il ! 

For  lo !  the  tyrant  proftrate  on  die  d'.ift, 

And  Rome  again  is  free  !  Is  aught  fo  fair  500 

En  all  the  dewy  landscapes  of  the  fpring, 

fn  the  bright  eye  of  Helper  or  the  morn, 

In  nature's  faircft  forms,  is  aught  fo  fair 

As  virtuous  friendfhip?  as  the  candid  blufii 

Of  him  who  ftrives  with  fortune  to  be  jnft? 

The  graceful  tear  that  ftreams  for  others  woes  ? 

Or  the  mild  majefty  of  private  life, 

Where  peace  with  ever-blooming  olive  crowns 

The  gate;  where  honour's  liberal  han 

Unenvied  treafures,  and  the  fnowy  wings         510 

Of  innocence  and  love  protect  the  fcene  ? 

Once  more  fearch,  undifmay'd,  the  'dark  profound 

Where  nature  works  in  fecret;   view  the  beds 

Of  mineral  treafure,  and  the  eternal  vault 

That  bounds  the  hoary  ocean ;  trace  the  forms 

Of  atoms  moving  with  inceffant  change 

Their  elemental" round  ;  behold  the  feeds 

Of  being,  and  the  energy  of  life 

Kindling  the  mafs  with  ever-active  flame  : 

Then  to  the  fecrets  of  the  working  mind          52,0 

Attentive  turn  ;    from  dim  oblivion  call 

Her  fleet,  ideal  band  ;  and  bid  them,  go  I 

Break  through  time's  barrier,  and  o'ertakc  the 

hour 

That  faw  the  heavens  created  :  then  declare 
If  aught  were  fourid  in  thofc  external  fcenes 
To  move  thy  wonder  now.     For  what  are  all 
The  forms  which  brute,  unconfcious  matter  wears, 
Greatnefs  of  bulk,  or  fymmetry  of  parts  ? 
Not  reaching  to  the  heart,  foon  feeble  grows 
The  fuperficial  invpulfe ;  dull  their  charms,      530 
And  fatiate  foon,  and  pall  the  languid  eye. 
Not  ib  the  moral  fpecies,  nor  the  powers 
Of  genius  and  defign  ;  the  ambitious  mind 
There  fees  herfelf :  by  thefe  congenial  forms 
Touch'd  and  awaken'd,  with  intenfer  act 
She  bends  each  nerve,  and  meditates  well  pleas' d 
Her  features  in  the  mirror.     For  of  all 
The  inhabitants  of  earth,  to  man  alone 
Creative  wifdom  gave  to  lift  his  eye 
To  truth's  eternal  meafures  ;  thenc'e  to  frame    540 
The  facred  laws  of  action  and  of  will 
Difcerning  juflice  from  unequal  d  < 
And  temperance  from  folly.     But  Ix yon  1 
This  energy  of  truth  whofe  dictates  bind 
Affcnting  reafon  the  benignant  lire, 
To  deck  the  honour'd  paths  of  juft  and  gocd, 
Has  added  bright  imagination's  rays: 
Where  virtue  rifing  from  the  awful  depth 
Of  truth's  myftcrious  bofom,  doth  ibrfuke 
The  unadorn'd  condition  of  \  550 

And  drefs'd  by  fancy  in  ten  thbufand  hues, 
A  If  nines  a  various  feature,  to  attract 
With  charms  refponfive  to  each  gazer's  eye, 
The  hearts  of  men.     Amid  his  rural  walk, 
'J  he  ingenious  youth,  who.a  iblirud-  infpires 
With  purefl,  wiflies,  from  the  penfive  fbude 
Beholds  her  moving,  like  a  virgin-mule 
That  wakes  her  lyre  to  feme  indulgent  theme 
Of  harmony  and  wonder  :   while  ;.:m>ng 
1  he  herd  of  fervjlle  rninda  her  ftrenuous  form  560 

-nc  flatties  on  the  patriot's  eye:, 
And  through  the  rolls  of  memory  appeals 
To  ancient  honour,  or,  in  r.6h  icrciie, 
Yet  watchful  raifcij  the  makefile  fvvord 
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Of  public  power,  from  dark  ambition's  reach 
To  guafd  the  facred  volume  of  the  laws. 

Genius  of  ancient  Greece  !  whofe  faithful  flaps 
"Well-pleas'd  I  follow  through  the  facred  paths 
Of  nature  and  of  fcience  ;  nurfe  divine 
Of  all  heroic  deeds  and  fair  dcfires !  570 

0  !  let  the  breath  of  thy  extended  praife 
Infpire  my  kindling  boforri  to  the  height 

Of  this  untempted  theme.     Nor  be  my  thoughts 
Prefumptuous  counted,  if  amid  the  calm 
That  foothes  this  vernal  evening  into  fmiles, 

1  fteal  impatient  from  the  fordid  haunts 
Of  firife  and  low  ambition,  to  attend 
Thy  facred  prefence  in  the  fylvan  made, 
By  their  malignant  footfceps  ne'er  profan'd. 
Defcend,  propitious !  to  my  favour'd  eye  ;       580 
Such  in  thy  mien,  thy  warm,  exalted  air, 

As  when  the  Perfian  tyrant,  foil'd  and  flung 

"With  ihame  and  defperation,  gnafh'd  his  teeth 

To  lee  thee  rend  the  pageants  of  his  throne  ; 

And  at  the  lightning  of  thy  lifted  fpear 

Crouch'd  like  a  flave.  Bring  all  thy  martial  fpoils, 

Thy  palrns,  thy  laurels,  thy  triumphal  fongs, 

Thy  fmiling  band  of  arts,  thy  godlike  fires 

Of  civil  wifdom,  thy  heroic  youth  589 

Warm  from  the  fchools  of  glory.     Guide  my  way 

Trough  fair  Lyceum's  walk,  the  green  retreats 

Of  Academus,  and  the  thymy  vale, 

"Where  oft  enchanted  with  Socratic  founds, 

JlifTus  pure  devolv'd  his  tuneful  ftream 

Jn  gentler  murmurs.     From  the  blooming  flore 

Of  thefe  aufpicious  fields,  may  I  unblam'd 

Tranfptant  fome  living  bloffoms  to  adorn 

ovly  native  clime :  while  far  above  the  flight 

iOf  fancy's  plume  afpiring,  I  unlock 

The  fprings  of  ancient  wifdom  !  while  I  join    600 

Thy  name,  thrice  honour'd  !  with  the  immortal 

Of  nature,  while  to  my  compatriot  youth     [praife 

I  point  the  high  example  of  thy  fons, 

And  tune  to  Attic  themes  the  Britifh  lyre. 

B  O  O  K   II. 

THE  feparation  of  the  works  of  imagination  from 
philofophy,  the  caufe  of  their  abufe  among  the 
moderns.  Profpect  of  the  re-union  under  the 
influence  of  public  liberty.  Enumeration  of 
accidental  pleafures,  which  increafe  the  effedt 
of  obje&s  delightful  to  the  imagination.  The 
pleafures  of  fenfe.  Particular  circumflances  of 
the  mind.  DSfcovery  of  truth.  Perception  of 
contrivance  and  defign.  Emotion  of  the  paffion. 
All  the  natural  paffions  partake  of  a  pleafiug 
fenfatidh  ;  with  the  final  caufe  of  this  conftitu- 
tion  illuftrated  by  an  allegorical  vifion,  and  ex 
emplified  in  forrow,  pity,  terror,  and  indigna 
tion. 

WHEN  mall  the  laurel  and  the  vocal  firing 
.Relume  their  honours  ?  When  mall  we  behold 
The  tuneful  tongue,  the  Promethean  hand, 
Afpire  to  ancient  praife  ?  Alas !  how  faint, 
How  flow,  the  dawn  of  beauty  and  of  truth 
Breaks  the  reluctant  fhades  of  Gothic  night 
"Which   yet   involve    the    nations!     Long    they 
Beneath  the  furies  of  rapacious  force ;       [groan'd 
Oft  as  the  gloomy  north,  with  iron-fwarms 
TcmpelVuous  pouring  froaa  her  frozen  caves,      10 


Blafted  the  Italian  fhore,  and  fwept  the  works 

Of  liberty  and  wifdom  down  the  gulf 

Of  all-d«v  curing  night.     As  long  immur'd 

In  noon-tide  darknefs  by  the  glimmering  lamp, 

Each  mufe  and  each  fair  fcience  pin'd  away 

The  fordid  hours :  while  foul,  barbarian  hands 

Their  myfieries  profan'd,  unflrung  the  lyre, 

And  chain'd  the  foaring  pinion  down  to  earth. 

At  lafl  the  mufes  rofe,  and  fpurn'd  their  bonds, 

And,  wildly  warbling,  fcatter'd,  as  they  flew,  20 

Their  blooming    wreaths    from    fair    Valclufa's 

To  Arno's  myrtle  border  and  the  fhore     [bowers 

Of  foft  Parthenope.     But  ftill  the  rage 

Of  dire  ambition  and  gigantic  power, 

From  public  aims  and  from  the  bufy  walk 

Of  civil  commerce,  drove  the  bolder  train 

Of  penetrating  fcience  to  the  cells, 

Where  fludious  eafe  ccnfumes  the  filent  hour 

In  fhadowy  fearches  and  unfruitful  care. 

Thus  from  their  guardians  torn,  the  tender  arts  30 

Of  mimic  fancy  and  harmonious  joy, 

To  prieftly  domination  and  the  luft 

Of  hwlefs  courts,  their  amiable  toil 

For  three  inglorious  ages  have  refign'd, 

In  vain  reludlant :  and  Torquato's  tongue 

Was  tun'd  for  flavifh  pseans  at  the  throne 

Of  tiniel  pomp  :  and  Raphael's  magic  hand 

Effus'd  its  fair  creation  to  enchant 

The  fond  adoring  herd  in  Latian  fanes 

To  blind  belief;  while  on  their  proftrate  necks  40 

The  fable  tyrant  plants  his  heel  fecure. 

But  now,  behold  !  the  radiant  era  dawns, 

When  freedom's  ample  fabric,  fixed  at  length 

For  endlefs  years  on  Albion's  happy  fhore 

In  full  proportion,  once  more  fhall  extend 

To  all  the  kindred  powers  of  focial  blifs 

A  common  manfion,  a  parental  roof. 

There  mall  the  virtues,  there  fhall  wifdom's  train, 

Their  long-lofl  friends  rejoining,  as  of  old, 

Embrace  the  frniling  family  of  arts,  50 

The  mufes  and  the  graces.     Then  no  more 

Shall  vice,  diffracting  their  delicious  gifts 

To  aims  abhorr'd,  with  high  diflafte  and  fcorn 

Turn  from  their  charms  the  philofophic  eye, 

The  patriot-bofom ;  then  no  more  the  paths 

Of  public  care  or  intellectual  toil, 

Alone  by  footfleps  haughty  and  fevere 

In  gloomy  flate  be  trod  :  the  harmonious  mufe 

And  her  perfuafive  fillers  then  fhall  plant 

Their  fheltering  laurels  o'er  the  black  afcent,    60 

And  fcatter  flowers  along  the  rugged  way. 

Arm'd  with  the  lyre,  already  have  we  dar'd 

To  pierce  divine  philofophy's  retreats, 

And  teach  the  mufe  her  lore ;  already  flrove 

Their  long-divided  honours  to  unite. 

While  tempering  this  deep  argument  we  fang 

Of  truth  and  beauty.     Now  the  fame  glad  tafk 

Impends ;  now  urging  our  ambitious  toil, 

We  haflen  to  recount  the  various  fprings 

Of  adventitious  pleafure,  which  adjoin  7® 

Their  grateful  influence  to  the  prime  effect 

Of  objects  grand  or  beauteous,  and  enlarge 

The  complicated  joy.     The  fweets  of  fenie, 

Do  they  not  oft  with  kind  acceffion  flow, 

To  raife  harmonious  fancy's  native  charm  ? 

So  while  we  tafte  the  fragrance  of  the  rofe, 

Glows  not  her  blufh  the  fairer  ?  While  we  view 

Amid  the  noontide  walk  a  limpid  rill 


PLEASURES    OF   IMAGINATION. 


Guih  through  the  trickling  herbage,  to  the  thirft 
Of  fumnaer  yielding  the  delicious  draught          80 
Of  cool  refrefhment ;  o'er  the  mofly  brink 
Shines  not  the  furface  clearer,  and  the  waves 
With  fweeter  niuiic  murmur  as  they  flow  ? 

Nor  this  alone  ;  the  various  lot  of  life 
Oft  from  external  circumftance  affumes 
A  moment's  difpofition  to  rejoice  X 

In  thofe  delights  which  at  a  different  hour 
Would  pafs  unheeded.     Fair  the  face  of  fpring, 
When  rural  fongs  and  odours  wake  the  morn, 
To  every  eye ;  but  how  much  more  to  his         90 
Round  whom  the  bed  of  fickneis  long  difftis'd 
Its  melancholy  gloom  !  how  doubly  fair, 
When  firft  with  frefh-born  vigour  he  inhales 
The  balmy  breeze,  and  feels  the  bleffed  fun 
Warm  at  his  bofom,  from  the  fprings  of  life 
Chafing  opr.relFive  damps  and  languid  pain  ! 

Or  fhall  I  mention,  where  celeftial  truth 
Her  awful  light  difclofrs,  to  beftow 
A  more  majeftic  pomp  on  beauty's  frame  ?         09 
For  man  loves  knowledge,  and  the  beams  of  truth 
More  welcome  touch  his  underftanding's  eye, 
Than  all  the  blandifh merits  of  found  his  ear, 
Than  all  of  tafte  his  tongue.     Nor  ever  yet 
The  melting  rainbow's  vernal-tinctur'd  hues. 
To  me  have  fhone  fo  pleafmg,  as  when  firft 
The  hand  of  fcience  pointed  out  the  path 
In  which  the  fun-beams  gleaming  from  the  weft 
Fall  on  the  watery  cloud,  whofe  darkfome  veil 
Involves  the  orient ;  and  that  trickling  (hower 
Piercing  through  every  cryftalline  convex         no 
Of  cluftering  dew-drops  to  their  flight  oppos'd, 
Recoil  at  length  where  concave  all  behind 
The  internal  furface  on  each  glaffy  orb 
Repells  their  forward  paffage  into  air  ; 
That  thence  direct  they  feek  the  radiant  goal 
From  which  their  courie  began;    and,   as  tVy 
In  diiTerent  lines  the  gazer's  obvious  eye,     [firike 
Affume  a  different  luitre,  through  the  brede 
Of  colours  changing  from  the  fplendid  rofe 
To  the  pale  violet's  dejected  hue.  I2O 

Or  fhall  we  touch  that  kind  accefs  of  joy, 
That  fprings  to  each  fair  object,  while  we  trace 
Through  all  its  fabric,  wifdom's  artful  aim 
Difpofing  every  part,  and  gaining  ftill 
By  means  proportion'd  her  benignant  end  ? 
Speak,  ye,  the  pure  delight,  whofe  favour'd  fteps 
The  lamp  of  fcience  through  the  jealous  maze 
Of  nature  guides,  when  haply  you  reveal 
Her  fecret  honours:  whether  in  the  (ky,          129 
The  beauteous  laws  of  light,  the  central  powers 
That  wheel  the  penfile  planets  round  the  year ; 
Whether  in  wonders  of  the  rolling  deep, 
Or  the  rich  fruits  of  all-fuftaining  earth, 
Or  fine-adjufted  fprings  of  life  and  fenfe, 
Ye  fcan  the  coun/els  of  their  author's  hand. 

What,  when  to  raife  the  meditated  fcene, 
The  flame  of  pa  (lion  through  the  drugging  foul 
Deep-kindled,  fhows  acrois  that  fnddeu  blaze 
The  object  of  its  rapture,  vaft  of  fr/e, 
With  fiercer  colours  and  a  night  of  (hade  ?        140 
What  ?  like  a  ftotm  from  their  capacious  bed 
The  founding  feits  o'erwhelming,  when  tl. 
Of  thefc  erruptions,  working  from  the  depth 
Of  man's  ftrong  apprehenfion,  (hakes  his  frame 
Ev'n  to  the  hafe ;  frotn  every  naked 
Of  pain  or  pleafure  difiipating  all 


Opinion's  feeble  coverings,  and  the  veil 
Spun  from  the  cobweb  fafhion  of  the  times 
To  hide  the  feeling  heart  ?  Then  nature  fpeaks 
Her  genuine  language,  and  the  words  of  men, 
Big  with  the  very  motion  of  their  fouls,  151 

Declare  with  what  accumulated  force, 
The  impetuous  nerve  of  pailion  urges  on 
The  native  weight  and  energy  of  things. 

Yet  more  ;  her  honours  where  no  beauty  claims 
Nor  fhows  of  good  the  thirfty  fenfe  allure, 
From  paffion's  power  alone  our  nature  holds 
Effential  pleafure.     Paffion's  fierce  iliapfe 
Roufes  the  mind's  whole  fabric ;  with  fupplies 
Of  daily  impulfe  keeps  the  elaftic  powers          160 
Intenfely  pois'd,  and  polifnes  anew 
By  that  collifion  all  the  fine  machine : 
Elfe  rufl  would  rife,  and  foulnefs,  by  degrees 
Encumbering,  choke  at  laft  what  heaven  deiign'd. 
For  ceafelefs  motion  and  a  round  of  toil. 
—But  fay,  does  every  paffion  thus  to  man 
Admirnfter  delight  ?  That  name  indeed 
Becomes  the  rofy  breath  of  love  ;  becomes 
The  radiant  fmiles  of  joy,  the  applauding  hand 
Of  admiration :  but  the  bitter  fhower  170 

That  forrow  fheds  upon  a  brother's  grave, 
But  the  dumb  palfy  of  nocturnal  fear, 
Or  thofe  confuming  fires  that  gnaw  the  heart 
Of  panting  indignation,  find  we  there 
To  move  delight  ? — Then  liften  while  my  tongue 
The  unalter'd  will  of  heaven  with  faithful  awe 
Reyeals  \  what  old  Harmodius,  wont  to  teach 
My  early  age  ;  Harmodius,  who  had  weigh'd 
Within  his  learned  mind  whate'er  the  fchools 
Of  wiidom,  or  thy  lonely-whifpering  voice,    180 
O  faithful  nature  !  dictate  of  the  laws 
Which  govern  and  iupport  this  mighty  frame 
Of  univerfal  being.     Oft  the  houra 
From  morn  to  eve  have  ftoien  unmark'd  away, 
While  mute  attention  hung  upon  his  lips, 
As  thus  the  fage  his  awful  tale  began. 

'Twas  in  the  windings  of  an  ancient  wood, 
When  ipotlefs  youth  with  folitude  rcfigns 
To  fvveet  philofophy  the  ftudious  day, 
What  time  pale  autumn  (hades  the  filent  eve,  190. 
Mufing  I  rov'd.     Of  good  and  evil  much, 
And  much  of  mortal  man  my  thought  revolv'd  ; 
When  fharting  full  on  fancy's  gufhing  eye 
The  mournful  image  of  Parthenia's  fate, 
That  hour,  O  long  belov'd  and  long  deplor'd  ! 
When  blooming  youth,  nor  gentleft  wifdom's  arts, 
Nor  Hymen's  honours  gather'd  for  thy  brow, 
Nor  all  thy  lover's,  all  thy  father's  tears 
Avail'd  to  fnatch  thee  from  the  cruel  grave  » 
Thy  agonizing  looks,  thy  laft  farewell  200 

Struck  to  the  inmoft  feeling  of  my  foul 
As  with  the  hand  of  death.     At  once  the  (hade 
More  horrid  nodded  o'er  me,  and  the  winds 
With  hoarier  murmuringfliook  the  branches.  Dark, 
As  midnight  florins,  the  fccne  of  human  things 
Appear'd  before  me  ;  deferts,  burning  fands, 
Where  the  parch'd  adder  dies;  the  frozen  fouth; 
And  defolation  blafting  all  the  weft 
With  rapine  and  with  murder,  tyrant  power,  109 
Here  fits  enthroned  with  blood  ;  the  baleful  charms 
Of  fuperftition  there  infect  the  (kies, 
And  turn  the  fun  to  horror.     Gracious  heaven  * 
What  is  the  life  of  man  ?  Or  cannot  thefe, 
Not  thefe  portents  thy  avful  will  fufiko  £ 
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That,  propagated  thus  beyond  their  fcope, 

They  rife  to  act  their  cruelties  anew 

In  my  afflicted  bofcm,  thus  decreed 

The  univerfal  fenfitive  of  pain, 

The  wretched  heirs  of  evils  not  its  own  ! 

Thus  I  impatient;  when,  at  once  effus'd,     220 
A  flaming  torrent  of  celeftial  day  [fcent 

Burft  through  the  fhadowy  void.     With  flow  de- 
A  purple  cloyd  came  floating  through  the  iky, 
And  pois'd  at  length  within  the  circling  trees, 
"Hung  obvious  to  my  view,  till  opening  wide 
Its  lucid  orb,  a  more  than  human  form 
Emerging  lean'd  majeftic  o'er  my  head, 
And  inft  ant  thunder  fhcok  the  confcious  grove. 
Ther.  me  ted  into  air  the  liquid  cloud, 
Thvn  all  the  fnining  vifion  flood  reveal'd.        230 
A  wreath  of  palm  his  ample  forehead  bound, 
And  o'er  his  fhoulder,  mantling  to  his  knee, 
Flow'd  the  tranfparent  robe,  around  his  waift 
Collected  with  a  radiant  zone  of  gold 
Ethereal ;  there  in  myftic  figns  engrav'd, 
I  read  Ms  office  high  and  facred  name, 
Genius  of  human  kind.     Appall* d  1  gaz'd 
The  godlike  prefence ;  for  athwart  his  brow 
Difplcafure,  temper'd  with  a  mild  concern, 
Look'd  down  reluctant  on  me, and  his  \vords  240 
Like  diftant  thunders  broke  the  murmuring  air. 

Vain  are  thy  thoughts,  O  child  of  mcrtnl  birth ! 
And  impotent  thy  tongue.     Is  thy  fhort  fpan 
Capacious  of  this  univerfal  frame  ? 
Thywifdom  all-fuflicicnt  ?  Thou,  alas! 
Doft  thou  afpire  to  judge  between  the  Lord 
Of  nature  and  his  works  ?  to  lilt  thy  voice 
Againft  the  fovcreign  order  he  decreed, 
An  good  and  lovely  ?  to  blafpheme  the  bands 
Of  tendernefs  innate  and  focial  love,  250 

Holieit  of  things !  by  which  the  general  orb 
Of  being,  us  by  adamantine  links, 
Was 'drawn  to  perfect  union  and  fuflain'd 
From  ever lafting  ?  Hail  thcu  felt  the  pangs 
Of  foftening  fprrcw,  of  indignant  zeal 
So  grievous  to  the  foul,  as  thence  to  wifh 
The  ties  of  nature  broken  from  thy  frame ; 
That  fo  thy  felfifh,  unrelenting  heart 
M:ght  ceaf^  to  mourn  its  lot,  no  longer  then, 
The  wretched  heir  of  evils  not  its  own  ?  260 

O  fair  Benevolence  of  generous  minds  ! 

0  man  by  nature  form'd  for  all  mankind ! 
He  fpoke  ;  abafh'd  2nd  filent  I  remain'd, 

As  confcious  of  my  tongue's  offence,  and  aw'd 
Before  his  prefence,  though  my  fecret  foul 
Difdain'd  the  imputation.     On  the  ground 

1  fix'd  my  eyes ;  till  from  his  airy  c 

He  ftoop'd  fublime,  and  touching  with  his  hand 
My  dazzling  forehead,  Raife  thy  fight,  he  cry'd, 
And  let  thy  fenfe  convince  thy  errirg  tongue.  270 
I  Icok'd,  and  lo  !  the  former  fcene  was  chang'd; 
For  verdant  alleys  and  furrounding  trees, 
A  folitary  profpecl,  wide  and  wild, 
Rufh'd  on  my  i'enfes.     'Twas  an  horrid  p;Ic 
Of  hills  and  many  a  ftiaggy  foreft  mix'd, 
With  many  a  fabje  tliff  and  g  :  cr.m. 

Aloft  recumbent  o'er  t1. 
The  brown  woods  wav'a;  wi.ils:  ever  trickling 

fprings 

Wafh'd  from  the  naked  roots  ofcr.k  ar>:~. 
The  crumbling  foil ;'  and  ftiil  at  every  f.-U        5.80 
Down  the  fleep  windings  of  the  c':u;;ii£i"J  reck, 


Remnrmuring  rufh'd  the  congregated  floods 
With  hoarfcr  inundation  ;  till  at  laft 
They  reach'd  a  graffy  plain,  which  from  the  fkirts 
Of  that  high  defert  fpread  her  verdant  lap, 
And  drank  the  gufliing  moifture,  where  confin'd 
In  one  fniooth  current,  o'er  the  lilied  vale 
Clearer  than  glafs  it  flow'd.     Autumnal  fpoils 
Luxuriant  fpread  ing  to  the  rays  of  morn,          289 
Blufh'd  o'er  the  cliffs,  whofe  half-encirciing  mound 
As  in  a  fylvan  theatre  enclos'd 
That  flowery  level.     On  the  river's  brink 
I  fpy'd  a  fair  pavilion,  which  diffus'd 
Its  floating  umbrage  'mid  the  filver  fhade 
Of  ofiers.     Now  the  weftern  fun  reveal'd 
Between  two  parting  cliffs  his  golden  orb, 
And  pour'd  acrofs  the  fhadow  of  the  hills, 
On  rocks  and  floods,  a  yellow  ftream  of  light 
That   cheer'd  the   folemn   fceric.     My  liUcning 
powers  299 

Were  aw'd,  and  every  thought  in  filence  hung, 
And  wondering  expectation.     Then  the  voice 
Of  that  celeftial  power,  the  myflic  ihow 
Declaring,  thus  my  deep  attention  call'd. 
Inhabitants  of  earth,  to  whom  is  given 
The  gracious  ways  of  providence  to  learn, 
Receive  my  fayings  v/ith  a  ftedfaft  ear — 
Know  then,  the  fov'reign  fpirit  of  the  world, 
Though,  felf-collected  from  eternal  time, 
Within  his  own  deep  efience  he  beheld 
The  bounds  of  true  felicity  complete ;  310 

Yet  by  immenfe  benignity  inclin'd 
To  fpread  around  him  that  primeval  joy 
Which  fill'd  himfelf,  he  rais'd  his  plaflic  arm, 
And  founded  through  the  hollow  depth  of  fpace 
The  ftrong,  creative  mandate.     Strait  arofe 
Thefe  heavenly  orbs,  the  glad  abodes  of  life 
Effufive  kindled  by  his  breath  divine 
Through  endlefs  forms  of  being.     Each  inhal'd 
From  him  its  portion  of  the  vital  flame,  319 

In  mcafure  fuch,  that,  from  the  wide  complex 
Of  co-exiftent  orders,  one  might  rife, 
One  order,  all  involving  and  intire. 
He  too  beholding  in  the  facred  light 
Of  his  eflential  reafon,  all  the  fhapes 
Of  fwift  cpntingence,  all  fucceffi v'e  ties 
Of  action  propagated  through  the  fum 
Of  poffible  exiflence,-  he  at  once, 
Down  the  long  feries  of  eventful  time, 
So  fix'd  the  dares  of  being,  fo  difpos'd, 
To  every  living  foul  of  every  kind  330 

The  field  of  motion  and  the  hour  of  reft, 
That  all  confpir'd  to  his  i'upreme  defign, 
To  univerfal  good  :  with  full  accord 
Anfwering  th=  mighty  model  ':.>;  had  chofen, 
The  belt  and  faireil  of  unnumber'd  worlds 
That  lay  from  e\  orbit  ing  in  the  flore 
Of  his  divine  conceptions.     Nor  content, 
By  one  exertion  of  creative  power 
His  gpodnefs  to  reveal ;  through  every  age, 
Through  every  moment  up  the  tract  of  time    340 
His  pr- rent-hand  with  ever-new  increafc 
Of  happinefs  and  virtue  has  adorn'd 
The  Vail  harmonious  frame  :  his  parent  hand, 
Frcin  the  mute  &:ll-n!h  goring  en  the  fliore, 
To  men,  to  angels,  to  celeftial  minds, 
For  ever  leads  the  generations  on 
To  higher  fctnes  of  being  ;  whiL"  fupply'd 
Frcn:  day  to  di'y  viui  lue  enlivening  breathy 
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Inferior  orders  in  fucceflion  rife 
To  fill  the  void  below.     As  flame  afcends,       350 
As  bodies  to  their  proper  centre  move, 
As  the  pois'd  ocean  to  the  attracting  moon 
Obedient  fwells,  and  every  headlong  flream 
Devolves  its  winding  waters  to  the  main  ; 
So  all  things  which  have  life  afpire  to  God, 
The  fun  of  being,  boundltfs,  unimpair'd, 
Centre  of  fouls  !  Nor  does  the  faithful  voice 
Of  nature  ceafe  to  prompt  their  eager  fteps 
Aright ;  nor  is  the  care  of  heaven  withheld 
From  granting  to  the  tafk  proportion'd  aid;     36° 
That  in  their  ftations  all  may  perfevere 
To  climb  the  af:ent  of  being,  and  approach 
For  ever  nearer  to  the  life  divine. 

That  rocky  pile  thou  feeil,  that  verdant  lawn 
Frefh  water'd  from  the  mountains.    Let  the  fcene 
Paint  in  thy  fancy  the  primeval  feat 
Of  man,  and  where  the  will  lupreme  ordain'd 
His  maafion,  that  pavilion  fair  diffus'd 
Along  the  fhady  brink;  in  this  recefs 
To  wear  the  appointed  feafon  of  his  youth,       370 
Till  riper  hours*  fhould  open  to  his  toil 
The  high  communion  of  fuperior  minds, 
Of  confecrated  heroes  and  of  gods: 
Nor  did  the  Sire  Omnipotent  forget 
His  tender  bloom  to  cherifh  ;  nor  withheld 
CdeiHal  footlleps  from  his  green  abode. 
Oft  .from  the  radiant  honours  of  his  throne, 
He  fent  whom  moft  lie  lov'd,  the  fovran  fair, 
The  effluence  of  his  glory,  whom  he  plac'd 
Before  his  eyes  for  ever  to  behold  ;  38© 

The  goddefs  from  whofe  inspiration  flows 
The  toil  of  patriots,  the  delight  of  friends ; 
Without  whofe  work  divine,  in  heaven  or  earth, 
Nought  lovely,  nought  propitious  comes  to  pafs, 
Nor  hope,  nor  praile,  nor  honour.     Her  the  'fire 
Gave  it  in  charge  to  rear  the  blooming  mind, 
The  folded  powers  to  open,  to  direct 
The  growth  luxuriant  of  his  young  defires, 
And  from  the  laws  of  this  majeftic  world         389 
To  teach  him  what  was  good.  As  thus  the  nymph 
Her  daily  care  attended,  by.  her  fide 
With  conftant  fteps  her  gay  companions  flay'd 
The  fair  Euphrofyne,  the  gentle  queen 
Of  fmiles,  and  graceful  gladnefs,  and  delights 
That  cheer  alike  the  hearts  of  mortal  men 
And  powers  immortal.     See  the  (bin  ing  pair ! 
Behold,  where  from  his  dwelling  now  difclos'd 
They  quit  their  youthful  charge,  and  feck  the  ikies. 

I  Jook'd,  and  on  the  flowery  turf  there  flood 
Between  two  radiant  forms  a  imiling  youth     400 
Whofe  tender  checks  diiplay'd  the  vernal  flower 
Of  beauty ;  fweeteft  innocence  illum'd 
Hisbafhful  eyes,  and  on  his  polifli'd  brow 
£;ite  your.g  fimplicity.     With  fond  regard 
He  view'd  the  aflbciates,  as  their  fteps  they  niov'd; 
The  younger  chief  his  ardent  eyes  detain'd, 
With  mild  regret  invoking  her  return. 
Bright  as  the  liar  of  evening  fhe  appear' d 
Amk'  .  ~ene.     Eternal  youth  409 

orm  its  glowing  honours  breath'd ; 
1  from  her  candid  eyes 
of  the  morn 

•ibling  on  the  placid  waves. 

'f  heaven  had  ihed  its  blufhing  fooils 
To  bind  her  lab!:  ill  difrus'd 

Her  yc^bw  mantle  floated  in  the  breeze; 


And  in  her  hand  fhe  wav'd  a  living  branch 
Rich  with  immortal  fruits,  of  power  to  calm 
The  wrathful  heart,  and  from  the  brightening  eyes, 
To  chafe  the  cloud  of  fadnefs.     More  fubltrne  470 
The  heavenly  partner  mov'd.    The  prime  of  age 
Compos' d  her  fteps.     The  prefence  of  a  god, 
High  on  the  circle  of  her  brow  enthron'd, 
From  each  majeftic  motion  darted  awe, 
Devoted  awe  !  till,  cherifh 'd  by  her  looks 
Benevolent  and  meek,  confiding  love 
To  filial  rapture  foften'd  all  the  foul. 
Free  in  her  graceful  hand  fhe  pois'd  the  fword 
Of  chafte  dominion.     An  heroic  crown 
Diiplay'd  the  old  fimplicity  of  pomp  430 

Around  her  honour'd  head.     A  matron's  robe, 
Vv'hite  as  the   funfhine   ftreams   through   vernal 

clouds, 

Her  ftate'y  form  inverted.     Hand  in  hand 
The  immortal  pair  forfook  the  enamel'd  green, 
Afcending  flowly.     Rays  of  limpid  light     [heard, 
Glcam'd  round  their  path;  celeftial  founds  were 
And  through  the  fragrant  air  ethereal  dev.'s 
Diftill'd  around  them  ;  till  at  once  the  clouds 
Difparting  v/icle  in  midway  fkv,  withdrew 
Their  airy  veil,  and  left  a  bright  exnanfe          440 
Of  firpyi'can  flame,  where  fpcnt  and  clrown'd, 
Afflicted  vifion  piung'd  in  vain  to  fcan 
What  object  it  involv'd.     My  feeble  eyes 
Endur'd  not.     Bending  down  to  earth  I  flood, 
With  dumb  attention.     Soon'a  female  voice, 
As  watery  murmurs  fweet,  or  warbling  fhades, 
With  facred  invocation  thus  b 

Father  of  gods  and  mortals  !  whofe  right  arm 
With  reins  eternal  guides  the  moving  heavens, 
Bend  thy  propitious  ear.     Behold  well  pleas'd 
I  feek  to  finifh  thy  divine  decree.  451 

With  frequent  fteps  I  vifit  yonder  feat 
Of  man,  thy  offspring ;  from  the  tender  feeds 
Of  juftice  and  of  wifdom,  to  evolve 
The  latent  honours  of  his  generous  frame ; 
Till  thy  conducting  hand  fh?.ll  raife  his  lot 
From  earth's  dim  fcene  to  thefe  ethereal  walks, 
The  temple  of  thy  glory.     But  not  me, 
Not  my  directing  voice  he  oft  requires, 
Or  hears  delighted  :  this  enchanting  maid,       41^0 
The  aflbciate  thou  haft  given  me,  her  alone 
He  loves,  O  Father !  abfent,  her  he  craves ; 
And  but  for  her  glad  prefence  ever  join'd, 
Rejoices  not  in  mine  :   that  all  my  hopes 
This  thy  benignant  purpofe  to  fulfil, 
I  deem  uncertain :  and  my  daily  cares 
Unfruitful  all  and  vain,  unlefs  by  thee 
Still  farther  aided  in  the  work  divine. 

She  ceas'd  ;  a  voice  more  av.-ful  thus  reply'd: 
O  thou  !  in  whom  for  ever  1  delight,  470 

Fairer  than  all  the  inhabitants  of  heaven, 
Beft  image  of  thy  author  !  far  from  theo 
Be  difappointment,  or  diftafte,  or  blame; 
Who  i'oon  or  late  fhall  every  work  fulfil, 
And  no  refinance  find.     If  man  refufe 
To  hearken  to  thy  dictates  ;  or,  aliur'd 
By  meaner  joys,  to  any  other  power 
Transfer  the  honours  due  to  thee  alone  ; 
That  joy  which  he  purfues  he  ne'er  fhall  tafte. 
That  p  '-m  del 'ghteth  ne'er  behold.  480 

Go  then,  once  more,  and  happy  be  thy  toi' ; 
Go  then  !  but  kt  not  this  thy  fmiling  friend 
Parti.ke  thy  footfteps.     In  her  ftead,"  behold  t 
3  A  "ij 
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With  thec  the  fen  of  Nemefis  I  fend  ; 

The  fiend  abhorr'd  !  whofe  vengeance  takes  ac- 

Ot  facred  order's  violated  laws.  [count 

See  where  he  calls  thee,  burning  to  be  gone, 

Fierce  to  exhauft  the  tempefl  oi  his  wrath 

On  yon  devoted  head.     But  thou,  my  child, 

Control  his  cruel  phrenzy,  and  protect  490 

Thy  tender  charge  ;  that  when  defpair  fhall  graip 

His  agonizing  bofom,  he  may  learn, 

Then  he  may  learn  to  love  the  giacious  hand 

Alone  fufficient  in  the  hour  of  ill, 

To  fave  his  feeble  fpirit;  then  confefs 

Thy  genuine  honours,  O  excelling  fair  ! 

When  all  the  plagues  that  wait  the  deadly  will 

Of  this  avenging  demon,  all  the  ftorms 

Of  night  infernal,  ferve  but  to  difplay 

The  energy  of  thy  fuperior  charms  500 

With  mildefl  awe  triumphant  o'er  his  rage, 

And  finning  clearer  in  the  horrid  gloom. 

Here  ceas'd  that  awful  voice,  and  foon  I  felt 
The  cloudy  curtain  of  refrefhing  eve 
Was  clcs'd  once  more,  from  that  immortal  fire 
Sheltering  my  eye-lids.     Locking  up,  I  view'd 
A  vaft  gigantic  fpedre  finding  on  [clouds, 

Through   murmuring  thunders  and  a  wafte   of 
"With  dreadful  aclion.     Black  as  night  his  brow 
Relentfefs  frowns  involv'd.  His  favage  limbs  Jlo 
"With  fharp  impatience  violent  he  writh'd, 
As  through  convulfive  anguifh ;  and  his  hand, 
Arm'd  with  a  fcorpion-lafh,  full  oft  he  rais'd 
3n  madnefs to  his  bofom;  while  his  eyes 
Rain'd  bitter  tears,  and  bellowing  loud  he  fhook 
The  void  with  horror.     Silent  by  his  fide 
The  virgin  came      No  difcompofure  flirr'd 
Her  features.     From    the    glooms  which   hung 

around 

>To  ftain  of  darknefs  mingled  with  the  beam 
Of  her  divine  effulgence.     Now  they  ftoop      520 
Tjpon  the  river  bank  ;  aiid  now  to  hail, 
His  wonted  guefts,  with  eager  fteps  advanc'd 
The  unfufpedb'ng  inmate  of  the  fhade. 

As  when  a  famifh'd  wolf,  that  all  night  long 
Had  rang'd  the  Alpine  fnows,  by  chance  at  morn 
*>ees  from  a  clifF  incumbent  o'er  the  fmclie 
Of  fome  lone  village,  a  neglected  kid 
That  flrays  along  the  wild  for  herb  or  fpring; 
Down  from  the  winding  ridge  he  fwceps  amain, 
And  thinks  he  tears  him :  fo  with  tenfold  rage, 
The  monfter  fprung  remorfelefs  on  his  prey.     5.^1 
Amaz'd  the  {tripling  flood :  with  panting  bread 
Feebly  he  pour'd  the  lamentable  wail 
Of  helplefs  conflernation,  ftruck  at  once, 
And  rooted  to  the  ground.     The  queen  beheld 
His  terror,  and  with  looks  of  tendereft  care 
Advanc'd  to  fave  him.     Soon  the.  tyrant  felt 
Her  awful  power.     His  keen,  tempeftuous  arm 
Hung  nervelefs,  nor  defcended  where  his  rage 
Had  aim'd  the  deadly  blow  :  then  dumb  retir'd 
"With  fullen  rancour.     Lo !  the  fovran  maid     541 
IFolds  with  a  mother's  arms  the  fainting  boy, 
Till  life  rekindles  in  his  rofy  cheek  ;  [tongue. 

Then  grafps  his  hands,  and  cheers  him  with  her 

O  wake  thee,  roufe  thy  fpirit !  Shall  the  fpite 
Of  yon  tormentor  thus  appall  thy  heart, 
"While  I,  thy  friend  and  guardian,  am  at  hand 
To  refcue  and  to  heal  ?  O  let  thy  foul 
Hemernbcr,  what  the  will  of  hcaveq  ordains 
Is  ever  good  for  all ;  and  if  for  all,  550 


Then  good  for  thee.     Nor  only  by  th*  warmth 

And  foothing  funfhine  of  delightful  things, 

Do  minds  grow  up  and  flourifh.     Oft  mified 

By  that  bland  light,  ths  young  unpra&is'd  views 

Of  rcafon  wander  through  a  fatal  road, 

Far  from  their  native  aim  ;  as  if  to  lie 

Inglorious  in  the  fragrant  fhade,  and  wait 

The  foft  accefs  of  ever-circling  joys, 

Were  all  the  end  of  being.     Aflc  thyfelf, 

This  pleating  error  did  it  never  lull  560 

Thy  wifhes?'  1  Tas  thy  conftant  heart  refus'd 

The  filken  fetters  of  delicious  eafe  ? 

Or  when  divine  Euphrofyne  appear'd 

Within  this  dwelling,  did  not  thy  defires 

Hang  fa  r  below  the  meafure  of  thy  fate, 

Which  I  reveal'd  before  thee  ?  and  thy  eyes, 

Impatient  of  my  counfels,  turn  away 

To  drink  the  foft  effufion  of  her  fmiles  ? 

Know  then,  for  this  the  everlailing  fire 

Deprives  thee  of  her  prefence,  and  infleadj      570 

O  wife  and  ftiH  benevolent !  ordains 

This  horrid  vifage  hither  to  purfue 

My  fleps ;  that  fo  thy  nature  may  difcerit 

Its  real  good,  and  what  alone  can  fave 

Thy  feeble  fpirit  in  this  hour  of  ill 

From  folly  and  defpair.     O  yet  belov'd  ! 

Let  not  this  headlong  terror  quite  o'erwhelm 

Thy  fcatter'd  powers  ;  nor  fatal  deem  the  rage 

Of  this  tormentor,  nor  his  proud  afTault, 

While  I  am  here  to  vindicate  thy  toil,  580, 

Above  the  generous  queflion  of  thy  arm. 

Brave  by  thy  fears,  and  in  thy  weaknefs  flrong, 

This  hour  he  triumphs  ;  but  confront  his  might, 

And  dare  him  to  the  combat,  then  with  eafe 

Difarm'd  and  quell'd,  his  fiercenefs  he  rcfigns 

To  bondage  and  to  fcorn  :  while  thus  inur'd 

By  watchful  danger,  by  unceafing  toil, 

The  immortal  mind,  fuperior  to  his  fate,  ^ 

Amid  the  outrage  of  external  things, 

Firm  as  the  foiid  baft  of  this  great  world,        590 

Reds  on  his  own  foundations.     Blow,  ye  winds! 

Ye  waves  !  ye  thunders  !  roll  your  tempefl  on  ; 

Shake,  ye  old  pillars  of  the  marble  fky  ! 

Till  all  its  orbs  and  all  it*  worlds  of  fire 

Be  locfen'd  from  their  feats ;  yet  flill  ferene, 

The   unconquer'd   mind   looks  down   upon   the 

wreck ; 

And  ever  ftronger  as  the  ftorms  advance, 
Firm  through  the  clofing  ruin  holds  his  way, 
Where  nature  culls  him  to  the  deftin'd  goal.     59? 

So  fpake  the  goddefs;  while  through  all  her 
Celeilial  raptures  fiow'd,  in  every  word,     [frame 
In  every  motion  kindling  warmth  divine 
To  feize  who  liftcn'd.     Vehement  and  fwift 
As  lightning  fires  the  aromatic  fhade 
In  Ethiopian  fields,  the  ftripling  felt 
Her  inspiration  catch  his  fervid  foul, 
And  ftarting  from  his  languor  thus  exclaim'd: 

Then  let  the  trial  come  !  and  witnefs  thou, 
If  terror  be  upon  me  ;  if  I  fhrink 
To  meet  the  florm,  or  faulter  in  my  ftrength  6lO 
When  hardeft  it  befets  me.     Do  not  think 
That  1  am  fearful  and  infirm  of  foul, 
As  late  thy  eyes  beheld,  for  thou  haft  chang'd 
My  nature ;  thy  commanding  voice  has  wak'd 
My  languid  powers  to  bear  me  boldly  on, 
Where'er  the  will  divine  my  path  ordains 
Through  toil  or  peril ;  only  do  not  thou 
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Forfake  me  ;  O  be  thou  for  ever  near, 

That  I  may  lift  en  to  thy  facred  voice, 

And  guide  by  thy  decrees  my  conftant  feet.      620 

But  fay,  for  ever  are  my  eyes  bereft  ? 

Say,  fhall  the  fair  Euphrofyne  not  once 

Appear  again  to  charm  me  ?  Thou,  in  heaven  ! 

O  thou  eternal  arbiter  of  things  ! 

Be  thy  great  bidding  done  :  for  who  am  I, 

To  queftion  thy  appointment  ?  Let  the  frowns 

Of  this  avenger  every  morn  o'ercaft 

The  cheerful  dawn,  and  every  evening  damp 

With  double  night  my  dwelling ;  I  will  learri 

To  hail  them  both,  and  unrepining  bear  630 

His  hateful  prefence  :  but  permit  my  tongue^ 

One  glad  requeft,  and  if  my  deeds  may  find 

Thy  awful  eye  propitious,  O  reftore 

The  rofy-featur'd  maid,  again  to  cheer 

This  lonely  feat,  and  blefs  me  with  her  fmiles. 

He   fpoke;    when   inftant  through   the   fable 

glooms 

With  which  that  furious  prefence  had  involv'd 
The  ambient  air,  a  flood  of  radiance  came 
Swift  as  the  lightning  ilafh  ;  the  melting  clouds 
Flew  diverfe,  and  amid  the  blue  ferene  640 

Euphrofyne  appear'd.  With  fprightly  ftep 
The  nymph  alighted  on  the  irriguous  lawn, 
And  to  her  wondering  audience  thus  began  : 

Lo  !  1  am  here  to  anfwer  to  your  vows, 
And  be  the  meeting  fortunate !  I  come 
With  joyful  tidings ;  we  iball  part  no  more — 
Hark  !  how  the  gentle  echo  from  her  cell 
Talks  through  the  dills,  and  murmuring  o'er  the 

ftream 

Repeats  the  accents ;  we  fhall  part  no  more. 
O  my  delightful  friends  !  well  pleas'd  on  high  650 
The  father  has  beheld  you,  while  the  might 
Of  that  ftern  foe  with  bitter  trial  prov'd 
Your  equal  doings ;  then  for  ever  fpake 
The  high  decree  :  that  thou,  celeftial  maid  ! 
Howe'er  that  grifly  phantom  on  thy  flcps 
May  fometimes  dare  intrude,  yet  never  more 
Shalt  thou,  defcending  to  the  abode  of  man, 
Alone  endure  the  rancour  of  his  arm, 
Or  leave  thy  lov'd  Euphrofyne  behind. 

She  ended ;  and  the  whole  romantic  fcenc   660 
Immediate  vanifn'd;  rocks,  and  woods,  and  rills, 
Tne  mantling  tent,  and  each  myfterious  form, 
Flew  like  the  pictures  of  a  morning  dream, 
When  fun-fbine  fills  the  bed.     A  while  I  flood 
Perplex'd  and  giddy;  till  the  radiant  power 
Wrho  bade  the  vifionary  landicape  rife, 
As  up  to  him  I  turn'd,  with  gentk-il  looks 
Preventing  my  inquiry,  thus  began  : 

There  let  thy  ibul  acknowledge  its  complaint 
How  blind  !  how  impious  !  There  behold  the  ways 
Of  heaven's  eternal  deftiny  to  man,  671 

For  ever  juft,  benevolent,  and  wife  : 
That  virtue's  awful  fleps,  howe'er  purfued 
By  vexing  fortune  and  intrufive  pain, 
Should  never  be  divided  from  her  chafle, 
Her  fair  attendant,  pkafure.     Need  I  urge 
Thy  tardy  thought  through  all  the  various  round 
Of  this  exiftence,  that  thy  f  of  toning  ibul 
At  length  may  learn  what  energy  the  hand 
Of  virtue  mingles  in  the  bitter  tide  680 

Of  pailion  fwelling  with  diftrefs  and  pain, 
To  mitigate  the  iharp  with  gracious  drops 
Of  cordial  pkufure  ?  Ail  tkv  LuiiilU  youth, 


Why  the  cold  urn  of  her  whom  long  he  lov'd 
So  often  fills  his  arms ;  fo  often  draws 
His  lonely  footfleps  at  the  filent  hour, 
To  pay  the  mournful  tribute  of  his  tears  ? 
O  !  he  will  tell  thee,  that  the  wealth  of  worlds 
Should  ne'er  feduce  his  bofom  to  forego  689 

That  facred  hour,  when  ftealing  from  the  noife 
Of  care  and  envy,  fweefc  remembrance  foothcs 
With  virtue's  kindeft  looks  his  aching  breaft, 
And  turns  his  tears  to  rapture.— Alk  "the  crowd 
Which  flies  impatient  from  the  village- walk 
To  climb  the  neighbouring  cliffs,  when  far  below 
The  cruel  winds  have  hurl'd  upon  the  coaft 
Some  helplels  bark  ;  while  facivd  pity  melts 
The  general  eye,  or  terror's  icy  hand- 
Smites  their  diftorted  limbs  and  horrent  hair; 
While  every  mother  cloier  to  her  breaft  700 

Catches  her  child,  and  pointing  where  the  wavei 
Foam  through  the  fhatter'd  veiTel,  fhrieks  aloud, 
As  one  poor  wretch  that  ipreads  his  piteous  arms 
For  fuccour,  fwallow'd  by  the  roaring  furge, 
As  now  another,  dalh'd  againft  the  rock, 
Drops  lifeiefs  down  :  O  !  deemeir.  thou  indeed 
No  kind  endearment  here  by  nature  given 
To  mutual  terror  and  companion's  tears  ? 
No  fweetly  melting  foftnefs  which  attracls, 
O'er  all  that  edge  of  pain,  the  focial  powers     710 
To  this  their  proper  action  and  their  end  ? 
— Afk  thy  own  heart ;  when  at  the  midnight  hour, 
Slow  through  that  ftudious  gloom  thy    paufing 

eye 

Led  by  the  glimmering  taper  moves  around 
The  facred  volumes  of  the  dead,  the  fongs 
Of  Grecian  bards,  and  records  writ  by  fame 
For  Grecian  heroes,  where  the  prefent  power 
Of  heaven  and  earth  furveys  the  immortal  page, 
Even  as  a  father  bleffing,  while  he  reads 
The  praifes  of  his  fon.     If  then  thy  foul,          72® 
Spurning  the  yoke  of  thefe  inglorious  days, 
Mix  in  their  deeds  and  kindle  with  their  flame  ; 
Say,  when  the  profpect  blackens  on  thy  view, 
When  rooted  from  the  bale,  heroic  ftates 
Mourn  in  the  duft,  and  tremble  at  the  frown 
Of  curft  ambition  ;  when  the  pious  band 
Of  youths  who  fought  for  freedom  and  their  fires, 
Lie  fide  by  fide  in  gore ;  when  ruffian  pride 
Ufurps  the  throne  of  juftice,  turns  the  pomp 
Of  public  power,  the  majefty  of  rule,  730^ 

The  iword,  the  laurel,  and  the  purple  robe, 
To  flavifh  empty  pageants,  to  adorn 
A  tyrant's  walk,  and  glitter  in  the  eyes 
Of  fuch  as  bow  the  knee  ;  when  honour'd  urns 
Of  patriots  and  of  chiefs  the  awful  buft 
And  ftoricd  arch,  to  glut  the  coward-age 
Of  regal  envy,  ftrew  the  public  way 
With  hallow'd  ruins;  when  the  mufe's  haunt. 
The  marble  porch  where  wifdom  wont  to  talk 
With  Socrates  or  Tully,  hears  no  more,  740 

Save  the  hoarle  jargon  of  contentious  monks, 
Or  female  fuperftition's  midnTght  prayer; 
When  ruthlefs  rapine  from  the  hand  of  time 
Tears  the  deftroying  icythe,  with  furer  blow 
To  iwccn  the  works  of  glory  from  their  bafe  ; 
Till  defoiation  o'er  the  grafs-grown  ftreet 
Expands  his  raven-wings,  and  up  the  wall, 
Where  fenates  once  the  price  of  monarch*  doom'd, 
Hifies  the  gliding  fnske  through  hoary  weed?  749 
rp  die  mpuldering  colymu  j  Ums  defac'd, 
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Thus  widely  mournful  when  the  profpecb  thrills 

Thy  heating  bofom,  when  the  patriot's  tear 

Starts  from  thine  eye,  and  thy  extended  arm 

In  fancy  hurls  the  thunderbolt  of  Jove 

To  fire  the  impious  wreath  on  Philip's  brow, 

Or  dafh  O&avius  from  the  trophied  car  ; 

Say,  does  thy  fecret  foul  repine  to  tafte 

The  big  dillrefs :  Or  wouldft  thcu  then  exchange 

Thofe  heart-ennobling  forrows  for  the  lot 

Of  him  who  fits  amid  the  gaudy  herd  760 

Of  mute  barbarians  bending  to  his  nod, 

And  hears  aloft  his  gold-invefted  front, 

And  fays  within  himfelf,  "  I  am  a  king,         [woe 

**  And  wherefore  fhould  the  clamorous  voice  of 

"  Intrude  upon  mine  ear  ? — "  The  haleful  dregs 

Of  thefe  late  age§,  this  inglorious  draught 

Of  fervitude  and  folly,  have  not  yet, 

Bleft  be  the  eternal  ruler  of  the  world  ! 

Defil'd  to  fuch  a  depth  of  fordid  lhame 

The  native  honours  of  the  human  foul,  77° 

Nor  fo  effac'd  the  image  of  its  fire. 
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WHAT  wonder  therefore,  fince  the  endearing  ties 

Of  paflion  link  the  univerfal  kind 

Of  man  fo  clofe,  what  wonder  if  to  fearch 

This  common  nature  through  the  various  change 

Of  fex,  and  age,  and  fortune,  ant)  the  frame 

Of  each  peculiar,  draw  the  bufy  mind 

With  unrefifted  charms:  the  fpacious  weft, 

And  all  the  teeming  regions  of  the  fouth 

Hold  not  a  quarry,  to  the  curious  flight 

Of  knowledge,  half  fo  tempting  or  io  fair,         10 

As  man  to  man.     Nor  only  where  the  fmiles 

Of  love  invite  ;  nor  only  where  the  applaufe 

Of  cordial  honour  turns  the  attentive  eye 

On  virtue's  graceful  deeds.     For  fince  the  courfe 

Of  things  external  a&s  in  different  ways 

On  human  apprehenfions,  as  the  h?nd 

Of  nature  temper'd  to  a  different  frame 

Peculiar  minds ;  fo  happly  where  the  powers 

Of  fancy  neither  ieiTen  nor  enlarge 

The  images  of  things,  but  paint  in  all  .  20 

Their  genuine  hues,  the  features  v.  hi cb.  they  wore 

In  nature  ;  their  opinion  will  be  trr.e, 

And  a<5Hcn  right.     For  action  treacis  the  path 

In  which  opiiiicn  fays  he  folk 


Or  flies  from  evil ;  and  opiniori  gives 

Report  of  good  or  evil,  as  the  fcene 

Was  drawn  by  fancy,  lovely  or  deform'd : 

Thus  her  report  can  never  there  be  true 

Where  fancy  cheats  the  intellectual  eye, 

With  glaring  colours  and  diftorted  lines.  30 

Is  there  a  man,  who  at  the  found  of  death 

Sees  gbaftly  fhapes  of  terror  conjur'd  up,    [groans 

And   black   before    hirn;   nought  but  death-bed 

And  fearful  prayers,  and  plunging  from  the  brink 

Of  light  and  being,  down  the  gloomy  air 

An  unknown  depth  ?  Alas  !  in  fuch  a  mind, 

If  no  bright  forms  of  excellence  attend 

The  image  of  his  country  ;  nor  the  pomp 

Of  facred  fenates,  nor  the  guardian  voice 

Of  juilice  on  her  throne,  nor  aught  that  wakes  4© 

The  confcious  bofom  with  a  patriot's  flame  ; 

Will  not  opinion  tell  him,  that  to  die, 

Or  ftand  the  hazard,  is  a  greater  ill 

Than  to  betray  his  country  ?  And  in  a<5r. 

Will  he  not  choofe  to  be  a  wretch  and  live  ? 

Here  vice  begins  then.    From  the  enchanting  cup 

Which  fancy  holds  to  all,  the  unwary  thirft 

Of  youth  oft  fwallows  a  Circean  draught, 

That  fheds  a  baleful  tincture  o'er  the  eye 

Of  reafon,  till  no  longer  he  difcerns,  50 

And  only  guides  to  err.     Then  revel  forth 

A  furious  band  that  fpurns  him  from  the  throne  ! 

And  all  is  uproar.     Thus  ambition  grafps 

The  empire  of  the  foul :  thus  pale  revenge 

Unfheaths  her  murderous  dagger ;  and  the  hands 

Of  luft  and  rapine,  with  unholy  arts, 

Watch  to  o'erturn  the  barrier  of  the  laws 

That  keeps  them  from  their  prey :   thus  all  the 

plagues 

The  wicked  bear,  or  o'er  the  trembling  fcene 
The  tragic^muie  difclofes,  under  fhapes  60 

Of  honour,  fafety,  pleafure,  eafe,  or  pomp, 
Stole  firfl  into  the  mind.     Yet  not  by  all 
Thofe  lying  forms  which  fancy  in  the  brain 
Engenders,  are  the  kindling  paflions  driven, 
To  guilty  deeds ;  nor  reafon  bound  in  chains, 
That  vice  alone  may  lord  it :   oft  adorn'd 
With  folemn  pageants,  folly  mounts  the  throne, 
And  plays  her  idiot-auticks,  like  a  queen, 
A  thoufand  garbs  fhe  wears;  a  thoufand  ways     • 
She  wheels  her  giddy  empire. — Lo  !  thus  far     70 
With  bold  adventure,  to  the  Mantuan  lyre 
I  ling  of  nature's  charms,  and  touch  well-pleas' d 
A  ftricler  note :  now  happly  muft  my  fong 
Unbend  her  ferious  mealure,  and  reveal 
In  lighcer  ftrains,  how  folly's  awkward  arts 
Excite  impetuous  laughter's  gay  rebuke  ; 
The  fportive  province  of  the  comic  mufe. 

See  !  in  what  crowds  the  uncouth  forms  advance : 
Each  would  outftrip  the  other,  each  prevent 
Our  careful  fearch,  and  offer  to  your  gaze,         80 
Unafk'd  his  motley  features.     Wait  a~  while, 
My  curious  friends  !  and  let  us  firft  arrange 
In  proper  order  your  promifcuous  throng. 

Behold  the  forcmoft  band  of  ilcnder  thought, 
And  eafy  faith ;  whom  flattering1  fancy  foothes 
With  lying  fpeclres,  in  themfclves  to  view 
Il'.Uilrious  forms  of  excellence  and  good, 
That  fcorn  the  manfion.     With  exulting1  hearts 
They  fpread  their  fpurious  trcufures  to  the  fun, 
And  bid  the  world  admire  !  but  chief  the  glance 
Of  wifaful  envy  draws  their  joy-bright  eyes,     91 
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And  lifts  with  felf-applaufe  each  lord  17  brow. 
Jn  numbers  boundlefs  as  the  hlooms  of  fpring, 
•Behold  their  glaring  idols,  empty  fhades 
By  fancy  gilded  o\r,  and  tlvn  ur  up 
For  adoration.     Some  in  learning:' s  garb, 
With  formal  hand,  and  fable-cinctur'd  gown, 
And  rugs  of  mouldy  volumes.     Some  elate 
Wjch  martial  fplendor,  fteely  pikes  and  fwords 
Of  coftly  frame,  and  j/ay  Phoenician  robes        100 
Inwrought  with  flowery  gold,  affumc  the  port 
Of  ftateiy  valour  :   liftt-nmg  by  his  fide 
There  francs  a  female  form  ;  to  her,  with  looks 
Of  ear neft  import,  pregnant  with  amaze, 
He  talks  of  deadly  deeds,  of  breaches,  ftorms, 
And  fulphurous  mines,  and  ambufh  :  then  at  once 
Breaks  off,  and  fmiles  to  fee  her  look  fo  ; 
And  aiks  fome  wondering  question  of  her  fears. 
Oth=r?  cf  graver  mien;  behold,  adorn'cl 
With  holy  enfigns,  how  fnblime  they  move,    IIO 
And  bending  oft  their  fanctimonious  eyes 
Take  homage  of  the  fimple-minded  throng ; 


Ambaffudors  of  hi 


Nor  much  unlike 


Is  he  whofe  vifage,  in  the  lazy  mift 

That  mantles  every  feature,  hides  a  brood 

Of  politic  conceits;  of  whifpcrs,  nods, 

And  hints  deep  omen \1  with  unwieldy  fchemes, 

And  dark  portents  of  ftate.     Ten  thoufand  more, 

Prodigious  ht'.bits  and  tumultuous  tongues,       119 

Pour  dauntlels  in,  and  fweil  the  boailiul  band. 

Then  comes  the  fecond  order,  all  who  feek 
The  debt  of  pruife,  where  watchful  unb."li:f 
Darts  through  the  thin  pretence  her  fquinting  eye 
On  fome  retir'd  a;  Heh  b-.lks 

The  boafted  virtue,  or  annuls  the  applaufe 
That  jufbice  elfe  would  pay.     Il'.re  fide  by  fide 
I  fee  two  leaders  of  the  folemn  train 
Approaching:   or.e  a  female  old  and 
With  eyes  demure,  and  wrinkle-furrow 'c!  brow, 
Pale  as  the  cheeks  of  death;  yet  ftill  fhe  ftuns 
The  fickening  audience  with  u.  Kaufeous  tale  ;  131 
How  many  youths  her  myrtle-chains  have  worn, 
How  many  •virgins  at  her  tr'vr, 
Yet  ia:v/  reiblv'd  fae  g>;  i  ucus  heart ; 

Such  is  her  terror  at  the  rifks  of  love, 
And  man's  feducing  tongue  !  The  other  fcenis 

•trded  fage  ungeiu. 
And  fordid  all  his  halrt ;  peevi'h  v 
Grins  at  his  heels,  while  down  the  gazing  throng 
He  ftalks,  refounding  in  magnific  phrafe          140 
The  vanity  of  riches,  the  contempt 
Of  pomp  and  power.     Be  prudent  in  your  zeal, 
Ye  grave  affociates !  let  the  filent  grace 
Of  her  who  bluihes  at  the  fond  regard 
Her  charms  infpire,  more  eloquent  unfold 
The  praife  of  fpotlefs  honour:   let  the  man 
\*  hofe  tyj  regards  not  his  illuftrious  pomp 
And  ample  ilore,  but  as  indulgent  ftr earns 
To  cheer  the  barren  foil  and  fpread  the  fruits 
Of  joy,  let  him  by  jufter  meafures  fix  150 

The  price  of  riches  and  the  end  of  power. 

Another  tribe  fuccc-eds  ;  deluded  long 
By  fancy's  dazzling  optic?,  thefe  behold 
The  images  of  feme  peculiar  tl 
With  brighter  hue 3  refplen dent,  and  pourtray'd 
With  features  nobler  fur  th:m  e'er  adorn'd 

genuine  objects.     Hence  the  fever'd  heart 
\vii-ii  delirious  hope  for  tinfel  charms; 
;  •:  of  Tcorn, 


Untimely  zeal  her  witlefs  pride  betrays,  160 

And  ferious  manhood  from  the  towering  aim 
Of  wifdom  ftoops  to  emulate  the  boaft 

.'i;h  toil.     Behold  yon  myftic  form, 
Bedcck'd  with  feathers,  infects,  weeds,  and  fheil»? 
Mot  with  intenfer  view  the  Samian  fage 
Bent  his  fi^t  eye  on  heaven's  intenfer  fires, 
When'  firft  the  order  of  that  radiant  fcene 

well'd  his  exulting  thought,  than  this  furveys 
A  muckworm's  entrails,  or  a  fpider's  fang. 
Next  him   a  youth  with    fiowtrs   and   myrtles 
crown'd,  170 

Attends  that  virgin  form,  and  blufhing  kneels, 
With  fondeft  geiiure  and  a  fuppiiant's  tongue, 
To  win  her  coy  regard  :  adieu,  for  him, 
The  dull  engagements  of  the  bxiftling  world! 
Adieu  the  lick  impertinence  of  praile  ! 
And  hope,  and  action  !  for  with  her  alone, 
By  ftreams  and  ihades,  to  fteal  thefe  fighing  hours, 
Is  all  he  afks,  and  all  that  fate  can  give ! 
Thee  too,  facetious  Mcmion,  wandering  here, 
Th.je,  dreaded  cenfor,  oft  have  I  beheld  iBo 

Bcwilder'd  unawares :   alas!  too  long 
Flufh'd  with  thy  comic  triumphs  and  the  fncils 
Of  fly  derifion  !  till  on  every  fide 
Hurling  thy  random  bolts,  offended  truth 
Aflign'd  thee  here  thy  ftacion  with  the  Haves 
Of  folly.     Thy  once  formidable  name 
Shall  grace  her  humble  records,  and  be  heard 
In  feoffs  and  mockery  bandied  from  the  lips 
Of  all  the  vengeful  brotherhood  around, 
So  oft  the  patient  victims  of  thy  fcorn.  150 

But  now,  ye  gay  !  to  whom  indulgent  fat?, 
Oif  all  the  mufe's  empire  hath  afugn'd 
The  fields  cf  folly,  hither  each  advance 
Your  fickles;  here  the  teeming  foil  affords 

1:  growth.     A.  favourite  brood  appears; 
In  whom  the  demon,  with  a  mother's  joy, 
Views  all  her  charms  reflected,  all  her  cares 
At  full  repay'd.     Ye  molt  illuftrious  band  ! 
Who,  fcorn  ing  reafon's  tame,  pedantic  rules, 

ler's  vulgar  bondage,  never  meant         200 
i!s  fublime  as  yours,  with  generous  zeal 
Pay  vice  the  reverence  virtue  long  ufurp'd, 
And  yield  deformity  the  fond  applaufe 
Which  beauty  wont  to  claim  ;  forgive  my  fong, 
That  for  the  blulhing  diffidence  of  youth, 
It  fhuns  the  unequal  province  of  your  praifr. 
Thus  far  triumphant  in  the  pleafing  guile 
Of  bland  imagination,  folly's  train 
Hive  dar'd  our  fearch  :  but  now  a  daftard  kind 
Advance  reluctant,  and  with  faultering  feet     2IO 
Shrink  from  the  gazer's  eye  :  enfeebled  hearts 
Whom  fancy  chills  with  vifionary  f 
Or  bends  to  fervile  tamenefs  with  conceits 
Offham?,  of  evil,  or  of  bafe  defedc, 
Fantaftic  and  delufive.     Here  the  Have 
Who  droops  abafh'd  when  fullen  pomp  furveys 
His  humbler  habit ;  here  the  trembling  wretch 
Unnerv'd  and  ftruck  with  terror's  icy  bolts, 
Spent  in  weak  \vailings,   drown'd    in    fhamcful 

tears, 

At  every  dream  of  danger  :  here  fubdued        220 
By  frontlefs  laughter  and  the  haughty  fcorn 
Of  old,  unfeeling  vice,  the  abject:  foul, 
Who  blufhing  half  refigns  the  candid  praife 
Of  temperance  and  honour  ;  half  difowns 
A  freeman's  hatred  of  tyrannic  pride ; 


74* 


THE    WORKS   OF   AKENSIDE. 


And  hears  with  fickly  fmiles  the  venal  mouth 
With  fouleft  licence  mock  the  patriot's  name. 

Laft  of  the  motely  bands  on  whom  the  power 
Of  gay  derifion  bends  her  hoftile  aim, 
Is  that  where  fhameful  ignorance  prefides.        230 
Beneath  her  fordid  banners,  lo  !  they  march, 
Like  blind  and  lame.     Whate'er  their  doubtful 

hands 

Attempt,  confufion  ftraight  appears  behind, 
And  troubles  all  the  work.  Through  many  a  maze, 
Perplex'd  they  ftruggle,  changing  every  path, 
O'erturning  every  purpofe  ;  then  at  lall 
Sit  down  difmay'd,  and  leave  the  entangled  fcene 
For  fcorn  to  fport  with.    Such  then  is  the  abode 
Of  folly  in  the  mind ;  and  fuch  the  fhapes 
In  which  {he  governs  her  obfequious  train.        240 

Through  every  fcene  of  ridicule  in  things 
To  lead  the  tenour  of  my  devious  hy; 
Through  every  fwift  occafion,  which  the  hand 
Of  laughter  points  at,  when  the  mirthful  fting 
Diftends    her    fallying    nerves    and   chokes  her 

tongue ; 

What  were  it  but  to  count  each  cryftal  drop 
"Which  morning's  dewy  fingers  en  the  blooms 
Of  May  diftil  ?  Suffice  it  to  have  faid, 
"Where'er  the  power  of  ridicule  difplays  249 

Her  quaint-ey'd  vifage,  fome  incongruous  form, 
Some  flubborn  diffonance  of  things  combin'd, 
Strikes  on  the  quick  obferver :  whether  pomp, 
Or  praife,  or  beauty,  mix  their  partial  claim 
"Where  fordid  fafhions,  where  ignoble  deeds, 
"Where  foul  deformity,  are  wont  to  dwell ; 
Or  whether  thefe  with  violation  loath'd, 
Invade  refplendent  pomp's  imperious  mien, 
The  charms  of  beauty,  or  the  boaft  of  praile. 

Aflc  we  for  what  fair  end  the  Almighty  Sire 
In  mortal  bofoms  wakes  this  gay  contempt,      260 
Theft  grateful  ftings  of  laughter,  from  difgufl 
Educing  pleafure  ?  Wherefore,  but  to  aid 
The  tardy  fteps  of  reafon,  and  at  once 
By  this  prompt  impulfe  urge  us  to  deprefs 
The  gkMy  aims  of  folly  ?  Though  the  light 
Of  truth  flow  dawning  on  the  inquiring  mind, 
At  length  unfolds,  through  many  a  fubtle  tie, 
How  thefe  uncouth  diforders  end  at  lafl 
In  public  evil !  yet  benignant  heaven,  269 

Confcious  how  dim  the  dawn  of  truth  appears 
To  thoufands ;  confcious  what  a  fcanty  paufe 
From  labours  and  from  care,  the  wider  lot 
Of  humble  life  affords  for  fludious  thought 
To  fcan  the  maze  of  nature ;  therefore  ftamp'd 
The  glaring  fcenes  with  cha;  ackers  of  fcorn, 
As  broad,  as  obvious,  to  the  pafling  clown, 
As  to  the  lettered  fage's  curious  eye. 

Such  are  the  various  afpedls  of  the  mind— 
Some  heavenly  genius,  whofe  unclouded  thoughts 
Attain  that  fecret  harmony  which  blends         280 
The  ethereal  fpirit  with  its  mold  of  clay; 
O  !  teach  me  to  reveal  the  grateful  charm 
That  fear  chiefs  nature  o'er  the  fenfe  of  man 
Diffufes,  to  behold,  in  lifelefs  things, 
The  inexpreffive  femblance  of  himfelf, 
Of  thought  and  paflion.     Mark  the  fable  woods 
That    fhade   fublime    yon    mountain's    nodding 

brow; 

With  what  religious  awe  the  folemn  fcene 
Commands  your  fteps  !  as  if  the  reverend  form 
Of  Minos  cr  of  Numa  fhould  forfakfc  290 


The   Elyfian  feats,  and   down  the  embowering- 

glade 

Move  to  your  paufing  eye !  Behold  the  expanfe 
Of  yon  gay  landfcape,  where  the  filver  clouds 
Flit  o'er  the  heavens  before  the  fprightly  breeze : 
Now  their  gray  cindlure  ikirts  the  doubtful  fun  ; 
Now  ftreams  of  fplendour,  through  their  opening 
Effulgent,  fweep  from  off  the  gilded  lawn      [veil 
The  aerial  fhadows ;  on  the  curling  brook, 
And  on  the  fhady  margin's  quivering  leaves    299 
With  quickeft  luftre  glancing  ;  while  you  view 
The  profpe6l,  fay,  within  your  cheerful  breaft 
Plays  not  the  lively  fenfe  of  winning  mirth 
With  clouds  and  fun-fhine  checquer'd,  while  the 
Of  facial  converie,  to  the  infpiring  tongue  [round 
Of  fome  gay  nymph  amid  her  fubjecl:  train, 
Moves  all  obfequious  ?  Whence  is  this  effect, 
This  kindred  power  of  fuch  difcordant  things  ? 
Or  flows  their  femblance  from  that  myflic  tone    ' 
To  which  the  new-born  mind's  harmonious  powers 
At  firft  were  lining  ?  Or  rather  from  the  links  310 
Which  artful  cuftom  twines  around  her  frame  ? 

For  when  the  different  images  of  things 
By  chance  combin'd,  haveftruck  the  attentive  foul 
With  deeper  impulfe,  or,  connected  long, 
Have  drawn  her  frequent  eye  ;  howe'er  diilindt 
The  external  fcenes,  yet  oft  the  ideas  gain 
From  that  conjunction  an  eternal  tie, 
And  fympathy  unbroken.     Let  the  mind 
Recall  one  partner  of  the  various  league, 
Immediate,  lo  !  the  firm  confederates  rife,       320 
And  each  his  former  ftation  {trait  relumes : 
One  movement  governs  the  confenting  throng, 
And  all  at  once  with  rofy  pleafure  fliirfe, 
Or  all  are  fadden'd  with  the  glooms  of  care. 
'Twas  thus,  if  ancient  fame  the  truth  unfold, 
Two  faithful  needles  from  the  informing  touch 
Of  the  fame  parent -ftone,  together  drew 
Its  myftic  virtue,  and  at  firft  confpir'd         , 
With  fatal  impulfe  quivering  to  the  pole  : 
Then,  though  disjoin'd  by  kingdoms,  though  the 
main  330 

Roll'd  its  broad  furgc  betwixt,  and  different  ftars 
Beheld  their  wakeful  motions,  yet  preferv'd 
The  former  friendfhip,  and  remember'd  ftill 
The  alliance  of  their  birth :  whate'er  the  line 
Which  once  poffefs'd,  nor  paufe,  nor  quiet  knew 
The  fure  aflbciate,  ere  with  trembling  fpeed 
He  found  its  path,  and  fix'd  unerring  there. 
Such  is  the  fecret  union,  when  we  feel 
A  fong,  a  flower,  a  name,  at  once  reftorex       339 
Thofe  long-connected   fcenes   where    firft    they 
mov'd  [walks. 

The    attention :    backward   through   her    mazy 
Guiding  the  wanton  fancy  to  her  fcope, 
To  temples,  courts,  or  fields;  with  all  the  band 
Of  painted  forms,  of  paffions  and  defigns 
Attendant :  whence,  if  plealing  in  itfelf, 
The  profpecT:  from  that  fweet  acceffion  gains 
Redoubled  influence  o'er  the  lifteningmind. 

By  thefe  rnyfteriousties  the  bufy  power 
Of  memory  her  ideal  train  preferves  343 

Intire  ;  or  when  they  would  elude  her  watch, 
Reclaims  their  fleeting  footfteps  from  the  wafte 
Of  dark  oblivion  ;  thus  collecting  all 
The  various  forms  of  being  to  prefent, 
Before  the  curious  aim  of  mimic  art^ 
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'Their  largeft  choice  :  like  fpring's  unfolded  blooms 
Exhaling  iweetnefs^  that  the  fkilful  bee 
May  tafte  at  will,  from  their  felected  fpoils 
To  work  her  dulcet  food.     For  not  the  expanfe 
Of  living  lakes  in  fummer's  noontide  calm, 
Reflects  the   bordering    made,    and    fun-bright 

heavens  3^° 

With  fairer  femblance  ;  not  the  fculptur'd  gold 
More  faithful  keeps  the  graver's  lively  trace, 
Than  he  whofe  birth  the  fifter  powers  of  art 
Propitious  view'd,  and  from  his  genial  ftar 
Shed  influence  to  the  feeds  of  fancy  kind ; 
Than  his  attemper'd  bofom  muft  preferve 
The  feal  of  nature.     There  alone  unchang'd, 
Her  form  remains.     The  balmy  walks  of  May 
Therebreatheperennialfweets:thetremblingchord 
Refounds  for  ever  in  the  abftracted  ear,  370 

Melodious :  and  the  virgin's  radiant  eye, 
Superior  to  difeafe,  to  grief,  and  time, 
Shines  with  unbating  luftre.    Thus  at  length 
Indow'd  with  all  that  nature  can  beftow, 
The  child  of  fancy  oft  in  filence  bends 
O'er  thefe  mixt  treafures  of  his  pregnant  breaft, 
With  confcious  pride.    From  them  he  oft  refolves 
To  frame  he  knows  not  what  excelling  things ; 
And  win  he  knows  not  what  fublime  reward  379 
Of  praife  and  wonder.     By  degrees,  the  mind 
Feels  her  young  nerves  tiilate  :  the  plaftic  powers 
Labour  for  action  :  blind  emotions  heave 
His  bofom,  and  with  lovelieft  phrenzy  caught, 
From  earth  to  heaven  he  rolls  his  daring  eye, 
From  heaven  to  earth.  Anon  ten  thoufand  fhapes, 
Like  fpecflres  trooping  to  the*wizard's  call, 
Fiit  fwift  before  him.  From  the  womb  of  earth, 
From  ocean's  bed  they  come  :  the  eternal  heavens 
Difclofe  their  fplendours,  and  the  dark  abyfs   389 
Pours  out  her  births  unknown.    With  fixed  gaze 
He  marks  the  rifing  phantoms.     Now  compares 
Their  different  forms;    now  blends  them,   now 

divides 

Enlarges  and  extenuates  by  turns; 
Oppofes,  ranges  in  fantaftic  bands, 
And  infinitely  varies.  Hither  now, 
Now  thither  fluctuates  his  inconitant  aim, 
With  endlefs  choice  perplex'd.  At  length  his  plan 
Begins  to  open.     Lucid  order  dawns ; 
And  as  from  Chaos  old  the  jarring  feeds 
Of  nature  at.  the  voice  divine  repaii'd  400 

Each  to  its  place,  till  rofy  earth  unveil'd 
Her  fragrant  bofom,  and  the  joyful  fun 
Sprung  up  the  blue  ferene  ;  by  fwift  degrees 
Thus  difentangled,  his  entire  defign 
Emerges.     Colours  mingle,  features  join, 
And  lines  converge  :  the  fainter  parts  retire  ; 
The  fairer  eminent  in  light  advance  ; 
And  every  image  on  its  neighbour  imiles. 
Awhile  he  ftands,  and  with  a  father's  joy 
Contemplates.     Then  with  Promethean  art,   410 
Into  its  proper  vehicle  he  breathes 
The  fair  conception ;  which,  embodied  thus, 
And  permanent  becomes  to  eyes  or  ears 
An  object  afcertain'd  :  while  thus  inform'd, 
The  various  organs  of  his  mimic  (kill, 
The  conibnance  of  founds,  the  featur'd  rock, 
The  fhadowy  picture  and  impailion'd  verfe, 
Beyond  thi  ir  proper  powers  attract  the  foul 
By  that  exprefiivc  femblance-,  while  in  fi^ht 


Of  nature's  great  original  we  fcan  420 

The  lively  child  of  art ;  while  line  by  line, 
And  feature  after  feature  we  refer 
To  that  fublime  exemplar  whence  it  ftole 
Thofe  animating  charms.  Thus  beauty's  palm 
Betwixt  them  wavering  hangs  :  applauding  love 
Doubts  where  to  choofe  ;  and  mortal  man  atpires, 
To  tempt  creative  praife.     As  when  a  cloud 
Of  gathering  hail  with  limpid  crutts  of  ice 
Enclos'd  and  obvious  to  the  beaming  fun,        429 
Collects  his  large  effulgence ;  ftrait  the  heavens 
With  equal  flames  prelent  on  either  hand 
The  radiant  vifage  :  Perfia  ftands  at  gaze, 
Appall'cl ;  and  on  the  brink  of  Ganges  doubts 
The  fnowy-vefted  feer,  in  Mithra's  name, 
To  which  the  fragrance  of  the  fouth  (hall  burn, 
To  which  his  warbled  orifons  afcend. 

Such  various  blifs  the  well-tun'd  heart  enjoys, 
Favour'd   of  heaven !    while,    piung'd  in  fordid 

cares, 

The  unfeeling  vulgar  mocks  the  boon  divine  : 
And  harfh  aufterity,  from  whofe  rebuke  440 

Young  love  and  fmiling  wonder  flirink  away 
Abafh'd  and  chill  of  heart,  with  fager  frowns 
Condemns  the  fair  enchantment.  On  my  ftrain, 
Perhaps  even  now,  fome  cold,  faftidious  judge 
Calts  a  difdainful  eye  ;  arid  calls  my  toil, 
And  calls  the  love  and  beauty  which  1  fing, 
The  dream  of  folly.     Thou,  grave  cenfor!  fayf 
Is  beauty  then  a  dream,  becaufe  the  glooms 
Of  dullnefs  hang  too  heavy  on  thy  fenfe, 
To  let  her  fliine  upon  thee  ?  So  the  man         450 
Whofe  eye  ne'er  open'd  on  the  light  of  heaven, 
Might  fmile  with  fcorn  while  raptur'd  vifion  tells 
Of  the  gay  colour'd  radiance  flufhing  bright 
O'er  all  creation.     From  the  wife  be  far 
Such  grofs  unh allow 'd  pride  ;  nor  needs  my  fong 
Defcend  fo  low  ;  but  rather  now  unfold, 
If  human  thought  could  reach,  or  words  unfold 
By  what  myfterious  fabric  of  the  mind, 
The  deep-felt  joys  and  harmony  of  found        ^ 
Refult  from  airy  motion  ;  and  from  fhape         460 
The  lovely  phantoms  of  fublime  and  fair. 
By  what  fine  ties  hath  God  connected  things 
When  prefent  in  the  mind,  which  in  themfelves 
Have  no  connection  ?  Sure  the  rifing  fun 
O'er  the  cerulean  convex  of  the  fea, 
With  equal  brightness  and  with  equal  warmth 
Might  roll  his  fiery  orb ;  nor  yet  the  foul 
Thus  feel  her  frame  expanded  and  her  powers 
Exulting  in  the  fplendour  ihe  beholds ;  469 

Like  a  young  conqueror  moving  through  the  pomp 
Of  fome  triumphal  day.     When  join'd  at  eve, 
Soft-murmuring  ftreams    and    gales  of  gentleft 
Melodious  Philomela's  wakeful  ftrain         [breath 
Attemper,  could  not  man's  difcerning  ear 
Through  all  its  tones  the  fympathy  purfue  ; 
Nor  yet  this  breath  divine  of  namelefs  joy 
Steal  through  his  veins  and  fan  the   awaken'd 

heart, 
Mild  as  the  breeze,  yet  rapturous  as  the  fong. 

But  were  not  nature  ftill  endow'd  at  large  475 
With  ail  which  life  requires,  though  unadorn'd 
With  fuch  enchantment :  Wherefore  then  her  form 
So  ex^aifitely  fair  ?  her  breath  perfum'd 
With  fuch  ethereal  fweetnefs  ?  whence  her  voice 
Infcrm/d  at  will  to  nufe  or  to  deprefs 
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•  Theimpaffion'dfoul  ?  and  whencethe  robes  of  light 
Which  thus  inveft  her  with  more  lovely  ponip 
Than  fancy  can  defcribe  ?  Whence  hut  from  thee, 
O  fource  divine  of  ever-flowing  love, 
And  thy  unmeafur'd  goodncfs  ?  Not  content 
With  every  food  of  life  to  nourifh  man,  490 

.By  kind  Jliufions  of  the  wondering  fenfe 
Thou  mak'ft  all  nature  beauty  to  his  eye, 
Or  mufic  to  his  ear :  well  pleas'd  he  fcans 

.  1  he  goodly  profpecfc ;  and  with  inward  fmiles 
Treads  the  gay  verdure  of  the  painted  plain; 
Beholds  the  azure  canopy  of  heaven, 
And  living  lamps  that  over-arch  his  head 
With  more  than  rtgal  fplendour  ;  bends  his  ears 
To  the  full  choir  of  water,  air,  and  earth  ; 
Nor  heeds  the  p leafing  error  of  his  thought,     500 
Nor  doubts  the  painted  green  or  azure  arch, 
Ncr  queftions  more  the  mufic's  mingling  founds 
Than  fpacc,  or  motion,  or  eternal  time  ; 
So  fweet  he  feels  their  influence  to  attract 
The  fixed  foul ;  to  brighten  the  dull  glooms 
Of  csre,  and  make  the  deflin'd  road  of  life 
Delightful  to  his  feet.     So  fables  tell, 
The  adventurous  hero,  hound  on  hard  exploits, 
Beholds  with  glad  furprife,  by  fecret  fpells 
Of  fome  kind  fage,  the  patron  of  his  toils,        510 
A  vifionary  paradife  difclos'd 
Amid  the  dubious  wild  :  with  ftreams,  and  fhades, 
And  airy  fongs,  the  enchanted  landfcapcs  fmiles, 
Cheers  his  long  labours  and  renews  his  frame. 

What  then  is  tafte,  but  thefe  internal  powers 
Active,  and  ftrong,  and  feelingly  alive 

'To  each  fine  impulfe  ?  a  difcerning  fenfe 
Of  decent  and  fublime,  with  quick  difgufh 

•From  things  deform' d,  or  difarrang'd,  or  p;rofs 
In  fpecies  ?  This,  nor  gems,  nor  ftores  of  ^old, 
Nor  purple  ftate,  nor  culture  can  beflow;         521 
But  god  alone  when  firft  his  active  hand 
Imprints  the  fecret  bias  of  the  foul. 
He,  mighty  parent !  wife  and  juft  in  al?, 
Free  as  the  vital  breeze  or  light  of  heaven, 
Reveals  the  charms  of  nature.    Afk  the  fwain 
Who  journeys  homeward  from  a  fummer  day's 
Long  labour,  why,  forgetful  of  his  toils 
And  due  repofe,  he  loiters  to  behold  529 

The  fuH-fhine  gleaming  as  through  amber  clouds, 
O'er  all  the  weftern  fky  ;  full  fwon,  I  ween, 
His  rude  exprefllon  and  untutcr'd  airs, 
Beyond  the  power  of  language,  will  unfold 
The  form  of  beauty  fmiling  at  his  heart,    [heaven 
How  lovely !    how   commanding !    But   though 
In  every  breaft  hath  fown  thefe  early  feeds 
Of  love  and  admiration,  yet  in  vain, 
Without  fair  culture's  kind  parental  aid 
Without  enlivening  funs,  and  genial  fhowers, 
And  ihelter  from  the  blaft,  in  vain  we  hope     540 
The  tender  plant  fhould  rear  its  blooming  head, 
Or  yield  the  harveft  promis'd  in  its  fpring. 
Nor  yet  will  every  foil  with  equal  ilores 
Repay  the  tiller's  labour ;  or  attend 
His  will,  obfequious,  whether  to  produce 
The  olive  or  the  laurel.     Different  minds 
Incline  to  different  objects  :  one  purfues 
The  vail  alone,  the  wonderful,  the  wild  ; 
Another  fighs  for  harmony,  and  grace,  549 

And  gentleft  beauty.  Hence  when  lightnvig  fires 
The  arch  of  heaven,  and  thunders  rock  the  ground, 
When  furious  whirlwinds  rend  the  howling  air, 


And  ocean,  groaning  from  its  loweL 
Heaves  his  tempeftuous  billows  to  the  iky ; 
Amid  the  mighty  uproar,  while  below 
The  nations  tremble,  Shaldpeare  looks  abroad 
From  fome  high  cliff,  fuperior,  and  enjoys 
The  elemental  war.     But  Waller  longs, 
All  on  the  margin  of  fome  flowery  ftream 
To  fpread  his  careiefs  limbs  amid  the  cool         560 
Of  plantane  fhades,  and  to  the  liftening  deer 
The  tale  of  flighted  vows  and  love's  diid .an 
Refound  foft-warbling  all  the  live-long  <lay  : 
Confentibg  Zephyr  fighs;  the  weeping  riil 
Joins  in  his  plaint,  melodious ;  mute  the  grove?, ; 
And  hill  and  dale  with  all  their  echoes  mourn. 
Such  and  fo  various  are  the  tafles  of  men.     [fongs 
Oh  !  bled  of  heaven,  whom   not  the   languid 
Of  luxury,  the  Syren  !  no;  the  bribes 
Of  fordid  wealth,  nor  ail  the  gaudy  fpoils        570 
Of  pageant  honour  can  feduce  to  leave 
Thofe  ever-blooming  fweets,  which  from  the  fhore 
Of  nature  fair  imagination  culls 
To  charm  ihe  enliven'd  foul !   What  though  not  all 
Of  mortal  offspring  can  attain  the  heights 
Of  envied  life  ;   though  only  few  pofiefs 
Patrician  treafures  or  imperial  ft. a;,: ; 
Yet  nature's  care,  to  all  her  children  juft, 
With  richer  t:  ,  an  ampler  ftatu, 

Indows  at  large  whatever  happy  man       t        580 
Will  deign  ro  ufe  them.     Kisvlie  city's  pomp, 
The  rural  honours  his.     Whate'er  adorns 
The  princely  dome,  the  column  and  the  arch, 
The  breathing  marbles  and  the  fculptur'd  gold, 
Beyond  the  proud  poffeffor's  narrow  claim 
His  tuneful  breaft  enjoys.     For  him,  the  fpring- 
Diftils  her  dews,  and  from  the  filken  gem 
Its  lucid  leaves  unfolds :   for  him,   the  hand 
Of  autumn  tinges  every  fertile  branch  589 

With  blooming  gold  and  blufhcs  like  the  morn. 
Each  palTing  hour  fheds  tribute  from  her  wings ; 
And  llill  new  beauties  meet  his  lonely  walk, 
And  loves  unfelt  attract  him.     Not  a  breeze 
Flies  o'er  the  meadow,  net  a  cloud  imbibes 
The  fetting  fun's  effulgence,  not  a  flrain 
From  ail  the  tenants  of  the  warbling  fhacle 
Afcends,  but  whence  his  bofom  can  partake 
Frefh  pleafurc,  unreprov'd.     Nor  thence  partakes 
Frefh  plcafure  only :  for  the  attentive  mind, 
By  this  harmonious  action  on  her  powers          600 
Becomes  Jierfeli  harmonious  :  wont  fo  oft 
In  outward  things  to  meditate  the  charm 
Of  facred  order^foon  fhe  feeks  at  home 
To  find  a  kindred  order,  to  exert 
Within  herfelf  this  elegance  of  love, 
This  fair  infpir'd  delight:  her  temper'd  powers 
Refine  at  length,  and  every  paflion  wears 
A  chafter,  milder,  more  attmcl;\c  mien. 
But  if  to  ampler  profpecbs,  if  to  gaze 
On  nature's  form,  where  negligent  of  all  6lO 

Thefe  kf&r  graces,  fhe  affumes  the  port 
Of  that  eternal  majefty  that  weigh'd 
The  world's  foundations,  if  to  thefe  the  mind 
Exalts  her  daring  eye  ;  then  mightier  far 
Will  be  the  change,  and  nobler.   Would  .he  forms 
Of  fervile  cuftom  cramp  her  generous  power  ? 
Would  fordid  policies,  the  barbarous  growth 
Of  ignorance  and  rapine,  bow  her  down 
To  tame  purfuits,  to  indolence  and  fear  ? 
Lo  !  fhe  appeals  to  nature,  to  the  winds          6^& 
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And  rolling  waves,  the  fun's  unwearied  courfe, 
The  elements  and  ieafons:  all  declare 
For  what  the  eternal  maker  has  ordain'd 
The  powers  of  man  :  we 'feel  within  ourfelves 
His  energy,  divine  :  he  tells  the  heart, 
He  meant,  he  made  us  to  behold  and  love 
"What  he  beholds  and  loves,  the  general  orb 
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Of  life  and  being ;  to  be  great  like  him, 

Beneficent  and  active.     Thus  the  men 

Whom  nature's  works  can  charm,  with  God  hun- 

felf 

Hold  converfe  ;  grow  familiar,  day  by  day,     631 
With  his  conceptions  act  upon  his  plan  ; 
And  form  to  his,  the  relilh  of  their  fouls. 


NOTES  ON  THE  THREE  BOOKS  OF  THE  PLEASURES  OF 
IMAGINATION. 


VER. 


NOTES  ON  BOOK  I. 


154-   Say, 


ivby  ivai  ma 


/z,  &c.]      In  apolo- 


fizing  for  the  frequent  negligences  of  the  fu- 
limeft  authors  of  Greece,  "  Thofe  godlike  ge- 
jiiufes,"  fays  Longinus,  "  were  well  affured,  that 
"  nature  had  not  intended  man  for  a  low-fpirited 
"  or  ignoble  being:  but  bringing  us  into  life  and 
"  the  midft  of  this  wide  univerfe,  as  before  amul- 
"  titude  aflembled  at  fome  heroic  fobmnity,  that 
"  we  might  be  fpectators  of  all  her  magnificence, 
*'  and  candidates  high  in  emulation  for  the  prize 
"  of  glory ;  ihe  has  therefore  implanted  in  our 
"  fouls  an  inextinguifhable  love  of  every  thing 
"  great  and  exalted,  of  every  thing  whirl;  ; 
"  divine  beyond  our  comprehenfion.  Whence  it 
"  comes  to  pafs,  that  even  the  whole  world  is  not 
«'  an  object  ftifficient  for  the  depth  and  rapidity  of 
"  human  imagination,  which  often  failles  forth 
"  beyond  the  limits  of  all  that  furrounds  us.  Let 
«  any  man  call  his  eye  through  the  whole  circle 
"  of  our  exiftence,  and  coniider  how  eipecially  it 
"  abounds  in  excellent  and  grand  objects  ;  he  will 
«  j'oon  acknowledge  for  what  enjoyments  and 
«  purfuits  we  \vere  deilim-d.  Thus  by  the  very 
"  propenfity  ot  nature  we  are  led  to  admire,  not 
"  little  fprings  or  ihallow  rivulets,  however  clear 
"  and  delicious,  but  the  Nile,  the  Rhine,  the  Da- 
"  nube,  and,  much  more  than* all,  the  Ocean,  &c." 
Dionyf.  Longin.  de  Sublim.  §  xxiv. 

Ver.  2O1.  The  empyre.il  ivafe.~\  "  Ne  fe  peut-il 
"  point  qu'il  y  a  un  grand  efpace  an  dela  de  la 
"  region  des  etoiies  ?  Que  fe  foit  le  ciel  empyree, 
"  ou  non,  toujours  cet  efpace  immenfe  qui  envi- 
"  ronne  toute  cette  region,  pourra  etre  rcmpli  de 
*'  bonheur  &  de  gloire.  II  pourra  etre  concu  com- 
"  me  1'ocean,  oii  ic  redent  les  flueves  de  toutes  les 
"  creatures  bienheiueufes,  quand  eiles  feront  ve- 
"  nues  a  leur  perfection  dans  le  fyfteme  des  etoi- 
«  les."  Leibnitz  dans  la  Thecdicee,  part.  i.  §.  19. 

Ver.  204.     Wb'i,  c.]     It  was  a 

notion  of  the  great  Mr.  Huygens,  that  there  may 
be  fixed  ftars  at  fuch  a  diltauce  from  our  folar 
fyftfin,  as  that  their  light  fhould  not  have  had 
tmie  to  reach  us,  even  from  the  creation  of  the 
world  to  this  day. 

Ver.  234.  the  , 

"fpetts,  &c.       It  is  here 

faid,  that  in   coni'equence  of  the  love  of  novelty, 

at  ruft  were  highly  delightful  to  the 

ni'iui,  lofu   that   eirl-dt   by    repeated  attention  to 

them.    But  the  inllauce  of  habit  is  oppofed  to  this 


obfervation  ;  for  tlere,  objects  i  at  firfl  diftafteful 
are  in  time  rendered  entirely  agreeable  by  repeated 
attention. 

The  difficulty  in  this  cafe  will  be  removed,  if 
we  coniider,  that,  when  objects  at  firft  agreeable, 
lofe  that  influence  by  frequently  recurring,  the 
mind  is  wholly  pa/jive,  and  the  preception  involun 
tary  ;  but  habit,  on  the  other  hand,  generally  fup- 
pofes  choice  and  activity  accompanying  it ;  fo  that 
the  pkaiure  arifcs  here  not  from  the  object,  but 
from  the  mind's  corjlious  determination  of  its  own 
activity;  and  confequently  increafes  in  proportion 
to  the  frequency  of  that  determination. 

_It  will  ftill  be  urged  perhaps,  that  a  familiarity 
with  difagreeable  objects  renders  them  at  length 
acceptable,  even  where  there  is  no  room  for  the 
mind  to  rcfolve  or  aft  at  all.  In  this  cafe,  the  ap 
pearance  mutt  be  accounted  for,  one  of  thefe  ways: 
^  The  pleafure  from  habit  may  be  merely  nega 
tive.  The  obje<ft  at  firft  gave  uneafinefs ;  this  un- 
eafmefs  gradually  wears  ofFas  the  object  grows  fa 
miliar  ;  and  the  mind,  finding  it  at  laft  entirely 
removed,  reckons  its  fituation  really  pleafurable, 
compared  with  what  it  had  experienced  before. 

The  diflike  conceived  of  the  object  at  firft, 
might  be  owing  to  prejudice  or  want  of  attention. 
Confequently  the  mind,  being  neceflitated  to  re 
view  it  often,  may  at  length  perceive  its  own  mif- 
take,  and  be  reconciled  to  what  it  had  looked  on 
with  averfion.  In  which  cafe,  a  fort  of  inftin<5Hve 
juflice  naturally  leads  it  to  make  amends  for  the 
injury,  by  running  toward  the  other  extreme  of 
fondnefs  and  attachment. 

Or  laftly,  though  the  objed  itfelf  mould  always 
continue  difagreeable,  yet  circumftances  of  plea 
fure  or  good  fortune  may  occur  along  with  it. 
Thus  an  aflfenation  may  arife  in  the  mind,  and  the 
object  never  be  remembered  without  thofe  pleaf- 
ing  circumftances  attending  it ;  by  which  means 
the  difagreeable  impreffion  which  it  at  firft  occa- 
fioned  will  in  time  be  quite  obliterated. 

Ver.  240.  ——-this  defire 

Ofabjefis  new  and  ftrange J    Thefe 

two  ideas  are  often  confounded;  though  it  is  evi 
dent  the  mere  novelty  of  an  object  makes  it  agree 
able,  even  where  the  mind  is  notaffedled  with  the 
leaft  degree  of  wonder  :  whereas  -wonder  indeed  al 
ways  implies  novelty,  being  never  excited  by  com 
mon  er  well-known  appearances.  But  the  plea 
fure  in  both  cafes  is  explicable  from  the  fame  final 
caufe,the  acquifition  of  knowledge  and  enlargement 


THE  WORKS  OF  AKENSIDC. 


t>f  our  views  of  nature  :  on  this  account,  it  is  na 
tural  to  treat  of  them  together. 

Ver.  374.  — - — —  Truth  and  good  art  one, 

And  beauty  divells  In  them,  &c.]  "  Do 
"  you  imagine,"  fays  Socrates  to  Ariftippus,  "  that 
"  what  is  good  is  not  beautiful?  Have  you  not 
"  obferved  that  thefe  appearances  always  coin- 
"  cide  ?  Virtue,  for  inftance,  in  the  fame  refpect 
"  as  to  which  we  call  it  good,  is  ever  acknow- 
"  ledged  to  he  beautiful  aifo.  In  the  characters 
*«  of  men  we  always*  join  the  two  denominations 
"  together.  The  beauty  of  human  bodies  cor- 
**  reiponds,  in  like  manner,  with  that  economy  of 
t{  parts  which  conflitutes  them  good ;  and  in  every 
"  circumftance  of  life,  the  fame  object  is  conftant- 
<c  ly  accounted  both  beautiful  and  good,  inafmuch 
"  as  it  anfwers  the  purpofes  for  which  it  was  de- 
"  figned."  Xenophont.  Memorab.  Socrat.  1.  iii. 
c.  8. 

This  excellent  obfervation  has  been  illuftrated 
and  extended  by  the  noble  reflorer  of  ancient  phi- 
lofphy  \fte  the  Characterises ,  vol.  ii.  p.  339  and 
422,  and  vol.  iii.  p.  I&i.  And  another  ingenious 
author  has  particularly  fhown,  that  it  holds  in  the 
general  laws  of  nature,  in  the  works  of  art,  and 
the  conduct  of  the  fciences.  Inquiry  Into  the  origin 
al  of  our  ideas  of  beauty  and  virtue,  Treat,  i.  §  8.  As 
to  the  connection  between  beauty  and  truth  t  there 
are  two  opinions  concerning  it.  Some  philofo- 
phers  affert  an  independent  and  invariable  law  in 
jjature,  in  confequence  of  which  "  all  rational  be- 
*'  ings  muft  alike  perceive  beauty  in  fome  certain 
"  proportions,  and  deformity  in  the  contrary." 
And  this  neceflity  being  fuppofed  the  fame  with 
that  which  commands  the  alfent  or  diffent  o£  the 
underftanding,  it  follows  of  courfe  that  beauty  is 
founded  on  the  univerfal  and  unchangeable  law 
Cftn.'t/j. 

But  others  there  are,  who  believe  beauty  to  be 
merely  a  relative  and  arbitrary  thing ;  that  indeed 
it  was  a  benevolent  provifiun  in  nature  to  annex 
fo  delightful  a  fenfation  to  thofe  objects  which  are 
tyanamoftperfeffifttbttifcivts,  that  fo  we  might  be 
engaged  to  the  choice  of  them  at  once  and  with 
out  Haying  to  infer  their  vfcfulnefs  from  their 
ftructure  and  effects ;  but  that  it  is  not  impoffible, 
in  a  phyfical  fenfe,  that  two  beings,  of  equal  ca 
pacities  for  truth,  fhould  perceive,  one  of  them 
teauty  and  the  other  deformity,  in  the  fame  propor 
tions.  And  upon  this  fuppofition,  by  that  truth 
•which  is  always  connected  with  beauty,  nothing 
more  can  be  meant  than  the  conformity  of  any 
object  to  thofe  proportions  upon  which,  after  care 
ful  examination,  the  beauty  of  that  fpecies  is  found 
to  depend.  Polycletus,  for  inftance,  a  famous  an 
cient  fculptor,  from  an  accurate  menfuration  of 
the  feveral  parts  of  the  moll  perfect  human  bo 
dies,  deduced  a  canon  or  fyftem  of  proportions, 
which  was  the  rule  of  all  fucceeding  artifts.  Sup- 
pofe  a  flatue  modelled  according  to  this :  a  man 
of  mere  natural  tafte,  upon  looking  at  it,  without 
entering  into  its  proportions,  confefles  and  admires 
its  kauty ;  whereas  a  profeffor  of  the  art  applies 
his  meafure  to  the  head,  the  neck,  or  the  hand, 
and,  without  attending  to  its  beauty,  pronounces 
the  workmanfhip  to  beyV/?  and  true. 

*  'his  the  Athenians  did  in  a  particular  man 
lier,  by  the  word  na&9K*fitfat 


Ver.  492  As  when  Er'jfusrofe,  &c.]  Cicero  limifetf 
defcribcs  this  fact—"  Csefare  interfecto—  flatim, 
"  cruentum  alte  extollens  M.  Brutus  pugionem, 
"  Ciceronem  nominatim  exclamavit,  atque  ei  re- 
"  cuperatamlibertatem  eft  gratulatus."  Cic.  Phi- 
lipp.  ii.  12. 

Ver.  548.  Where  virtue  riftngfrom  tbr  awful  depth 
Oftiuks  myjlerious  j>ofomt  &c.]  Accord* 
ing  to  the  opinion  of  thefe  who  aflert  mural  obliga 
tion,  to  be  founded  on  an  immutable  and  univerfal 
law ;  and  that  which  is  ufually  called  the  moral frnfet 
to  be  determined  by  the  peculiar  temper  of  the 
imagination  and  the  earlieft  affociations  of  ideas. 

Ver.  591.  Lyceum.]  The  fchool  of  Ariftotle. 

Ver.  592.  Academus]  The  fchool  of  Plato. 

Ver.  594.  Ilvffut.]  One  of  the  rivers  on  which 
Athens  was  ikuated.  Plato,  in  fome  of  his  fineft 
dialogues,  lays  the  fcene  of  converfation  with  So 
crates  oil  its  banks. 

NOTES  ON  BOOK  II. 

Ver.  19.  At  lajl  the  mafjs  rnfe,  &c.]  About  the 
age  of  Hugh  Capet,  founder  of  the  third  race  of 
French  kings,  the  poets  of  Provence  were  in  high 
reputation;  a  fort  of  ftrolling bards  or  rahpfodifts, 
who  went  about  the  courts  of  princes  and  noble 
men,  entertaining  them  at  feftivals  with  mufi'c  and 
poetry.  They  attempted  both  the  epic,  ode,  and 
fatire  ;  and  abounded  in  a  wild  and  fantaftic  vein 
of  fable,  partly  allegorical,  and  partly  founded  on 
traditionary  legends  of  the  Saracen  wars.  Thefe 
were  the  rudiments  of  Italian  poetry.  But  their 
tafte  and  composition  muft  have  been  extremely 
barbarous,  as  we  may  judge  by  thofe  who  follow 
ed  the  turn  of  their  fable  in  much  politer  times; 
fuch  as  Boiardo,  Bernardo,  Taffo,  Ariofto,  &c. 

Ver.  21.  F'alcliifa.]  The  famous  retreat  of  Fran- 
cifco  Petrarcha,  the  father  of  Italian  poetry,  and 
his  miftrefs  Laura,  a  lady  of  Avignon. 

Ver.  22.  Amo.~\  The  river  which  runs  by  Flo 
rence,  the  birth-piace  of  Dante  and  Boccacio. 

Ver.  23.  Partbenope,]  Or  Naples,  the  birth-place 
of  Sannazarro.     The  great  Torquato  Taffo  was 
born  at  Sorrento,  in  the  kingdom  of  Naples. 
Ibid.  the  rage 

Of  dire  ambition,  &c.]  This  relates  to  the 
cruel  wars  among  the  republics  of  Italy,  and  abo 
minable  politics  of  its  little  princes,  about  the  fif 
teenth  century.  Thefe  at  laft,  in  conjunction  with 
the  Papal  power,  entirely  extinguifhed  the  fpirit 
of  liberty  in  that  country,  and  eflablifiied  that 
abufe  of  the  fine  arts  which  has  been  fince  propa* 
gated  over  all  Europe. 

Ver.  30.     Thus  from  their  guardians  torn,  the  tender 
arts,  &c.]     Nor  were  they  only  lofers  by  the  f  pa- 
ration.-    For  pliilofophy  itfelf,  to  ufe  the  words  of 
a  noble  philofopher   "  being  thus  fevered  by  the 
fprightly  arts  and  fciences,  muft  confequently 
grow  dronifh,  infipid,  pedantic,  ufelefs,  and  di 
rectly  oppofite  to  the  real  knowledge  and  prac 
tice  of  the  world."  Infomuch  that  "  a  gentle 
man,"  fays  another  excellent  writer,  "  cannot 
eafiiy  bring  himfelf  to  like  fo  auftere  and  un 
gainly  a  form :  fo  greatly  is  it  changed  from 
what  was  once  the  delight  of  the  fineft  gentle- 
"  men  of  antiquity,  and  their  recreation  after  the 
"  hurry  of  public  affairs!"     From  this  condition 
lot  be  iecovered  but  by  uniting  it  once  more 
with  the  works  of  imagination  j  and  \ve  have  had 
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the  pleafure  of  obferving  a  very  great  porgrefs 
made  towards  their  union  hi  England  within  thefe 
lew  years.  It  is  hardly  poiSble  to  conceive  them 
at  a  greater  diftanee  from  each  other  than  at  the 
Revolution,  when  Locke  flood  at  the  head  of  one 
•<1  Dry  den  of  the  other.  But  the  general 
fpiri't  of  liberty,  which  has  ever  fincc  been  grow 
ing,  naturally  invited  our  men  of  wit  and  genius 
to  improve  that  nfluence  which  the  arts  of  per- 
fuafion  gave  them  with  the  people,  by  apj.  • 
them  to  fubjects  of  importance  to  focicty.  Thus 
poetry  and  eloquence  became  confiderable  ;  and 
philofophy  is  now  of  c curie  obliged  to  borrow  ol 
their  erm>elHfliments,  in  order  even  to  gain  au 
dience  with  the  public. 

Ver.  1.57.  from  Pa/,  ^/;'j  fzivcr  alsrc,  £cc,]  Thi;V 
very  myfterious  kind  of  pleafure,  which  is  clten 
found  in  the  exerc  le  of  pafiions  generally  counted 
painful,  has  been  taken  notice  of  by  fevernl  au 
thors.  Lucretius  refolves.  it  into  felf-love  ; 

"  Suave  Mari  mngno,"  &c.  lib.  ii.  r. 
As  if  a  man  was  never  pieafcd  in  bdng  moved  r.t 
the  diftrefs  of.a  tragedy,  without  a  cool  reflexion 
that  though  thefe  fictitious  perfonages  were  fo  un 
happy,  yet  he  himfelf  was  perfectly  at  cafe  ; 
fafety,  •    The    ingenious  .author  of   the    Rejltciions 
critiques  fur  la  poifie   Jff  fiir  I  Touats  for 

it  by  the  general  delight  which  the  mind  takes  in 
its  own  activity,  and  the  abhorrence  it  ft  eld  <>''  ;ri 
indolent  and  inattentive  ftate  :  and  this,  joined 
with  the  moral  approbation  of  its  ov/a  temper, 
which  attends  thele  emoti  ,:turul  Wi4 

jufi,  is  certainly  the  true  foundation  of  the  pk-a- 
iure,  which,  as  it  is  the  origin  and  bafis  of  tragedy 
and  epic,  deferved  a  very  particular  confederation 
in  this  poem. 

Vcr.  304.  ////.  tUtanl  df  The  account 

^of  the  economy  of  Providence  here  introduced,  as 
the  moft  proper  to  calm  and  fatisfy  the  mind  when 
under  the  compunction  of  private  evils,  feems  to 
ha\e  come  originally  from  the  Pythagorean  fchool : 
but  of  the  ancient  philofopliers,  Plato  has  inoft 
largely  infifted  upon  it,  has  eftabUfhed.  it  with  all 
the  ilrength  of  his  capacious  underftanding,  ftnd 
ennobled  it  with  all  thr  magnificence  of  his  divine 
imagination.  He  has  one  pafiage  fo  full  and  clear 
on  this  head,  that  I  am  perfuaded  the  reader  will 
be  pleafed  to  fee  it  here,  though  fomewr.at  long. 
Adclreffing  himfelf  to  fuch  as  are  not  fctkfied  con 
cerning  Divine  Providence  :  "  The  being;  who 
"  preiides  over  the  whole,"  fays  lie,  "  has  difpofed 
"  and  complicated  all  things  for  the  nappincfs  and 
"  virtue  of  the  whole,  every  part  of  which,  ac- 
"  cording  to  the  extent  of  its  influence,  does  and 
"  fuffers  what  is  fit  and  proper.  One  of  thefe 
"  parts  is  yours,  O  unhappy  man,  which  though 
"  in  itfelf  moft  inconfiderable  and  minute,  yet  be- 
"  ing  conne6lcd  with  the  univerfe,  ever  feeks  to 
*'  co-operate  with  that  fupreme  order.  You  iri 
"  the  m  an  time  are  ignorant  of  the  very  end  for 
"  which  all  particular  natures  are  brought  into 
"  exiflence,  that  the  all-comprehending  nature  of 
"  the  whole  may  be  perfect  and  happy ;  exifting 
"  as  it  does,  not  for  your  fake,  but  die  caufe  and 
''  reafon  of  your  exiftence,  which,  as  in  the  fym- 
«*  metry  of  every  artificial  work,  "muft  of  ncceflky 
«'  concur  with  the  general  defign  of  the  artift,  ;a;,' 
«  be  fubfervient  to  the  whole  of  v, 
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"  Your  complaint  therefore  is  ignorant  r.nd 
"  grcundlefs  ;  fince,  according  to  the  various 
"  energy  of  creation,  and  the  common  laws  of  na- 
"  ture,  there  is  a  conftant  provificn  of  that  which 
"  is  beft  at  the  fame  time  for  you  and  for  the 
"  whole.  —  For  the  governing  intelligence  clearly 
"  beholding  all  the  actions  of  animated  and  felf- 
"  moving  creatures,  and  that  mixture  of  good  and 
"  evil  which  diversifies  them,  confitiered  firft  of 
"  all  by  what  difpofiticn  of  things,  and  by  what 
"  fituation  of  each  individual  in  the  general  fyl- 
"  tern,  vice  miglit  be  deprcffeu,  and  fubducd,  and 
"  virtue  made  fecure  of  victory  and  happinefs, 
"  yviththegreateft  facility,  and  in  the  higheft  degree 
le  :  In  this  manner  he  ordered  through  the 
"  entire  circle  of  being,  the  internal  conftitution 
"  of  every  mind,  where  fhould  be  its  (lation  in  the 
'-  univerfal  fabric,  and  through  what  variety  of 
"  circumftances  it  mould  proceed  in  the  whole  te- 
"  nor  of  its  exifter.ce."  He  goes  on  in  his  fublime 
manner  to  affert  a  future  fiate  of  retribution,  "us 
"  well  for  thofe  who,  by  the  exercife  of  good  dif- 
"  pofitions  being  harmonized  and  afTimilated  ixto 
"  the  divine  virtue,  are  confequently  removed  to 
"  a  piace  of  unblemifhed  fanctity  and  happinefs  ; 
*•  as  of  thofe  who  by  the  iricft  flagitious  arts 
"  have  rifen  from  contemptible  beginnings  to 
"  the  greatef:  aflluence  and  power,  and  whom 
"  you  therefore  look  upon  as  unanfvverable  in- 
"  fcances  of  negligence  in  the  gods,  becaufe  you 
"  are  ignorant  of  the  purpofes  to  which  they  are 
"  fubfervient,  and  in  what  manner  they  contribute 
"  to  that  fupreme  intention  of  good  to  the  whole." 
Plato  de  Leg.  x.  16. 

This  theory  has  been  delivered  of  late,  efpeciafr 
ly  abroad,  in  a  manner  which  fubverts  the  freedom 
of  human  actions;  whereas  Plato  appears  very 
careful  to  preferve  it,  and  has  been  in  that  refpec't 
imitated  by  the  beft  of  his  followers. 

Ver.  321.  -  one  might  rife, 

One  order,  £c.]     See  the  Medita 
tions  of  Antoninus,  and  the  Chara&eriftics,  paffim. 

Ver.  355.  The  t>eji  and  fair  eft,  &c.]  This  opi 
nion  is  ib  old,  that  Timotheus  Locrus  calls  the 
Supreme  Being  or,p.vipyn;  vo>  fi&Tiovcs,  "  the  arti- 
"  ficer  of  that  which  is  beft  ;"  and  reprefents  him 
as  refolving  in  the  beginning  to  produce  the  moft 
excellent  work,  and  as  copying  the  world  moft  ex 
actly  from  his  own.  intelligible  and  effential  idea  ; 
"  fo  that  it  yet  remains,  as  it,  was  at  firft,  perfect 
"  in  Lcauty,  and  will  never  {land  in  need  of  any 
"  correction  or  improvement."  There  can  be  no 
room  for  a  caution  here,  to  under  Hand  the  expref- 
fions,  not  of  any  particular  circumftances  of  human 
life  feparately  confidered,  but  of  the  fum  or  uni 
verfal  fyftem  of  life  and  being.  See  aifo  the  vifion 
at  the  end  of  the  Theodicee  of  Leibnitz. 

Ver.  350.  As  {line  afcends,  &c.]  This  opinion, 
though  not  held  by  Plato  nor  any  of  the  ancients, 
is  yet  a  very  natural  confequence  of  his  principles. 
But  the  difquifition  is  too  complex  and  exteuiivc 
to  be  entered  upon  here. 

Ver.  75  j.  Ph\lip.~\  The  Macedonian. 
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Vcr.  1  8.  —  —  tvbere  the    oivers 

Of  'fancy  ,  &c.] 


The  influence  of  the 
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gination  on  the  conduct  of  life,  is  one  of  the  mofl 
important  points  in  moral  philofophy.     It  were 
eafy  by  an  inclusion  of  facts  to  prove  that  the 
imagination   directs  almofl  all  the  paffions,  and 
mixes  with  almolt  every  circumflance  of  action  or 
pleafure.     JLet  any  man,  even  of  the  coldeft  head 
and  fobereft  induftry,  analyze  the  idea  of  what  he 
calls   his  intereft;   he   will   find    that   it   ccnfifts 
chiefly  of  certain  degrees  of  decency,  beauty,  and 
order,  varioufly  combined   into   one    fyftem,  the 
idol  which   he  feeks  to  enjoy  by  labour,  hazard, 
and  felf-denial.     It  is  on  this  account  of  the  laft 
confequence  to  regulate  the fe  images  by  the  fland- 
ard  of  nature  and  the  general  good  ;  otherwife  the 
imagination,  by  heightening  fome  objects  beyond 
their  real  excellence  and  beauty,  or  by  reprefent- 
ing  others  in  a  more  odious  or  terrible  fhape  than 
they  deferve,  may  of  courfe  engage  us  in  purfuits 
utterly  inconfiftent  with  the  moral  order  of  things. 
If  it  be  objected  that  this  account  of  things  fup- 
pofes  the  paffions  to  be  merely  accidental,  whereas 
there  appears  in  fome  a  natural  and  hereditary  dif- 
pofition  to  certain  paffions  prior  to  all  circumftan- 
ces  of  education  or  fortune  ;  it  may  be  aniwered, 
that  though  no  man  is  born  ambitious  or  a  mifir,  yet 
he  riiay  inherit  from  his  parents  a  peculiar  temper 
or   complexion   of  mind,  which  {hall  render  hi 
imagination  more  liable  to  be  ft  ruck  with  fome 
particular  objects,   confequently   difpofe   him    to 
form  opinions  of  good  and  ill,  and  entertain  paf- 
lions  of  a  particular  turn.     Some   men,  for  in- 
ilance,  by  the  original  frar..e  of  their  minds,  are 
'  more  delighted  with  the  vaft   and   magnificent, 
others  on  the  contrary,  with  the  elegant  and  gentle 
afpects   of  nature.     And  it  is  very  remarkable, 
that  the  difpofition  of  the  moral  powers  is  always 
fimilar  to  this  of  the  imagination ;  that  thofe  who 
are  mofl  inclined  to  admire  prodigious  and  fub- 
lime  objects  in  the  phyfical  world,  are  alfo  mofl 
inclined  to  applaud  examples  of  fortitude  and  he 
roic  virtue  in  the  moral.     While   thofe  who  are 
charmed  rather  with  the  deUca  y  and  fiueetnefi  o 
colours,  and  forms,  and  founds,  never  fail  in  like 
manner  to  yield  the  preference  to  the  fofter  fcene 
of  virtue  and  the  fympathies  of  a  domeftic  life 
And  this  is  fufficient  to  account  for  the  objection 
Among   the   ancient  philofophers,  though  w( 
have  feveral  hints  concerning  this  influence  of  th 
imagination  upon  morals  among  the  remains  of  th 
Socratic  fcliool,  yet  the  Stoics  were  the  firit  \vh 
paid   it   a   due   attention.     Zeno,  their  founder 
thought  it  impoffible  to  preferve  any  tolerable  re 
gularity    in    life,    without   frequently   infpedtinj 
thofe  pictures  or  appearances  of  things,  which  th 
imagination   offers  to  the  mind   (Diog.  Lai:*t. 
vii.)     The  meditations  of  M.  Aurelius,  and  th 
difcourfes  of  Epictetus,  are  full  of  the  fame  fenti 
ment :  infomuch  that  the  latter  makes  the  Xp55<r/ 
«<Ta,  lit  (favjdfiSv •.  or  "  right  management  of  th 
"  fancies,"   the  only  thing  for  which  we   are  ac 
countable  to  Providence,  and  without  which  a  ma 
is  no  other  than  ftupid  or  frantic.     Arrian.  1.  i.  < 
II.  &  1.  ii.  c.  22.     See  alfo  the  Characteriftic 
vol.  i.  from  p.  .313.  to  321.    where  this  Stoia 
<!oc">rlne  is  embellifhed  with  all  the  elegance  am 
grates  of  Pb  o. 

Ver.  75. — .  ciu  folly's  av-'favardarts,  &c.~j      Not- 
withftanding  th-  general  influence  of  riditute  on 


rivate  and  civil  life,  as  well  as  on  learning  and 
le  fciences,  it  has  been  almoft  conftantly  negkdl- 
d  or  mifreprefented  by  divines  efpecially.  The 
manner  of  treating  thefe  fubjects  in  the  fcience  of 
unian  nature,  fhould  be  precifely  the  fame  as  in 
atural  philofophy;  from  particular  fads  to  in- 
reitigate  the  fta-ted  order  in  which  they  appear, 
nd  then  apply  the  general  law,  thus  difcovered, 
o  the  explication  of  other  appearances  and  the  im- 
rovement  of  ufeful  arts. 

Ver.  84.   Beheld  tbeforemoft  band,  &c.]     The  firfl 

md  moft  general  fource  of  ridicule  in  the  charac- 

ers  of  men,  is  vanity,  or  felkapplaufe  for  fome 

deferable  quality  or  poffeffron  which  evidently  does 

ot  belong  to  thofe  who  afTume  it. 

Ver.  121.  Then  comes  the  feconJ  order,  &c.]  Ri 
dicule  from  the  fame  vanity,  where,  though  the 
joffeffion  be  real,  yet  no  merit  can  arife  from  it 
secaufe  of  fome  particular  circumftances,  which, 
hough  obvious  to  the  fpcctator,  are  yet  overlooked 
by  the  ridiculous  character. 

Ver.  IJ2.  Another  tribe  fucceedf,  &c.]  Ridicule, 
from  a  notion  of  excellence  in  particular  object*, 
difproportion'd  to  their  intrinfic  value,  and  incon 
fiftent  with  the  order  of  nature. 

Ver.  191.  But  noiv,ye  gay,  &c.]  Ridicule,  from 
a  notion  of  excellence,  when  the  object  is  abfo- 
lutely  odious  or  contemptible.  This  is  the  higheft 
degree  of  the  ridiculous ;  as  in  the  affectation  of 
difeafes  or  vices. 

Ver.  207.  Thus  far  triumphant,  &.C.]  Ridicule 
from  falfe  fhame  or  groundlefs  fear. 

Ver.  228.  Loft  of  the,  &c.]  Ridicule  from  the 
ignorance  of  fuch  things  as  our  circumftances  re 
quire  us  to  know. 

Ver.  248. — Suffice  it  to  have  J "aid ',  &c.]  By  com 
paring  thefe  general  fources  of  ridicule  with  each 
other,  and  examining  the  ridiculous  in  other  ob 
jects,  we  may  obtain  a  general  definition  of  it, 
equally  applicable  to  every  fpecies.  The  moft 
important  circumftance  of  this  definition  is  laid 
down  in  the  lines  referred  to ;  but  others  more 
minute  we  fhall  fubjoin  here.  Ariftotle's  account 
of  the  matter  feems  both  imperfect  and  falfe; 
76  yx,^  yihoiov,  fays  he,  ««•<»  eit&eifapta,  rt  xsct 
ct,i<r*£o$,  avcoovvoy  x.oti  8  $)8oi,£liKOV  :  "  the  ridicu- 
"  ious  is  fome  certain  fault  or  turpitude  without 
"  pain,  and  not  deftructive  to  its  fubject."  (Poet, 
c.  5.)  For,  allowing  it  to  be  true,  as  it  is  not,  that 
the  ridiculous  is  never  accompanied  with  pain, 
yet  we  might  produce  many  initances  of  fuch  a 
fault  or  turpitude  which  cannot,  with  any  toler 
able  propriety,  be  called  ridiculous.  So  that  the 
definition  does  not  diftmguifh  the  thing  defigned. 
Nay  farther ;  even  when  we  pei-ceive  the  turpi 
tude  tending  to  the  deftruction  of  its  fubject,  we 
may  flill  be  fenfible  of  a  ridiculous  appearance, 
till  the  ruin  become  imminent,  and  the  keener 
fenfations  of  pity  or  terror  banifh  the  ludicrous 
apprehenfion  from  our  minds.  For  the  fenfation 
of  ridicule  is  not  a  bare  perception  cf  the  agree 
ment  or  difagreement  of  ideas ;  but  a  paffion  or 
emotion  of  the  mind  confequcntiai  to  that  per 
ception.  So  that  the  mind  may  perceive  the 
|  agreement  or  difagreemeut,  and  yet  not  feel  the 
j  ridiculous,  becaufe  it  is  engroffecl  by  a  more  vic- 
I  lent  emotion.  Thus  it  happens  that  fome  mea 
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•  Kofe  objects  ridiculous^  to  -which  others 
cannot  endure  to  apply  the  name ;  becaufe  iu 
them  they  excite  a  much  iiicemer  and  more  im 
portant  feeling.  And  this  difference,  among 
other  caufoi,  has  brought  a  good  deal  of  coiii'u- 
fiou  into  this  quefticn. 

"  Thut  which  makes  objects  ridiculous,  is  fome 
"  ground  of  admiration  or  efteem  connected  wich 
"  other  more  general  circumftances  comparatively 
"  worthlsfc  or  deformed ;  or  it  is  fome  circum- 
"  ftance  of  turpitude  or  deformity  connected  with 
"  what  is  in  general  excellent  or  beautiful:  the 
tc  inconmtent  properties  emitting  either  in  the  ob- 
*'  jects  themfelvej,  or  in  the  appreheniion  of  the 
"  perfon  to  whom  they  relate;  belonging  always 
"  to  the  fame  order  or  ciafs  of  being,; ;  imply  fca- 
"  timent  or  defign ;  and  exciting  no  acute  or 
"  vehement  emotion  of  the  heart." 

To  prove  the  feveral  parts  of  this  definition  : 
<c  The  appearance  of  excellence  or  beauty  con- 
"  nected  with  a  general  condition  comparatively 
"  fordid  or  deformed,"  is  ridiculous:  for  inftance, 
pompous  pretsnfions  of  wifdoin  joined  with  igno 
rance  or  folly  in  the  Socrates  of  Ariftophanes; 
and  the  oftentations  of  military  glory  with  cow 
ardice  and  ftupidity  in  the  Thrafo  of  Terence. 

':  The  appearance  of  deformity  or  turpitude  in 
"  conjunction  with  what  is  in  general  excellent  or 
"  venerable,"  is  alfo  ridiculous;  for  inftance,  the 
perfoiial  weaknelfos  of  a  magiflate  appearing  in 
the  folemn  and  public  functions  of  his "i'iation. 

"  The  incongruous  properties  may  either  exift 
"  in  the  objects  themfelves,  or  in  apprehenfion 
"  of  the  perfon  to  whom  they  relate ;"  in  the 
laft-mentioned  inftance,  they  both  exift  in  the 
objeds;  in  the  inftances  from  Ariftophanes  and 
Terence,  one  of  them  is  objective  and  real,  the 
other  only  founded  in  the  apprehenfion  of  the  ri 
diculous  character. 

"  The  inconfiftent  properties- muft  belong  to 
"  the  fame  order  or  ciafs  of  being."  A  coxcomb 
in  fine  .-i.  daubed  by  accident  in  foul 

weather,  is  a  ridiculous  object ;  becaufe  his  gene 
ral  apprehenfion  of  excellence  and  eileem  is  re 
ferred  to  the  fplendour  and  expence  of  his  drefs. 
A  man  of  fcnfe  and  merit,  in  the  fame  circum- 
ftances,  is  not  counted  ridiculous :  becaufe  the 
general  ground  of  excellence  and  efteem  in  him  is, 
both  in  fact,  and  in  his  own  appreheniion,  of  a 
very  different  fpecies. 

"  Every  ridiculous  object:  implies  fentiment  or 
"  defign."  A  column  placed  by  an  architect  with 
out  a  capital  or  bale,  is  laughed  at  :  the  fame  co 
lumn  in  a  ruin  caules  a  very  different  fcnfation. 

And  lailly,  "  the  occurrence  mull  excite  r;o 
"  acute  or  vehement  emotion  of  the  heart,"  fuch 
as  terror,  pity,  or  indignation ;  for  in  that  cafe,  as 
•was  oblcrved  above,  the  mind  is  not  at  leifure  to 
contemplate  the  ridiculous. 

Whether  any  appearance  not  ridiculous  be  in 
volved  in  this  defcription,  and  whether  it  com 
prehend  every  fpecies  and  form  of  the  ridiculous, 
muft  be  determined  by  repeated  applications  of  it 
to  particular  inftances. 

Ver.  2<y.  Ajl  ii'efor  tvbat fair  end,  £c  ]  Since 
it  is  beyond  all  contradiction  evident  that  we  have 
a  natural  fenfe  or  feeling  of  the  ridiculous,  and 
fince  ib  good  a  resfon  nui<  b^  afH,i  .(I  to  juft'f;- 
the  Supreme  Being  for  bellowing  it ;  one  cannot 


!  without  aftoniihment  reflect  on  the  conduct  of 
thole  men  who  imagine  it  is  for  the  fervice  of  true 
\  religion  to  vilify  and  blacken  it  without  diftinc- 
!  tjpn,  and  endeavour  to  perfuade  us  that  it  is  never 
1  applied  but  in  a  bad  caufe.  Ridicule  is  not  con 
cerned  with  mere  fpeculative  truth  or  falsehood. 
It  is  nof  in  abftract  proportions  or  theoiems,  but 
in  acL-""*  and  pafiions,  good  and  evil,  beauty  and 
deformity,  that  we  find  materials  for  it ;  and  all 
thefe  terms  are  relative,  implying  approbation  or 
blame.  To  alk  th.m  whether  ridicule  &„•  a  tejl  of 
truth,  is,  in  other  words,  to  afk  whether  that 
which  is  ridiculous  can  be  morally  true,  can  be  juft 
and  becoming;  or  whether  that  which  is  juft  and 
becoming,  can  be  ridiculous.  A  queftion  that  does 
not  deferve  a  ferious  anfwer.  For  it  is  moft  evi 
dent,  that,  as  in  a  metaphyfical  proportion  of 
fered  to  the  underftanding  for  its  affent,  the  fa 
culty  of  reafon  examines  the  terms  of  the  propo- 
fition,  and  finding  one  idea,  which  was  fuppofed 
rquai  to  another,  to  be  in  fact  unequal,  of  confe- 
quence  rejects  the  propofition  as  a  falfehood;  fo, 
in  objects  offered  to  the  mind  for  its  efieem  or 
applaufe,  the  faculty  of  ridicule,  finding  an  incon 
gruity  in  the  claim,  urges  the  mind  to  reject  it 
with  laughter  and  contempt.  When,  therefore, 
we  obferve  fuch  a  claim  obtruded  upon  mankind, 
and  the  inccnliftent  circumftances  carefully  con 
cealed  from  the  eye  of  the  public,  it  is  our  bufi- 
nefs,  if  the  matter  be  of  importance  to  fociety,  to 
drag  out  thofe  latent  circumftances,  and,  by  let 
ting  them  in  full  view,  to  convince  the  world  how 
ridiculous  the  claim  is:  and  thus  a  double  advan- 
j  gained ;  for  we  both  detect  the  moral falft- 
bood  focner  than  in  the  way  of  fpeculative  inquiry, 
and  iiiipre.s  the  minds  of  men  with  a  ftronger  fenfe 
of  the  vanity  and  error  of  its  authors.  And  this, 
and  no  more,  is  meant  by  the  application  of  ridicule. 
But  it  is  faid,  the  practice  is  dangerous,  and 
may  be  inconfiftent  with  the  regard  we  owe  to 
object*  of  real  dignity  and  excellence.  I  anfwer, 
the  praciice  fairly  managed  can  never  be  danger 
ous;  men  may  be  difhoneft  in  obtaining  circum 
ftances  foreign  to  the  object,  and  we  may  be  in 
advertent  in  allowing  thofe  circumftances  to  im- 
pofe  upon  us ;  but  the  fenfe  of  ridicule  always 
judges  right.  The  Socrates  of  Ariftophanes  is  as 
truly  ridiculous  a  character  as  ever  was  drawn  :— 
True  ;  but  it  is  not  the  character  of  Socrates,  the 
divine  rnoralift  and  father  of  ancient  wifdom. 
What  then  ?  did  the  ridicule  of  the  poet  hinder 
the  philofopher  from  detecting  and  difclaiming- 
thofe  foreign  circumftances  which  he  had  falfely 
introduced  into  his  character,  and  thus  rendered 
the  fatihft  doubly  ridiculous  in  his  turn  ?  No ; 
but  it  nevertheless  had  an  ill  influence  oil  the 
minds  of  rhe  people.  And  fo  has  the  reafoning 
of  Spinoza  made  many  atheifta :  he  has  founded 
it  indeed  on  fuppoHtioias  utterly  falfe ;  but  allow 
him.  thefe,  und  his  conclufions  are  unavoidably 
true.  And  if  we  muft  reject  the  ufe  of  ridicule, 
becaufe,  by  the  impofition  of  falfe  circumfiances, 
things  may  be  made  to  feem  ridiculous,  which 
arc  not  fo  in  themfelves ;  why  we  ought  not  in 
the  fame  manner  to  reject  the  ufe  of  reafon,  be 
caufe.  by  proceeding  on  falfe  principles,  conclu- 
fions  will  appear  true  which  are  impoflible  in  na 
ture,  let  the  vehement  and  obftinate  declaimers 
agaiuft  ridicule  determine. 
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Ver.  285.  Tls  ?V.r bn/foe femllance,  &c.]  This! 
fimilitude  is  the  foundation  of  almoil  all  the  orna-  j 
jnents  of  poetic  diction. 

Ver.  326.  Tivo  faithful  needles*  &c.]  See  the  cle-  ; 
gant  poem  recited  by  Cardinal  Betnpo  in  the  cha-  j 
rafter  of  Lucretius ;  Strada  Proluf.  vi.  Acad.  2.  c.  v.  I 
Ver.  348.  By  thefe  nwfleriovs  ties,  &c.]  The  act  i 
of  remembering  feems  almoft  wholly  to  depend- 
on  the  affociatio'n  of  ideas. 

Ver.  411.  Into  Its  proper  vehicle,  &c.]   This  relates  \ 
to  the  different  forts  of  corporeal  mediums,  by 
which  the  ideas  of  the  artifts  are  rendered  palpable 
to  the  ienfes ;  as  by  founds,  in  mufic  :  by  lines  and 
fhadows,  in  painting ;  by  didtion  in  poetry,  &c.     i 

Ver.  547.  Om  purfucs 

The  *vajt  alyne,   &C.]   See  the  note  to 
ver.  1 8.  of  this  book. 

Ver.  558.   Wallsr  longs,  &c.] 
"  O  !  how  I  long  my  carelefs  limbs  to  lay 
"  Under  the  plantane  fhade  ;  and  all  the  day 
"  With  amorous  airs  my  fancy  entertain,  &c." 
Waller,  Battle  of  the  Summer-Illands,  Canto  I. 
And  again, 

"  While  in  the  park  I  (ing,  .the  liftening  deer 
"  Attend  my  pailion,  and  forget  to  fear,  &c.*' 
At  Pens-hurft. 


Ver.  593.  Not  a  breeze,  &c.]  That  this  account 
may  not  appear  rather  poetically  extravagant  than 
juih  in  philofophy,  it  may  be  proper  to  produce 
the  fentiment  of  one  of  the  greateft,  wifeft,  and 
beft  of  men  on  this  head;  one  fo  little  to  be  fuf- 
pccted  of  partiality  in  the  cafe,  that  he  reckons  it. 
among-  thofe  favours  for  which  he  was  efpecially 
thankful  to  ;hc  gods,  that  they  had  rot  fuffered 
him  to  make  any  great  profficiency  in  the  arts  of 
eloquence  and  poetry,  left  by  that  means  he  fhould 
have  been  diverted  from  purfuits  of  more  import 
ance  to  his  high  ftation.  Speaking  of  the  beauty 
of  univerfal  nature,  he  obferves,  that  "  there  is  a 
"  pleating  and  graceful  afpect  in  every  object  we 
"  perceive,"  when  once  we  connder  its  connec 
tion  with  that  general  order.  He  inflances  in 
many  things  which  at  firft  fight  .would  be  thought 
rather  deformities ;  and  then  adds,  "  that  a  man 
"  who  enjoys  a  fenfibility  of  temper  with  a  juft 
"  comprehenfion  of  the  univerfal  order— will  di£ 
"  cern  many  amiable  things,  not  credible  to  every 
"  mind,  but  to  thofe  a.lone  who  have  entered  into 
"  an  honourable  familiarity  with  nature  and  her 
"  works."  M.  Antonin.  iii.  a. 


THE  PLEASURES  OF  THE  IMAGINATION; 


A    POEM. 


THE  GENERAL  ARGUMENT. 

THE  pleafures  of  the  imagination  proceed  cither  from  natural  objects,  as  from  a  flotirifhing  grove,  a 
clear  and  murmuring  fountain,  a  calm  fea  by  moon  light ;  or  from  works  of  art,  Inch  as  a  noble 
edifice,  a  mufical  tune,  a  ftatue,  a  picture,  a  poem.  In  treating  of  thefe  pleafures,  we  muft  begin 
•with  the  former  clafs ;  they  being  original  to  the  other;  and  nothing  more  being neceffary,  in  order 
to  explain  them,  than  a  view  of  our  natural  inclination  toward  greatnefs  and  beauty,  and  of  thofe 
appearances,  in  the  world  around  us,  to  which  that  inclination  is  adapted.  This  is  the  fubject  of 
the  firft  book  of  the  following  poem. 

But  the  pleafures  which  we  receive  from  the  elegant  arts,  from  mufic,  fculpture,  painting,  and  poetry, 
are  much  more  various  and  complicated.  In  them  (befides  greatnefs  and  beauty,  or  forms  proper-  to 
the  imagination)  we  find  interwoven  frequent  reprefentations  of  truth,  of  virtue  and  vice,  of  circum- 
ftances  proper  to  move  us  with,  laughter,  or  to  excite  in  us  pity,  fear,  and  the  other  paffions.  Thefe' 
moral  and  intellectual  objects  are  defcribed  in  the  fecond  book ;  to  which  the  third  properly  belongs 
as  an  epifode,  though  too  large  to  have  been  included  in  it. 

With  the  above-mentioned  caufes  of  pleafure,  which  are  univerfal  in  the  courfe  of  human  life,  and  ap 
pertain  to  our  higher  faculties,  many  others  do  generally  concur,  more  limited  in  their  operation, 
or  of  an  inferior  origin  :  fuch  are  the  novelty  of-  objects,  the  affociation  of  ideas,  affections  of  the 
bodily  fenfes,  influences  of  education,  national  habits,  and  the  like.  To  illufcrate  rhefe,  and  form 
the  whole  to  determine  the  character  of  a  perfect  tafte,  is  the  argument  of  the  fourth: book. 

Hitherto  the  pleafures  of  the  imagination  belong  to  the  human  fpecies  in  general.  But  there  are  cer 
tain  particular  men  whofe  imagination  is  endowed  with  powers,  and  fufceptible  of  pleafures,  which 
the  generality  of  mankind  never  participate,  thefe  are  the  men  of  genius,  deftined  by  nature  to  exccll 
in  one  or  other  of  the  arts  already  mentioned.  It  is  propofed,  therefore,  in  the  laft  place,  to  deli 
neate  that  genius  which  in  fome  degree  appears  common  to  them  all ;  yet  with  a  more  peculiar 
confideration  of  poetry :  inafmuch  as  poetry  is  the  mod  extenfive  of  thofe  arts,  the  moil  philofo- 
phical,  and  the  moft  ufeful. 

BOOK    I.  The  variety  of  conftitution  •  in  the  minds^  of 

men  ;  with  its  final  caufe.     The  general  cha 
racter  of  a  fine  imagination.     All  the  immedi- 

THE  fubject  propofed.  Dedication.  The  ideas  of  ate  pleafur^  of  the  human  imagination  proceed 
the  Supreme  Being,  the  exemplars  of  all  things.  either  from  greacnefs  or  beauty  in  extern.  I  ob- 
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jtcls.  The  pleasure  from  greatnefs;  with  ; 
caufe.     The  natural  connection  of  beauty  with  , 
'*  truth  and  good.  The  different  orders  of  beauty  j 
in  different  objects.     The  infinite  and  all-corn-, 

•••vi ding  form  cf  beauty,  which  lx'' 
the  divine  mind.  The  partial  and  artificial 
forms'  of  beauty, '  which  belong  to  inferior  in 
tellectual  beings.  1'hc  origin  and  general  con- 
dud  of  beauty m  man.  1  he  fubordination  of 
beauties  to  the  beauty  of  the  univerfe. 
Concluilon. 

/"WiT  ii  what  enchantment  nature's  goodly  fcene 
Attracts  the  fenfe  of  mortals  ;  how  the  mind 
For  its  own  eye  doth  objects  nobler  itill 
Prepare  ;  how  men  by  various  leilbns  learn 
To  judge  of  beauty's  praife  ;  what  raptures  fill 
The  breaft  with -fancy's  native  artsendow'd, 
And  what  true  culture  guides  it  to  renown; 
My  vei-fe  unfolds.     Ye  gods,  or  godlike  powers 
Ye  guardians  of  the  facred  talk,  attend 
Propitious.     Hand  in  hand  around  your  bard 
Move  in  majeltic  meafures,  leading  on 
His  doubtful  flep  through  many  a  folemn  path 
Confcious  of  fecrets  which  to  human  fight 
Ye  only  can  reveal.     Be  great  in  him : 
And  let  your  favour  make  him  wife  to  fpeak 
Of  all  your  wonderous  empire ;  with  a  voice 
So  temper' d  to  his  theme,  that  thofe,  who  hear, 
May  yield  perpetual  homage  to  yourfelves. 
Thou  chief,  O  daughter  of  eternal  love, 
Whate'er  thy  name  ;  cr  mufe,  or  grace,  ador'd 
By  Grecian  prophets ;  to  the  fons  of  heaven 
Known,  while  with  deep  amazement  thou  doft 
The  perfect  counfels  read,  the  ideas  old,       [there 
Of  thine  omnifcient  father ;  known  on  earth 
By  the  ftill  horror  and  the  blifsful  tear 
With  which  thou  feizeft  on  the  foul  of  man  ; 
Thou  chief,  poetic  fpirit,  from  the  banks 
Of  Avon,  whence  thy  holy  fingers  cull 
Frefh  flowers  and  dews  to  fpr inkle  on  the  turf 
Where  Sakefpeare   lies,  be  prefent.     And  with 
Let  fiction  come ;  on  her  aerial  wings  [?hee 

Wafting  ten  thouland  colors;  which  in  fport, 
By  the  light  glances  of  her  magic  eye, 
She  blends  and  Jhifts  at  will  through  coirntlefs 
Her  wild  ere;?  -ion.     Goduefs  of  the  lyre      [forms, 
\Vhofe  awful  :ones  control  the  moving  fpheie, 
Wilt  thou,  eternal  harmony,  defcend, 
And  join  this  happy  train  ?  for  with  thee  comes 
The  guide,  the  guardian  of  their  myftic  rites, 
Wife  o.  where  order  deigns"  to  come, 

Her  filter,  liberty,  will  not  ta  far. 
Be  prefent  all  ye  genii,  who  conduct 
Of  youthful  bards  the  lonely-wandering  ftep 
New  to  your  fp  rings  and  fliades  :  who  touch  their 
With  finer  founds,  and  heighten  to  their  eye    [ear 
The  pomp  of  nature,  and  before  them  place 
The  fairelt,  loftieit  countenance  of  things. 
Nor  thcu,  tny  Dyfon,  to  the  lay  refufe 
Thy  wonted  partial  audience.    What,  though  firit 
In  years  unfeaibn'd,  haply  ere  the  fports 

*  Truth  is  here  taken,  not  in  a  logical,  but  in  a  mixed 
and  fopularftnfe,  or  for  ivhat  has  been  called  the  truth 
of  things ;  denoting  as  ivcll  their  natural  and  regular 
condition,  as  a  proper  ejlimate  or  judgment  concerning 
thsm. 


Of  childhood  yet  were  o'er,-the  adventurous  lay 
With  many  ipiendid  profpects,  many  charms, 
Allur'd   my  heart,    nor   confcious  whence  they 

fprung, 

Nor  heedful  of  their  end  ?  yet  ferious  truth 
Ker  empire  o'er  the  calm,  fequeRer'd  theme 
Afferted  foon  ;  while  faifehood's  evil  brood, 
Vice  and  deceitful  pleafure,  fhe  at  once 
Excluded,  and  my  fancy's  carelefs  toil 
Drew  to  the  better  caufe.     Maturer  aid 
Thy  friandfhip  added,  in  the  paths  of  life, 
The  bufy  paths,  my  unaccuitom'd  feet 
Preferving  :   nor  to  truth's  recefs  divine, 
Through  this  wide  argument's  unbeaten  fpace, 
Withholding  furer  guidance ;  while  by  turns 
We  trac'd  the  fages  old,  of  while  the  queen 
Of  fcienccs  >  whom  manners  and  the  mind 
Acknowledge)  to  my  true  companion's  voice 
Not  unattentive,  o'er  the  wintery  lamp 
Inclin'd  her  fceptre,  favouring.     Now  the  fates 
Have  other  talks  impos'd.     To  thee,  my  friend, 
The  miniftry  of  freedom  and  the  faith 
Of  popular  decrees,  in  early  youth, 
Not  vainly  they  committed.     Me  they  fent 
To  wait  on  pain  ;  and  filent  arts  to  urge, 
inglorious  :  not  ignoble  ;  if  my  cares, 
To  fuch  as  languifh  on  a  grievous  bed, 
Eafe  and  the  fweet  forgetfulnefs  of  ill 
Conciliate:  nor  delightlefs;  if  the  mufe 
Her  fhades  to  vifit  and  to  taite  her  fprings, 
If  fome  diitinguinYd  hours  the  bounteous  mufe 
Impart,  and  grant  f  what  {he  and  fhe  alone 
Can  grant  to  mortals)  that  my  hand  thofe  wreaths 
Of  fame  and  honeit  favour,  which  the  blefs'd 
Wear  in  Elyfium,  and  which  never  felt 
The  breath  of  envy  or  malignant  tongues, 
That  thefe  my  hand  for  thee  and  for  myfelf 
May  gather.    Meanwhile,  O  my  faithful  friend, 
O  early  chofen,  ever  found  the  fame, 
And  trufled  and  belov'd ;  once  more  the  verfe 
Long  deftin'd,  always  obvious  to  thine  ear, 
Attend,  indulgent.     So  in  lateit  years,       [cloth'd 
When   time   thy   head  with  honours  fhail  have 
Sacred  to  even  virtue,  may  thy  mind, 
Amid  the  calm  review  of  feafons  palt, 
Fair  offices  of  friend/hip  or  kind  peace, 
Or  public  zeal,  may  then  thy  mind  well-pleas' d 
Recall  thefe  happy  ftudies  of  our  prime,      [fcends 
From  heaven  my  {trains  begin.    From  heaven  dc- 
The  flame  of  genius  to  the  chofen  breaft, 
And  beauty  with  poetic  wonder  join'd, 
And  infpiration.'   Ere  the  rifing  fun 
Shone  o'er  the  deep,  or  'mid  the  vault  of  night 
The  moon  her  filver  lamp  fufpended  :  ere 
The  vales  with  fprings  were  water'd,  or  with 

groves 

Of  oak  or  pine  the  ancient  hills  were  crown'd ; 
Then  the  great  fpirit,  whom  his  works  adore, 
Within  his  own  deep  elTcnce  view'd  the  forms, 
The  forms  eternal  of  created  things : 
The  radiant  fun     the  moon's  nocturnal  lamp ; 
The  mountains  and  the  ftreams ;  the  ample  ftorcs 
Of  earth,  of  heaven,  of  nature.     From  the  firit, 
On  that  full  fcene  his  love  divine  he  fix'd 
His  admiration.     Till,  in  time  complete, 
What  he  admir'd  and  lov'd  his  vital  power 
Unfolded  into  being.     Hence  the  breath 
Of  life  informing  each  organic  frame : 
3  B  iij 
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Hence  the  green  earth,  and  wiid-refounding  waves: 
Hence  light  and  fliade  alternate;  warmth  and  cold; 
And  bright  autumnal  ikies,  and  vernal  fliowers, 
And  all  the  fair  -variety  of  things. 

But  not  alike  to  every  mortal  eye 
Is  this  great  fcene  unveil'd.    For  while  the  claims 
Of  focial  life  to  different  labours  urge 
The  active  powers  of  man,  with  wifeft  care 
Hath  nature  on  the  multitude  of  minds 
Jmprefs'd  a  various  bias;  and  to  each 
Pecreed  its  province  in  the  common  toil. 
To  fome  ihe  taught  the  fabric  of  the  fphere, 
The  changeful  moon,  the  circuit  of  the  ftars, 
The  golden  zones  of  heaven.     To  fome  fhe  gave 
To  fearch  the  ftory  of  eternal  thought ; 
Of  fpace  and  time  ;  of  fate's  unbroken  chain, 
Arid  will's  quick  movement.  Others  by  the  hand 
She  led  o'er  vales  and  mountains,  to  explore 
What  healing  virtue  dwells  in  every  vein 
Of  herbs  or  trees.     But  fome  to  nobler  hopes 
Were  deftin'd  :  fome  within  a  liner  mould 
She  wrought,  and  temper  d  with  a  purer  flame. 
To  thefe  the  Sire  Omnipotent  unfolds, 
In  fuller  afpects  and  with  fairer  lights, 
This  picture  of  the  world.     Through  every  part 
They  trace  the  lofty  (ketches  cf  his  hand  : 
In  earth  or  air,  the  meadows  flowery  itore, 
The  moon's  mild  radiance,  or  the  virgin's  mien, 
Drefs'd  in  attractive  fmiles  they  fee  portray'd 
(As  far  as  mortal  eyes  the  portrait  fcan) 
Thofe  lineaments  of  beauty  which  delight 
The  mind  fupreme.     They  alfo  feel  their  force, 
Enamour'd  :  they  partake  the  eternal  joy. 

For  as  old  Mernnon's  image  long  renown'd 
Through  fabling  Egypt,  at  the  genial  touch 
Of  morning,  from  its  inmoft  frame  fet  forth 
Spontaneous  mufic  ;  fo  doth  nature's  hand, 
To  certain  attributes  which  matter  claims, 
Adapt  the  finer  organs  of  the  mind  : 
So  the  glad  impulfe  of  thofe  kindred  powers 
(Of  form,  of  colour's  cheerful  pomp,  of  found 
Melodious,  or  of  motion  aptly  fped) 
Detains  th'  enliven'd  fenfe  ;  till  foon  the  foul 
Feels  the  deep  concord,  and  affents  through  all 
Her  functions.     Then  the  charm  by  fate  prepar'd 
DifFufeth  its  enchantment.     Fancy  dreams, 
Rapt  into  high  difcourfe  with  .prophets  old, 
And  wandering  through  Elyfium,  fancy  dreams 
Of  facred  fountains,  of  o'erihadowing  groves, 
Whofe  walks  with  godlike  harmony  re  found  : 
fountains,  which  Homer  vifits  ;  happy  groves, 
Where  Milton  dwells.     The  intellectual  power, 
On  the  mind's  throne,  fufpends  his  graver  cares, 
And  fmiles.     The  paffions,  to  divine  repofe 
Perfuaded  yield  :  and  love  and  joy  alone 
Are  v/rking  :  iove  and  joy,  fuch  as  await 
An  angel's  meditation.     O  !  attend, 
Whoe'er  thou  art  whom  thefe  delights  can  touch 
Whom  nature's  afpect,  nature's  iimple  garb, 
Can  thus  command  ;  O  !  iiiien  to  my  fong; 
And  I  will  guide  thee  to  her  blifsful  walks, 
And  teach  thy  folitude  her  voice  to  hear, 
Ar-d  point  her  gracious  features  to  thy  view. 

Know  then,  whate'er  of  the  world's  ancient 
Whate'er  of  mimic  art's  reflected  fcenes,  [ftore, 
With  love  and  admiration  thus  infpue 
Attentive  fancy,  her  delighted  tens 


n  two  illuftrious  orders  comprehend, 

ie.lf-taught.  From  him  whole  ruftic  toil  the  lark 

Cheers  warbling,  to  the  bard  whole  daringthoughts 

^.ange  the  full  orb  of  being,  ftillthe  form, 

Which  fancy  worships,  or  fublime  or  fair 

Her  votaries  proclaim.     I  fee  them  dawn  : 

[  fee  the  radiant  vilions  where  they  rife, 

More  lovely  than  when  Lucifer  difplays 

His  glittering  forehead  through  the  gates  of  morn, 

To  lead  the  train  of  Phcebus  and  the  fpring. 

Say,  why  was  man  fo  eminently  rais'd 
Amid  the  vaft  creation;   why  empower'd 
Through  life  and  death  to  dart  his  watchful  eye, 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  limit  of  his  frame  ; 
But  that  the  Omnipotent  might  fend  him  forth, 
In  fi^ht  of  angels  and  immortal  minds, 
As  on  an  ample  theatre  to  join 
In  conteit  with  his  equals,  who  (hall  beft 
The  tafk  atchieve,  the  courfe  of  noble  toils, 
By  wifdom  and  by  mercy  preordain'd  ? 
Might  fend  him  forth  the  i'ovran  good  to  learn  ; 
To  chafe  each  meaner  purpofe  from  his  breaft ; 
And  through  the  mifts  of  pafiion  and  of  fenfe, 
And  through  the  pelting  ftorms  of  chance  and 

pain, 

To  hold  flrait  on  with  conftant  heart  and  eye 
Still  fix^d  upon  his  everlafting  palm,  [burns 

The  approving  frnile  of  heaven  ?  Elfe   wherefore 
In  mortal  boioms  this  unquenched  hope, 
That  feeks  from  day  to  day  fublimer  ends; 
Happy,  though  refdels  ?  Why  departs  the  foul 
Wide  from  the  track  and  journey  of  her  times, 
To  grafp  the  good  fhe  knows  not  ?  in  the  field 
Of  things  which  maybe,  in  the  fpacious  field 
Of  fcience,  potent  arts,  or  dreadful  arms, 
To  raife  up  fcenes  in  which  her  own  delires 
Contented  may  icpofe  ;  when  things,  which  are, 
Pall  on  her  temper,  like  a  twice-told  tale  : 
Her  temper,  Hill  demanding  to  be  free  ; 
Spurning  the  rude  control  of  wilful  might ; 
Proud  of  her  d angers  brav'd,  her  grief  endur'd, 
Her  ftrength  feverely  prov'd  ?  To  thefe  high  aims, 
Which  reaion  and  affection  prompt  in  man, 
Not  adverfe  nor  unapt  hath  nature  fram'd 
His  bold  imagination.     For,  amid 
The  various  forms  which  this  full  world  prefents 
Like  rivals  to  his  choice,  what  human  breaft 
E'er  doubts,  before  the  transient  and  minute, 
To  prize  the  vaft,  the  liable,  the  fublime  ? 
Who,  that  from  heights  aerial  fends  his  eye 
Around  a  xvild  horizon,  and  furveys 
Indus  or  Ganges  rolling  his  broad  wave  [o^d, 

Through  mountains,  plains,  through  fpacious  cities 
And  regions  dark  with  woods ;  will  turn  away 
To  mark  the  path  of  fome  penurious  rill 
Which  murmureth  at  his  feet?  Where  does  the 
Confent  her  foaring  fancy  to  reftrain  [foul 

Which  bears  her  up  as  on  an  eaglet  wings, 
Deftin'd  for  higheft  heaven  ;  or  which  ol  fate's 
Tremendous  barriers  mall  confine  her  flight 
To  any  humbler  quarry  ?  The  rich  earth 
Cannot  detain  her;  nor  the  ambient  air 
With  all  its  changes.     For  awhile  with  joy 
She  hovers  o'er  the  fun,  and  views  the  fmail 
Attendant  orbs,  beneath  his  facred  beam, 
Emerging  from  the  deep,  like  clufter'd  ifles 
Whofe  rocky  Chores  to  the  glad  failqr's  ejQ 
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Reflect  the  gleams  of  morning  :  for  a  while 
V/ith  pride  fhe  fees  his  firm,  paternal  fway 
Bend  the  reluct  >.nt  planets  to  move  each 
Round  its  perpetual  year.     But  loon  fhe  quits 
That  profpect  :  meditating  lufrier  views, 
She  darts  adventurous  up  the  long  career 
Of  comets  ;  through  the  conltellations  holds 
Her  courfe,  and  now  looks  back  on  all  the  ftars 
Whofe  blended  flames  as  with  a  milky  ftream 
Part  the  blue  region.     Empyrean  traces, 
Where  happy  fouls  beyond  their  concave  heaven 
Abide,  fhe  then  explores,  whence  purer  light 
For  countlefs  ages  travels  through  the  abyis 
Nor  hath  in  light  of  mortals  yet  arriv'd. 
Upon  the  wide  creation's  utaiott  ihore 
At'length  fhe  Itands,  and  the  dread  fpace  beyond 
Contemplates,  half-recoiling  ;   nathlefs  down 
The  gloomy  void,  afionsfh'd,  yet  imquell'd, 
She  piungeth ;  down  the  unfathomable  gulf 
Where  God  alone  hath  being.     There  her  hopes 
Relt  at  the  fated  goal.     For,  from  the  birth 
Of  human  kind,  the  Sovereign  Maker  faid 
That  not  in  humble,  nor  in  brief  delight, 
Not  in  the  fleeting  echoes  of  renown, 
Power's  purple  robes,  nor  pleafure's  flowery  lap, 
The  foul  fliould  find  contentment ;  but,  from  thefe 
Turning  difdainful  to  an  equal  good, 
Through  nature's  opening  walks  enlarge  her  aim, 
Till  every  bound  at  length  fhould  difappear, 
And  infinite  perfection  fill  the  fcene. 

But  lo,  where  beauty,  drefs'd  in  gentler  pomp, 
W.th  comely  fteps  advancing,  claims  the  verfe 
Her  charms  infpire.     O  beauty,  fource  of  praife, 
Of  honour,  even  to  mute  and  lifelefs  things; 
O  thou  that  kindled  in  each  human  heart 
Love,  and  the  with  of  poets,  when  their  tongue 
Would  teach  to  other  bofoms  what  fo  charms 
Their  own  ;   O  child  of  nature  and  the  foul, 
In  happieft  hour  brought  forth  ;  the  doubtful  garb 
Of  words,  of  earthly  language,  all  too  mean, 
Too  lowly  I  account,  in  which  to  clothe 
Thy  form  divine.     For  thee  the  mind  alone 
Beholds  ;  nor  half  thy  brightnefs  can  reveal 
Through  thofe  dim  organs,  whole  corporeal  touch 
O'erlhadoweth  thy  pure  eflence.     Yet,  my  mufe, 
If  fortune  call  thee  to  the  taik,  wait  thou 
Thy  favourable  feafons :  then,  while  fear 
And  doubt  are    abfent,  through    wide  nature's 

bounds 

Expatiate  with  glad  ftep,  and  choofe  at  will 
Whatever  bright  fpoils,  the  florid  earth  contains, 
What'er  the  waters,  or  the  liquid  air, 
To  manifeft  unblenaifh'd  beauty's  praife, 
And  o'er  the  breads  of  mortals  to  extend 
Her  gracious  empire.     Wilt  thou  to  the  iiles 
Atlantic,  to  the  rich  Hefperian  clime, 
Fly  in  the  train  of  Autumn  j  and  look  on, 
And  learn  from  him  ;  while,  as  he  roves  around, 
Where'er  his  fingers  touch  the  fruitful  grove, 
The  branches  bloom  with  gold  ;  where'er  his  foot 
Imprints  the  foil,  the  ripening  cluftersfwell, 
Turning  afide  their  foliage,  and  come  forth 
In  purple  lights  till  ever)  hilloc  grows 
As  with  the  blufhes  of  an  evening  Iky  ? 
Or  wilt  thou  that  Thefl'alian  landicape  trace, 
Where  flow  Peneus  his  clear  glafly  tide 
Praws  fmooth  along,  between  the  winding  cliffs 


Of  Ofla  and  the  pathlefs  woods  unfhorn 
That  wave  o'er  huge  Olympus  ?  Down  the  ftream, 
Look  how  the  mountains  with  their  double  range 
Embrace  the  vale  of  Tempe  :  from  each  fide 
Afcending  fteep  to  heaven,  a  rocky  mound 
Cover'd  with  ivy  and  the  laurel  boughs 
That  crown'd  young  Phoebus  for  the  Python  (lain. 
Fair  Tempe !  on  whofo  primrofe  banks  the  , morn 
Awoke  moit  fragrant,  and  the  noon  repos'd 
In  pomp  of  lights  and  fhadows  moil  fublime  :  [yet 
Whofe  lawns,  whofe  glades,  ere  human  footfteps 
Had  trac'd  an  entrance,  were  the  hallow'd  haunt 
Of  fylvan  powers  immortal ;  where  they  fate 
Oft  in  the  golden  age,  the  nymphs  and  fauns, 
Beneath  fome  arbor  branching  o'er  the  flood, 
And  leaning  round  hung  on  the  inftructivelips 
Of  hoary  Pan.  or  o'er  fome  open  dale 
Danc'd  in  light  measures  to  his  fevenfold  pipe, 
While  Zephyr's  wanton  hand  along  their  path 
Flung  fhowers  o:  painted  bloflbms,  iV-rtde  dews, 
And  one  perpetual  S.'png.     But  ii  our  talk 
More  lofty  rites  demand,  with  all  good  vows 
Then  let  us  haflen  to  the  rural  h.iunt 
Where  young  Melifl'a  dwells.     Nor  thou  refufe 
The  voice  which  cads  thee  from  thy  lov'd  retreat^ 
But  hither,  gentle  maid,  thy  footsteps  turn: 
Here,  to  thy  own  unqueftionable  theme, 
O  fair,  O  graceful,  bend  thy  fnolifh'd  brow, 
Aflenting  ;  and  the  gladnels  of  thy  eyes 
Impart  to  me,  like  morning's  wifhed  light 
Seen  through  the  vernal  air.     By  yonder  ftream, 
Where  beech  and  elm  along  the  bordering  mead 
Send  forth  wild  melody  from  every  bough, 
Together  let  us  wander  ;  where  the  hills 
Cover'd  with  fleeces  to  the  lowing  vale 
Reply  ;   where  tidings  of  content  and  peace 
Each  echo  brings.     Lo,  how  the  weltern  fun 
O'er  fields  and  floods,  o'er  every  living  foul, 
Diffufeth  glad  repofe  !   There  while  I  fpeak 
Of  beauty's  honours,  thou,  Melifla,  thou 
Shalt  hearken,  not  unconfcious.     While  I  tell 
How  firft  from  heaven  fhe  came  :  how  after  all 
The  works  of  life,  the  elemental  fcenes, 
The  hours,  the  feafons,  Ihe  had  oft  expior'd, 
At  length  her  favourite  manfion  and  her  throne 
She  fix'd  in  woman's  form  :  what  pleafing  ties 
To  virtue  bind  her  ;  what  effectual  aid 
They  lend  each  other's  power  ;  and  how  divine 
Their  union,  fhould  fome  ambitious  maid, 
To  all  the  enchantment  of  the  Idalian  queen, 
Add  fanctity  and  wifdom;  while  my  tongue 
Prolongs  the  tale,  Melifla,  thou  may'fl  feign 
To  wonder  whence  my  rapture  is  infpir'd; 
But  loon  the  fmile  which  dawns  npon  thy  lip 
Shall  tell  it,  and  the  tenderer  bloom  o'er  all 
That  foft  cheek  fpringing  to  the  marble  neck, 
Which  bends  afide  in  vain,  revealing  more 
What  it  would  then  keep  filent,  and  in  vain 
The  fenfe  of  praife  dill  enabling.     Then  my  long 
Great  nature's  winning  arts,  which  thus  inform 
With  jo>  and  love  the  rugged  brealt  of  man, 
Should  lound  in  numbers  worthy  of  fucb  a  theme  ; 
While  all  whole  fouh  have  ever  felt  the  force 
Of  thofe  enchanting  paihons,  to  my  lyre 
Should  throng  attentive,  and  receive  once 
Their  influence,  unobicur'd  by  any  cloud 
Of  vulgar  care,  and  purer  than  the  hand 
3  B  »U 
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Of  fortune  can  beftow  ;  nor,  to  confirm 
Their  fway,  fhould  awful  contemplation  fcorn 
To  join  his  dictates  to  the  genuine  ftrain 
Of  pleafure's  tongue  ;  nor  yet  fliould  pleafure's 
Ee  much  averfe.     Ye  chiefly,  gentle  hand       [ear 
Of  youths  and  virgins,  who  through  many  a  wiih 
And  many  a  fond  purfuit,  as  in  fome  fcene 
Of  m:?.gic  bright  and  fleeting,  are  allur'd 
By  various  beauty  ;  if  the  pleating  toil 
Can  yield  a  moment's  refpite,  hither  turn 
Your  favourable  ear,  and  truft  my  words. 
I  do  not  mean,  on  blek'd  Religion's  feat 
Presenting  Saperftitipn's  gloomy  form. 
To  dam  your  foothing  hopes :  I  do  not  mean 
To  bid  the  jealous  thunderer  fire  the  heavens, 
Or  fhapes  infernal  rend  the  groaning  earth, 
And  fcare  you  from  your  joys.     My  cheerful  fong 
"With  happier  omens  call  you  to  the  field, 
Pleas'd  with  your  generous  ardor  in  the  chafe, 
And  warm  like  you.    Then  tell  me  (for  ye  know) 
Doth  beauty  ever  deign  to  dwell  where  ufe 
And  aptitude  are*  ftrangers  ?  is  her  praife 
Confefs'din  aught  whole  moft  peculiar  ends 
Are  lame  and  fruitlefs  ?  or  did  nature  mean 
This  pleafing  call  the  herald  of  a  lie, 
To  hide  the  fhame  of  diicord  and  difeafe, 
And  win  each  fond  admirer  into  fnares, 
Foil'd,  baffled?  No.    With  better  providence 
The  general  mother,  ccnfcious  how  infirm 
Her  offspring  tread  the  paths  of  good  and  ill, 
Thus,  to  the  choice  of  credulous  defire, 
Doth  objects  the  completeft  of  their  tribe 
Diftinguifh  and  commend.     Yon  flowery  bank 
Cioth'd  in  the  foft  magnificence  of  fpring, 
Will  not  the  flocks  approve  it  ?  will  they  a{k 
The  reedy  fen  for  pafture  ?  That  clear  rill 
"Which  trickleth  murmuring  from  the  moffy  rock, 
Yields  it  wholefome  beverage  to  the  worn 
And  thirfty  traveller,  than  the  ftanding  pool 
With  muddy  weeds  o'ergrown  ?  Yon  ragged  vine 
Whofe  lean  and  fullen  clufters  mourn  the  rage 
Of  Eurus,  will  the  wine-prefs  or  the  bowl 
Report  of  her,  as  of  the  fwelling  grape 
Which  glitters  through  the  tendrils,  like  a  gem 
When  frrlt  it  meets  the  fun  ?  Or  what  are  ail 
The  various  charms  to  life  and  fenfe  adjoin'd  ? 
Are  they  not  pledges  of  a  ftate  intire, 
Where  native  order  reigns,  with  every  part 
In  health,  and  every  function  well  perform 'd  ? 

Thus  then  at  firft  was  beauty  fent  from  heaven, 
The  lovely  miniilrels  of  truth  and  good 
In  this  dark  world.     For  truth  and  good  are  one; 
And  Beauty  dwells  in  them,  arid  they  in  her 
With  like  participation.     Wherefore  then, 
O  fons  of  earth,  would  ye  diflolve  the  tie  ? 
O  !  wherefore  with  a  ram  and  greedy  aim 
Seek  ye  to  rove  through  every  flattering  fcene    ' 
Which  beauty  feems  to  deck,  nor  once  inquire 
Where  is  the  fuffrage  of  eternal  truth, 
Or  where  the  feal  of  undeceitful  good, 
To  fave  your  fearch  from  folly  ?  Wanting  thefe, 
1.0,  beauty  withers  in  your  void  embrace  ; 
And  vsith  the  glittering  of  an  idiot's  toy 
Did  fancy  mock  your  vows.     Nor  yet  let  hope, 
Thai  kindlieft  inmate  of  the  youthful  breaft, 
!Ee  hence  appall'd  ;  be  turn'd  to  coward  floth 
Sitting  in  filence,  with  dejected  eyes 


[ncuiious  and  with  folded  hards.     Far  lefs, 
Let  fcorn  of  wild  fantaitic  folly's  dr,eams 
Or  hatred  of  the  bigot's favage  pride 
Perfuade  you  e'er  that  beauty,  or  the  love 
Which  waits  on  beauty,  roay  not  brook  to  bear 
The  i'acred  lore  of  undeceitful  good 
And  truth  eternal.     From  the  vulgar  crowd 
Though  fuperftition,  tyrannefs  abhorr'd, 
The  reverence  due  to  this  majeilic  pair 
With  threats  and  execration  Itill  demands  ; 
Though  the  tame  wretch,  who  afrs  of  her  the  way 
To  their  celcftial  dwelling,  ihe  conltrains 
To  quench  or  let  at  nought  the  lamp  of  God 
Within  his  frame ;  through  many  a  cheerlefs  wild 
Though  forth  (he  leads  him  credulous  and  dark, 
And  aw'd'with 'dubious  notion  ;  though  at  length 
Haply  fhe  plunge  him  into  cloifter'd  cells 
And  manfions  unrelenting  as  the  grave, 
But  void  of  quiet,  there  to  watch  the  hours 
Of  midnight ;  there,  amid  the  fcreaming  owl's 
Dire  fong,  with  fpectres  or  yvith  guilty  fliades 
To  talk  of  pangs  and  everlafting  woe; 
Yet  be  not  ye  difmay'd.     A  gentler  (tar 
Prefides  o'er  your  adventure.     From  the  bower 
Where.  Wifdooi  fate  with  her  Athenian  fons, 
Could  but  my  happy  hand  intwinc  a  wieuth 
Of  Plato's  olive  with  the  Mantuan  bay, 
Then  (for  what  need  of  cruel  fear  to  you, 
To  you  whom  godlike  love  can  well  command  ? 
Then  ihould  my  powerful  voic"e  at  once  dilpel 
Thofe  monkifh  horrors;  ihould  in  words  divine 
Relate  how  favour'd  minds  like  you  infpir'd, 
And  taught  their  infpiration  to  conduit 
By  rulling  heaven's  decree,  through  various  walk", 
And  profpects  various,  but  delightful  all, 
Move  onward;  while  now  myrtle  gvoves  appear, 
Nov?  aims  and  radient  trophies,  now  the  rods 
Of  empire  with  thecurule  throne,  or  now 
The  domes  of  contemplation  and  the  mule. 
Led  by  that  hope  fublime,  whole  cloudlefs  eye 
Through  the  fair  toils  and  ornaments  of  earth 
Diicerns  the  nobler  life  referv'd  for  heaven, 
Favour'd  alike  they  worl'hip  round  the  fhrine 
Where  truth  coafpicuous  with  her  6 Her-. twins. 
The  undivided  partners  of  her  fway, 
With  goo4  and  beauty  reigns.  O  !  let  not  us 
By  Pleafure's  lying  blandifhmments  detain  d, 
Or  crouching  to  the  frowns  of  bigot  Rage, 
O  !  let  not  us  one  moment  paufe  to  join 
That  chofen  band.     And  if  the  gracious  povver3 
Who  licit  awaken'd  my  untutor'd  fong, 
Will  to  my  invocation  grant  anew 
The  tuneful  fpirit,  then  through  all  our  paths 
Ne'er  (hall  the  found  of  this  devoted  lyre 
Be  wanting ;  whether  on  the  rofy  mead 
When  fummer  fmiles,  to  warn  the  melting  heart 
Of  luxury's  allurement ;   whether  firm 
Againft  the  torrent  and  the  ftubborn  hill 
To  urge  free  virtue's  fteps,  and  to  her  fide 
Summon  that  flrong  divinity  of  foul 
Which  conquers  chance  an'd  fate:  or  on  the  height, 
The  goal  affign'd  her,  haply  to  proclaim 
Her  triumph  ;  on  her  brow  to  place  the  crown 
Of  uncorrupted  praife ;  through  future  worlds 
To  follow  her  interminated  way, 
And  blefs  heaven's  image  in  the  heart  of  man. 
Such  is  the  worth  of  beauty  :  fuch  her  power. 
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So  hlfimelets,  fo  rever'd.     It  now  remains, 
In  j  uft  gradation  through  the  various  ranks 
Of  being,  to  contemplate  how  her  gifts 
Rife  in  due  meafure,  watchful  to  attend 
The  fteps  of  rifing  nature.     Lafl  and  lea  ft, 
In  colours  mingling  with  a  random  blaze, 
Doth  beauty  dwell.     Then  higher  in  the  forms 
Of  fimpleft,  eafieft  meafure  ;  in  the  bounds 
Of  circle,  cube,  or  fphere.     The  third  afc^nt 
To  fymmetry  adds  colour  :  thus  the  pearl 
Shines  in  the  concave  of  its  purple  bed, 
And  painted  fhells  along  fome  winding  fhore 
Ca*ch  with  indented  folds  the  glancing  fun; 
Next,  as  we  rife,  appear  the'blooming  tribes 
Which  clothe  the  fragrant  earth;  which   draw 

from  her 

Their  own  nutrition  ;  which  are  born  and  die ; 
Yet,  in  their  iced,  immortal ;  fuch  the  flowers 
With  which  young  Maia  pays  the  village-maids 
That  hail  her  natal  morn  ;  and  fuch  the  groves 
Which  blithe  Pomona  rears  on  Vaga's  bank, 
To  feed  the  bowel  of  Ariconian  fwains 
Who  quaff  beneath  her  branches.     Nobler  ftill 
Is  beauty's  name,  where,  to  the  full  confent 
Of  members  and  of  features,  to  the  pride 
Of  colour,  and  the  vital  change  of  growth, 
Life's  holy  flame  with  piercing  fenfe  is  given, 
While  active  motion  fpeaks  the  temper'd  foul ; 
So  moves  the  bird  of  Juno  :  fo  the  fteed 
With  rival  fwiftnefs  beats  the  dufty  plain, 
Aud  faithful  dogs  with  eager  ears  of  joy 
Salute  their  fellows.     What  fublimer  pomp 
Adorns  the  feat  where  virtue  dwells  on  earth, 
And  truth's  eternal  day-light  fliines  around  ; 
What  palm  belongs  to  man's  imperial  front, 
And  woman  powerful  with  becoming  fmiles, 
Chief  of  terreftial  natures;  need  we  now 
Strive  to  inculcate  ?  Thus  hath  beauty  there 
Her  moft  confpicuous  praife  to  matter  lent, 
Where  moft  confpicuous  through  thatfhady  veil 
Breaks  forth  the  bright  expreflion  of  a  mind  : 
By  fteps  directing  our  enraptur'd  fearch 
To  him,  the  firft  of  minds;  the  chief,  the  fole  ; 
From  <r tenr, through  this  wide,  complicated  world, 
Did  all  her  various  lineaments  begin  ; 
To  whom  alone,  conferring  aiid  intire, 
At  once  their  mutual  influence  all  difplay. 
He,  God  molt  high  (bear  witnefs,earth  and  heaven) 
'i  he  living  fountains  in  himfelf  contains 
Or  beauteous  and  fublime.     With  him  enthron'd 
Ere  days  or  years  trod  their  ethereal  way, 
In  his  fupreme  intelligence  inthron'd, 
The  queen  of  love  holds  her  unclouded  ftate, 
Urania.   I  Thee,  O  father,  this  extent 
Of  matter  ;  thee  the  fluggifh  earth  and  tract 
Of  fea?,  the  heavens  and  heavenly  fplendours  feel 
Pervading,  quickening,  moving.     From  the  depth 
Of  thy  great  effence,  forth  didft  thou  conduct 
Eternal  form  ;  and  there,  where  Chaos  reign'd, 
Gav'lt  her  dominion  to  erect  her  feat, 
And  lanctify  the  manfion.     All  her  works 
Well  pleas'd  thou  didft  behold.     The  gloomy  fires 
Of  ftorra  or  earthquake,  and  the  pureft  light 
Of  fummer  ;  foft  Campania's  new-born  rofe 
And  the  flow  weed,  which  pines  on  Ruffian  hills, 
Comely  alike  to  thy  full  vifion  ftand  : 
To  thy  furrounding  vifion,  which  unites 


All  efiences  and  powers  of  the  great  world 

In  one  fole  order  ;  fair  alike  they  ftand, 

As  features  wtil  confenting,  and  alike 

Requir'd  by  tiature  eie  flie  could  attain 

H^r  juft  refembiance  to  the  perfect  fhape 

Of  xiniverfai  beauty,  which  with  thee 

Dwelt  from  the  firft,     Thou  allo,  ancient  mind. 

Whom  love  and  free  beneficence  await 

In  all  thy- doings;  to  inferior  minds, 

Th.y  offspring-,  and  to  man,  thy  youngeft  fen, 

Refufing  no  convenient  gift  nor  good  ; 

Their  eyes  didft  open,  in  this  earth,  yon  heaven, 

Thoi'e  Harry  worlds,  the  countenance  divine 

Of  beauty  to  behold.     But  not  to  them 

Didft  thou  her  awful  magnitude  reveal 

Such  as  before  thine  own  unbounded  fight 

She  ftands  (for  never  lliall  created  foul 

Conceive  that  object)  •  nor,  to  all  their  kinds, 

The  fame  in  fhape  or  features  didft  thou  frame 

Her  image.  Meafuring  well  their  different  fphere§ 

Of  fenfe  and  action,  thy  paternal  hand 

Huh  tor  each  race  prepa'r'd  a  different  teft 

Of  beauty,  own'd  and  reverenc'd  as  their  guide 

Moft  apt,  raoft  faithful.     Thence  inform 'd,  they 

fcan 

The  objects  that/urround  them  ;  and  felect, 
Since  the  great  whole  difciaims  their  fcanty  vieWj 
Each  for  himfelf  felects  peculiar  parts 
Of  nature  j  what  the  ftandard  fix'd  by  heaven 
Within  his  breaft  approver:   acquiring  thus 
A  partial  beauty,  which  becomes  his  lot; 
A  beauty  which  his  eye  may  comprehend. 
His  hand  may  copy  :  leaving,  O  tupreme, 
()  thou  whom  none  hath  utter'd,  leaving  all 
To  thee  that  infinite,  contaminate  form, 
Which  the  great  powers,  the  gods  around  thy 

throne 

And  neareft  to  thy  counfels,know  with  thee 
For  ever  to  have  been  ;  but  who  fhe  is, 
Or  what  herlikenefs,  know  not.     Man  furveya 
A  narrower  fcene,  where,  by  the  mix'd  effeci 
Of  things  corporeal  on  his  paffive  mind, 
He  judgelh  what  is  fair.     Corporeal  things 
The  mind  of  man  impell  with  various  powers, 
And  various  features  to  his  eye  difciofe. 
The  powers  which  move  his  fenfe  with  inftant  jojv 
The  features  which  attract  his  heart  to  love, 
He  marks,  combines,  repofits.     Other  powrers 
And  features  of  the  felf-fame  thing  (unlefs 
The  beauteous  form,  the  creature  of  his  mind, 
Requeft  their  clole  alliance)  he  o'erlooks 
Forgotten  ;  or  with  fell-beguiling  zeal, 
Whene'er  his  paffions  mingle  in  the  work, 
Half  alters,  half  difowns.     The  tribes  of  men 
Thus  from  their  different  functions  and  the  fhapes 
Familiar  to  their  eye,  with  art  obtain, 
Unconfcious  of  their  purpofe,  yet  with  art 
Obtain  the  beauty  fitting  man  to  love  : 
Whofe  proud  defires  from  nature's  homely  toil 
Oft  turn  away,  faftidious  :  afking  ftill 
His  mind's  high  aid,  to  purify  the  form 
From  matter's  grofs  communion  ;  to  fecure 
For  ever,  from  the  meddling  hand  of  change 
Or  rude  decay,  her  features  ;  and  to  add 
Whatever  ornaments  may  fuit  her  mien, 
Where'er  he  finds  them  fcatter'd  though  the  paths 
Of  nature  or  of  fortune.     Then  he  feats 
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The  accompIifiYd  image  deep  within  his  breaft, 
Keviews  it,  and  accounts  it  good  and  fair. 

Thus  the  one  beauty  of  the  world  intire, 
The  univerfal  Venus,  far  beyond 
The  keeneft  effort  of  created  eyes, 
And  their  mod  wide  horizon,  dwells  enthron'd 
In  ancient  filence.     At  her  footftool  Hands 
An  altar  burning  with  eternal  fire 
Unfullied,  unconfum'd.     Here  every  hour, 
Here  every  moment,  in  their  turns  arrive 
Her  offspring  ;   an  innumerable  band 
Of  fitters,  comely  all ;  but  differing  far 
In  age,  in  ftature,  and  expreffive  mien, 
More  than  bright  Helen  from  her  new-born  babe. 
To  this  maternal  flirine  in  turns  they  come, 
Each  with  her  facred  lamp ;  that  from  the  fource 
Of  living  flame,  which  here  immortal  flows, 
Their  portions  of  its  luflre  they  may  draw 
For  days,  or  months,  or  years ;  for  ages,  fome  ; 
As  their  great  parent's  difcipline  requires. 
Then  to  their  feveral  manfions  they  depart, 
In  ftars,  in  planets,  through  the  unknown  mores 
Of  yon  ethereal  ocean.     Who  can  tell, 
Even  on  the  furface  of  this  rolling  earth, 
How  many  make  abode  ?  The  fields  the  groves, 
The  winding  rivers,  and  the  azure  main, 
Are  render'd  foleran  by  their  frequent  feet, 
Their  rites  fublime.  There  each  her  deftin'd  home 
Informs  with  that  pure  radiance  from  the  flues 
Brought  down,  and  Ihines  throughout  her  little 
Exulting.    Strait,  as  travellers  by  night     [fphere, 
Turn  towards  a  diftant  flame,  fo  fome  fit  eye, 
Among  the  various  tenants  of  the  fcene, 
Difcerns  the  heaven-born  phantom  ieated  there, 
And  owns  her  charms.     Hence  the  wide  univerfe, 
Through  all  the  feafons  of  revolving  worlds, 
Bears  witnefs  with  its  people,  gods  and  men, 
To  beauty's  blifsful  bower,  and  with  the  voice 
Of  grateful  admiration  Hill  refounds  : 
That  voice,  to  which  is  beauty's  frame  divine 
As  is  the  cunning  of  the  mafter's  hand 
To  the  fweet  accent  of  the  well-tun'd  lyre. 

Genius  of  ancient  Greece,  whofe  faithful  Heps 
Have  led  us  to  thefe  awful  folitudes 
Of  nature  and  of  fcience  j  riurfe  rever'd 
Of  generous  counfels  and  heroic  deeds ; 
O  !  let  fome  portion  of  thy  matchlefs  praife 
Dwell  in  my  breaft,  and  teach  me  to  adorn 
This  unattempted  theme.     Nor  be  my  thoughts 
Prefumptuous  counted,  if  amul  the  calm 
Which  Hefper  flieds  along  the  vernal  heaven, 
If  I  from  vulgar  fuperftition's  walk, 
Impatient  fteal,  and  from  the  unfeemly  rites 
Of  fplendid  adulation,  to  attend 
With  hymns  thy  prefence  in  the  fylvan  (hade, 
By  their  malignant  footfleps  unprofan'd. 
Come,  O  renowned  power  ;  thy  glowing  mieri 
•Such,  and  fo  elevated  all  thy  form, 
As  when  the  great  barbaric  lord,  again 
And  yet  again  diminifh'd,  hid  his  face 
Among  the  herd  of  fatraps  and  of  kings ; 
And,  at  the  lightning  of  thy  lifted  fpear, 
Crouch'd  like  a  Have.  Bring  all  thy  martial  fpoils; 
Thy  palms,  thy  laurels,  thy  triumphal  fongs, 
Thy  fmiling  band  of  arts,  thy  god-like  fires 
Of  civil  wifdom,  thy  unconquer'd  youth 
After  fome  glorious  day  rejoicing  round 
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Their  new-erected  trophy.     Guide  my  feet 

Through  fair  Lyceum's  walk,  the  olive  fhades 

Of  Acaderaus,  and  the  facred  vale 

Haunted  by  fteps  divine,  where  once  beneath 

That  ever-living  platane's  ample  boughs 

Iliffus,  by  Socratic  founds  detain'd, 

On  his  neglected  urn  attentive  lay  j 

While  Boreas,  lingering  on  the  neighbouring  fteep 

With  beauteous  Orithyia,  his  love-tale 

In  lilent  awe  lufpended.     There  let  me 

With  blamelefs  hand,  from  thy  unenvious  fields, 

Trantplant  fome  living  bloflbms,  to  adorn 

My  native  clime:   while,  far  beyond  the  meed 

Of  fancy's  toil  afpiring,  I  unlock 

The  fprings  of  ancient  Wifdom  t   while  I  add 

(What  cannot  be  disjoin'd  from  beauty's  prajfe) 

Thy  name  and  native  drefs.thy  works  belov'd 

And  honour'd  :  while  to  my  compatriot  youth 

1  point  the  great  example  of  thy  ions, 

And  tune  to  Attic  themes  the  Britifti  lyre. 

BOOK     II. 

MDCCLXV. 

INTRODUCTION  to  this  more  difficult  part  of  the 
fubject.  Of  truth  and  its  three  claffes,  matter 
of  fact,  experimental  or  fcientifical  truth  (con- 
tradiftinguimed  from  opinion),  and  univerfal 
truth :  which  laft  is  either  metaphyfical  or 
geometrical,  either  purely  intellectual  or  per 
fectly  abftracted.  On  the  power  of  discerning 
truth  depends  that  of  acting  with  the  view  of 
an  end  ;  a  circumftance  eflential  to  virtue.  Of 
virtue  conudered  in  the  divine  mind  as  a  per 
petual  and  univerfal  beneficence.  Of  human 
virtue,  confidered  as  a  fyftem  of  particular  fen- 
timents  and  actions,  fuitable  to  the  defign  of 
providence  and  the  condition  of  man  ;  to  whom 
it  conftitutes  the  chief  good  and  the  firft 
beauty.  Of  vice  and  its  origin.  Of  ridicule: 
its  general  nature  and  final  caufe.  Of  the  paf- 
lions ;  particularly  of  thofe  which  relate  to  evil^ 
natural  or  moral,  and  which  are  generally  ac 
counted  painful,  though  not  always  unattended 
with  pleafure. 

THUS  far  of  beauty  and  the  pleafing  forms 
Which  man's  untutor'd  fancy,  from  the  fcenes 
Imperfect  of  this  ever-changing  world, 
Creates ;  and  views,  enamour'd.     Now  my  fong 
Severer  themes  demand :   myfterious  truth  ; 
And  virtue,  fovran  good  :  the  f pells,  the  trains, 
The  progeny  of  error  :  the  dreadful  fway 
Of  paflion  ;  and  whatever  hidden  ftores 
From  her  own  Iqfty  deeds  and  from  herfelf 
The  mind  acquires.     Severer  argument : 
Not  lefs  attractive  ;  nor  deferving  lefs 
A  conftant  ear.     For  what  are  all  the  forms 
Educ'd  by  fancy  from  corporeal  things, 
Greatnefs,  or  pomp,  or  fymmetry  of  parts  ? 
Not  tending  to  the  heart,  foon  feeble  grows, 
As  the  blunt  arrow  'gainft  the  knotty  trunk, 
Their  impulfe  on  the  fenfe  :  while  the  pall'd  eye 
Expects  in  vain  its  tribute  ;  afks  in  vain, 
Where  are  the  ornaments  it  once  admired  ? 
Not  fo  the  moral  fpecies,  nor  the  powers 
Of  paflion  and  of  thought.     The  ambitious  mind 
With  objects  boundlefs  as  her  own  defires 
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Can  there  converfe  :  by  thefe  unfading  forms 
Touch'd  and  awaken'd  Hill,  with  eager  act 
She  bends  each  nerve,  and  meditates  well-pleas'd 
Her  gifts,  her  godlike  fortune.     Such  the  fcenes 
Now  opening  round  us.     May  the  deftin'd  verfe 
Maintain  its  equal  tenor,  though  in  tracts 
Oblcure  and  arduous  !   May  the  fource  of  light, 
All-prefent,  all-fufficient,  guide  our  fteps 
Through  every  maze  :  and  whom  inchildifh  years 
From  the  lend  throng,  the  beaten  paths  of  wealth 
And  power,  thou  didll  apart  fend  forth  to  fpeak 
In  tuneful  words  concerning  higheft  things, 
Him  (till  do  thou,  O  Father,  at  thofe  hours 
Of  penfive  freedom  when  the  human  foul 
Shuts  out  the  rumour  of  the  world,  him  ftill 
Touch  thou  with  fecret  leflbns :  call  thou  back 
Each  erring  thought ;  and  let  the  yielding  {trains 
From  his  full  bofom,  like  a  welcome  rill 
Spontaneous  from  its  healthy  fountain,  ilcw  ! 

But  from  what  name,  what  favourable  fign, 
What  heavenly  aufpice,  rather  fliall  I  date 
My  perilous  excurfion,  than  from  truth, 
That  neareft  inmate  of  the  human  foul ; 
Eftrang'd  from  whom,  the  countenance  divine 
Of  man  disfigur'd  and  diflionour'd  finks 
Among  inferior  things  ?  For  to  the  brutes 
Perception  and  the  tranfient  boons  of  fenfe 
Hath  fate  imparted  :  but  to  man  alone 
Of  fublunary  beings  was  it  given 
Each  fleeting  impulfe  on  the  fenfual  powers 
At  leifure  to  review;  with  equal  eye 
To  fcan  the  pafiion  of  the  ftricken  nerve 
Or  the  vague  object  ftriking  :  to  conduct 
From  fenfe,  the  portal  turbulent  and  loud, 
Into  the  mind's  wide  palace  one  by  one 
The  frequent,  preffing,  fluctuating  forms, 
And  queftion  and  compare  them.     Thus  he  learns 
Their  birth  and  fortunes;  how  allied  the  haunt 
The  avenues  of  fenfe  :  what  laws  direct 
Their  union  ;  and  what  various  difcords  rife, 
Or  fix'd  or  cafual :  which  when  his  clear  thought 
Retains  and  when  his  faithful  words  exprefs, 
That  living  image  o.f  the  external  fcene, 
As  in  a  polilh'd  mirror  held  to  view, 
Is  truth  :  where'er  it  varies  from  the  fhape 
And  hue  of  its  exemplar,  in  that  part 
Dim  error  lurks.     Moreover,  from  without 
When  oft  the  fame  fociety  of  forms 
In  the  fame  order  have  approach'd  his  mind, 
He  deigns  no  more  their  fteps  with  curious  heed 
To  trace  ;  no  more  their  features  or  their  garb 
He  now  examines ;  but  of  them  and  their 
Condition,  as  with  fome  diviner's  tongue, 
Affirms  what  heaven  in  every  diftant  place, 
Through  every  future  feafon,  will  decree. 
This  too  is  truth  :  where'er  his  prudent  lips 
Wait  till  experience  diligent  and  flow 
Has  authoriz'd  their  fentence,  this  is  truth  ; 
A  fecond,  higher  kind  :  the  parent  this 
Of  fcienre  ;  or  the  lofty  power  herfelf, 
Science  herfelf  :  on  whom  the  wants  and  cares 
Of  focial  life  depend  ;  the  fubftitute 
Of  God's  own  wifdom  in  this  toilfome  world  ; 
The  providence  of  man.     Yet  oft  in  vain, 
To  earn  her  aid,  with  fixt  and  anxious  eye 
He  looks  on  nature's  and  on  fortune's  courfe  : 
Too  much  in  vain.    His  duller  vifual  ray 


The  ftillnefs  and  the  perfevering  acts 

Of  nature  oft  elude  ;  and  fortune  oft 

With  ftep  fantaftic  from  her  wonted  walk 

Turns  into  mazes  dim.     His  light  is  foilM  ; 

And  the  crude  fentence  of  his  faltering  tongue 

Is  but  opinion's  verdict,  halt  believ'd 

And  prone  to  change.     Here  thou,  who  feel'ft 

thine  ear 

Congenial  to  my  lyre's  profounder  tone, 
Paufe,  and  be  watchful.     Hitherto  the  ftores, 
Which  feed  thy  mind  and  exercife  her  powers, 
Partake  the  relifli  of  their  native  foil, 
Their  parent  earth.     But  know,  a  nobler  dower 
Her  fire  at  birth  decreed  her;  purer  gifts 
From    his    own    treafure ;    forms   which    never 

deign'd 

In  eyes  or  ears  to  jdwell,  within  the  fenfe 
Of  earthly  organs  ;  but  fublime  were  plac'd 
In  his  eflential  realon,  leading  there 
That  vaft  ideal  holt  which  all  his  works 
Through  endlefs  ages  never  will  reveal. 
Thus  then  endow'd,  the  feeble  creature  man, 
The  (lave  of  hunger,  and  the  prey  of  death, 
Ev'n  now,  even  here,  in  earth's  dim  prifon  bouncJ, 
The  language  of  intelligence  divine 
Attains ;  repeating  oft  concerning  one 
And  many,  paft  and  prefect,  parts  and  whole, 
Thofe  fov'reign  dictates  which  in  fartheft  heaven, 
Where  no  orb  rolls,  eternity's  fix'd  ear 
Hears  from  coeval  truth,  when  chance  nor  change, 
Nature's  loud  progeny,  nor  nature's  felf 
Dares  intermeddle  or  Approach  her  throne. 
Ere  long,  o'er  this  corporeal  world  he  learnt 
To  extend  her  fway  ;  while  calling  from  the  deep,- 
From  earth  and  air,  thei?  multitudes  untold 
Of  figures  and  of  motions  round  his  walk, 
For  each  wide  family  fome  fingle  birth 
He  fets  in  view,  the  impartial  type  of  all 
Its  brethren  ;  fuffering  it  to  claim,  bcyoni 
Their  common  heritage,  no  private  gift, 
No  proper  fortune.     Then  whate'er  his  eye 
In  this  difcerns,  his  bold  unerring  tongue 
Pronounceth  of  the  kindred,  without  boun<ir 
Without  condition.     Such  the  rife  of  forms 
Sequefter'dfar  from  fenfe  and  every  fpot 
Peculiar  in  the  realms  of  fpace*  or  time  : 
Such  is  the  throne  which  man  for  truth  ami<j 
The  paths  of  mutability  hath  built 
Secure,  unfhaken,  ftill ;  and  whence  he  views, 
In  matter's  mouldering  ftructures,  th&pure  forms 
Of  triangle  or  circle,  cube  or  conej 
Impafllve  all ;  whofe  attributes  nor  force 
Nor  fate  can  alter.     There  he  firft  conceives 
True  being,  and  an  intellectual  world 
The  fame  this  hour  and  ever.     Thence  he  deems 
Of  his  own  lot ;  above  the  painted  fliapes 
That  fleeting  move  o'er  this  terreftrial  fcene 
Looks  up ;  beyond  the  adamantine  gates 
Of  death  expatiates ;  a§  his  birthrigty:  claims 
Inheritance  in  all  the  works  of  God  ; 
Prepares  for  endlefs  time  his  plan  of  life. 
And  counts  the  univerfe  itfelf  his  home. 

Whence  alfo  but  from  truth,  the  light  of  mind?, 
Is  human  fortune  gladden'd  with  the  rays 
Of  virtue?  with  the  moral  colours  thrown 
On  every  walk  of  this  onr  focial  fcene, 
Adorning  for  the  eye  of  gods  and  men. 
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The  paflions,  action,  habitudes  of  life, 
And  rendering  earth  like  heaven,  a  facred  place 
Where  love  and  praiie  may  take  delight  to  dwell? 
Let  none  with  heedleis  tongue  from  truth  disjoin 
The  reign  of  virtue.     Ere  the  day  fpring  flow'd, 
Like  fillers  link'd  in  concord's  golden  chain,' 
They  ftood  before  the  great  eternal  mind 
Their  common  parent  ;   and  by  him  were  both 
Sent  forth  among  his  creatures,  hand  in  hand, 
Infeparably  join'd  :   nor  e'er  did  truth 
Find  an  apt  ear  to  liften  to  her  lore, 
Which  knew  not  virtue's  voice  ;  nor,  fave  where 

truth's 

Majeftic  words  are  heard  and  underftood, 
Doth  virtue  deign  to  inhabit.     Go,  i;,q>j. 
Of  nature  :  not  among  Tartarian  rock?, 
Whither  the  hungry  vulture  with  its  prc 
Returns :  not  where  the  lion's  uillen  ; 
At  noon  refounds  along  the  lonely  banks 
Of  ancient  Tigris  :  but  her  gentler  fcenes, 
The  dove-cote  and  the  fliepherd's  fold  at  morn, 
Confult;  or  by  a  meadow's  fragrant  hedge, 
Jn  fpring-time  when  the  woodlands  firft  are  green, 
Attend  the  linnet  finging  to  his  mate, 
Couch 'd  o'er  their  tender  young.     To  this  fond 

care 

Thou  dolt  not  virtue's  honourable  name 
Attribute  :  wherefore,  lave  that  not  one  gleam  . 
Of  truth  did  e'er  difcover  to  themielves 
Their  little  hearts,  or  teach  them,  by  the  effects 
t)f  that  parental  love,  the  love  itfelf 
To  judge,  and  meafure  its  officious  deeds  ? 
J5ut  man,  whole  eyelids  truth  has  fili'd  with  day, 
Difcerns  how  ikilfully  to  bounteous  ends 
His  wife  affections  move  ;  with  free  accord 
Adopts  their  guidance ;  yields  himfelf  fecure 
To  nature's  prudent  impulle  ;  and  converts 
Inftinct  to  duty -and  to  facred  law. 
Hence  right  and  fit  on  earth  ;  while  thus  to  man 
The  Almighty  Legiflator  hath  explain'd 
The  fprings  of  action  fix'd  within  his  bread  ; 
Hath  given  him  power  to  flacken  or  reitrain 
Their  effort;    and  hath  (hovvn  him  how  they  join 
Their  partial  movements  with  the  mafter-wheel 
Of  the  great  world,  and  ferve  that  facred  end 
Which  he,  the  unerring  reafon,  keeps  in  view. 

For  (if  a  mortal  tongue  may  (peak  of  him 
And  his  dread,  ways)  even  as  his  boundiefs  c 
Connecting  every  form  and  every  change, 
Beholds  the  per  feel  beauty  ;  fo  his  vail, 
Through  every  hour  producing  good  to  all 
The  family  of  creatures,  is  i  tie  If 
The  perfect  virtue.     Let  the  grateful  fwain 
Remember  this,  as  oft  with  joy  and  praife 
He  looks  upon  the  falling  dews  which  clothe 
His  lawns  with  verdure,  and  the  tender  feed 
Nourifli  within  his  furrows :   when  between 
Dead  feas  and  burning  ikies,  where  long  unmov'd 
The  bark  had  languifh'd,  now  a  rufUing  gale 
Lifts  o'er  the  fickle  waves  her  dancing  prow, 
Let  the  glad  pilot,  burfting  out  in  thanks, 
Remember  this :  left  blind  o'erweening  pride 
Pollute  their  offerings :  left  their  felfifh  heart 
Say  to  the  heavenly  ruler,  "  At  our  call 
"  Relents  thy  power :  by  us  thy  arm  is  mov'd.'' 
Fools !  who  of  God  as  of  each  other  deem : 
Who  his  invariable  ads  deduce 


From  fuclden  counfels  transient  as.  their  own  ; 

Nor  farther  of  his  bounty,  than  the  event 

Which  haply  meets  their  loud  and  eager  prayer, 

Acknowledge  ;   nor,  beyond  the  drop  minute 

Which  haply  they  have  tai'ted,  heed  the  fource 

That  flows  for  all;  the  fountain  of  his  love 

Which,  from  the  fummit  where  he  fits  enthron'd. 

Pours  health  and  joy,  unfailing  ftreams,  throughout 

The  ipacious  region  flouriihing  in  view, 

The  goodly  work  of  his  eternal  day, 

His  own  fair  univerie  ;  on  which  alone 

His  cohnfels  fix,  and  whence  alone  his  will 

Aflumes  her  ftrong  direction.     Such  is  no\jr 

His  tbvVeign  purpoie  :   fuch  it  w«.$  before  ' 

Ail  multitude  of  years.     For  his  right  arm 

Was  never  idle  :  his  beftowing  love 

Knew  no  beginning;   was  not  as  a  change 

Of  mood  that  woke  at  laft  and  ftarted  up 

After  a  deep  and  folitary  floth 

Of  boundiefs  ages.     No  :  he  now  is  good. 

He  ever  was.     The  fe^t  of  ho^ry  time 

Through  their  eternal courfe  have  travell'd  o'er 

No  fpeechlefs,  lifelefs  defart ;  bat  through  fcenes 

Cheerful  with  bounty  (till ;  among  a  pomp 

Of  worlds,  for  gladnefs  round  the  maker's  throne 

Loud-fliOUting,  or,  in  many  dialects 

Of  hope  and  filial  truft,  im{)ioring-  thence 

The  fortunes  of  their  people  :  w*here  fo  fix'd 

Where  all  the  dates  of  being,  fo  difpos'd 

To  every  living  foul  of  every  kind 

The  field  of  motion  and  the  hour  of  reft, 

That  each  the  general  happinefs  might  ferve  ; 

And  by  the  discipline  of  laws  divine 

Convinc'd  of  folly  or  chaftis'd  from  guilt, 

Each  might  at  length  be  happy.     What  remains 

Shall  be  like  what  is  pafs'd;   but  fairer  ft  ill, 

And  ftill  increafing  in  the  godlike  gifts 

Of  life  and  truth.     The  fame  paternal  hand, 

From  the  mute  fiiell-fifh  gafping  on  the  Ihore, 

To  men,  to  angels,  to  celeflial  minds, 

Will  ever  lead  the  generations  on 

Through  higher  fcenes  of  being  :  while,  fupply'd 

From  day  to  day  by  his  enlivening  breath 

Inferior  orders  in  fucceiTion  rrfe 

To  fill  the  void  below.     As  flame  afcends, 

As  vapours  to  the  earjh  in  fhowers  return, 

As  the  pois'd  ocean  toward  the  attracting  moon 

Swells,  and  the  ever-liftening  planets  charm'd 

By  the  fun's  call  their  onward  pace  incline, 

So  all  things  which  have  life  afpire  to  God, 

Exhaufdefs  fount  of  intellectual  clay, 

Centre  of  fouls.  Nor  doth  the  mastering  voice 

Of  nature  ceafe  within  to  prompt  aright 

Their  fteps;  nor  is  the  care  of  heaven  withheld 

From  fending  to  the  toil  external  aid  ; 

That  in  their  ftations  all  may  perfevere 

To  climb  the  afcent  of  being,  and  approach 

For  ever  nearer  to  the  life  divine. 

But  this  eternal  fabric  was  not  rais'd 
For  man's  infpection.    Though  to  fome  be  given 
To  catch  a  tranfient  vifionary  glimpfe 
Of  that  majeftic  fcene  which  buundlefs  power 
Prepares  for  perfect  goodnefs,  yet  in  vain 
Would  human  life  her  faculties  expand 
To  imbofom  fuch  an  object.    Nor  could  e'er 
Virtue  or  praife  have  touch'd  the  hearts  of  men. 
Had  not  the  fovereign  guide,  through  every  ftage 
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6f  this  their  various  journey,  pointed  out 

JSevv  hopes,  new  toils,    which  to   their  humble 

fphere 

Of  u>ht  and  ftrength  might  fuch  importance  hold 
As  doth  the  wide  creation  to  his 
Hence  all  the  little  charities  of  life, 
With  all  their  duties:  hence  that  favourite  palm 
Of  human  \vill,  when  duty  is  i'affic'd, 
And  ftill  the  liberal  foul  in  ampler  deeds 
Would  manifeft  herfelf ;  that  facred  fign 
Of  her  rever'd  affinity  to  him 
Vv'hofe  bounties  are  his  own;  to  whom  none  faid, 
"  Create  the  wifeft,  fulleft,  faireft  world, 
"  And  make  its  offspring  happy;"  who,  intent 
Some  likenefs  of  himfelf  among  his  work1. 
To  view,  hath  pour'd  into  the  human  breaft 
A  ray  of  knowledge  and  of  love,  which  guides 
Earth's  feeble  race  to  act  their  Maker's  part, 
Self-judging,  felf-oblig'd  :  while,  from  before 
That  godlike  function,  the  gigantic  power 
Neceffity,  though  wont  to  curb  the  force 
Of  Chaos  and  the  favage  elements, 
Retires  abafh'd,  as  from  a  fcene  too  high 
For  her  brute  tyranny,  and  with  her  bears 
Her  fcorned  followers,  teiror,  and  bsfe  -uve 
Who  blinds  herfelf,  and  that  ill-fuited  pair, 
Obedience  link'd  with  hatred.     Then  the  foul 
Ariies  in  her  ftrength  ;  and,  looking  round 
Her  buly  fphere,  whatever  work  : 
Whatever  counfel  bearing  any  trac : 
Of  her  Creator's  likenefs,  whether  apt 
To  aid  her  fellows  or  preferve  herfelf 
In  her  fuperior  functions  unimpair'd, 
Thither  floe  turns  exulting  :  that  fhe  claims 
As  her  peculiar  good  :   on  that,  through  all 
The  fickle  feafons  of  the  day,  me  I 
With  reverence  ftill :  to  that,  as  to  a  fence 
Againft  affliction  and  the  darts  of  pain, 
Her  drooping  hopes  repair  :  and,  once  oppos'd 
To  that,  ail  other  pleafure,  other  wealth 
Vile,  as  the  drofs  upon  the  molten  gold, 
Appears,  and  loathfome  as  the  briny  lea 
To  him  who  languiihes  with  thirft,  and  f:ghs 
For  fome  known  fountain  pure.     For  what  can 

ftrive 

With  virtue  ?  which  of  nature's  regions  vaft 
Can  in  fo  many  forms  produce  to  fight 
Such  powerful  beauty  ?  beauty,  which  the  eye 
Of  hatred  cannof'look  upon  fecure  : 
Which  envy's  felf  contemplates,  and  is  turn'd 
Ere  long  to  tendernefs,  to  infant  fmiles, 
Or  tears  of  humbleft  love.     Is  aught  fo  fair 
In  all  the  dewy  landfcapes  of  the  fpring, 
The  fummer's  noon-tide  groves,  the  purple  eve 
At  harveft-home,  or  in  the  frofty  moon  " 
Glittering  on  fome  fmooth  fea,  is  aught  fo  fair    ;;. 
As  virtuous  friendihip  ?  as  the  honour'd  roof 
Whither  from  higheft  heaven  immorul  love 
His  torch  ethereal  and  his  golden  bow 
Propitious  brings,  and  there  a  temple  holds 
To  whofe  unfpottcd  fervice  gladly  vow'd 
The  focial  band  of  parent,  brother,  child, 
With  fmiles  and  fweet  difcourfe  'and  gentle  deeds 
Adore  his  power?  What  gift  of  richeft  clime 
E'er  drew  fuch  eager  eyes,  or  prompted  fuch 
Deep  wiihes^as  the  zeal  that  fnatcheth  b: 
From  (lander's  poifonous  tooth  a  foe's  renown  j 


^Or  crofleth  dinger  in  his  lion-walk, 
A  rival's  life  to  refcue  ?  as  the  young 
Athenian  warrior  fitting  down  in  bond", 
That  his  great  father's  body  might  not  want 
A  peaceful,  humble  tomb?  the  Roman  wife 
Teaching  her  lord  how  harmlefs  was  the  wound 
Of  death,  how  impotent  the  tyrant's  rage, 
Who  nothing  more  could  threaten  to  afflict 
Their  faithful  love  ?  Or  is  there  in  the  abyfs, 
Is  there,  among  the  adamantine  fpheres 
Wheeling  linfhaken  through  the  boundlefs  void, 
'Aught  that  with  half  fuch  majefty  can  fill 
The  human  bofom,  as  when  Brutus  rofe 
Refulgent  from  the  ftroke  of  Cssfar's  fate 
Amid  the  crowd  of  patriots ;  and,  his  arm 
Aloft  extending  like  eternal  Jove 
When  guilt  brings  down  the  thunder,  call'd  aloucf 
On  Tully's  name,  and  fhook.  the  crimfon  fword 
Of  juftice  in  his  rapt  aftonifh'd  eye, 
And  bad  the  father  of  his  country  hail, 
For  lo  the  tyrant  proftrate  on  the  dud, 
And  Rome  again  is  free  ?  Thus,  through  the  paths 
Of  human  life,  in  various  .pornp  array'd 
Walks  the  wife  daughter  of  the  Judge  of  heaven, 
Fair  virtue  ;  from  her  Father's  throne  fupreme 
Sent -down  to -utter  laws,  fuch  a?  on  earth 
Mod  apt  he  knew,  mofr  powerful  to  promote 
The  weal  of  all  his  works,  the  gracious  end 
Of  his  dread' empire.   Arid  though  haply  man's 
Obfcurer  fight,  fo  far  beyond  himfelf 
And  th-_>  brief  labours  of  his  little  home, 
Extends  not ;  yet,  by  the  bright  prefence  won 
Of  this  divine  inftructrefs,  to  herfway 
Pieas'd  h?  after.ts.  nor  heeds  the  diftant  goal 
To  \vhi- h  her  voice  conducts  him.     Thus  hatli 

Cod, 

Still  looking  toward  his  own  high  purpofe,  fix'd 
The  virtues  of  his  creatures  ;  thus  he  rules 
The  parent's  fondnefs  and  the  patriot's  zeal; 
Thus  the  warm  fente  of  honour  and  of  fhame; 
The  vows  of  gratitude,  the  faith  of  love  » 
And  all  the  comely  intercourfe  of  praife, 
The  joy  of  human  life,  the  earthjy  heaven. 

How  far  unlike  them  muft  the  lot  of  guilt 
Be  found  !  Or  what  terreftrial  woe  can  match 
The  felf-convicted  bofom,  which  hath  wrought 
The  bane  of  other?,  or  enflav'd  itfelf 
With  (hackles  vile  ?  Not  poifon,  nor  fharp  fire 
Nor  the  worft  pangs  that  ever  monkifh  hate 
Suggefted,  or  defpotic  rage  impos'd, 
Were  at  that  feafon  an  univifli'd  exchange  : 
When  the  foul  loaths  herfelf:  when,  flying  thence 
To  crowds,  on  every  brow  flie  fees  portray'd 
Fell  demons,  hate  or  from,  which  drive  her  back 
To  folitude,  her  judge's  voice  divine 
To  hear  in  fecret,  haply  founding  through 
The  troubled  dreams  of  midnight,  and  ftill,  ftill 
Demanding  for  his  violated  laws 
Fit  recompcnfe,  or  charging  her  own  tongue 
To  fpeak  the  award  of  juftice  on  herfelf. 
For  well  flic  knows  what  faithful  hints  within 
Were  whifper'd  to  beware  the  lying  forms 
Which  turn'd  her  footfteps  from  the  fafer  way : 
What  cautions  to  fufpect  their  painted  drefs, 
And  look  with  ftc  a-iy  eyelid  on  their  fmiies, 
Their  frowns,  their  tears.     In  vain.     The  daz« 
zling  hues 
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Of  fancy,  and  opinion's  eager  voice. 

Too  much  prevail'd.     For  mortals  tread  the  path 

In  which  opinion  lays  they  follow  good 

Or  fly  from  evil :   and  opinion  gives 

Report  of  good  or  evil,  as  the  icene 

Was  drawn  by  fancy,  pleafing  or  deform'd  : 

Thus  her  report  can  never  there  be  true 

Where  fancy  cheats  the  intellectual  eye 

With  glaring  colours  and  ditforted  lines. 

Is  there  a  man  to  whom  the  name  of  death 

.Brings  terror's  ghaftly  pageants  conjur'd  up 

Before  him,  death-bed  groans,  and  difmal  vows, 

And  the  frail  foul  plung'd  headlong  from  the  brink 

Of  life  and  day-light  down  the  glomy  air, 

An  unknown  depth,  to  gulfs  of  torturing  fire 

Unvifited  by  mercy  ?  Then  what  hand 

Can  fnatch  this  dreamer  from  the  fatal  toils 

Which  fancy  and  opinion  thus  confpire 

To  twine  around  his  heart  ?  or  who  fliall  hum 

Their  clamour,  when  they  tell  him  that  to  die, 

To  rifle  thole  horrors,  is  a  direr  curfe 

Than  bafeft  life  can  bring  ?     Though  love  with 

prayers 

Moft  tender,  with  affliction's  facre-d  tears, 
"Befeech  his  aid  ;  though  gratitude  and  faith 
Condemn  each  ftep  which  loiters ;  yet  let  none 
Make  anfwer  for  him  that,  if  any  frown 
Of  danger  thwart  his  path,  he  will  not  Hay, 
Content,  and  be  a  wretch  to  be  fecure. 
Here  vice  begins  then  :  at  the  gate  of  life, 
Ere  the  young  multitude  to  diverfe  roads, 
Part,  like  fond  pilgrims  on  a  journey  unknown, 
Sits  fancy,  deep  enchantrefs  ;  and  to  each 
With  kind  maternal  looks  prefents  her  bowl, 
A  potent  beverage.     Heedlefs  they  comply  : 
Till  the  whole  foul  from  that  myftcrious  draught 
Is  ting'd,  and  every  tranfient  taought  imbibes 
Of  gladnefs  or  difguft,  delire  4>r  fear, 
One  homebred  colour  :   which  not  all  the  lights 
Of  fcience  e'er  fhall  change  ;  not  all  the  ftorms 
Of  adverfe  fortune  wafh  away,  nor  yet 
The  robe  of  pureft  virtue  quite  conceal. 
Jfhence  on  they  pate,   where  meeting  frequent 

fhapes 

Of  good  and  evil,  cunning  phantoms  apt 
To  fire  or  freeze  the  bread,  with  them  they  join 
In  dangerous  parley  ;  liftening  oft,  and  oft 
Gazing  with  reeklefs  paflion,  while  its  garb 
The  fpectre  heightens,  and  its  pompous  tale 
Repeats  with  forne  new  circumftance  to  fait 
That  early  tincture  of  the  hearer's  foul. 
And  mould  the  guardian,  rcafon,  but  for  one 
Short  moment  yield  to  this  illufive  fcene 
His  ear  and  eye  the  intoxicating  charm 
Involves  him,  till  no  longer  he  dilcerns, 
Or  only  guides  to  err.     Then  revel  forth 
A  furious  hand  that  fpurn  him  from  the  throne, 
And  all  is  uproar.     Hence  ambition  climbs 
With  Hiding  lei-t  and  hands  impure,  to  grafp 
Thofe  folemn  toys  which  glitter  in  his  view 
On  fortune's  rugged  ileep  :  hence  pale  revenge 
Unflieaths  her  murderous  dagger  :  Rapine  hence 
And  envious  luft,  by  venal  fraud  upborne, 
Surmount  the  reverend  barrier  of  the  laws 
Which  kept  them  from  their  prey  :  hence  all  the 

crimes 
That  e'er  defil'd  the  earth,  and  all  the  plagues 


That  follow  them  for  vengeance,  in  the  guife 
)(  honour,  lafety,  pleafure,  eafe,  or  pomp, 
stole  firfl  into  the  fond  believing  mind. 

Yet  not  by  fancy's  witchcraft  on  the  brain 
Are  always  the  tumultuous  palRons  driven 
To  guilty  deeds,  nor  reafon  bound  in  chains 
That  vice  alone  rnay  lord  it.     Oft,  adorn'd, 
With  motley  pageants,  folly  mounts  his  throne, 
And  plays  her  idiot  antics,  like  a  queen. 
A  thoufand  garbs  fhe  wears  ;  a  thoufand  ways 
She  whirls  her  giddy  empire.     Lo,  thus  far 
With  bold  adventure  to  the  Mantuan  lyre 

fing  for  contemplation  link'd  with  love 
A  penlive  theme.    Now  haply  ihoulcl  my  fong 
LJnbend  that  ferious  countenance,  and  learn 
Thalia's  tripping  gait,  her  fhrill-ton'd  voice, 
Her  wiles  familiar  :  whether  fcorn  flie  darts 
Ln  wantdn  ambufh  from  her  lip  or  eye, 
Or  whether  with  a  fad  difguife  of  care, 
O'ermantling  her  gay  brow,  fhe  acts  in  fport 
The  deeds  of  folly,  and  from  all  fides  round 
".alls  forth  impetuous  laughter's  gay  rebuke  ; 
Her  province.     But  through  every  comic  fcene 
To  lead  my  mufe  with  her  light  pencil  arm'd ; 
Through  every  fwift  occafion  which  the  hand 
Of  laughter  points  at,  when  the  mirthful  fting 
Diftends  her  labouring  fidesand  chokesher  tongue; 
Were  endlefs  as  to  found  each  grating  note 
With  which  the  rooks,  and  chattering  daws,  and 
Unwieldy  inmates  of  the  village  pond,         [grave 
The  changing  feafons  of  the  Iky  proclaim  ; 
Sun,  cloud,  or  fhower.     Suffice  it  to  have  faid, 
Where'er  the  power  of  ridicule  difplays 
Her  quaint  ey'd  vifage,  fome  incongruous  form, 
Some  ftubborn  diffonance  of  things  combin'd, 
Strikes  on  her  quick  perception  :  whether  pomp, 
Or  praife,  or  beauty  he  dragg'd  in  and  ihown 
Where  fordid  fafliions,  where  ignoble  deeds, 
Where  foul  deformity  is  wont  to  dwell ; 
Or  whether  thefe  wit.hihrewd  and  wayward  fpite 
Invade  refplendent  pomps  imperious  mien, 
The  charms  of  beauty,  or  the  boaft  of  praife. 
Afk  we  for  what  fair  end  the  almighty  fire 
In  mortal  bofoms  ftirs  this  gay  contempt, 
Thefe  grateful  pangs  of  laughter;   from  difguft 
Educing  pleafure  ?   Wherefore,  but  to  aid 
The  tardy  ibeps  of  reafon,  and  at  once 
By  this  prompt  impulfe  urge  us  to  deprefs 
Wild  folly's  aims  ?  For  though  the  fober  light 
Of  truth  flow  dawning  on  the  watchful  mind 
At  length  unfolds,  through  many  a  fubtile -tie, 
How  thefe  uncouth  diforders  end  at  laft 
In  public  evil ;  yet  benignant  heaven, 
Confcious  how  dim  the  dawn  of  truth  appears 
To  thoufands,  confcious  what  a  fcanty  pauie 
From  labour  and  from  care  the  wider  lot 
Of  humble  life  affords  for  ftudious  thought 
To  lean  the  maze  of  nature,  therefore  itamp'dv 
Thefe  glaring  fcenes  with  characters  of  fcorn, 
As  broad,  as  obvious  to  the  patfing  clown. 
As  to  the  letter'd  tage's  curious  eye. 

But  other  evils  o'er  the  fteps  of  man 
Through  all  his  walks  impend;  againftwhofe  might 
The  fleiider  darts  of  laughter  nought  avail: 
A  trivial  warfare.     Some,  like  cruel  guards, 
On  nature's  ever-moving  throne  attend; 
With  mifchief  arm'd  for  him  whoe'er  (hall  thwart 
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The  path  of  her  inexorable  wheels, 

While  (he  purfues  the  work  that  muft  be  done 

Through  ocean,  earth,  and  air.     Hence  frequent 

forms 

Of  woe  ;  the  merchant,  with  his  wealthy  bark, 
Bury'd  by  darning  waves  ;  the  traveller 
Pierc'd  by  the  pointed  lightning  in  his  hafte  ; 
And  the  poor  hufbandman,  with  folded  arms. 
Surveying  his  loft  labours,  and  a  heap 
Of  blafted  chaffthe  product  of  the  field 
Whence  he  expected  bread.    But  worie  than  thefe 
I  deem,  far  worfe,  that  other  race  of  ills 
Which  human  kind  rear  up  among  themfelves ; 
That  horrid  offspring  which  mifgovern'd  will 
Bears  to  fantaftic  error  j  vices,  crimes, 
Furies  that  curie  the  earth,  and  make  the  blows, 
The  heavieft  blows,  of  nature's  innocent  hand 
Seem  fport ;  which  are  indeed  but  as  the  care 
Of  a  wife  parent,  who  iolicits  good 
To  all  her  houfe,  though  haply  at  the  price 
Of  tears  and  froward  wailing  and  reproach 
For  forne  unthinking  child,  whom  not  the  lefs 
Its  mother  deftines  to  be  happy  ft  ill. 

Thefe  fources  then  of  pain,  this  double  lot 
Of  evil  in  the  inheritance  of  man, 
Requir'd  for  his  protection  no  flight  force, 
No  carelcfs  watch.     And  therefore  was  his  breaft 
Fenc'd  round  with  paffions  quick  to  be  alarm'd, 
Or  ftubborn  to  oppole ;  with  fear  more  fwift 
Than  beacons  catching  flame  from  hill  to  hill, 
Where  armies  land  ;  with  anger,  uncontroll'd 
As  the  young  lion  bounding  on  his  prey  ; 
With  forrow,  that  locks  up  the  ft ruggling  heart ; 
And  fhame,  that  overcafts  the  drooping  eye 
As  with  a  cloud  of  lighting.      Thefe  the  part 
Perform  of  eager  monitors,  and  goad 
The  foul  more  fharply  than  with  points  of  fteel, 
Her  enemies  to  fhun  or  to  relift. 
And  as  thofe  paffions,  that  converfe  with  good, 
Are  good  themfelve,s ;  as  hope  and  love  and  joy, 
Among  the  faireft  and  the  fweeteft  boons 
Of  life,  we  rightly  count :  fo  thefe,  which  guard 
Againft  invading  evil,  ftill  excite 
Some  pain,  lome  tumult :  thefe,  within  the  mind 
Too  oft  admitted  or  too  long  retain'd, 
Shock  their  frail  feat,  and  by  their  uncurb'd  rage 
To  favages  more  fell  than  Libya  breeds 
Transform  themfelves ;  till  human  thought  becomes 
A  gloomy  ruin,  haunt  of  ihapes  unbleiVd, 
Of  felf- tor  men  ting  fiends ;  horror,  defpair, 
Hatred,  and  wicked  envy  :  foes  to  all 
The  works  of  nature,  and  the  gifts  of  heaven. 

But  when  through  blamclefs  paths  to  righteous 

ends 

Thofe  keener  paffions  urge  the  awaken'd  foul, 
I  would  not,  as  ungracious  violence, 
Their  fway  defcribe,  nor  fiorn  their  frge  career 
The  fellowship  of  pleafure  quite  exclude. 
For  what  can  render,  to  the  felf-approv'd, 
Their  temper  void  of  comfort,  though  in  pain? 
Who  knows  not  with  what  majeity  divine 
The  forms  of  truth  and  juftice  to  the  mind 
Appear,  ennobling  oft  the  fharpeft  woe 
With  triumph  and  rejoicing?  Who,  that  bears 
A  human  bolbm,  hath  not  often  felt 
How  dear  are  all  thofe  ties  which  bind  our  race 
In  gentleaefs  together,  and  how  fvveet 


Their  force,  let  fortune's  wayward  hand  the  while 
Be  kind  or  cruel  ?   Aik  the  faithful  youth 
Why  the  cold  urn,  of  her  whom  long  he  lov'd, 
So  often  fills  his  arms  ;  fo  often  draws 
His  lonely  footfteps,  filent  and  unfeen, 
To  pay  the  mournful  tribute  of  his  tears  ? 
Oh  !  he  will  tell  thee  that  the  wealth  of  worlds 
Should  ne'er  leduce  his  boforn  to  forego 
Thofe  facred  hours,  when,  ftealmg  from  the  noife 
Of  care  and  envy,  fvveet  remembrance  foothes 
With  virtue's  kindeft  looks  his  aching  breath, 
And  turns  his  tears  to  rapture.     Afk  the  crowd 
Which  flies  impatient  from  the  village  walk 
To  clirub  the  neighbouring  cliffs,  when  far  below 
The  favage  winds  have  huri'd  upon  the  coaA 
Some  helplefs  bark;  while  holy  pity  melts 
The  general  eye,  or  terror's  icy  hand 
Smites  their  diftorted  limbs  and  horrent  hair; 
While  every  mother  clolerto  herbreaft 
Catcheth  her  child,  and,  pointing  where  the  waves 
Foam  through  the  fhatter'd  vefiel,  fhrieks  aloud 
As  one  poor  wretch,  who  fpreads  his  piteous  arms 
For  fuccour,  fwallow'd  by  the  roaring  furge, 
As  now  another,  dafli'd  againft  the  rock, 
Drops  life  lefs  down.     O  !  deemed  thou  indeed 
No  pleafing  influence  here  by  nature  given 
To  mutual  terror  and  compaffion's  tears? 
No  tender  charm  myfterious,  which  attracts 
O'er  all  that  edge  of  pain,  the  focial  powers 
To  this  their  proper  action  and  their  end  ? 
Alk  thy  own  heart ;  when,  at  the  midnight  hour, 
Slow  through  that  penfive  gloom  thy  pa ufing  eye, 
Led.  by  the  glimmering  taper,  moves  around 
The  reverend  volumes  of  the  dead,  the  fongs 
Of  Grecian  bards,  and  records  \vrit  by  fame 
For  Grecian  heroes,  where  the  fov'reign  power 
Of  heaven  and  earth  furveys  the  immortal  page 
Even  as  a  father  meditating  all 
The  praifes  of  his  fon,  and  bids  the  reft 
Of  mankind  there  the  faireft  model  learn 
Of  their  own  nature,  and  the  nobleft  deeds 
Which  yet  the  world  hath  feen.     If  then  thy  foul 
Join  in  the  lot  of  thofe  diviner  men ; 
Say,  when  the  profpect  darkens  on  tky  view; 
When,  funk  by  many  a  wound,  heroic  ftates 
Mourn  in  the  dud,  and  tremble  at  the  frown 
Of  hard  ambition  ;  when  the  generous  band 
Of  youths  who  fought  for  freedom  and  their  fires 
Lie  fide  by  fide  in  death ;  when  brutal  force 
Ufurps  the  throne  of  juftice,  turns  the  pomp 
Of  guardian  power,  the  majerty  of  rule, 
The  fword,  the  laurel,  and  the  purple  robe, 
Ta  poor  dilhoneft  pageants,  to  adorn 
A  robber's  walk,  and  glitter  in  the  eyes  ' 

Of  fuch  as  bow  the  knee  ;  when  beauteous  works 
Rewards  of  virtue,  fculptur'd  forms  which  deck'd 
With  more  than  human  grace  the  warrior's  arch 
Or  patriot's  tomb,  now  victims  to  appeafe 
Tyrannic  envy,  ftrew  the  common  path 
With  awful  ruins  ;  when  the  mule's  hawut, 
The  marble  porch  where  wifdom  wont  to  talk. 
With  Socrates  or  Tully,  hears  no  more 
Save  the  hoarie  jargon  of  contentious  monks. 
Or  female  fuperftition's  midnight  prayer ; 
When  ruthlefs  havoc  from  the  hand  of  time 
Tears  the  deftroying  fcythe,  with  furer  ftroke 
To  mow  tije  monuments  of  glory  down; 


THE    WORKS    OF   A  KEN  SIDE. 


Till  defolation  o'ertlie  grafs-grown  ftreet 
Expands  her  raven  wings,  and,  from  the  gate 
Where  fenates  once  the  weal  of  nation's  phnn'd, 
Hiffeth  the  gliding  fnake  through  hoary  weeds 
That  clafp  the  mouldering  column  :  thus  when  al] 
The  widely  mournful  fcene  is  fix'd  within 
Thy  throbbing  bofom  j  when  the  patriot's  tear 
Start?  from  thi'ne  eye,  and  thy  extended  arm 
In  fancy  hurls  the  thunderbolt  of  Jove 
To  fire  the  impious  wreath  on  Philip's  brow, 
Or  dafh  Oclavius  from  the  trophied  car; 
Say,  doth  thy  fecret  foul  repine  to  tafte 
The  big  diftrefs  ?  .or  wouldlt  thou  then  exchange 
Thofe  heart-ennobling  furrows  for  the  lot 
Of  him  wfro  fits  amid  the  gaudy  herd 
Of  filent  flatterers  bending  to  his  hod, 
And  o'er  them,  like  a  giant,  cafts  his  eve, 
And  fays  within  himfelf,  *'  I  am  a  king, 
*'  And  whrrefore  fhould  the  clamorous  voice  of  woe 
'"  Intrude  upon  mine  ear  ?"  The  dregs  corrupt 
Of  barbarous  ages,  that  Circean  draught 
Of  fervitude  ?.nd  folly,  have  not  yet, 
Ulefs'd  be  the  eternal  ruler  of  the  world  ! 
Yet  have  no  fo  difhonour'd,  fo  deform'd 
The  native  judgment  of  the  human  foul,, 
Nor  fo  effac'd  the  image  of  her  fire. 
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"WiIAT  tongue  then  may  explain  the  various  fate 
Which  reigns  o'er  earth  ?  or  who  to  mortal  eyes 
Illuftrate  this  perplexing  labyrinth 
Of  joy  and  woe  through  which  the  feet  of  man 
Are  doom'd  to  wander  ?  That  eternal  mind 
From  paffipns,  wants,  and  envy  far  cftrang'd 
Who  built  the  fpacious  univerfe,  and  deck'd 
Each  part  fo  richly  with  whatever  pertains 
To  life,  to  health,  to  pleafure  ;  why  bade  he 
The  viper  evil,  creeping  in,  pollute 
The  goodly  fcene,  and  with  invidious  rage, 
While  the  poor  inmate  looks  around  and  -failles, 
TJ.-'Vt  her  fell  fling  with  poifon  to  his  foul? 

• ;  the  queftion,  and  from  ancient  days 
Hath  ftill  opprefs'd  with  care  the  fage's  thought; 
Hath  drawn  forth  accents  from  the  poet's  lyre 
Top  fad,  too  deeply  plaintive  :  nor  did  e'er 
Thofe  chiefs  of  human  kind,  from  whom  the  light 
Of  heavenly  truth  firft  gleam'd  on  barbarous  lands, 
Forget  this  dreadful  fecret  when  they  told 
What  wondrous  things  had  to  their  favour'd  eyes 
And  ears  on  cloudy  mountain  been  reveal'd, 
Or  in  deep  cave  by  nymph  or  power  divine, 
Portentous  oft  and  wild.    Yet  one  I  know, 
Could  I  the  fpeech  of  lawgivers  affume, 
One  old  and  fplendid  tale  I  would  record 
With  which  the  mu,fe  of  Solon  in  fweet  ftrains 
Adorn'd  this  theme  profound,  and  rende'r'd  all 
Itsdarknefs,  all  its  terrors,  bright  as  noon, 
Or  gentle  as  the  golden  ftar  of  eve. 
Who  knows  not  Solon  ?  laft,  and  wifeft  far, 
Of  thofe  whom  Greece  triumphant  in  the  height 
Of  glory,  ftyl'd  her  fathers  ?  him  whofe  voice 
Through  Athens  hum'd  the  ftorm  of  civil  wrath; 
Taught  envious  w?.itt  and  cruel  wealtb*to  join 


In  friendship  ;  and,  with  fweet  compulllon,  lam  d 

Minerva's  eager  people  to  his  laws, 

Which  their  own  goddefs  in  his  breaft  infpir'd  ? 

'Twas  now  the  time  when  his  heroic  t;dk 
Seem'd  but  perform'd  in  vain:  when   footh'd  by 
Of  flattering  fervice,  the  fond  multitude       [years 
Hung  with  their  fudden  couniels  on  the  breath 
Of  great  Pifitfratus:  that  chief  renown'd, 
Whom  Hermes  and  the  Idalian  queen  had  train'd 
Even  from  his  birth  to  every  powerful  art 
Ofpleafirg  and  perfuading  :  from  whofe  lips 
Flow'd  eloquence,  which  like  the  vows  of  love 
Could  fteal  away  fufpicion  from  the  hearts 
Of  all  who  liften'd.     Thus  from  day  to  day 
He  won  the  general  fuffrage,  and  beheld 
Each  rival  overfhadow'd  and  deprefs'd 
Beneath  his  ampler  ftate  :  yet  oft  complained, 
As  one  lefs  kindly  treated,  who  had  hop'd 
To  merit  favour,  but  fubmits  perforce 
To  find  another's  fervices  preferr'd, 
Nor  yet  relaxeth  aught  of  faith  or  real. 
Then  tales  were  fcatter'd  of  his- envious  foes, 
Of  fnares  that  watch'd  his  fame,  of  daggers  aim'J 
Agaiiift  his  life.     At  laft  with  trembling  limbs, 
His  hair  diffused  and  wild,  his  garments  loofe, 
And  ftain'd  with  blood  from  felf  inflicted  wounds, 
He  burft  into  the  public  place,  as  there, 
T/here  only,  were  his  refuge  ;  and  declar'd 
In  broken  words,  with  fighs  of  deep  regret, 
The  mortal  danger  he  had  fcarce  repelPd. 
Fir'd  with  his  tragic  tale?  the  indignant  crowd,' 
To  guard  bisfteps,  forthwith  a  menial  band, 
Array'd  beneath  his  eye  for  deeds  of  war, 
Decree.     O  ftill  too  liberal  of  their  truft, 
And  oft  betray'd  by  over-grateful  love, 
The  generous  people  !  Now  behold  him  fenc'd 
By  mercenary  weapons,  like  a  king 
Forth  ifiuing  from  the  city  gate  at  eve 
To  feek  his  rural  manfion,  and  with  pomp 
Crowding  the  public  road.    The  fwain  flops  fhort, 
And  fighs  :  the  officious  townfmen  ftaud  at  gaze 
And  fliririfcing  give  the  fallen  pageant  room. 
Yet  not  the  lefs  obfequious  was  his  brow ; 
Nor  lefs  profufe  of  courteous  words  his  tongue, 
Of  gracious  gifts  his  hand  :  the  while  by  ftealth, 
Like  ^  fmall  torrent  fed  \vith  evening  fhowers, 
His  train  increased.     Till,  at  that  fatal  time 
Juft  as  the  public  eye  with  doubt  and  fhaoie 
Startled,  began  to  queftion  what  it  faw, 
Swift  as  the  found  of  earthquakes  rufli'd  a  voice 
Through  Athens,  that  Pififtratus  had  fill'd 
The  rocky  citadel  with  hoftile  arms, 
Had  bar'd  the  fteep  afcent,  and  fate  within 
Amid  his  hirelings,  meditating  death 
To  all  whofe  ftubborn  necks  his  yoke  refus'd. 
Where  then  was  Solon  ?  After  ten  long  years 
Of  abfence,  full  of  hafte  from  foreign  fhores 
The  fage,  the  lawgiver,  had  now  arriv'd  : 
Arriv'd',  alas,  to  fee  that  Athens,  that 
Fair  temple  rais'd  by  him  and  facred  call'd ' 
To  Liberty  and  Concord,  now  profan'd, 
By  favage  hate,  or  funk  into  a  den 
Of  flaves  who  crouch  beneath  the  mafter's  fcourge, 
And  deprecate  his  wrath  and  court  his  chains. 
Yet  did  not  the  wife  patriot's  grief  impede 
His  virtuous  will,  nor  was  his  heart  inclih'd 
One  moment  with  fuch  woman-like  cliftrds 
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To  view  the  tranfient  ftorms  of  civil  war, 
As  thence  to  yield  his  country  and  her  hopes 
To  all-devouring  bondage.     His  bright  helntij 
Ev'n  while  the  traitor's  impious  act  is  told, 
He  buckles  on  his  hoary  head  t   he  girds       [fpear 
With   mail  his  ftooping    bread  :   the    ihiekl,    the 
He  fnatcheth;   and  with  fwift  indignant  ilrides 
The  ailumbled  people  leeks  :  proclaims  aioud 
It  was  no  time  for  counfel:   in  their  fpears 
Lay  all  their  prudence  now  :   the  tyrant  yet 
Was  not  fo  firmly  feated  on  his  throne, 
But  that  cue  fhock  of  their  united  force 
Would  daih  him  from  the  fummit  of  his  pride 
Headlong  and  groveling  in  the  duft.    What  elfe 
Can  reafl'ert  the  loft  Athenian  name 
So  cheaply  to  the  laughter  of  the  world 
Betray 'd  ;  by  guile  beneath  an  infant's  faith  [now 
So    moc'k'd  and   fcorn'd  ?   Away,    then :    freedom 
And  lafety  dwell  not  but  with  fame  in  arms : 
Myfeif  will  (how  you  where  their  manfion  lies, 
And  through  the  walks  of  danger  or  of  death 
Conduct  you  to  them.  While  he  fpake,  through  all 
Their  crowded  ranks  his  quick  lagacious  eye 
He  darted ;  where  no  cheerful  voice  was  heard 
Of  focial  daring  ;  no  Oret  :h'd  arm  was  feen 
Hattening  their  common  talk:  but  pate  miitruft 
Wrinkled  each   brow :   they  (hook  their   heads, 
and  down  [doubts 

Their  flack  hands  hung  :  coJd  fighs  and  whifper'd 
From,  breath  to  breath  ftole  round.     The   fage 

meantime 

Look'd  (peechlefs  on,  while  his  big  bofom  heav'd 
Struggling  with  fhame  and  forrow  :  till  at  lalt 
A  tear  broke  forth  ;  and,  O  immortal  fliades  ! 
O  Thefeus  !  he  exclaim'd,  O  Codrus,  where^ 
Where  are  ye  now  ?  behold  for  what  ye  totl'd 
Through  life  !  behold  for  whom  ye  chofe  to  die  ! 
No  more  he  added  ;  but  with  lonely  tteps 
Weary  and  flow,  his  diver  beard  deprcfs'd* 
And  his  ftern  eyes  bent  heediei's  on  the  ground, 
Back  to  his  (ilent  dwelling  he  repair'd. 
There  o'er  the  gate,  his  armour,  as  a  man 
Whom  from  the  fervice  of  the  war  his  chief 
JDifmifleth  after  no  inglorious  toil, 
He  fix'd  in  general  view.     One  wifhful  look 
He  feat,  unconfcious,  toward  the  public  place 
At  parting  :  then  beneath  his  quiet  roof 
Without  a  word,  without  a  figh,  retir'cl. 

Scarce  had  the  morrow's,  fun  his  golden  rays 
From  fweet  Hymettus  darted  o'er  the  fanes 
Of  Cecrops  to  the  Salauunian  ihores. 
When  lo>  on  Solon's  threihold  met  the-feet 
Of  four  Athenians  by  the  fame  fad  care 
Conducted  all  :  than  whom  the  ftate  beheld 
None  nobler.     Firft  came  Megacle<,  the  Ion 
Of  great  Alcmseon,  whom  the  Lydian  king, 
The  mild,  unhappy  Crcefus,  in  his  d:iys 
Of  glory  h».d  with  coltly  gifts  adorn'd, 
Fair  veU'els,  fplendid  garments,  tinclur'd  webs, 
And  heaps  of  treaiur'a  gold  beyond  the  lot 
Of  many  fov'reigns;   thus  requ.tting- well 
That  hofpitable  favour  which  erewhile 
Akmceon  to  his  mefTertgers  had  mown, 
Whom  he  with  offerings  worthy  of  the  Cod 
Sent  front  his  throne  in  Sanlis  to  revere 
Apollo's  Delphic  ihrine.     With  Megades 
Approach'd  his  Ton,  whom  Agaiiica  bore, 

e  virtuous  child  of  Ciililieaus  whofe  hand 
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Of  Grecian  fceptres  the  molt  ancient  far  " 
In  Sicyon  fway'd  :  but  greater  fame  he  drew 
Prom  arms  control'd  by  juftice,  from  the  love 
Of  the  wife  mufes,  and  the  unenvied  wreath 
Which  glad  Olympia  gave.     For  thither  once 
His  warlike  Iteeds  the  hero  led,  and  there 
Contended  through  the  tumult  of  the  courfe 
With  ikilful  wheels.     Then  victor  at  the  goal, 
Amid  the  applaiues  of  a  He  m  bled  Greece, 
High  on  his  car  he  ftood  and  wav'd  his  arm. 
Silence  enfued  .:   when  (trait  the  herald's  voice 
Was  heard,  inviting  every  Grecian  youth, 
Whom  Cliithenes  content  might  call  his  foil 
To  vitit,  ere  twice  thirty  days  were  pa£s'd» 
The  towers  of  Sicyon.     There  the  chief  decreed^ 
Within  the  circuit  of  the  following  year, 
To  join  at  Hymen's  altar,  hand  in  hand 
With  his  fair  daughter,  him  among  the  gue/ts 
Whom   .worthieft   he    iliould    deem.     Forthwith 

from  all  [came 

The   bounds    of  Greece   the    ambitious   wooers 
From  rich  Hefperea  ;  from  the  lllyrian  ilioro 
Where  Epidamnus  over  AdnVs  furge 
Looks  on  the  letting  fun  ;   from  thole  brave  tribes 
Chaonian  or  Moloiaan  whom  the  race 
Of  great  Achilles  governs,  glorying  itill 
In  Troy  o'erthrown  ;   from  rough  ./Ztoiia,  n-.irfa 
Of"  men  who  tuft  among  the  Greeks  threw  off 
The  yoke  of  kings,  to  commerce  and  to  anus 
Devoted  ;  from  TheffaUa's  fertile  meads, 
Where  flows  Peneus  near  the  lufcy  walls 
Of  Cranon  old;   from  itrong  Eretria,  queen 
Of  all  Eubcean  cities,  who,  fublime 
On  the  fteep  margin  of  Euripus,  view, 
Acrofs  the  tide  the  Marathouian  plain, 
Nor  yet  the  haunt  of  glory.     Athens  too, 
Minerva's  care,  among  her  graceful  fons 
Found  e"qual  lovers  for  the  princely  maid  : 
Nor  was  proud  Argos  wanting  ;  nor  the 
Of  facred  Elis  ;  nor  the  Arcadian  ^rov^s 
That  overfliade  Alpheus,  echoing  eft 
Some   fhepherd's  fong.     Bat  through   the   iUu£t 

trious  band 

Was  none  who  might  with  Megacles  compare 
In  all  the  honours  of  unblemilli'd  youth. 
His  was  the  beauteous  bride  :  and  now  tueir  ion 
Young  Glifthenes,  betimes^  at  Solon's  gat- 
Stood  anxious  ;   leaning  forward  on  the  arm 
Uf  his  great  fire,  with  earneft  eyes  that  ulk'd 
When  the  flow  hinge   would  turn,  with  reftlcfa 

feet,  [heart 

And   cheeks   now  pale,   now    giJ'.ving  :    for    hi3 
Throbb'd,  full  of  bunting  pafilons,  auger,  ^ricr' 


With  tcorn  unbitter'd,  by  the  generous  boy 
Scarce  underwood,  but  vrhich,  like  noble  ictds, 
Are  deltin'd  for  his  country  and  hiirsicif 
In  riper  years  to  bring  forth  fruits  divine 
Of  liberty  and  gfory.     Next  append 
Two  brave  coinpanions  whom  one  mother  bofs 
To  diiTert  nt  lords  ;  but  whom  the  better  ties 
Of  rum  ellee.tn  and  friendship  reiiderM  mor^ 
Than  brothers  :  liril  Miitades,  .^;u)di^\v 
From  godlike  .ZEucus  his  ancitiiL  lir.i  ; 

'.acus  wijofe  umti)j)each\l  renown 
For  funility  and  juftice  v/:,n  the  ivre 
Of  elder  b-.rds  to  ceiebru:  •-  him  L.3\r..iii'd 
In  Hades  o'er  the  d;-;ui,   \vLere  i,     .le.rees 
The  saiity  fo:tl  \viilii:\ihu  burning 
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Of  Tartarus  compel,  or  fend  the  good 

To  inhabit  with  eternal  health  and  peace 

The  vallies  of  Elyfium.     From  a  ftem 

So  facred,  ne'er  could  worthier  fcyon  fpring 

Than  this  Miltiades  ;  whole  aid  erelong 

The  chiefs  of  Thrace,  already  on  their  ways 

Sent  by  the  infpirM  foreknowing  maids  who  fits 

Upon  the  Delphic  tripod,  fhali  implore 

To  wield  their  fceptre,  and  the  rural  wealth 

Of  fruitful  Cherfonefus  to  protect 

With  arms  and  laws.     But,  nothing  careful  now 

Save  for  his  injur'd  country,  here  he  (lands 

In  deep  foiicitude  with  Cymon  join'cl  : 

Uoconfcious  both  what  widely  different  lots 

Await  them,  taught  by  nature  as  they  are 

To  know  one  common  good,  one  common  ill. 

For  Cymoh  not  his  valour,  not  his  birth 

Derived  from  Codrus,  not  a  thoufand  gifts 

Dealt  round  him  with  a  wife,  benignant  hand, 

No,  not  the  Olympic  olive  by  him  (elf 

From  his  own  brow  transterr'd  to  footh  the  mind 

Of  this  Pififtratus,  can  long  preferve 

From  the  fell  envy  of  the  tyrant's  fons, 

And  their  affaffin  dagger.     But  if  death 

Obfcuie  upon  his  gentle  fteps  attend, 

Yet  fate  an  ample  recompenfe  prepares 

In  his  victorious  fon,  that  other  great 

Miltiades,  who  o'er  the  very  throne 

.Of  glory  fh'all  with  time's  affiduous  hand 

In  adamantine  characters  engrave 

The  name  of  Athens ;  and,  by  freedom  arm'd 

'Gainft'the  gigantic  pride  of  Afia's  king, 

Shall  all  the  atchievements  of  the  heroes  old 

Surmount,  of  Hercules,  of  all,  who  fa i I'd 

•From  rheflaly  with  Jafon,  all  who  fought 

For  empire  or  for  fame  at  Thebes  or  Troy. 

Such  were  the  pariots  who  within  the  porch 
Of, Solon  had  aiTembled.     But  the  gate 
Now 'opens,  and  acrofs  the  ample  floor 
Strait  they  proceed  into  an  open  fpace 
Bright  with  the  beams  of  morn  :  a  verdant  fpot, 
'Where  Hands  a  rural  altar,  pil'd  with  ibds 
Cut  from  the  graffy  turf  and  girt  with  wreaths 
Of  branching  palm.     Here  Solon's  felf  they  found 
Clad  in  a  robe  of  purple  pure,  and  deck'd 
With  leaves  of  olive  on  his  reverend  brow. 
He  bow'd  before  the  altar,  and  o'er  cakes 
Of  barley  from  two  earthen  veffeis  pour'd 
Of  honey  and  of  rriilk  a  plenteous  ftrcam  ; 
Calling  meantime  the  rhufes  to  accept 
His  fimple  offering,  by  no  viclim  tirig'd 
With  biaod,  nor  iuilied  by  deftroying  fire, 
.But  fuch  as  for  him  felf  Apollo  claims 
Jn  his  own  Delos,  where  his  favourite  haunt 
Is  thence  the  altar  of  the  pious  nam'd. 
Unfeen  the  guefts  drew  near,  and  filent  view'd 
That  worfhip  ;  till  the  hero  prieft  his  eye 
Turn'd  toward  a  feat  on  which  prepar'd  there  lay 
A  branch  of  laurel.     Then  his  friends  coniefs'd 
Before  him  ftood.     Backward  his  ftep  he  drew, 
As  loth  that  care  or  tumult  fhould  approach 
Thofe  early  rites  divine :  but  foon  their  looks, 
So  anxious,  and  their  hands,  held  forth  with  fuch 
D^fponing  ^efture,  bring  him  on  perforce 
To  fpeak  to  their  affliction.     Are  ye  come, 
He  cried,  to  mourn  with  me  this  common  fliame  ? 
Or  alkye  fome  new  effort  which  may  break 
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Our  fetters  ?  Kno'v  then,  of  the  public  caufe 

Not  for  yon  traitor's  cunning  or  his  might 

Do  I  defpair  :  nor  could  I  wifh  from  Jove 

Aught  dearer,  than  at  this  late  hour  of  life, 

As  once  by  laws,  fo  now  by  ftrenuous  arms 

From  impious  violation  to  affert 

The  rights  our  fathers  left  us.     But,  alas  ! 

What  arms  ?  or  who  fhall  wield  them  ?    Ye  be- 

held 

The  Athenian  people.     Many  bitter  days 
Muft  pafs,  and  many  wounds  from  cruel  pride 
Be  felt,  ere  yet  their  partial  hearts  find  room 
For  jurt  refentrnent,  or  their  hands  endure 
To  fmite  this  tyrant  brood,  fo  near  to  all 
Their  hopes,  fo  oft  admir'd,  fo  long  belov'd. 
That  time  will  come,  hou^ever.     Be  it  yours 
To  watch  its  fair  approach,  and  urge  it  on 
With  honeit  prudence:    me  it  ill  befeems 
Again  to  fupplicate  the  unwilling  crowd 
To  refcue  from  a  vile  deceiver's  hold 
That  envied  power  which  once  with  eager  zeal 
They  offer'd  to  myfelf  ;  nor  can  I  plunge 
In  counfels  deep  and  various,  nor  prepare 
For  diftant  wars,  thus  Faultering  as  I  tread 
On  life's  laft  verge,  ere  long  to  join  the  fhades 
Of  Minos  and  Lycurgus.     But  behold 
What  care  employs  me  novv.     My  vows  I  pay 
To  the  fweet  mules,  teachers  of  my  youth 
And  folace  of  my  age.     If  right  I  deem 
Of  the  ftill  voice  that  \vhifpers  at  my  heart, 
The  immortal  lifters  have  not  quite  withdrawn 
Their  old  harmonious  influence.  Let  your  tongues 
With  facred  filence  favour  what  1  fpeak, 
And  haply  fhall  my  faithful  lips  be  taught 
To  unfold  celeilial  counfels,  which  may  arm 
As  with  impenetrable  fteel  your  breafts 
For  the  long  ftrife  before  you,  and  repel 
The  darts  of  adverfe  fate.     He  faid,  and  fnatch'd 
The  laurel  bough,  and  fate  in  filence  down, 
Fix'd,  wrapp'd  in  folemn  mufing,  full  before 
The  fun,  who  now  from  all  his  radiant  orb 
Drove  the  gray  clouds,  and  pour'd  his  genial  light 
Upon  the  breait  of  Solon.     Solon  rais'd 
Aloft  the  leafy  rod,  and  thus  began  : 

Ye  beauteous  offspring  of  Olympian  Jove 
And  memory  divine,  Pierian  maids, 
Hear  me,  propitious.     In  the  morn  of  life, 
When  hope  fhonebright  and  all  the  profpedt  fmil'd, 
To  your  fequciier'd  manfion  oft  my  fteps 
Were  turn'd,  O  mufes,  and  within  your  gate 
My  offerings  paid.  Ye  taught  me  then  with  ftrain* 
Of  flowing  harmony  to  foften  war's 
Dire  voice,  cr  in  fair  colours,  that  might  charm 
The  public  eye,  to  clothe  the  form  auftere 
Of  civil  counfel.     Now  my  feeble  age 
Negledted,  and  fupplanted  of  the  hope 
On  which  it  lean'd,  yet  finks  not,  but  to  you, 
To  your  mild  wifdom  flies,  refuge  belov'd 
Of  folitude  and  fiience.     Ye  can  teach 
The  viilonsof  my  bed  whate'er  the  gods 
In  the  rude  ages  of  the  world  infpir'd, 
Or  the  fir  ft  heroes  acled:  ye  can  make 
The  morning  light  more  gladfome  to  my  fenfe 
Than  ever  it  appear'd  to  active  youth 
Purfuing.  carelefs  pleafure  :  ye  can  give 
To  this  long  leifure,  thefe  unheeded  hours, 
A  labour  as  fublime,  as  when  the  fons 
Of  Athens  throng'd  and  fpeechlefs  round  me  Hood 


PLEASURES    OF    THE   IMAGINATION. 


771 


To  hear  pronounc'J  for  all  their  future  deeds 

The  bounds  of  right  and  \rrong.  Celeftia.1  powers, 

I  fecrl  that  ye  are  near  me  :  and  behold, 

To  meet  four  energy  divine,  I  bring 

A  high  and  lacred  theme  ;  nor  lefs  than  thofe 

Which  to  the  eternal  cuftody  of  fame 

Your  lips  intrufted,  when  of  old  ye  deign' d 

With  Oi-ph-jus  or  with  Hom?r  to  frequent 

The  groves  of  Hsmus  or  the  Chian  fhore. 

Ye  know,  harmonious  maids  (for  what  of  all 

M-r  various  life  was  e'er  from  you  eftrang'd  ?) 

Oft  hath  my  folitsiry  fong  to  you 

Reveal'd  that  duteous  pride  which  turn'd  my  ftepa 

To  willing  exile  ;  earned  to  withdraw 

From  envy  and  the  d  if  appointed  third 

Of  lucre,  left  the  bold  familiar  ft  rife, 

Which  in  the  eye  of  Athens  they  upheld 

Againft  her  legiflator,  fhor.ld  impair 

With  trivial  doubt  the  reverence  of  his  laws. 

To  j^Egypt,  therefore,  through  the  JSgean  ifles 

My  conrfe  I  fteer'd,  arid  by  the  banks  of  Nile 

Dwelt  in  Canopiis.     Thence  the  hallow'd  domes 

Of  Sai's,  and  the  rites  to  Ifis  paid, 

I  fought,  ;nd  in  her  temple's  filent  courts, 

Through  many  changing  moons',  attentive  heard 

The  venerable  Sonchis,  while  his  tongue 

At  morn  or  midnight  the  deep  ftory  toid 

Of  her  who  reprefents  whate'er  has  been, 

Or  is,  fcr  fhullbe;  whofe  myfterious  veil 

No  mortal  hand  hath  ever  yet  remov'd. 

By  him  exhorted,  fouthward  to  the  walls 

Of  Oa  Lpaf.'d,  the  city  of  the  fun, 

The  ever-ybuthiul  god.     'Twas  thsre,  amid 

Kis  prbftsand  fages,  who  the  live-long  nigl.t 

Watch  the  dread  movements  of  the  ftarry  fpiiere, 

Or  who  in  wom'rous  fables  half  difclofe 

The  fecrets  of  the  elements,  'twas  there 

That  great  Pfenophrs  taught  my  raptur'd  ears 

The  fame  of  old  Atlantis,  of  her  chiefs, 

And  her  pi: re  laws,  the  firft  which  earth  obey'd. 

Deep  in  my  bofora  funk  the  noble  tale  ; 

And  often,  while  I  lifix>n'd,  did  my  mind 

Foretell  with  what  delight  her  own  free  lyre 

Should  fometime  fur  an  Attic  audience  raife 

Anew  that  lofty  fcene,  and  from  their  tombs 

Call  forth  thofe  ancient  demigods  to  fpeak 

Of  juftice  and  the  hidden  providence 

That  walk  among  mankind.     But  yet  meantime 

The  myftic  pomp  of  Ammon's  gloomy  ions 

Became  lefs pleafing.     With  contempt  I  gaz'd 

On  that  tame  garb  and  thofe  unvarying  paths 

To  which  the  double  yoke  of  king  and  prieft 

Kad  cramp'd  the  fullen  r£ce.    Atlaft  with  hymns 

Invoking  our  own  Pallas  and  the  gods 

Of  cheerful  Greece,  a  glad  farewell  I  gave 

To  Egypt,  and  before  the  Southern  wind 

Spread  my  full  fails.  What  climes  I  then  furvey'd, 

What  fortunes  I  encounter' d  in  the  realm 

Of  Crccfus  or  upon  the  Cyprian  fliore, 

'1  he  rnufe,  who  prompts  my  bofom,  doth  not  now 

Content  that  I  reveal.     But  when  at  length*. 

Ten  times  the  fun  returning  from  the  fouth  [fill'd 

Had  ftro'.v'd  with  flowers  the  verdant  earth  and 

The  groves  with  mv.fic,  pleas'd  I  then  beheld 

The  term  of  thofe  long  errors  drawing  nigh. 

Nor  yet,  I  fold,  will  I  fit  down  within 

The  walls  of  Athens,  till  hi 7  feet  have  trod 

»OK  reverend  haunts 


Whence  law  and  civil  concord  iiTued  forth 
As  from  their  ancient  home,  and  ft  ill  to  Greece 
Their  wiled,  loftieft  difcipline  proclaim. 
Straight  where  Amnifus,  mart  of  wealthv  fhips, 
Appears  beneath  fam'd  Cnoffns  and  her  towers 
Like  the  fair  handmaid  of  a  ftately  queen, 
I  check'd  my  prow,  and  thence  with  eager  ftcps 
The  city  of  JVIinos  enter'd.     O  ye  gods, 
Who  taught  the  leaders  of  the  fimpler  time 
By  written  words  to  curb  the  untoward  wifl 
Of  mortals,  how  within  that  generous  ills 
Have  ye  the  triumphs  of  your  powers  difplay'd, 
Munificent !  Thofe  fplendid  merchants,  lords 
Of  traffic  and  the  fea,  with  what  delight 
I  faw  them  at  their  public  meal,  like  fons 
Of  the  fame  houiehold,  join  the  plainer  IbrC 
Whofe  wealth  was  only  freedom  !  whence  to  thefc 
Vile  erivy,  and  to  thofe  fantaftic  pride, 
Alike  was  ftrange  ;  but  noble  concord  flill 
Cherilh'd  the  fcrength  untani'd,  the  ruftic  faith, 
Of  their  firft  fathers.     Then  the  growing  race, 
How  pleafing  to  behold  them  in  their  fcnools, 
Their  fports,  their  labours,  ever  jtlac'd  within, 
O  fhade  of  Minus,  thy  controlin^  eye  * 
Here  was  a  docile  band  in  tuneful  tones 
Thy  laws  pronouncing,  or  with  lofty  hymns 
trailing  the  bounteous  gods,  or,  to  prefer ve 
Their  country's  heroes  from  oblivious  night, 
Refounding  what  the  mute  infpir'd  of  old ; 
There,  on  the  verge  of  manhood,  others  met, 
In  heavy  armour  through  the  heats  of  noon 
To  march,  the  rugged  mountains  height  to  climb 
With  meaiur'd  fwiftnefs,  from  the  hard-bent  bow 
To  fend  refiftlefs  arrows  to  their  mark, 
Or  for  the  fame  of  prowefs  to  contend, 
Now  wreftling,  now  with  fifts  and  ftaves  oppos'd, 
Now  with  the  biting  falchion,  and  the  fence 
Of  brazen  ftiields ;  while  ftill  the  warbliag  flute 
Prefided  o'er  the  combat,  breathing  {trains 
Grave,  fojcmn,  fofi ;  and  changing  headlong  fpits 
To  thoughtful  refoiution  cool,  and  clear. 
Such  I  beheld  thofe  iflanders  renown'd, 
So  tutor'd  from  their  birth  to  meet  in  war 
hach  bold  invader,  and  in  peace  to  guard 
That  living  flame  cf  reverence  for  their  laws 
Which,  nor  the  florins  of  fortune,  nor  the  flood 
Of  foreign  wealth  diffus'd  o'er  all  the  land, 
Could  quench  or  fiacken.     Firft  of  human  names 
In  every  Cretan's  heart  was  Minos  ftill; 
And  holieft  far,  of  what  the  fun  furveys         [feats 
Through  his  whole  courfe,  were  thofe  primeval 
Which  with  religious  footfteps  he  had  taught 
Their  fires  to  approach  the, wild  Dactsean  cave. 
Where  Jove  was  born ;  the  ever-verdant  meads 
Of  Ida,  and  the  fpacious  grotto,  where 
His  active  youth  he  pafs'd,  and  where  his  throne 
Yet  ftands  myfterious  ;  whither  Minos  came 
Each  ninth  returning  year,  the  king  of  gods 
And  mortals  there  in  fecret  to  confuit 
On  juftice,  and  the  tables  of  his  law 
To  infcribe  anew.1    Oft  alfo  with  like  zeal 
Great  Rhea's  hianfion  from  the  Cnoffian  gates 
M-envifit;  ncr  lefs  bfr  the  antique,  fane. 
Built  on  that  facred-fpot,  along  the  banks 
Of  fhady  Theron,  where  benignant  Jove 
And  his  majeftic  ccnfort  join'd  their  hands 
And  fpokfi  their  nuptial  vows.    Alas,  'twas 
That  the  dire  fame  of  Athens  funk  in  bonds 
C  c  ij 
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I  firfl  rcceiv'd  ;  what  time  an  annual  lead 

Had  fumnion'd  all  the  genial  country  T,ound, 

By  facrirke  and  pomp  to  bring  to  mind      [youths 

Th;  t  firil   great  fpoui'al ;    wnij^e  the  enamour' d 

And  virgins,  with  the  prieft  before  t!ie  ihrilie, 

Obfcry;e  the  fame  pure  ritual,  and  invoke 

The  fame  glad  omens.     There,  among  the  crowd 

Of  ftrangers  from  thofe  naval  cities  drawn 

"V/hich  ileck.  like  gems,  the  iiland's  northern  fhofe, 

A  merchant  of  Argina  I  delcry'd, 

My  ancient  hoft.     But,  forward  as  I  fprurtg 

To  meet  him,  he  with  dark  dejected  brow, 

Stopp'd  half-averfe ;  and,  O  Athenian  gueft, 

If  ve  ink:,  art  thou  in  Crete ;  theie  joyful  rites 

Partaking  ?  Know  thy  laws  are  blotted  out : 

Thy  country  kneels  before  a  tyrant's  throne. 

He  added  names  of  men,  with  hof!  ile  deeds 

JDifaftrous ;  which  obfeare  and  indilHncl: 

"{  heard  :  for,  while  he  fpake,  my  heart  grew  cold 

And  my  eyes  dim  :  the  altars  and  their  train 

No  more  were  prefent  to  me  •.  how  I  far'd, 

Or  whither  turn'd,  I  know  not;  nOr  recall 

Aught  of  tho.fe  moments  ether  tlian  the  fenfe 

Of  one  who  druggies  in  oppreflive  fleep, 

An:i,  from  the  toils  of  fome  clillreisful  dream 

To  break  .ajjvay,  with  palpitating  heart, 

"Weak  limbs,  and  temples  bath'd  in  death-like  dew, 

Makes  many  a  painful  tfiortv    When  at  lafb 

The  fun  raid  nature's  face  again  appear'd, 

Not  far  I  fuin id  me  ;  where  the  public  path, 

Winding   through   cyprefs  groves   and   iwelling 

me. 
J-Yern  CnolTus  to  the  cave  of  Jove  afcends.     * 

'  foliow'd  on  ;  till  foon  the  fkirts 
Of  Ida  roie  before  me,  .and  the  vault 
"Wide -opening  pierc'd  the  mountain's  rocky  fide* 
Entering  within  the  threfhold,  on  the  ground 
1  frang-  me,  ilid,  faint,  overworn  with  toil, 


BEGINNING  OF  BOOK  IV. 

MDCCLXX, 

O  K  E  eifcirt  more,  one  cheerful  fally  more, 

fe  will  iirmb.     And  in  peace 

•\r  ixcreil  to  the  powers 

Who  lent  us  gracious  guidance,  we  will  then 
Infcribe  a  monument  cf.Ueathiefs  praift. 
O  my  adventurous  fong  !  with  fteady  fpeed 
JLonghaft  thou,  on  an-unfry'd  voyage  bound 
baii'd  between  earth  and  heaven :  haft  now  fur- 

vey'd, 

Stretch'd  cur  beneath  thee,  all  the  mazy  tracts 
Of  paiiioh  ar,d  opinion  ;  like  a  wafte 
Of  fancls  and  flowery  lawns  and  tangling  woods, 
where  mortals  roam  bewilder  d  :   and  hull  now 
Exulting  ioar'd  among  the  worlds  ut-ove, 
Or  hover' d  near  the  eternal  gates  oi  heaven, 
y  the  rllfceurfeE  of  the  gods, 
ioua,  bt:t  an  urjprtfumiii£  gueft, 
Thou  JTiight'ft  partuke,  and  carry  back  fume  ftrain 
Of  nivine  w  if  com,  kv/fuli'o  repeat, 

•:,t  to  be  conceiv'd  cf  man  below. 
A  ftiflerent  tafk  remains;  the  fecret  paths 

y  genius  to  explore  .   to  trace 
'i'hofe  iuuiits  where  fancy  licr  precc.lin'd  fons, 


Like  to  the  demi-gods  of  old,  doth  nuffe 

Remote  from  eyes  profane.     Ye  happy  fotife 

Who  now  her  tender  difcipline  obey, 

Where  dwell  ye  ?  What  wild  river's  brink  at  eve 

Imprint  your  fteps  ?  What  folemn  groves  at  noon 

life  ye  to  vifit,  often  breaking  forth 

In  rapture  'mid  your  dilatory  walk, 

Or  mufing,  as  in  flumber,  on  the  green  ? 

— Would  I  again  were  with  you  ! — >0  ye  dales 

Of  Tyne,  and  ye  moft  ancient  woodlands ;  where 

Oft  ac'  the  giant  flood  obliquely  ftrides, 

And  his  banks  open,  and  his  lawns  extend, 

Stops  fhort  the  phpfed  traveller  to  view 

Preliding  o'er  the  fcene  fome  ruftic  tower, 

Founded  by  Norman  or  by  Saxon  hands : 

0  ye  Northumbrian  fhades,  which  overlook 
The  rocky  pavement  and  the  moffy  falls 
Of  folitary  Wenfbeck's  limpid  Itream  ; 
How  gladly  I  recall  your  well-known  feats 
Belov'd  of  old,  and  that  delightful  time 
When  all  alone,  for  many  a  fummer's  day, 

1  wander'd  through  your  calm  recelTes,  led 
In  filence  by  fome  powerful  hand  unfeen, 

Nor  will  I  e'er  forget  you.     Nor  fhall  e'er 
The  graver  talks  of  manhood,  or  the  advice 
Of  vulgar  wifdom  move  me  to  difclaim 
Thofe  ftudies  which  poflefs'd  me  in  the  dawn 
Of  life,  and  fix'd  the  colour  of  my  mind 
For  every  future  year:  whence  even  now 
From  fleep  I  refcue  the  clear  hours  of  morn, 
And,  while  the  world  around  lies  overwhelm'^! 
In  idle  darknefs,  am  alive  to  thoughts 
Of  honourable  fame,  of  truth  divine 
Or  moral,  and  of  minds  to  virtue  won 
By  the  fweet  magic  of  harmonious  verfe  ; 
The  themes  which  now  exped:  us.     For  thus  far 
On  general  habits,  and  on  arts  which  grow 
Spontaneous  in  the  minds  of  all  mankind, 
Hath  dwelt  our  argument;  and  now  felf-taughjj 
Though  feldom  confcious  of  their  own  employ, 
In  nature's  or  in  fortune's  changeful  fcene 
Men  learn  to  judge  of  beauty,  and  acquire 
Thofe  forms  fet  up,  as  idols  in  the  foul 
For  love  and  zealous  praife.    Yet  indiftin<5t, 
In  vulgar  bofoms,  and  unnotic'd  lie 
Thefe  pleafmg (lores,  unlefsthe  cafual  force. 
Oi  things  external  prompt  the  hetdleft  mind 
To  recognize  her  wealth.     But  fome  there  are 
Confcious  of  nature,  and  the  rule  which  man 
O'er  nature  holds:   fome  who,  within  thernfclvdb 
Retiring  front  the  trivial  fcenes  of  chance 
And  momentary  pafiion,  can  at  will 
Call  lip  thele  fair  exemplars  of  the  mind; 
Review,  their  features;  lean  the  fecret  laws 
Which  bind  them  to  each  other  :   and  clifplay 
By  forms,  or  founds,  or  colours,  to  the  fenfe 
Of  all  the  world  their  latent  charms  difplay  ; 
Even  as  in  nature's  frame  (if  fuch  a  word, 
If  ftich  a  word,  fo  bold,  may  from  the  lips 
Of  man  proceed)  as  in  this  outward  frame 
Of  things,  the  Great  Artificer  portrays 
His  own  immenfe  idea.     Various  names 
Theie  among  mortals  bear,  as  various  figns 
They  ufe,  and  by  peculiar  organs  fpeak 
To  human  fenfe.     There  are  who,  by  the^flight 
Of  air  through  tubes  with  moving  ftops  diflinft, 
Or  by  extended  chords  in  meafure  taught 
To  vibrate,  can  afltmbk  powerful  founds 


PLEASURES   OF   THE    IMAGINATION! 


Exprefiing  every  temper  of  the  mind 
From  every  caufe,  and  charming  all  the  foul 
With  paflion  void  of  care.     Others  meantime 
The  rugged  inafs  of  metal,  wood,  or  iloue, 
Patiently  taming;  or  with  ealier  hand 
Defcribing  lines,  and  with  more  ample  fcope 
Uniting  colours  ;  can  to  general  light 
Produce  tho'fe  permanent  and  perfect  forms, 
Thofe  characters  of  heroes  and  of  gods, 
Which  from  the  crude  materials  of  the  world 
Their  own  high  minds  created.     But  the  .chief 
Are  poets  ;  eloquent  men,  who  dwell  on  earth 
To  clothe  whate'er  the  foul  admires  or  loves 
With  language   and   with   numbers.     Hence  to 
A  field  is  open'd  wide  as  nature's  fphere  ;      [thele 
Nay,  wider  :  various  as  the  fudden  ac"ls 
Of  human  wit,  and  vail  as  the  demands 
Of  human  will.    The  bard  nor  length,  nor  depth, 
Nor  place,  nor  form  controls.     To  eyes,  to  ears, 
To  every  organ  of  the  copious  mind, 
He  oiFereth  all  its  treafures.     Him  the  hours, 


The  feafpns  him  obey  :  and  changeful  time 

Sees  him  at  will  keep  mealure  \vuh  his  HigLt, 

At  will  outftrip  it.     To  enhance  his  toil, 

He  fummoneth  from  die  uttermbft  extent 

Of  things  which  God  hath  taught  him,  every  form 

Auxiliar,  ever,y  po'.ver ;  and  ail  befide 

Excludes  imperious.     His  prevailing  hand 

Gives  to  corporeal  eflencc,  life  and  fenfe 

And  every  ilately  function  of  the  foul. 

The  foul  itfelf  to  him  obfequious  lies, 

Like  matter's  pafii  ve  heap  ;  and  as  he  wills, 

To  reafon  and  affection  he  afiigns 

Their  jufl  alliances,  their  juil  degrees  : 

Whence  his  peculiar  honours ;  whence  the  race 

Of  men  who  people  his  delightful  world, 

Men  genuine  and  according  to  thernfelves, 

Tranfcend  as  far  the  upcertuin  fons  of  earth, 

As  earth  itfelf  to  his  delightful  wcrld 

The  palm  of  fpotlefs  beauty  doth  rejign. 


ODES. 


BOOK  I.     ODE  I, 

PREFACE. 


ON  yonder  verdant  hilloc  laid,  , 

Where  oaks  and  elms,  a  friendly  fliade, 

O'erlook  the  fall  ng  dream, 
O  mailer  of  the  Latin  lyre, 
A  while  with  thee  will  I  retire 

From  fummer's  noontide  beam. 

ii. 

And,  lo,  within  my  lonely  bower, 
The  induftripus  bee  from  many  a  flower 

Collects  her  balmy  d<nvs : 
"  For  me,"  (he  lings,  "  the  gems  are,  borne, 
"  For  me  their  filken  robe  adorn, 

"  Their  fragrant  breath  diffufe." 

in. 

Sweet  murmurer !  may  no  rude'  ftorrn 
This  hofpitable  fcene  deform, 

Nor  check  thy  gladfome  toils ; 
Still  may  the  buds  unfullied  fprhiir, 
Still  mowers  and  funlhine  court  thy  wing 

To  theie  anibroiiiil  fpoils. 

IV. 

Nor  fhaU  my  mufe  hereafter  fail 
Her  fellow-labourer  thee  to  hail; 

And  lucky  be  the  ftrains ! 
For  long  ago'  did  nature  frame 
Your  feafous  and  your  arts  the  fame, 

Your  pleafures  and  your  pains. 

v. 

Like  thee,  in  lowly  fylvan  fcenes, 
On  river-banks  and  flowery  greens 

My  mule  delighted  plays  ; 
Nor  through  the  dcfart  or  the  air, 

•h  iwans  or  eagles  triumph  there, 

With  fond  ambition  '{frays. 


Nor  where  the  boding  raven  chaunts, 
Nor  near  the  owl's  unhallowed  haunts 

Will  me  her  cares  employ  ; 
But  flies  from  ruins  and  from  tombs, 
From  fuperliition's  horrid  glooms, 

To  day-light  and  to  joy. 

vn. 

Nor  will  flie  tempt  the  barren  wafte  ; 
Nor  deigns  the  lurking  ilrength  to  tafte 

Of  any  noxious  thing ; 
But  leaves  with  Icorn  to  envy's  ufe 
The  infipid.iiighdliade's  bjtnefoi  juice, 

The  nettle's  fordid  fling. 

VIII. 

From  all  which  nature  faireft  knows, 
The  vernal  blooms,  the  lummer  role, 

She  draws  he;-  blamelefs  wealth  ; 
And,  when  the  generous  talk  is  done, 
bue  cohfecrates  a  double  boon, 

'i'o  picafure  and  to  health. 


ODE    II.     No.  I. 

THE   WINTER   SOLSTICE, 
J)ec.  2,   I7^0S. 

I. 

Now  to  the  utmpd  Jbuthcirn  goal 
The  fun  has  trac'd  his  annual  . 
And  backward  n>jivv  prepares  to  roll, 
Ana  biefj  the  north  \vitli  earlier  day. 
Prone  on  i-'oiofi'u  lofty  brow, 
Floods  of  i'ublimer  fplendor  ilow, 

*    This  ode  ivas  aftcriiardi  entirely  alicrsd  ;  , 
Icfetn  in  ihe     ollqtv'mir  'pi.c.t;i.      cj'ks  rt\. 


l'd  to  fee  ii  as  il  ivjs  origir.aHy 
3  C'i 
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Pupening  the  latent  feeds  of  gold, 
"Whilft,  panting  in  the  lonely  fhade, 
The  afiiidted  Indian  hides  his  head, 
Nor  dares  the  blaze  of  noon  beheld, 
u. 

But  lo !  on  this  deferred  coaft, 
How  faint  the  light !  how  chill  the  air  ! 
JLo  !  arm'd  with  whirlwind,  hail,  and  froft, 
Fierce  winter  defolates  the  year. 
The  fields  refign  their  cheerful  bloom ; 
No  more  the  breezes  breathe  perfume ; 
No  more  the  warbling  waters  roll : 
Defarts  of  fnow  fatigue  the  eye  ; 
Succeffive  tempefts  bloat  the  iky, 
And  gloomy  damps  opprefs  the  foul, 
in. 

But  let  my  drooping  genius  rife;, 
And  liail  the  fun's  remoteft  ray  : 
Now,  now  he  climbs  the  northern  fkie.s, 
To-morrow  nearer  than  to-day. 
Then,  louder  howl  the  ftormy  vrafte, 
Be  land  and  ocean  worfe  defac'd, 
Yet  brighter  hours  are  on  the  wing, 
And  fancy,  through  the  wu-tery  gloom, 
Radiant  with  dews  and  floy/ers  in  bloom. 
Already  hails  the  emerging  fpring. 

IV. 

Q  fountain  of  the  golden  day, 
Could  mortal  vows  but  urge  thy  fpeed, 
How  foon,  before  the  vernal  ray, 
;3hould  each  unkindly  damp  recede  ! 
How  focn  each  tempeft.  hoveling  fly, 
That  now,  fermenting,  loads  the  fky, 
Prompt  on  our  heads  to  burft  amain, 
To  rend  the  foreft  from  the  freep, 
And  thundering  o'er  the  Baltic  deep, 
To  'whelm  tfee  merchant's  hopes  of  gain ! 
v. 

But  let  not  man's  imperfedi  views, 
Prefurne  to  tax  wife  nature's  la\vs: 
'"Tie  his  with  filent  joy  to  ufe 
The  indulgence  cf  the  fovereign  caufc  ;. 
Secure  that  from  the  whole  of  things 
Beauty  and  good  confummate  fprings, 
Beyond  what  he  can  reach  to  know, 
And  that  the  providence  of  heaven 
Has  forue  peculiar  blefiirg  given 
To  each  allotted  flate  below. 

VI. 

Ev'n  now  how  fweet  the  wintery  night 
Spent  with  the  old  illiiftriovs  dead : 
"While,  by  the  taper's  trembling  light, 
!  feem  the  awful  courfe  to  tread  ; 
'Where  chiefs  and  legislators  lie, 
"Whofe  triupiphs  move  before  my  eye, 
With  every  laurel  frelh  difplay 'd  : 
While,  charm  J,  I  rove  in  claflic  fong, 
Or  bend  to  freedom's  fearlef^  tongue, 
Or  walk  the  academic  fhade. 


ODE  II.     No.  II. 

ON  TKE   WINTER   SOLSTICE, 

3740. 

!. 

THZ  radiant  ruler  of  the  yerr 

A»  length  his  wintery  ge?.l  attains*, 


Seems  to  reverfe  the  long  career, 
And  northward  bend  his  fteady  reins. 
Now,  piercing  half  Potofi's  height, 
Prone  rufh  the  fiery  floods  of  light 
Ripening  the  mountain's  filver  (lores : 
While  in  fom?  cavern's  horrid  fhade, 
The  panting  Indian  hides  his  head, 
And  oft  the  approach  of  eve  implores. 

n. 

But  lo,  on  this  rlefertcd  coafl 
How  pale  the  fun  !  how  thick  the  air  ! 
Muftering  his  florins,  a  fordid  holt, 
Lo,  winter  defolates  the  year  : 
The  fields  refign  their  lateft  bloom; 
No  more  the  breezes  waft  perfume, 
No  more  the  ftreams  in  mufic  roll : 
But  i'nows  fall  dark,  or  rains  rofound ; 
And,  while  great  nature  mourns  around^, 
Her  griefs  infect  the  human  foul. 

lit. 

Hence  the  loud  city's  bufy  throngs 
Urge  the  warm  bowl  and  fplendid  fire  ; 
Harmonious  dances,  fdtive  fongs 
Againft  the  fpitcful  heaven  confpire  : 
Meantime  perhaps  with  tender  fears 
Some  village-dame  the  curfew  hears, 
While  round  the  hearth  her  children  play  : 
At  morn  their  father  went  abroad  ; 
The  moon  is  funk  and  deep  the  road; 
She  lighs,  and  wonders  at  his  fiay. 

IV. 

But  thou,  my  lyre,  awake,  arife, 
And  hail  the  fun's  returning  force: 
Even  now  he  climbs  the  northern  fkies, 
And  health  and  hope  attend  his  courfe. 
Then  louder  howl  the  aerial  v/afle, 
Be  earth  with  keener  cold  embiHcVl, 
Yet  gentle  hours  advance  their  wing; 
And  fancy,  mocking  winter's  might, 
With  flowers  and  dews  and  ft  reaming  light 
Already  decks  the  new-born  fpring. 

v. 

O  fountain  of  the  golden  day, 
Could  mortal  vows  promote  thy  fpeed, 
How  icon  before  thy  Venial  ray 
Should  each  unkindly  damp  recede  ! 
How  foon  each  hovering  tempeft  fly, 
Whofe  ftores  for  rnifchief  arm  the  flcy, 
Prompt  on  our  heads  to  burft,  amaiii, 
To  rend  the  foreft  from  the  ftecp, 
Or,  thundering  o'er  the  Baltic  deep, 
'i  o  'whelm  the  merchant's  hopes  of  gain  • 

VI. 

But  let  not  man's  unequal  views 
Prefume  o'er  nature  and  her  laws: 
*  'Tis  his  with  grateful  joy  to  ufe 
The  indulgence  of  the  fov'reign  caufe ; 
Secure  that  health  and  beauty  fprings 
Through  this  majeilic  frame  of  things, 
Beyond  what  he  c?.n  reach  to  know  ; 
And  that  heaven's  all-fubduing  will, 
With  good  the  progeny  of  ill, 
Attempereth  every  ftate  below. 

vn. 

How  pleafing  wears  the  wintery  night, 
Spent  with  the  eld  iliuftrious  dead  ! 
While,  by  the  taper's  trembling  light., 
thofe.  awfttl  iceces  ^o  trc;\<| 


O    D    E    S. 


Where  chiefs  or  legiflators  lie, 
Whofe  triumphs  move  before  my  eye 
In  arms  and  antique  pomp  array'd  ; 
While  now  I  tafte  the  Ionian  fong, 
Now  bend  to  Plato's  godlike  tongue 
Refounding  through  the  olive  (hade. 

VIII. 

But  fliould  fome  cheerful,  equal  friend 
Bid  leave  the  ftudious  page  a  while, 
Let  mirth  on  wifdom  then  attend, 
And  focial  eafe  on  learned  toil. 
Then  while,  at  love's  uncareful  flirine, 
Each  dictates  to  the  god  of  wine 
Her  name  whom  all  his  hopes  obey, 
What  flattering  dreams  each  bofom  warm, 
While  abfence,  heightening  every  charm, 
Invokes  the  flow  returning  May  ! 

IX. 

May,  thou  delight  of  heaven  and  earth, 

When  will  thy  genial  ftar  arife  ? 

The  aufpicious  morn,  which  gives  thee  birth, 

Shall  bring  Eudora  to  my  eyes. 

Within  her  fylvan  haunt  behold, 

As  in  the  happy  garden  old, 

She  moves  like  that  primeval  fair  : 

Thither,  ye  filver-founding  lyres, 

Ye  tender  fmiles,  ye  chafte  defires, 

Fond  hope  and  mutual  faith,  repair. 

x. 

And  if  believing  love  can  read 
His  better  omens  in  her  eye, 
Then  (hall  my  fears,  O  charming  maid, 
And  every  pain  of  abfence  die  : 
Then  fliall  my  jocund  harp,  attun'd 
To  thy  true  ear,  with  fweeter  found 
Purfue  the  free  Horatian  fong  ; 
Old  Tyne  (hall  Men  to  my  tale, 
And  echo  down  the  bordering  vale 
The  liquid  melody  prolong. 

ODE      III. 

TO  A  FRIEND  UNSUCCESSFUL  IN  LOVE. 


INDEED,  my  Phaedria,if  to  to  find 
That  wealth  can  female  willies  gain, 
Had  e'er  difturb'd  your  thoughful  mind, 
Or  coft  one  ferious  moment's  pain, 
I  fhould  have  laid  that  all  the  rules, 
You  learn'd  of  moralifts  and  fchools, 
Were  very  ufelefs,  very  vain. 

II. 

Yet  I  perhaps  miftakc  the  cafe- 
Say,  though  with  this  heroic  air, 
Like  one  that  holds  a  nobler  chafe, 
You  try  the  tender  lofs  to  bear, 
Does  not  your  heart  renounce  your  tongue  ! 
Seems  not  my  ceniure  ftrangely  wrong 
To  count  it  fuch  a  flight  aftair  ? 

in. 

When  Hefper  gilds  the  (haded  Iky, 
Oft  as  you  leek  the  well-known  grove, 
Methinks  I  fee  you  caft  your  eye 
Back  to  the  morning  fcenes  of  love  : 
Each  pleafing  word  you  heard  her  fay, 
Her  gentle  look,  her  graceful  way, 
A^ain  your  ftruggling  fancy  move. 


Then  tell  me,  is  your  foul  entire  ? 
Does  wifdom  calmly  hold  her  throne  ? 
Then  can  you  quefbon  each  defire, 
Bid  this  remain,  and  that  begone  ? 
No  tear  half-ftarting  from  your  eye  ? 
No  kindling  biufh  you  know  not  why  ? 
No  Healing  figh,  nor  ftifled  groan  ? 

v. 

Away  with  this  unmanly  mood  ! 
See  where  the  hoary  churl  appears, 
Whofe  hand  hath  feiz'd  the  favourite  good 
Which  you  referv'd  for  happier  years : 
While,  fide  by  fide,  the  biufliing  maid 
Shrinks  from  his  vifagc,  half  arraid, 
Spite  of  the  fickiy  joy  fhe  wears. 

VI. 

Ye  guardian  powers  of  love  and  fame, 
This  chafte,  harmonious  pair  behold  > 
And  thus  reward  the  generous  flame 
Of  all  who  barter  vows  for  gold. 
O  bloom  of  youth,  O  tender  charms 
Well  buried  in  a  dotard's  arms  ! 
O  equal  price  of  beauty  fold  ! 

yn. 

Ceafe  then  to  gaze  with  looks  of  love : 
Bid  her  adieu,  the  venal  fair : 
Unworthy  flie  your  blils  to  prove  ; 
Then  wherefore  fliould  flie  prove  your  care  ? 
No  :  lay  your  myrtle  garland  down  ; 
And  let  a.  while  the  willow's  crown 
With  luckier  omens  bind  your  hair. 

VIII. 

O  juft  efcap'd  the  faithlefs  main, 
Though  driven  unwilling  on  the  land : 
To  guide  your  favoured  iteps  again, 
Behold  your  better  genius  itand  : 
Where  truth  revolves  her  page  divine, 
Where  virtue  leads  to  honour's  fhrine, 
Behald,  he  lifts  his  awful  hand. 

IX. 

Fix  but  on  thefe  your  ruling  aim, 
And  time,  the  fire  of  manly  care, 
Will  fancy's  dazzling  colours  tame 
A  foberer  drcfs  will  beauty  wear  : 
Then  (hall  efteem  by  knowledge  led 
Enthrone  within  your  heart  and  head. 
Some  happier  love,  fome  truer  fair. 

ODE    IV. 

AFFECTED    INDIFFERENCE, 

To  the  fame. 

I. 

YES,  you  contemn  the  perjur'd  maid 
Who  all  your  favourite  hopes  betray'd: 
Nor,  though  her  heart  (hould  home  return, 
Her  tuneful  tongue  its  falfchood  mourn, 
Her  wining  eyes  your  faith  implore, 
Would  you  her  band  receive  again, 
At  once  diflemble  your  ditdain, 
Or  liften  to  the  fyren's  theme, 
Or  (toop  to  loye  •   fince-now  eltcem, 

And  confidence,  and  friendfl}ip  is  no  more. 

ii. 

Yet  tell  me,  Fhsedria,  tell  m?  why, 

When  finr.moning  your  pride  you  try 

C  c  iiij 
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To  meet  her  looks  with  cool  neglect, 
Or  crofs  her  walk  with  flight  refpedl, 
(For  fo  is  falfehood  beft  repaid) 
Whence  do  your  cheeks  indignant  glow  ? 
"Why  is  your  ftruggiing  tongue  fo  flow  ? 
What  means  that  darknefs  on  your  brow  ? 
As  if  with  all  her  broken  vow 
You  meant  the  fair  apoitate  to  upbraid? 


ODE     V, 


AGAINST    SUSPICION. 


OH  fly  !  'tis  dire  fufpicion's  mien  ; 
"And,  meditating-  plagues  unfeen, 

The  forcerefs  hither  bends  : 
Behold  her  torch  in  gall  imbrued  : 
Behold—her  garment  drops  with  blood 

Of  lovers  and  of  friends. 

II. 

Fly  far  !   already  in  your  eyes 
I  fee  a  pnle  fuflufion  rife  ; 

And  toon  through  every  vein, 
Soon  will  her  fecret  vepom  fpread, 
And  all  your 'heart  and  "all  your  head, 

Imbibe  the  potent  ftaiii. 

in. ' 

Then  many  a  demon  will  flie  raife 
To  vex  your  fleep,  to  haunt  your  ways ; 

While  gleams  of  loll  delight 
Raife  the  dark  tempeft  of  the  ijra-in, 
As  lightning  (Lines  acrofs  the  main. 

Through  whirlwinds  and  through  night 

IV. 

No  more  can  faith  or  candour  move-; 
But  each  ingenuous  de-ed  of  love, 

Which  reafon  would  applaud, 
Now,  frniling  o'er  her  daik  diilrefs, 
Fancy  malignant  drives  to  drefs 

Like  injury  and  fraud. 

v. 

Farewell  to  virtue's  peaceful  times: 
Soon  will  you  ftoop  to  acT:  the  crimes 

Which  thus  you  ftoop  to  fear: 
Guilt  follows  guilt :   and  'where  the  train 
Begins  with  wrongs  of  fuch  a  ftain, 
•    What  horrors  from  the  rear  ! 

VI. 

*Tis  thus  to  work  her  baltful  power, 
Sufpicion  waits  the  fullen  heur 

Of  fretfulneis  and  ftriic, 
"When  care  the  infirmer  bofom  wringSj, 
Or  Eurus  waves  his  murky  wing» 

To  damp  the  feats  of  life. 

VII. 

But  come,  forfake  the  fcene  unWefs'd 
Which  rirft  beheld  your  faithful  breaft 

To  groundless  fears  a  prey  : 
Come,  where  with  my  prevailing  lyre 
The  Ikies,  the  ft  reams,  the  groves  confpire 

To  charm  your  doubts  away. 

VJJI. 

Thrpn'J  ;«  the  fun's  descending  car, 
What  power  unfeen  diffufeth  tar 
This  fenderriefs  of  mind  ? 

lies  on  yonder  fipod  ? 


What  god,  in  whifpers  from  the  wood. 
Bids  every  thought  be  kind  ? 

IX. 

O  thou,  whate'er  thy  awful  name. 
Whofe  wifclom  our  untoward  frame 

With  focial   love  reftrains  ;. 
Thou,  who  by  fair  affection's  ties 
Giv'ft  us  to  double  all  our  joys 

And  half  difarm  our  pains  : 

x. 

Let  univerfal  candour  ftill, 
Clear  as  yon  heaven-reflecting  rill, 

Preferve  my  open  mind  ; 
Nor  this  nor  that  man's  crooked  ways 
One  fordid  doubt  within  me  raife 

To  injure  human  kind. 

ODE    VI. 

HYMN   TO    CHEERFULNESS. 

Flow  thick  the  fliades  of  evening  clofe  ! 
How  pale  the  fky  with  weight  of  fnows  ! 
Hafte,  light  the  tapers,  urge  the  fire, 
And  bid  the  joylefs  day  retire. 

' Alas,  in  vain  I  try  within 

To  brighten  the  dejected  fcene, 
While  rous'd  by  grief  thefe  fiery  pains 
Tear  the  frail  texture  of  my  veins : 
While  winter's  voice,  that  ftorms  around, 
And  yon  deep  death-bell's  groaning  found 
Renew  my  mind's  oppreffive  gloom, 
Till  ft-arting  honor  makes  the  room. 

Is  there  in  nature  no  kind  power 
To  footh  afHiftion's  lonely  hour? 
To  blunt  the  edge  of  dire  difeafe, 
And  teach  thefe  wintcry  fhades  to  pleafe  ? 
Come,  cheerfulnefs,  triumphant  fair, 
Shine  through  the  hovering  cloud  of  care  : 
O  fweet  of  language,  mild  of  mien, 
O  virtue's  friend  and  pleafure's  queen, 
Aflwage  the  flames  that  burn  my  breaft, 
Compofe  my  jarring  thoughts  to  reft  j 
And  while  thy  gracious  gifts  I  feel, 
My  long  fliall  all  thy  prnife  reveal. 

As  once  ('twas  in  Aftrea's  reign) 
The  vernal  powers  retiew'd  their  train, 
It  happen'd  that  immortal  love 
Was  ranging  through  the  fpheres  above, 
And  downward  hither  caft  his  eye 
The  year's  returning  pomp  to  fpy. 
He  faw  the  radiant  god  of  day, 
Waft  in  his  car  the  roly  May  ; 
The  fragrant  airs  and  genial  hours 
Were  ftiedding  found  him  dews  and  flowers  :• 
Before  his  wheels  Aurora  pa fs'd, 
And  Helper's  golden  lamp  was  lafl-. 
But,  faireft  of  the  blooming  throng, 
When  health  majeftic  mov'd  along, 
Delighted  to  furvey  below 
The  juys  which  from  her  prefence  flow, 
While  earth  enliven'd  hears  her  voice, 
And  fwains,  and  flock's,  and  fields  rejoice ; 
Then  mighty  love  her  charms  confeiVd, 
And  foon  his  vows  inclih'd  her  breaft, 
Ard,  known  from  that  aufpicicus  morn., 
Thee  pleaficg  cheerfulnefsj  was  ^oru.    ~ 


ODES. 


-   Thou  cheerfulnefs,  by  heaven  defign'd 
To  fway  the  movements  of  the  mind, 
Whatever  fretful  paffion  fpririgs, 
Whatever  wayward  fortune  brings 
To  diiarransre  the  power  within, 
And  ftrain  the  mufical  machine  ; 
Thou,  Goddefs,  thy  attempering  hand 
Doth  each  difcordant  ftring  command, 
Refines  the  foft,  and  fwellsthe  itrong  ; 
And,  joining  nature's  general  ibng, 
Through  many  a  varying  tone  unfolds 
The  harmony  of  human  fouls. 

Fair  guardian  of  domeftic  life, 
Kind  banifher  of  homebred  ftrife, 
Nor  fullen  lip,  nor  taunting  eye, 
Deforms  the  icene  where  thou  art  by  : 
No  fickening  huiband  damns  the  hour 
Which  bound  his  joys  to  female  power  ; 
No  pining-mother  weeps  the  cares 
Which  parent's  wafte  on  thanklefs  heirs: 
The  officious  daughters  pleas'd  attend  ; 
The  brother  adds  the  name  of  friend  : 
JBy  thee  with  flowers  their  board  is  crown'd, 
With  fongs  from  thee  their  walks  re  found ; 
And  morn  with  welcome  luftre  fliines, 
And  evening  unperceiv'd  declines. 

Is  there  a  youth,  whofe  anxious  heart 
Labours  with  love's  unpitied  imart  ? 
Though  now  he  ftray  by  rills  and  bowers, 
And  weeping  wafte  the  lonely  hours, 
Or  if  the  nymph  her  audience  deign, 
Debafe  the  ftory  of  his  pain 
With  flavifh  looks,  difcolour'd  eyes, 
And  accents  faltering  into  fighs ; 
Yet  thou,  aufpicious  power,  with  eafe 
Canft  yield  him  happier  arts  to  pleafe, 
Inform  his  mien  with  manlier  charms, 
Inftrucl  his  tongue  with  noble  arms, 
With  more  commanding  pafiion  move, 
And  teach  the  dignity  of  love. 

Friend  to  the  mufe  and  all  her  traifi, 
For  thee  I  court  the  mufe  again  : 
The  mule  for  thee  may  well  exert 
Her  pomp,  her  charms,  her  fondeft  art, 
Who  owes  to  thee  that  pleafing  fway 
Which  earth  and  peopled  heaven  obey. 
Let  melancholy's  plaintive  tongue 
Repeat  what  later  bards  have  fung; 
But  thine  was  Homer's  ancient  might, 
And  thine  victorious  Pindar's  flight : 
Thy  hand  each  Leibian  wreath  attir'd  : 
Thy  lip  Sicilian  reeds  infpir'd  : 
Thy  fpirit  lent  the  glad  perfume 
Whence  yet  the  flowers  of  Teos  bleom  ; 
Whence  yet  from  Tibur's  Sabine  vale 
Delicious  blows  the  enlivening  gale, 
While  Horace  calls  thy  fportive  choir, 
Heroes  and  nymphs,  around  his  lyre. 

But  fee  where  yonder  penfive  fage 
(A  prey  perhaps  to  fortune's  rage, 
Perhaps  by  tender  griefs  pppreiVd, 
Or  blooms  congenial  to  his  breaft) 
Retires  in  defart  fcenes  to  dwell, 
And  bids  the  joylefs  world  farewell. 
Alone  he  treads  the  autumnal  fhade. 
Alone  beneath  the  mountain  laid 


He  f«rs  the  nightly  damps  afcend, 
And  gathering  dorms  aloft  impend  ; 
He  hears  the  neighbouring  furges  roll, 
And  raging  thunders  lhake  the  pole  : 
Then,  ftrud  by  every  object  round, 
And  ft  mm 'd  by  every  horrid  found, 
He  afks  a  clue  for  nature's  ways ; 
But  evil  haunts  him  through  the  maze: 
He  fees  ten  thoufand  demons  rife 
To  wield  the  empire  of  the  Ikies, 
And  chance  and  fate  afTume  the  rod, 
And  malice  blot  the  throne  of  God. 
— O  thou,  whole  pleafing  power  I  ling, 
Thy  lenient  influence  hither  bring; 
Compofe  the  ftorm,  difpel  the  gloom. 
Till  nature  wear  her  wonted  bloom, 
Till  fields  and  fhades  their  fweets  exhale, 
And  mufic  lu  ell  each  opening  gale  : 
Then  o'er  his  breaft  thy  foftnefs  pour, 
And  let  hitn  learn  the  timely  hour 
To  trace  the  world's  benignant  laws. 
And  judge  of  that  prefiding  caufe, 
Who  founds  on  difcbrd  beauty's  reign^ 
Converts  to  pleafure  every  pain, 
Subdues  each  hoftile  form  to  reft, 
And  bids  the  univerfe  be  blefs'd. 

O  thou  whofe  pleafing  power  I  (ing, 
If  right  I  touch  the  votive  ftring, 
If  equal  praife  I  yield  thy  name. 
Still  govern  thou  thy  poet's  flame  ; 
Still  with  the  mufe  my  bofom  fliare^ 
And  footh  to  peace  intruding  care. 
But  moft  exert  thy  pleafing  power 
On  friendfhip's  confecrated  hour  ; 
And  while  my  Sophron  points  the  road 
To  godlike  wifdom's  calm  abode, 
Or  warm  in  freedom's  ancient  caufe 
Traceth  the  fource  of  Albion's  laws. 
Add  thou  o'er  all  the  generous  toil 
The  light  of  thy  unclouded  fmile. 
But,  if  by  fortune's-  ftubborn  i'way, 
From  him  and  frienfhip  torn  away, 
I  cowrt  the  mufe 's  healing  fpell 
For  griefs  that  ftill  with  abfence  dwell, 
Do  thou  conduct  my  fancy's  dreams 
To  fuch  indulgent  placid  themes, 
Asjuft  the  ftruggling  breaft  may  cheer 
And  juft  fufpend  the  ftartitig  tear, 
Yet  leave  that  facred  fenfe  of  woe 
Which  none  but  friends  and  lovers  know* 

ODE    VII. 

ON  THE  USE  OF  POETRY. 


I. 

NOT  for  themfelves  did  human  kind 
Contrive  the  parts  by  heaven  afiign'd. 

On  life's  wide  fcene  to  play  : 
Not  Scipio's  force,  nor  Caefar's  fl-.ill 
Can  conquer  glory's  arduous  hill, 

If  fortune  clofe  the  way. 

II. 

Yet  ftill  the  felf-depending  foul, 
Though  laft  and  leaft  in  fortune's  rolj, 
His  proper  fphere  commands  j 
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And  knows  what  nature's  feal  bef.ow'd, 
And  fees,  before  the  throne  of  God, 

The  rank  in  which  he  (lands. 

in. 

Who  train'd  by  laws  the  future  age, 
Who  refcued  nations  from  the  rage 

Of  partial,  factious  power, 
My  heart  with  diftant  homage  views ; 
Content  if  thou,  celeflial  mufe, 

Didft  rule  my  natal  hour. 

iv. 

Not  far  beneath  the  heroe's  feet, 
Nor  from  the  legiflator's  feat 

Stands  far  remote  the  bard. 
Though  not  with  public  terrors  crown'd, 
Yet  wider  (hall  his  rule  be  found, 

More  lailing  his  award, 

v. 

Lycurgus  faflucn'd  Sparta's  fame, 
And  Pompey  to  the  Roman  name 

Gave  univerfal  fway : 

Where  are  they  ? — Homer's  reverend  page 
Holds  empire  to  the  thirtieth  age, 

And  tongues  and  climes  obey. 

VI. 

And  thus  when  William's  ac"ls  divine 
No  longer  fhall  from  Bourbon's  line 

Draw  one  vindictive  vow  ; 
When  Sidney  (ball  with  Cato  reft, 
And  Ruffel  move  the  patriot's  breafl 

ISlomore  than  Brutus  now  : 

VII, 

Yet  then  fhall  Shakfpeare's  powerful  art 
O'er  every  paffion,  every  heart, 

Confirm  his  awful  throne  : 
Tyrants  mail  bow  before  his  laws ; 
And  freedom's,  glory's,  virtue's  caufe, 

7  heir  dread  afferter  own. 

ODE     VIII. 

ON  LEAVING  HOLLAND. 
I.       I. 

FAREWELL  to  Leyden's  lonely  bound, 
The  Belgian  mufe's  fober  feat ; 
Where  dealing  frugal  gifts  around 
To  all  the  favorites  at  her  feet, 
She  trains  the  body's  bulky  frame 
For  paffive, perfevering  toils; 
And  left,  from  any  prouder  aim, 
The  daring  mind  fhould  fcorn  her  homely  fpoils, 
She  breathes  maternal  fogs  to  damp  its  reftlefs 
flame. 

I.       2. 

Farewell  the  grave,  pacific  air, 
^        Where  never  mountain  zephyr  blew; 
The  marlhy  levels  lank  and  bare, 
Which  Pan,  which  Ceres  never  knew  : 
The  Naiads,  with  obfcene  attire, 
-Urging  in  vain  their  urns  to  flow  ; 
While  round  them  chaunt  the  croaking  choir, 
And  haply  footh  fome  lover's  prudent  woe, 
Or  prompt  fomc  reftive  bard,  and  modulate  his 
lyre. 

I-    3- 

Farewell,  ye  nymphs,  whom  fober  care  of  gain 
Snatch'd  in  your  cradles  from  the  god  of  love  : 


She  render'd  all  his  boafleJ  arrows  vain ; 
And  all  his  gifts  did  he  in  fpite  remove. 
Ye  too,  the  flow  -ey 'd  fathers  of  the  land ,  [hand, 
With  whom  dominion  fteals  from  hand  to 
Unown'd,  undignify'd  by  public  choice, 
I  go  where  liberty  to  all  is  known, 
And  tells  a  monarch  on  his  throne, 

He  reigns  not  but  by  her  preferving  voice. 

II.     i. 

O  my  lov'd  England,  when  with  thee 
Shall  I  fit  down,  to  part  no  more  ? 
Far  from  this  pale,  difcolour'd  fea, 
That  flecps  upon  the  reedy  fiiore, 
When  fliall  I  plough  thy  azure  tide  ? 
When  on  thy  hiils  the  flocks  admire, 

.        Like  mountain  fnows  ;  till  down  their  fide 
I  trace  the  village  and  the  facred  fpire,  [divide. 

While  bowers  and  copfes  green  the  golden  flope 

II.      2. 

Ye  nymphs  who  guard  the  pathlefs  grove, 
Ye  blue-ey'd  fillers  of  the  ftreams, 
With  whom  I  wont  at  morn  to  rove, 
With  whom  at  noon  I  talk'd  in  dreams  : 
O  !  take  me  to  your  haunts  again, 
The  rocky  fpring,  the  greenwood  glade  ; 
To  guide  my  lonely  footfleps  deign, 
To  prompt  my  {lumbers  in  the  murmuring  made, 
And  footh  my  vacant  ear  with  many  an  airy  flrain. 

II.  3. 

And  thou,  my  faithful  harp,  no  longer  mourn 
Thy  drooping  matter's  inaufpicious  hand  : 
Now  brighter  fkies  and  frefher  gales  return, 
Now  fairer  maids  thy  melody  demand. 
Daughters  of  Albion,  liften  to  my  lyre  ! 

0  Phoebus,  guardian  of  the  Aonian  choir, 
Why  founds  not  mine  harmonious  as  thy  own, 
When  all  the  virgin  deities  above 

XTith  Venus  and  with  Juno  move 
In  concert  round  the  Olympian  fathers  throne  ? 

III.  i. 

Thee  too,  protcdlrefsof  my  lays, 
Elate  with  whofe  majeflic  call 
Above  degeneiate  Latium's  praife, 
Above  the  flavifh  boaft  of  Gaul, 

1  dare  from  impious  thrones  reclaim, 
And  wanton  floth's  ignoble  charms, 
The  honours  of  a  poet's  name 

To  Somers'  counfels,  or  to  Hamden's  arms, 
Thee,  freedom,  I  rejoin,  and  blefs  thy  genuine 
flame. 

III.       2. 

Great  citizen  of  Albion  1  Thee 
Heroic  valour  (till  attends 
And  ufeful  fcience  pleas'd  to  fee 
How  art  her  iludious  toil  extends. 
While  truth  diffufing  from  on  high 
A  lurtre  unconfin'd  as  day, 
Fills  and  commands  the  public  eye  ; 
Till,  pierc'd  and  finking  by  her  powerful  ray. 
Tame  faith  and  monkim  awe,  like  nightly  demons, 

fly- 

HI.    3- 

Hence   the   whole    land  the   patriot's   ardour 

fhares  : 

Hence  dread  religion  dwrlls  with  focial  joy  ^ 
And  holy  paflionsand  unfullied  cares, 
In  youth,  in  age,  domeftic  life  employ. 


O    B    E    S. 


O  fair  Britannia,  hail  !  —  With  partial  love 
The  tribes  of  men  their  native  feats  approve, 
Unjuft  and  hoftile  to  each  foreign  fame  : 
But  when  for  generous  minds  and  manly  laws 
A  natiqn  holds  her  prime  applaufc, 
Their  public  zeal  fhall  ail  reproof  difclaim. 

ODE     IX. 

TO    CURIO  *. 

1744. 

I. 

THRICE  hath  the  fpring  beheld  thy  faded  fame 
Since  I  exulting  grafp'd  the  tuneful  (bell: 
Eager  through  end  let's  years  to  found  thy  name, 
Proud  that  my  memory  with  thine  fnould  dwell. 
How  haft  them  ftain'd  the  fplendor  of  my  choice  1 
Thofe  godlike  forms  which  hover'd  round  thy 

voice1, 

Laws,  freedom,  glory,  whither  are  they  flown  ? 
"What  can  I  now  of  thee  to  time  report, 
Save  thy  fond  country  made  thy  impious  fport, 

Her  fortune  and  her  hope  the  victims  of  thy  own  ? 

ii. 

There  are  with  eyes  unmov'd  and  recklefs  heart 
Who  faw  thee  from  thy  fummit  fall  thus  low, 
Who  deem'd  thy  arm  extended  but  to  dart 
The  public  vengeance  on  thy  private  foe. 
But,  fpite  of  every  glofs  of  envious  minds, 
The  owl-ey'd  race  whom  virtue's  luftre  blinds, 
Who  fagely  prove  that  each  man  hath  his  price, 
I  ftill  believ'd  thy  aim  from  blemifli  free, 
1  yet,  even  yet,  believe  it,  fpite  of  thee 

And  all  thy  painted  pleas  to  greatnefs  and  to  vice. 

in. 

"  Thou  didft  not  dream  of  liberty  decay'd, 
41  Nor  wifh  to  make  her  guardian  laws  more 

ftror.g  : 

*'  But  the  ram  many,  firft  by  thee  mifled, 
"  Eore  thee  at  length  unwillingly  along." 
Rile  from  your  fad  abodes,  ye  curft  of  old> 
For  faith  defeited  or  for  cities  fold, 
Own  here  one  untry'd,  unexampled,  deed  ; 
One  myftery  of  fhame  from  Curio,  learn, 
To  beg  the  infamy,  he  did  not  earn,          [meed. 

And  fcape  in  guilt's  difguife  from  virtue's  offer'd 

IV. 

For  faw  we  not  that  dangerous  power  avow*d, 
Whom  freedom  oft  hath  found  her  mortal  bane, 
Whom  public  wifdom  ever  ftrove  to  exclude, 
And  but  with  blufb.es  fuffereth  in  her  train  ? 
Corruption  vaunted  her  bewitching  fpoiis, 
O'er  court,  o'er  fenate,  fpread  in  pomp  her  toils, 
And  call'd  herfelf  the  ftates  directing  foul: 
Till  Curio,  like  a  good  magician,  try'd 
With  eloquence  and  reafcn  at  his  fide,        [trol, 
By  ftrength  of  holier  fpells  the  enchantrefs  to  con- 

v. 

Socn  with  thy  country's  hope  thy  fame  extends  ; 
The  refcued  merchant  oft  thy  words  refounds  : 
Thee  and  thy  cav.fe  the  rural  hearth  defends  : 
His  bowl  to  thee  the  grateful  failor  crowns  : 
The  learn'd  reclufe,  with  awful  zeal  who  read 
Of  (precian  heroes,  Roman  patriots  dead. 


*  Ste  the 


ille  to  Curio." 


Now  with  like  awe  doth  living  merit  fcan  : 
While  he,  whom  virtue  in  his  bleft  retreat 
Bade  focial  eafe  and  public  paffions  meet, 
Afcends  the  civil  fcene,  and  knows  to  be  a  man. 

VI. 

At  length  in  view  the  glorious  end  appear'd : 
We  faw  thy  fpirit  through  the  fenate  reign  ; 
And  freedom's  friends  thy  inftant  omen  heard- 
Of  laws  for  which  their  fathers  bled  in  vain. 
Wak'd  in  the  ftrife  the  public  genius  rofe 
More  keen,  more  ardent  from  his  long  repofe  : 
Deep  through  her  bounds  the  city  felt  his  call : 
Each  crowded  haunt  was  flirr'd  beneath  his 

power, 

And  murmuring  challeng'd  the  deciding  hour 
Of  that  too  vail  event,  the  hope  and  dread  of  all. 

VII. 

O  ye  good  powers  who  look  on  human  kind, 
Inftrucb  the  mighty  moments  as  they  roll , 
And  watch  the  fleeting  fhapes  in  Curio's  mind, 
And  fleer  his  paffions  fteady  to  the  goal. 
O  Alfred !  father  of  the  Englifh  name, 
O  valiant  Edward  !  firft  in  civil  fame, 
O  William!  height  of  public  virtue  pure, 
Bend  from  your  radiant  feats  a  joyful  eye 
Behold  the  furn  of  all  your  labours  nigh, 
Your  plans  of  law  complete,  your  ends  of  rule 
fecure. 

VIII. 

'Twas  then — O   fiiame  !    O   foul    from   faith 

eftrang'd  ! 

O  Albion  oft  to  flattering1  vows  a  prey  ! 
'Twas  then — Thy  thought  what  fudden  frenzy 

chang'd  ? 

What  rufhing  palfy  took  thy  flrength  away  ? 
Is  this  the  man  in  freedom's  caufe  approv'd  ? 
The  man  fo  great,  fo  honour'd,  fo  belov'd  ? 
Whom  the  dead  envy'd,  and  the  living  blefs'd? 
This  patient  flave  by  tinfel  bonds  allur'd  ? 
This  wrstched  fuitor  for  a  boon  abjur'd? 
Whom  thofe  that  fcar'd  him,  fcorn;  that  trufled 

him,  detefl  ? 

IX. 

O  loft  alike  to  action  and  rcpofe ! 

With  all  that  habit  of  familiar  fame, 

Sold  to  the  mockery  of  relentlefs  foes,    [fhame, 

And  doom'd  to  exhauft  the   dregs  of  life  in 

To  aft  with  burning  brow  and  throbbing  heart 

A  poor  deferter's  dull  exploded  part, 

To  flight  the  favour  thou  canft  hope  no  more, 

Renounce  the  giddy  crowd  the  vulgar  wind, 

Charge  thy  own  lightuefs  on  thy  country's  mind, 

And  from  her  voice  appeal  to  each  tame  foreign 
fhore. 

x. 

But  England's  fons,  to  purchafe  thence  applaufe, 
Shall  ne'er  the  loyalty  of  flaves  pretend, 
By  courtly  paffions  try  the  public  caufe ; 
Nor  to  the  forms  of  rule  betray  the  end. 
O  race  erect !  by  manlieft  pafiions  mov'd. 
The  labours  which  to  virtue  ftand  approv'd, 
Prompt  with  a  lover's  fondnefs  to  furvey ; 
Yet,  where  injuftice  works  her  wilful  claim, 
Fierce  as  the  flight  of  Jove's  deflroying  flams, 

Impatient  to  confront,  and  dreadful  to  repay. 

XI. 

Thefe  thy  heart  owns  no  longer.  In  their  room 
Sec  the  grave  queen  of  pageants,  honour,  dwell;, 
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Couch'd  In  thy  bofom's  deep  tempeft  uous  gloom 
J.ike  fome  grim  idol  in  a  forcerer's  cell. 
Before  her  rites  thy  fickening  reafon  flew, 
•Divine  perfuafion  from  thy  tongue  withdrew 
"While  laughter  mock'd,  or  pity  ftole  a  figh : 
Can  wit  her  tender  movements  rightly  frame 
"Where  the  prime  function  of  the  foul  is  lame  ? 
Can  fancy's  feeble  fprings  the  force  of  truth  fupply 

XII. 

But  come  :  'tis  time  :  ftrong  defliny  impends 
To  fhut  thee  from  the  joys  thou  haft  betray 'd  : 
With  princes  fill'd,  the  folemn  fane  afcends, 
By  infamy,  the  mindful  demon  fvvay'd. 
There  vengeful  vows  for  guardian  laws  effac'd 
From  nations  fetter'd,and  from  towns  laid  wafte 
Forever  through  the  ipacious  courts  refound: 
Their  long  pofterity's  united  groan 
And  the  fad  charge  of  horrors  not  their  own, 
Affail  the   giant  chiefs,   and  prefs  them  to  the 
ground. 

XXXI. 

In  fight  old  Time,  imperious  judge,  awaits: 
Above  revenge,  or  fear,  or  pity,  juft, 
He  urgeth  onward  to  th7ofe  guilty  gates 
The  great,  the  fage,  the  happy,  and  augnft. 
And  ft  ill  he  afks  them  of  the  hidden  plan 
Whence  every  treaty,  every  war  began, 
Evolves  their  fecrets  and  their  guilt  proclaims : 
And  ftill  his  hands  defpoil  them  on  the  road 
Of  each  vain  wreath  by  lying  bards  beRow'd, 
And  crufh  their  trophies  huge,  and  raife  their 
feulptur'd  names. 

XIV. 

Ye  mighty  (hades,  arife,  give  place,  attend : 
Here  his  eternal  manfion  Curio  feeks :  [bend, 
— Low  doth  proud  Wentwort^  to  the  flranger 
And  his  dire  welcome  hardy  Clifford  fpeaks  : 
«'  He  comes,  whom  fate  with  furer  arts  prepar'd 
*'•  To  accompiifh  all  which  we  but  vainly  dar'd  : 
"  Whom  o'er  die  ftubborn  herd  fhe  taught  to 
"  reign*  [power 

*'  Who  footh'd  with  gaudy  dreams  their  raging 
**  Even  to  its  laft  irrevocable  hour : 
tc  Then  baffled  their  rune   ftrength,  and  broke 
"  them  to  the  chain." 

xv. 

But  ye,"  whom  yet  wife  liberty  infpires, 
Whom  for  her  champions  o'er  the  world  fhe 

claims, 

f  That  houfehold  godhead  whom  of  old  your  fires 
^oughtin  the  woodsof  Elbe, and  bore  to  Thames) 
Drive  ye  this  hoftile  omen  far  away ; 
Their  own  fell  efforts  on  her  foes  repay; 
Your  wealth,  your  arts,  your  fame,  be  hers  alone: 
Still  gird  your  fwords  to  combat  on  her  fide  ; 
-  Still  frame  your  laws  her  generous  teft  to  abide  ; 
And  win  to  her  defence  the  altar  and  the  throne. 

XVI. 

•     Protect  her  from  yourfelves,  ere  yet  the  flood 
Of  golden  luxury,  which  commerce  pours, 
Hath  fpread  that  feltifh  fierceuefs  through  your 

blood, 

Which  not  her  lighteft  difcipline  endures : 
Snatch  from  fantaftic  demagogues  her  caufe  : 
Dream  not  of  Numa's  manners,  Plato's  laws : 
A  wifer  founder,  and  a  nobler  plan, 
O  fons  of  Alfred,  were  for  you  affign'd  ; 
Bring  to  that  birthright  but  an  equal,  mind, 

And  no  fublimer  lot  will  fate  refcrvc  fqr  maa. 


ODE     X. 

TO  THE   MUSE. 
\ 

QUEJEN  of  my  fongs,  harmonious  maic\ 
Ah  why  haft  thou  withdrawn  thy  aid  ? 
Ah  why  forfaken  thus  my  breail 
With  inaufpicious  damps  opprefs'd  ? 
Where  is  the  dread  prophetic  heat, 
With  which  my  bofom  wont  to  beat  ? 
Where  all  the  bright  myfterious  dreams 
Of  haunted  groves  and  tuneful  ftrcams, 

That  wooM  my  genius  to  divineft  themes  ? 

II. 

Say,  goddefs,  can  the  fcftal  board, 
Or  young  Olympia's  form  ador'd  : 
Say,  can  the  pomp  of  promis'd  fame 
Relume  thy  faint,  thy  dying  flame  ? 
Or  have  melodious  airs  the  power 
To  give  one  free,  poetic  hour  ? 
Or,  from  amid  the  Elylian  train, 
The  foul  of  Milton  fhall  I  gain, 

To  win  thee  back  with  fome  celeftial  ftrain  f 
in. 

0  powerful  ftrain,  O  facred  foul ! 
His  numbers  every  fenfc.  contrqul: 
And  now  again  my  bofom  burns ; 
The  mufe,  the  mufe  herfelf,  returns. 
Such  on  the  banks  of  Tyne,  confefs'd, 

1  hail'd  the  fair  immortal  gueft, 
When  firft  fhe  feal'd  me  for  her  own, 
Made  all  her  bllfsful  treafures  known, 

And  bade  me  fwear  to  follow  her  alone. 

ODE     XI. 

ON  LOVE.       TO  A  FRIEND. 
I. 

No,  foolifh  youth— To  virtuous  fame 
If  now  thy  early  hopes  be  vow'd, 
If  true  ambition's  nobler  flame 
Command  thy  footfteps  from  the  crowdj 
Lean  not  to  love's  enchanting  fnare ; 
Hi?  fongs,  his  words,  his  looks  beware, 
Mor  join  his  votaries,  the  young  and  fair. 

II. 

By  thought,  by  dangers^  and  by  toils, 
The  wreath  of  juft  renown  is  worn ; 
Nor  will  ambition's  awful  fpcils 
The  flowery  pomp  pf  eafe  adorn  : 
But  love  unbends  the  force  of  thought; 
By  love  unmanly  fears  are  taught ; 

And  love "5  reward  with  gaudy  floth  is  bought, 

in. 

Yet  thou  haft  read  hi  tuneful  lays, 
And  heard  from  many  a  zealous  breaft, 
The  pleating  tale  of  beauty's  praife 
In  wifdoni's  lofty  language  drefs'd ; 
Of  beauty  powerful  to  impart 
Each  finer  fenfe,  each  comlier  art, 

And  footh  and  polifh  man's  ungentle  heart. 

iv. 

If  then,  from  love's  deceit  fecure, 
Thus  far  atone  thy  wiflies  tend, 
Co ;  fee  the  white-wing'd  evening  hour 
On  Delia's  vernal  walk  defccnd: 
Go,  while  the  golden  light  ferene, 
The  grove,  the  lawn,  the  foften'd' fcsrne^ 

Becomes  the  prcfence  of  the  rural  queen,    • 
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Attend,  while  that  harmonious  tongue 
Each  bofom,  each  defire  commands  : 
Apollo's  lute  by  Hermes  ftrung 
And  touch'd  by  chafte  Minerva's  hands, 
Atterid.     I  feel  a  force  divine, 

0  Delia,  win  my  thoughts  to  thine  ; 
That  half  the  colour  of  thy  life  is  mine. 

vl. 

Yet,  confcious  of  the  dangerous  charm, 

Soon  would  I  turn  my  fteps  away  ; 

Nor  oft  provoke  the  lovely  harm, 

Nor  lull  my  reafon's  watchful  fway. 

But  thou,  my  friend — I  hear  thy  fighs: 

Alas,  I  read  thy  dovvncaft  eyes; 
And  thy  tongue  faulters;  and  thy  colour  flies, 
vn. 

So  foon  again  to  meet  the  fair  ? 

So  penfive  all  this  abfent  hour  ? 

— O  yet,  unlucky  youth,  beware, 

While  yet  to  think  is  iri  thy  power. 

In  vain  with  friendfhip's  flattering  name 

Thy  paflion  veils  its  inward  fliame  ; 
Friendlhip,  the  treacherous  fuel  of  thy  flanae  ! 

VIII. 

Once  I  remember,  new  to  love, 
And  dreading  his  tyrannic  chaiu, 

1  fought  a  gentle  maid  to  prove 
What  peaceful  joys  in  friendihip  reign  ; 
Whence  we  forfooth  might  fafely  fttfnd, 
And  pitying  view  the  love-fick  band, 

And  mock  the  winged  boy's  malicious  hand. 

IX. 

Thus  frequent  pafs'd  the  cloudlefs  day, 
To  frhiks  and  fweet  difcourfe  refign'd ; 
While  I  exalted  to  farvey 
One  generous  woman's  real  mind : 
Till  friendfhip  foon  my  languid  brenft 
Kach  night  with  unknown  cares  p*{Tefs'd, 

Dafh'd  my  coy  {lumbers,  or  my  dreams  diftrefs'd. 

x.  • 

Fool  that  I  was ! — And  now,  even  now 
While  thus  I  preach  the  Stoic  ftrain, 
Unlefs  I  fhun  Olympia's  view, 
An  hour  unfays  it  all  again. 
O  friend  ! — when  love  directs  her  eyes 
To  pierce  where  every  pallion  lies, 

Where  is  the  firm,  the  cautious,  or  the  wife  ? 


ODE    XII. 

TO  SIR  FRANCIS  HENRY  DRAKE,  BART. 
I. 

BEHOLD,  the  balance  in  the  flcy 
Swift  on  the  wintery  i'cale  inclines; 
To  earthy  caves  the  Dryads  fly, 
And  the  bare  paftures  Pan  refigns. 
Late  did  the  fai>n,r's  fork  o'erlpread 
With  recent  foil  the  twice-mown  mead, 
Tainting  the  bloom  which  autumn  knows : 
He  whets  the  rufty  coulter  now, 
lie  bipds  his  oxen  to  the  plough, 
And  wide  his  future  Larveft  throws. 

ii. 

•Now,  London's  bufy  confines  round, 
By  Keniingtoa's  imperial  towers, 


From  Highgate's  rough  defcent  profound, 
Efiexian  heaths,  or  Keritifh  bowers, 
Where'er  1  pafs,»  I  fee  approach 
Some  rural  ftatefrrian's  eager  coach 
Hurried  by  fenatorial  cafes  : 
Where  rural  nymphs  (alike  within, 
Afpiring  courtly  praife  to  win) 
Debate  their  drefs,  reform  their  airs. 

HI. 
Say,  what  can  now  the  country  boaft, 

0  Drake,  thy  footfteps  to  detain, 
When  peevifh  winds  and  gloomy  froft 
The  funfhine  of  the  temper  ftain  ? 
Say,  are  the  priefts  of  Devon  grown 
Friends  to  this  tolerating  throne, 
Champions  for  George's  legal  right  ? 
Have  general  freedom,  equal  law, 
Won  to  the  glory  of  Naflau 

Each  bold  Weflexian  fcjuire  and  knight  ? 

IV. 

1  doubt  it  much ;  and  guefs  at  leaft 
That  when  the  day,  which  made  us  free, 
Shall  next  return,  that  facred  feaft 
Thou  better  may'ft  obferve  with  me. 
With  me  the  fulphurous  treafon  old 

A  far  inferior  part  fhall  hold 
In  that  glad  day's  triumphal  ftrain; 
And  generous  William  be  rever'd, 
Nor  one  untimely  accent  heard 
Of  James  or  his  ignoble  reign. 

v. 

Then,  while  the  Gafcon's  fragrant  wins 
With  modeft  cups  our  joy  fupplies, 
We'll  truly  thank  the  power  divine 
Who  bade  the  chief,  the  patriot  rife; 
Rife  from  heroic  cafe  (the  fpoil 
Due,  for  his  youth's  Herculean  toil, 
From  Belgium  to  her  faviour  fon) 
Rife  with  the  fame  uncontjuer'd  zeal 
For  our  Britannia's  injur'd  weal, 
Her  laws  defac'd,  her  fhrincs  o'erthrowrj, 

VI. 

He  came.     The  tyrant  from  our  fhore, 

Like  a  forbidden  demon,  fled  ; 

And  to  eternal  exile  bore 

Pontific  rage  and  vaffal  dread. 

There  funk  the  mouldering  Gothic  reign  : 

New  years  came  forth,  a  liberal  train, 

Call'd'  by  the  people's  great  decree. 

That  day,  my  friend,  let  bleflings  crown : 

— Fill,  to  the  demigod's  renown 

From  whom  thou  haft  that  thou  art  free. 

VII. 

Then,  Drake,  (for  wherefore  fhould  we  pars 

The  public  arid  the  private  weal  ?) 

In  vows  to  her  who  fways  thy  heart, 

Fair  health,  glad  fortune,  will  we  deal. 

Whether  Aglaia's  blooming  cheek, 

Or  the  foft  ornaments  that  fpeak 

So  eloquent  in  Daphne's  fmile, 

Whether  the  piercing  lights  that  fly 

From  the  dark  heaven  of  Myrto'seye, 

Haply  thy  fancy  then  beguile. 

VIII. 

For  fo  it  is.     Thy  ftubborn  breaft, 
Though  touch'd  by  many  a  (lighter  woum), 
Hath  no  full  conqueft  yet  confefs'd, 
Nor  the  one  fatal  charmer  found. 

$ 
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While  I,  a  true  and  loyal  fwain, 
My  fair  Olympia's  gentle  reign 
Through  all  the  varying  feafons  own. 
Her  genius  ftill  my  bofom  warms  : 
No  other  maid  for  me  hath  charms, 
Or  I  hare  eyes  for  her  alone. 

ODE     XIII. 

ON    LYRIC    POETRY. 
I.   I. 

ONCI  more  I  join  the  Thefpian  choir. 
And  tafte  the  infpiring  fount  again  : 

0  parent  of  the  Grecian  Jyre, 
Admit  me  to  thy  powerful  ftrain — 
And  lo,  with  eafe  my  ftep  invades 
The  pathlefs  vale  and  opening  lhades, 
Till  now  I  fpy  her  verdant  feat  : 
And  now  at  large  I  drink  the  found, 
While  thefe  her  offspring,  liftemng  round, 
By  turns  her  melody  repeat. 

I.  a. 

1  fee  Anacreon  fmile  and  fing, 
His  filver  treffes  breathe  perfume  ; 
His  cheek  difplays  a  fecond  fpring 
Of  rofes  taught  by  wine  to  bloom. 
Away,  deceitful  cares,  away, 
And  let  me  liften  to  his  lay  ; 

Let  me  the  wanton  pomp  enjoy, 
While  yi  fmoath  dance  his  light- wing'd  hours 
Lead  round  .his  lyre  its  patron  powers, 
Kind  laughter  and  convivial  joy. 

L3- 

Broke  from  the  fetters  of  his  native  land, 
Devoting  fhame  and  vengeance  to  her  lords, 
With  louder  impulfe  and  a  threatening  hand 
The*Lefbian  patriot fmites  the  founding  chords: 
Ye  wretches,  ye  perfidious  train, 
Ye  curs'd  of  gods  and  free-born  men, 

Ye  murderers  of  the  laws, 
Though  now  ye  glory  in  your  lurr, 
Though  now  ye  tread  the  feeble  neck  in  duft, 
Yet  time   and   righteous  Jove  will  judge  your 
dreadful  caufe. 

IT.  i. 

But  lo,  to  Sappho's  melting  airs 
Defcends  the  radiant  queen  of  love  : 
She  fftules,  and  afks  what  fonder  cares 
Her  fuppliant's  plaintive  meafures  move  : 
Why  is  my  faithful  maid  dittrefsnd  ? 
Who,  Sappho,  wounds  thy  tender  breaft  ! 
Say,  flies  he  ? — Soon  he  lhall  purfue  : 
Shuns  he  thy  gifts  ?*—He  foon  fhall  give  : 
Slights  he  thy  forrows  ? — He  mall  grieve, 
And  foon  to  all  thy  wiflies  bow. 

II.  a. 

But,  O  Melpomene,  for  whom 
Awakes  thy  golden  fhell  again  ? 
What  mortal  breath  ftiall  e'er  prefume 
To  echo  that  unbounded  ftrain  ? 
Majeftic  in  the  frown  of  years, 
.Behold  the  f  man  of  Thebes  appears  : 
For  fome  there  are,  whofe  mighty  frame 
The  hand  of  Jove  at  birth  endow'd 

*  Alcceus. 
Pindar. 


With  hopes  that  mock  ths  gazing  crowd  j 
As  eagles  drink  the  noon-tide  flame. 

II.  3. 

While  the  dim  raven  beats  her  weary  wings, 
And  clamours  far  below. — Propitious  mufe, 
While  I  !o  late  unlock  thy  purer  fprings, 
And  breathe  whate'er  thy  ancient  airs  mfufe, 
Wilt  thou  for  Albion's  fons  around 
(Ne'er  hadft  thou  audience  more  renown'd) 

Thy  charming  arts  employ, 
As  when  the  winds  from  ihore  to  more 
Through  Greece  thy  lyre's  perfuaiive  language 

bore, 
T;ll  towns  and  ifles  and  feas  return'd  the  vocal  joy ? 

III.  I. 

Yet  then  did  pleafure's  iawlefs  throng, 
,    Oft  rufhing  forth  in  loofe  attire, 
Thy  virgin  dance,  thy  graceful  fong, 
Pollute  with  impious  revels  dire. 

0  fair  !   O  chafte  I   thy  echoing  made 
May  no  foul  difcord  here  invade  : 
Nor  let  thy  firings  one  accent  move, 
Except  what  earth's  untroubled  ear 
'Mid  all  her  focial  tribes  may  hear, 
And  'heaven's  unerring  throne  approve, 

III.  2. 

Qjieen  of  the  lyre,  in  thy  retreat 

The  faireft  flowers  of  Pindus  glow  ; 

The  vine  afpires  to  crown  thy  feat, 

And  myrtles  round  thy  laurel  grow  : 

Thy  ftrings  adapt  their  varied  ftrain 

To  every  pleafure,  every  pain, 

Which  mortal  tribes  were  born  to  prove  ; 

And  flrait  our  paffions  rife  or  fall, 

As  at  the  wind's  imperious  call 

The  ocean  fwells,  the  billows  move. 

I"-  3- 

When  midnight  liftenso'er  the  {lumbering  earth, 
Let  me,  O  mufe  !   thy  folemn  whilpers  hear  : 
When  morning  fends  her  fragrant  breezes  forth, 
With  airy  murmurs  touch  my  opening  ear. 
And  ever  watchful  at  thy  fide, 
Let  wiidoavs  awful  fuftrage  guide 

The  tenor  of  thy  lay  : 
To  her  of  old  by  Jove  was  given 
To  judge  the  various  deeds  of  earth  and  heaven  ; 
'Twas  thine  by  gentle  arts  to  win  us  to  her  fway, 

IV.  i. 

Oft  as,  to  well-earn'd  eale  refign'd, 

1  quit  the  maze  where  fcience  toils, 
T3o  thou  refrelh  my  yielding  mind 
With  all  thy  gay,  delufive  fpoils. 
But,  O  indulgent,  come  not  nigh 
The  bufy  iieps,  the  jealous  eye 

Of  wealthy  care  or  gainful  age  ; 
Whofe  barren  fouls  thy  joys  difdrvin, 
And  hold  as  foes  to  reafon's  reign 
Whome'er  thy  lovely  works  engage. 

IV.    i. 

When  friendfnip  and  when  letter'd  mirth 
Haply  partake  my  fimple  board, 
Then  let  thy  blamclefs  hand  call  forth 
The  mafic  of  the  Teian  chord. 
Or  if  invok'd  at  fofter  hours, 
O  !  ieek  with  me -the  happy  bowers 
That  hear  Olympic's  gentle  tongue  ; 
To  beauty  link'd  with  virtue's  train, 


ODES. 


To  love  devoid  of  jealous  pain, 
There  let  the  Sapphic  lute  be  ftrung; 

IV.  3. 

But  when  from  envy  and  from  death  to  claim 
A  hero  bleeding  for  his  native  land  ; 
When  to  throw  incenfe  on  the  veftal  flame 
Of  liberty  my  genius  gives  command, 
Nor  Theban  voice  nor  Ldbian  lyre 
From  thee  !  O  mufe,  do  I  require  ; 

While  my  prefaging  mind, 
Confcious  of  powers'  flie  never  knew, 
Aftonifh'd  grafps  at  things  beyond  her  view, 
Nur  by  another's  fate  fubmits  to  be  contm'd. 


ODE    XIV. 

TO    THE    HON.    CHARLES    TOWNSEND. 

From  the  country. 


$AY,  Townfliend,  what  can  London  boaft 
To  pay  thee  for  the  pleafures  loft, 

The  health  to-day  refign'd  ; 
When  fpring  from  this  her  favourite  feat 
Bade  winter  haften  his  retreat, 

And  met  the  weftern  wind. 

ii. 

Oh  knew'ft  thou  how  the  bamly  air, 
The  fun,  the  azure  heavens  prepare 

To  heal  thy  languid  frame  ; 
No  more  would  noify  courts  engage/] 
In  vain  would  lying  faction's  rage 

Thy  facred  leifure  claim. 

m, 

Oft  I  look'd  forth,  and  oft  admir'd  ; 
Till  with  the  fludious  volume  tir'd 

I  fought  the  open  day ; 
And  fure,  I  cry'd,  the  rural  gods 
Expect  me  in  their  green  abodes. 

And  chide  my  tardy  flay. 

IV. 

But  ah  in  vain  my  refllefs  feet 
Trac'd  every  filent  fhady  feat 

Which  knew  their  forms  of  old  : 
Nor  Naiad  by  he'r  fountain  laid, 
Nor  Wood-nymph  tripping  through  her  glade, 

Did  now  their  rites  unfold  : 

V. 

Whether  to  nu'rfe  fome  infant  oak 
They  turn  the  flowly-tinkling  brook 

And  catch  the  pearly  (bowers, 
Or  brufli  the  mildew  from  the  woods, 
Or  paint  with  noon-tide  beams  the  buds, 

Or  breathe  on  opening  flowers. 

VI. 

Such  rites,  which  they  with  fpring  renew, 
The  eyes  of  care  can  never  view  ; 

And  care  hath  long  been  mine : 
And  hence  offended  with  their  gueft, 
Since  grief  of  love  my  foul  opprcfs'd, 

They  hide  their  toils  divine. 

VII- 

But  foon  fhall  thy  enlivening  tongue 
This  heart,  by  dear  affliction  wrung, 
With  nobk  hope  infpire  : 
7 


'hen  will  the  fylvan  powers  agaia 
.eceive  me  in  their  genial  train, 
And  liften  to  my  lyre. 

VIII. 

eneath  yon  Dryad's  lonely  fliade, 
\  rurtic  altar  fhall  be  paid. 
Of  turf  with  laurel  fram'd  : 
nd  thou  the  infcription  wilt  approve;' 
This  for  the  peace  which,  loft  by  love, 
"  By  friendflaip  was  reclaim'd." 

ODE     XV. 

TO    THE    EVENING-STAR. 
1. 

TO-NIGHT  retir'd  the  queen  of  heaven 

With  young  Endymion  ftrays  : 
And  now  to  Hefper  is  it  given 
A  while  to  rule  the  vacant  fky, 
Till  (he  (hall  to  her  lamp  fupply 

A  ftream  of  lighter  rays. 

11. 
0  Hefper  !  while  the  ftarry  throng 

With  awe  thy  paths  furrounds, 
Oh  liften  to  my  fuppliant  fong, 
f  haply  now  the  vocal  fphere 
Can  fuffer  thy  delighted  ear 

To  ftoop  to  mortal  founds. 

in. 
So  may  the  bridegroom's  genial  drain  i 

Thee  ftill  invoke  to  fliine  : 
So  may  the  bride's  unmarried  train 
To  Hymen  chaunt  their  flattering  vow, 
Still  that  his  lucky  torch  may  glow 

With  luftre  pure  as  thine. 

IV. 

Far  other  vows  muft  I  prefer 

To  thy  indulgent  power, 
Alas  !  but  now  I  paid  my  tear 
On  fair  Olympia's  virgin  tomb  : 
And  lo,  from  thence,  in  queft  I  .roam 

Of  Philomela's  bower, 
v. 
Propitious  fend  thy  golden  ray, 

Thou  pureft  light  above  : 
Let  no  falfe  flame  feduce  to  ftray 
Where  gulf  or  fteep  lie  hid  for  harm  : 
But  lead  where  mufic's  healing  charm 

May  footh  airlifted  love. 

VI. 

To  them,  by  many  a  grateful  fong 

In  happier  feafons  vow'd, 
Thefe  lawns,  Olympia's  haunt,  belong  : 
Oft  by  yon  filver  ftream  we  walk'd, 
Or  fix'd,  while  Philomela  talk'd, 

Beneath  yon  copfes  ftood. 

VII. 

Nor  feldom,  where  the  beachen  boughs 

That  rooflefs  tower  invade, 
We  come  while  her  enchanting  mufe 
The  radiant  moon  above  us  held  : 
Till  by  a  clamorous  owl  compell'd 

She  fled  the  folemn  (hade. 

VIII. 

But  hark  ;  I  hc*ar  her  liquid  tone. 

Now,  Hefper,  guide  my  feet- 
Down  the  red  mail  with  roofs  o'ergrovrn. 
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Through  yen  wild  thicket  next  the  plain, 
Whofe  hawthorns  choke  the  winding  lane 
Which  leads  to  her  retreat. 

IX. 

See  the  green  fpace  ;  on  either  hand 

Enlarg'd  it  fpteads  around  : 
See,  in  the  micilt  ihe  takes  her  ftand, 
Where  one  old  oak  his  awful  fliade 
Extends  o'er  half  the  level  mead 

Enclos'd  in  woods  profound. 

x. 
Hark,  how  through  many  a  melting  note 

She  now  prolongs  her  lays  t 
How  fweetly  down  the  void  they  float ! 
The  breeze  their  magic  path  attends: 
The  ftars  mine  out :  the  foreft  bends  : 

The  wakeful  heifers  gaze. 

XI. 

Whoe'er  thou  art  whom  chance  may  bring 

To  this  fequeiler'd  fpot, 
If  then  the  plaintive  fyren  fing, 
Oh  foftly  tread  beneath  her  bower, 
And  think  of  heaven's  difpofing  power, 
Of  man's  uncertain  lot. 

XJI. 

Oh  think,  o'er  all  this  mortal  ftage, 

What  mournful  fcenes  arife  : 
What  ruin  waits  on  kingly  rage  : 
How  often  virtue  dwells  with  woe  : 
How  many  griefs  from  knowledge  flow  : 

How  fwiftly  pleafure  flies. 

XIII. 

O  facred  bird,  let  me  at  eve, 

Thus  wandering  all  alone, 
Thy  tender  counfel  oft  receive, 
Bear  witnefs  to  thy  penfive  airs, 
And  pity  nature's  common  cares 

Till  I  forget  my  own. 


ODE    XVI. 

TO  CALEB  HAR.DINGE,  M.  D. 
I. 

WITH  fordid  floods  the  wintery  *  urn 
Hath  ftain'd  fair  Richmond's  level  green 
Her  naked  hill  the  Dryads  mourn, 
No  longer  a  poetic  fcene. 
No  longer  there  thy  raptur'd  eye 
The  beauteous  forms  of  earth  or  iky 
Surveys  as  in  their  author's  mind  ; 
And  London  fheiters  from  the  year 
Thofe  whom  thy  focial  hours  to  fiiare 
The  Attic  mufe  delign'd. 

II. 

From  Hampflead's  airy  funomit  me 
Her  gueft  the  city  Paall  behold, 
What  day  the  people's  fiern  decree 
To  unbelieving  kings  is  told, 
When  common  men  (the  dread  of  fame) 
Adjudg'd  as  one  of  evil  name, 
Before  the  fun,  the  anointed  head. 
Then  feek  thou  too  the  pious  town, 


Aquarius. 


With  no  unworthy  cares  to  crow4 

That  evening's  awful  fhade. 

in. 

Deem  not  I  call  thee  to  deplore 
The  facred  martyr  of  the  day, 
By  fait  and  penitential  lore 
To  purgfe  our  ancient  guilt  away. 
For  this,  on  humble  faith  I  reft 
That  ftill  our  advocate,  the  prieft, 
From  heavenly  wrath  will  fave  the  land  : 
Noralk  what  rites  our  pardon  gain, 
Nor  how  his  potent  founds  reftrain 

The  thunderer's  lifted  hand. 

IV. 

No,  Hardinge  :  peace  to  church  and  ftate" 
That  evening,  let  the  mufe  give  law  : 
While  1  anew  the  theme  relate 
Which  my  firft  youth  enamour'd  favv. 
Then  will  I  oft  explore  thy  thought, 
What  to  reject  which  Locke  hath  taught, 
What  to  purfue  in  Virgil's  lay : 
Till  hope  afcends  to  loftieft  things, 
Nor  envious  demagogues  or  kings 

Their  frail  and  vulgar  fway. 

v. 

O  vers'd  in  all  the  human  frame, 
Lead  thou  where'er  my  labour  lies, 
And  Englifh  fancy's  eager  flame 
To  Grecian  purity  chaftife  : 
While  hand  in  hand,  at  vvifdom's  (hrine, 
Beauty  with  truth  I  ftrive  to  join. 
And  grave  afTent  with  glad  applaufe  j        ^ 
To  paint  the  ftory  of  the.  foul, 
And  Plato's  vlfions  to  controul 

By  Verulamain  *  laws. 


ODE     XVII. 

ON  A  SEHilON  AGAINST  GLORf. 

1747. 
I. 

COME  then,  tell  me,  fage  divine, 

Is  it  an  offence  to  own 

That  our  bofoms  e'er  incline 

Toward  immortal  glory's  throne  ? 

For  with  me  nor  pomp,  nor  pleafurej 

Bourbon's  might,  Braganza's  treafure, 

So  can  fancy's  dream  rejoice, 

So  conciliate  reason's  choice^ 
As  one  approving  word  of  her  impartial  voic<j? 
n. 

If  to  fpurn  at  noble  praite 

Be  the  paflpoi  t  to  thy  heaven, 

Follow  thou  thofe  gloomy  ways ; 

Ne  fuch  law  to  me  was  given, 

Nor,  I  trutt,  flmll  I  deplore  me 

Faring  like  my  friends  before  me  \ 

Nor  an  holier  place  defire 

Than  Timoleon's  arms  acquire, 
And  Tully's  curule  chair,  and  Milton's  golden  lyre, 


*  Verulum.  gave  one  of  his  titles  to  Francis 
Baton,  Novum  Qrganuni. 
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ODE    XVIII. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE    FRAMCIS    EARL    OF 
HUNTINGDON. 


I.  i. 

THE  wife  and  great  of  every  clime, 
Through  all  the  fpacious  walks  of  time, 
Where'er  the  mufe  her  power  difplay'd, 
With  joy  have  liften'd,  and  obey'd. 
For,  taught  of  heaven  the  facred  nine 
Perfuaiive  numbers,  fcrms  divine, 

To  mortal  fenfe  impart  : 
They  beft  the  foul  with  glory  fire  ; 

.    They  nobleft  counfels,  boldeft  deeds  infpire  ; 

And  high  o'er  fortune's  rage  enthrone  the  fixed 
heart. 

I.  a. 

Nor  lefs  prevailing  is  their  charm 

The  vengeful  bofom  to  difarm  ; 

To  melt  the  proud  with  human  woe, 

And  prompt  unwilling  tears  to  flow. 

Can  wealth  a  power  like  this  afford  ? 

Can  Cromwell's  art:*,  or  Marlbcrough's  fword, 

An  equal  empire  claim  ? 
No,  Haftings.     Thou  my  words  will  own  : 
'  Thy  breaft  the  gifts  of  every  Mufe  hath  known  ; 
Nor  fliall  the    giver's   love    difgrace   thy   noble 
name. 

I.  3- 
The  Mufe's  awful  art, 

And  the  bleft  function  of  the  poet's  tongue, 

Ne'er  (halt  thou  blufli  to  honour  ;   to  affert 

From  all  that  fcorned  vice  or   flavifli  fear  hath 

fung, 

Nor  fliall  the  blandiftiment  of  Tufcan  firings, 
Warbling  at  will  in  pleafure's  myrtle  bovver  ; 
Nor  (hall  the  fervile  notes  to  Celtic  kings 
T'»y  flattering  minftrels  paid  in  evil  hour, 
Move  thee  to  fpurn  the  heavenly  Mufe's  reign, 
A  different  drain, 
And  other  themes 

From  her  prophetic  lhades  and  hallow'd  ftreams 
(Thou  well  canfl  witnefs)   meet   the  purged 

ear  : 

Such,  as  when  Greece  to  her  immortal  (hell 
Rejoicing  liften'd,  godlike  founds  to  hear  ; 
To  hear  the  fweet  in  ft  ru  61  re  Is  tell 
(While  men  and  heroes  thrung'd  around) 
How  life  its  nobleit  life  may  liiul, 
How  well  for  freedom  be  refign'd  ; 
And  how  by  giory,  virtue  (hall  be  crown'd. 

II.  i. 

Such  was  the  Chian  father's  (train 

To  many  a  kind  dorm-flic  train, 

Whole  pious  hearth  and  genial  bowl 

Had  cheer'd  the  reverend  pilgrim's  foul  :    . 

When,  every  hofpitable  rite 

With  equal  bounty  to  requite, 

He  (truck  hia  magic  firings  ; 
And  pour'd  fpontaneous  numbers  forth, 
And   feiz'd   their  ears   with   tales  of  ancien 
worth,  [thing5 

And  fill-'d  tliclr  muling  hearts  with  vaft   h-u'oi 
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II.    7.. 

Now  oft,  where  happy  fpirits  dwell, 
Where  yet  he  tunes  his  charmrng  fliell, 
Oft  near  him,  with  applauding  hands, 
The  genius  of  his  country  ftands. 
To  liiiening  gods  he  makes  him  known, 
That  man  divine,  by  whom  were  fown 

The  feeds  of  Grecian  fame  : 
Who  fir/I  the  race  with  freedom  fir'd  ; 
From  whom  Lycurgus  Sparta's  tons  infpir'd  ; 
"rom  whom  Pfataean  palms  and  Cyprian  trophies 
came. 

II-  3- 

O  nobleft,  happieft  age  ! 
When  Arifticles  rul'd,  and  Cimon  fought  j 
When  all  the  generous  fruits  of  Homer's  page 
Exulting  Pindar  faw  to  full  perfection  brought. 
O  Pindar,  oft  (halt  thou  be  hail'd  of  me  : 
Not  that  Apollo  fed  thee  from  his  ihnine  ; 
Not  that  thy  lips  drank  fweetnefs  from  the  beej 
Nor  yet  that,  ftudious  of  thy  notes  divine, 
Pan   danc'd   their  meafure   with    the    fylvan 
throng : 

But  that  thy  fojig 
Was  proud  to  unfold 

What  thy  bafe  rulers  trembled  to  behold  ; 
Amid  corrupted  Thebes  was  proud  to  tell 
The  deeds  of  Athens  and  the  Perfian  fhame  : 
Hence  on  thy  head  their  impious  vengeance  fell* 
But  thou,  O  faithful  to  thy  fame, 
The  Mufe's  law'didft  rightly  know; 
That  who  would  animate  his  lays, 
And  other  minds  to  virtue  raife, 
Mult  feel  his  own  with  all  her  fpirit  glow. 

III.  i. 

Are  there,  approv'd  of  later  times, 
Whofe  verfe  adorn'd  a  *  tyrant's  crimes  ? 
Who  faw  majeftic  Rome  betray 'd, 
And  lent  the  imperial  ruffian  aid? 
Alas  !  not  one  polluted  bard, 
No,  not  the  drains  that  Mtncius  heard, 

Or  Tibur's  hills  reply'd, 
Dare  to  the  Mufe's  ear  afpire  ; 
Save  that,  inftrucled  by  the  Grecian  lyre, 
With  freedom's  ancient  notes  their  (hameful  tafe 
they  hide. 

III.    2. 

Mark,  how  the  dread  Pantheon  ftands, 
Amid  the  domes  of  modern  hands  : 
Amid  the  toys  of  idle  ftate, 
How  (imply,  how  ferenely  great  I 
Then  turn,  and,  while  each  weftern  clime 
Prefents  her  tuneful  fons  to  time, 

So  mark  thou  Milton's  name; 
And  add,  "  Thus  differs  from  the  throng 
"  The  fpirit  which  inform'd  thy  awful  fong, 
"  Which  bade  thy  potent  voice  protect  thy 
'*  country's  fame." 
III.  3- 

Yet  hence  barbaric  zeal 
His  memory  with  unholy  rage  purfues ; 
While  from  thefe  arduous  cares  of  public  weal^ 
She  bids  each  bard  begone,  and  reft  him 
his  Mufe. 


Oflxvianvs  Ctfar- 
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O  foei !  to  think  the  mart,  whofe  ample  mind 
Mult  grafp  at  all  that  yonder  ftars  furvey ; 
Muft  join  the  nobleft  forms  of  every  kind, 
The  world's  moft  perfect  image  to  difplay, 
Can  e'er  his  country's  majefty  behold, 
Unmov'd  or  cold ! 
O  fool !  to  deem 

That  he,  whole  thought  muft  vifit  every  theme, 
Whofe  heart  mutt  everyfftrong  emotion  know 
Ihfpir'd  by  nature,  or  by  fortune  taught ; 
That  he,  if  haply  fome  prefurflptuous  foe, 
With  falfe  ignoble  fcience  fraught, 
Shall  fpurn  at  freedom's  faithful  band  ; 
That  he  their  dear  defence  will  fhun, 
Or  hide  their  glories  from  the  fun, 
Or  deal  their  vengeance  with  a  woman's  hand ! 

IV.  i. 

I  care  not  that  in  Arno's  plain, 
Or  on  the  fportive  banks  of  Seine, 
From  public  themes  the  Mule's  quire 
Content  with  polifh'd  eafe  retire. 
Where  priefts  the  ftudious  head  command, 
WThere  tyrants  bow  the  warlike  hand 

To  vile  ambition's  aim, 
Say,  what  can  public  themes  afford, 
Sate  venal  honours 'to  an  hateful  lord, 
Referv'd  for  angry  heaven,  and  fcorn'd  of  honeft 
fame? 

IV.  2. 

But  here,  where  freedom's  equal  throne 
To  all  Her  valiant  fons  is  known  ; 
Where  all  are  confcious  of  her  cares, 
And  each  the  power,  that  rules  him, (hares; 
Here  let  the  bard,  whofe  daftard  tongue 
Leaves  public  arguments  unfung, 
Bid  public  praife  farewell : 
I>t  him  to  fitter  climes  remove, 
Far  from  the  hero's  and  the  patriot's  love, 
And  lull  myfterious  monks  to  flumber  in  their 
cell. 

IV.  3. 
O  Haftings,  not  to  all 

Can  ruling  heaven  the  fame  endowments  lend : 
Yet  ftill  doth  nature  to  her  offspring  call, 
That  to  one  general  weal  their  different  powers 

they  bend, 

Unenvious.     Thus  alone,  though  ftrains  divine 
Inform  the  bofom  of  thte  Mule's  fori  ; 
Though  with  new  honours  the  patrician's  line 
Advance  from<age  to  age  ;  yet  thus  alone 
They  wiri  the  fuffrage  of  impartial  fame. 
The  poet's  name 
He  beft  fliall  prove, 
Whofe    lays    the   foul  with    nobleft    paffions 

move. 

But  thee,  O  progeny  of  heroes  old^ 
Thee  to  feverer  toils  thy  fate  requires  : 
The  fate  which  form'd  thee  in  a  chofen  mould 
The  grateful  country  of  thy  fires, 
Thee  to  fublimer  paths  demand  ; 
Sublimer  than  thy  fires  could  trace, 
Or  thy  own  Edward  teach  his  race, 
Though  Gaul's  proud  genius  fank   beneath   his 
hand. 

V.  i. 

From  rich  domains  and  fubjecT:  farms, 
They  led  the  ruftic  youth  to  arius  j 


And  kings  their  ftern  achievements  fear'd 
While  private  ftrife  their  banners  reared. 
But  loftier  fcenes  to  thee  are  (hown, 
Where  empire's  wide-eftablifli'd  throne 

No  private  matter  fills : 
Where,  long  foretold,  the  people  reigns  : 
Where  each  a  vaflal's  humble  heart  difdains; 
And  judgeth  what  he  feesj  and,  as  he  judgethj 
wills. 

V.  t. 

Here  be  it  thine  to  calm  and  guide 
The  fwelling  democratic  tide  ; 
To  watch  the  ftate's  uncertain  frame, 
And  baffle  faction's  partial  aim  : 
But  chiefly,  with  determin'd  zeal, 
To  quell  that  fervile  band,  who  kneel 

To  freedom's  banifli'd  foes; 
That  monfter,  which  is  daily  found 
Expert  and  bold  thy  country's  peace  to  wound; 
Yet  dreads  to  handle  arms,  nor  manly  counfei 
knows. 

V.  3- 

'Tis  higheft  heaven's  command, 
That  guilty  aims  fhould  fordid  paths  purfue  ; 
That  what  enfnares  the  heart  fhould  maim  the 

hand, 

And  virtue's  worthlefs  foes  be  falfe  to  glory  too. 
But  look  on  freedom.     See,  through  every  age, 
What  labours,  perils,  griefs,  hath  me  difdain'd  ! 
What  arms,  what  regal  pride,  what   prieftly 

rage, 

Have  her  dread  offspring  conquer'd  or  fuftain'd! 
For    Albion   well   have    conquer'd.     Let    the 
ftrains 

Of  happy  fvvains, 
Which  now  refound 
Where  Scarfdale's  cliffs  the  fwelling  paftures 

bound, 

Bear  witnefs.     There,  oft  let  the  farmer  hail 
The  facred  orchard  which  embowers  his  gate, 
And  fhow  to  ftrangers  patting  down  the  vale, 
Where  Ca'ndiih,  Booth,  and  Ofborne  fate  ; 
When,  b'urftiflg  from  their  country's  chain", 
Even  in  the  midfl  of  deadly  harms, 
Of  papal  fnares  and  lawlefs  arms, 
They  plaan'cl  for  freedom  this  her  nobleft  reign, 

VI.  t. 

This  reign,  thefe  laws,  this  public  care, 
Which  Naffau  gave  us  all  to  (hare, 
Had  ne'er  adorn'd  the  Englifh  name, 
Could  fear  have  filenc'd  freedom's  claim. 
But  fear  in  vain  attempts  to  bind 
Thofe  lofty  efforts  of  the  mind 

Which  fociai  good  infpireS  ; 
Where  men,  for  this,  aflault  a  throne, 
Each  adds  the  common  welfare  to  his  own  ; 
And  each  unconquer'd  heart  the  ftrength  of  all 
acquires. 

VI    2. 

Say,  was  it  thus,  when  late  we  view'd 
Our  fields  in  civil  blood  imbrued  ? 
When  fortune  ctovvn'd  the  barbarous  hoftj 
And  half  the  aftonim'd  ifle  was  loft  ? 
Did  one  of  all  that  vaunting  train, 
Who  dare  affront  a  peaceful  reign, 

Durft  one  in  arms  appear  ? 
Durft  one  irf  counfels  pledge  bis  life  2 
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Stake  his  luxurious  fortunes  in  the  ftrife  ? 
Or  lend  his  boafted  name  his  vagrant  friends  to 
cheer  ? 

VI.  3. 

Yet,  Haftings,  thele  are  they 
"Who  challenge  to  themfelves  thy  country's  love; 
The  true  ;  the  conftant :  who  alone  can  weigh, 
What  glory  iliould  demand,  or  liberty  approve  ! 
But  let  their  works  declare  them.     Thy  free 

powers, 

The  generous  powers  of  thy  prevailing  mind, 
Not  for  the  talks  of  their  confederate  hours, 
Lewd  brawls  and  lurking  flander,  where  defigu'd. 
JSe  thou  thy  own  approver.     Honeit  praife 
Oft  nobly  fways 
Ingenuous  youth : 

But,  fought  from  cowards  and  the  lying  mouth, 
Praife  is  reproach.     Eternal  God  alone 
For  mortals  fixeth  that  fubiirae  award. 
He,  from  the  faithful  records  of  his  throne, 
Bids  the  hiitorian  and  the  bard 
Difpofe  of  honour  and  of  fcorn  ; 
Difcern  the  patriot  from  the  flave ; 
And  write  the  good,  the  wife,  the  brave, 
For  lelfons  to  the  multitude  unborn. 


BOOK.   II.      ODE   I. 

THE  REMONSTRANCE  OF  SHAKESPEARE. 

Suppofed  to  have  been  fpoken  at  the  Theatre- 
Royal,  while  the  French  Comedians  were  afting 
by  Subfcnption. 


IF,  yet  regardful  of  your  native  land, 

Old    Shakfpeare's  tongue    you  deign  to   under- 

ftand, 

Lo,  from  the  blifsful  bowers  where  Heaven  rewards 
Instructive  fages  and  unblemifh'd  bards, 
I  come,  the  ancient  founder  of  the  ftage, 
Intent  to  learn,  in  this  difcerning  age, 
What  form  of  wit  your  fancies  have  embraced, 
And  wither  tends  your  elegance  of  tafte, 
That  thus  at  length  our  homely  toils  you  fpurn, 
That  thus  to  foreign  fcenes  you  proudly  turn, 
That  from  my  brow  the  laurel  wreath  you  claim 
To  crown  the  rivals  of  your  country's  fame. 

What,  though  the  footfteps  of  my  devious  mufe 
The  meafur'd  walks  of  Grecian  art  refufe  ? 
Or  though  the  frauknefs  of  my  hardy  ftyle 
Mock  the  nice  touches  of  the  critic's  file  ? 
Yet,  what  my  age  and  climate  held  to  view, 
Impartial  I  furvey'd  and  feariefs  drew. 
And  fay,  y<?  Ikilfulin  the  h.;man  heart, 
Who  know  to  prize  a  poet's  nobleft  part, 
What  age,  what  clime,  could  e'er  an  ampler  field 
For  lofty  thought,  for  daring  fancy,  yield  ? 
I  faw  this  England  break  the  fharm  ful  bands 
Forg'd  for  the  fduls  of  men  by  facred  hands  : 
I  faw  each  groaning  realm  her  aid  implore  ; 
Her  fons  the  heroes  of  each  warlike  fhore  : 
Her  naval  ftandaid  (the  dire  Spania.'d's  In.ne) 
Obey  .-i  through  all  the  circuit  ot  the  main. 
Then  too  great  comme-ce,  for  a  late-found  world, 
Around  your  coaft  her  eager  frih 


New  hopes,  new  paiiion??,  thence  the  bcfom  fiVd  j 
New  plans,  new  arts,  the  genius  thence  infpir'd; 
Thence  ewy  icene,  which  private  fortune  knows 
In  ftronger  life,  with  bolder  fpirit  role. 

Difgrac'd  I  this  full  profpecl  which  I  drew  ? 
My  colours  languid,  or  my  ftrokes  untrue  ? 
Have  not  your  fages,  warriors,  f wains,  and  kina;s, 
Gonfefs'd  the  living  draught  of  men  and  things  ? 
What  other  bard  in  any  clime  appears 
Al'ke  the  mafter  of  your  fuiiles  and  tears  ? 
Yet  have  I  deign'd  your  audience  to  entice 
With  wretched  bribes  to  luxury  and  vice  ! 
Or  have  my  various  Scene's  a  purpofe  known 
Which  freedom,  virtue,  glory,  might  not  own  ? 

Such  from  the  firft  wus  my  dramatic  plan  ^ 
It  fhculd  be  yours  to  crown  what  I  began  :  . 
And  now  that  England  fpi/rns  her  Goduc  chain, 
And  equal  laws  and  iocial  icier.ce  reign, 
I  thought,  Now  fureiy  ilv.iii  my  zealous  eyes 
View  nobler  bards  and  juircr  critics  rife, 
Invent  with  If  arr.ed  labour  to  refine 
The  copious  ore  of  Albion's  native  mine, 
Our  (lately  mufe  more  graceful  airs-  to  teach, 
And  form  her  tongue  to  more  attractive  fpeech, 
Till  rival  nations  liflen  at  her  feet, 
And  own  her  polifh'd  as  they  own'd  her  great. 

But  do  you  thus  rfly  favourite  hopes  fulfil  ? 
Is  France  at  laft  the  liandard  of  your  (kill  ? 
Alas  for  you  !  that  fo  betray  a  mind 
Of  art  uhconfcioas,  and  to  beauty  blind. 
Say  ;  does  her  language  your  ambition  raife, 
Her  barren,  trivialvunharmonious  phrafe, 
Which  fetters  eloquence  to  fcantieit  bounds, 
And  maims  the  cadence  of  poetic  founcU  ? 
Say  ;  does  your  humhic  admiration  choofe 
The  gentle  prattle  of  her  comic  mufe, 
While  wits,  plain-dealers,  fops,  and  fool's  appear, 
Charg'd  to  fay  nought  but  what  the  king  may 

hear  ? 

Or  rather  melt  your  lympathizing  hearts 
Won  by  her  tragic  fcene's  romantic  arts, 
Where  old  am;  young  declaim  on  loft  defire, 
And  heroes  nev.-r,  but  for  love  expire  ?     , 

No.  Though  the  charms  of  novelty,  a  while, 
Perhaps  too  fondly  win  your  thoughtlels  fmile, 
Yet  not  for  you  defign'd  indulgent  fate 
The  modes  or  manners  of  the  Bourbon  ft  ate. 
And  ill  your  minds  my  partial  judgment  reads, 
And  many  an  augury  my  hope  mnleads, 
If  the  fair  maids  of  yonder  blooming  train 
To  their  light  courtlhip  would  an  audience  deign, 
Or  thofe  chafte  matrons  a  Pariu.m  wife, 
Choofe  for  the  model  of  aomeftic  life  ; 
Or  if  one  youth  of  all  that  generous  band, 
The  itrength  and  fplendour  of  their  native  land, 
Would  yield  his  portion  of  his  country's  fame, 
And  quit  old  freedom's  patrimonial  claim, 
With-  lying  fmiies  oppreflion's  pomp  to  fee, 
And  judge  of  glory  by  a  king's  decree. 

O  bleft  at  home  with  .iuftly-envied  laws, 
O  long  the  chiefs  of  Em\.;:cV  general  caufe, 
Whom  Heaven  hath  chofen  at  each  dangerous  hour 
To  check  the  inroads  of  barbaric  fiOAVer, 
The  rights  of  trampled  rations  to  reclaim, 
And  jruard  the  focial  world  from  bonds andfhamej 
Oh  'et  v.ot  luxury's  funtafnc  charms 
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Nor  for  the  ornaments  of  life  embrace 
Difhoneft  leflbns  from  that  vauntir.g  race, 
Whom  fate's  dread  laws  (for.,  in  eternal  fate, 
Defpotic  rule  was  heir  to  freedom's  hate) 
Whom, 'in  each  warlike,  each  commercial  part, 
In  civil  counlel,  and  in  pleafmg  art, 
The  judge  of  earth  predeftin'd  for  your  foes, 
And  made  it  fame  and  virtue  to  oppofe. 

ODE      II. 

TO  SLEEP. 


•  THOU  filent  power,  whofe  welcome  fway 
Charms  every  anxious  thought  away  ; 
la  whofe  divine  oblivion  drown'd, 
Sore  pain  and  weary  toil  grow  mild, 
Love  is  with  kinder  looks  beguil'd, 
And  grief  forgets  her  fondiy-cheriih'^  wound  ; 
O  whither  haft  thou  flown,  indulgent  god  ? 
God  of  kind  fhadcws  and  of  healing  dews, 
Whom  doft  thou  touch  with  thy  Lethaean  rod  ? 
Around  whofe  temples  now  thy  opiate  airs  diffuse  ? 

ir. 

"    Lo,  midnight  from  her  ftarry  reign    -• 
Looks  awful  down  on  earth  and  main. 
The  tuneful  birds  lie  huuVd  in  fleep, 
With  all  that  crop  the  verdant  food, 
With  all  that  fldtn  the  cryftai  fiuod, 
Orhaunt  the  caverns  of  the  rocky  Iteep. 
No  rufhing  winds  difturb  the  tufted  bowers  ; 
No  wakeful  found  the  moon-light  valley  knows, 
Save  where  the  brook  its  liquid  murmur  pours, 
And  lulls  the  waving  fcene  ta  more    profound 
repofe. 

Mi. 

O  let  root  me  alone  complain, 
Alone  invoke  thy  power  in  vain  ! 
Defcend,  propitious,  on  my  eyes  ; 
Not  from  the  couch  that  bears  a  crown, 
Not  from  the  courtly  ftatefman's  down, 
Nor  where  the  mifer  and  his  treafure  lies  :   [reft, 
Bring  not  the  fhapes  that  break  the  murderer's 
.Nor  thofe  the  hireling  foldier  loves  to  fee,. 
Nor  thofe  which  haunt  the  bigot's  gloomy  breaft: 
Far  be  their  guilty  nights,  and  far  their  dreams 
from  me ! 

IV. 

Nor  yet  thofe  awful  forms  prefent, 
For  chiefs  and  heroes  only  meant  : 
The  figur'd  brafs,  the  choral  fong, 
The  refcued  people's  glad  applaufe, 
The  lifteninrj  fcnate,  and  the  laws 

'Fix'd  by  the  counfels  of  *  Timoleon's  tongue, 

Are  fcenes  too  grand  for  fortune's  private  ways  ; 

And  though   they  fliine  in  youth's  ingenuous 
view, 

The  fober  gainful  arts  of  modern  clays 
To  fuch  romantic  thoughts  have  bid  a  long  adieu. 


*  After  Timoleon  had  delivered  Syracufe  from 
the  tyranny  ofDionyfius,  the  people  on  every  im 
portant  deliberation  font  for  him  i?tto  the  public 
affembly,  ajked  his  advice •,  and  voted  according  to 
it.  PLUTARCH. 


I  a(k  not,  god  of  dreams,  thy  cafe 
To  baniih  love's  preferments  fair  : 
Nor  rofy  cheek,  nor  radiant  eye 
Can  arm  him  with  fuch  ftrong  command 
That  the  young  forcerer's  fatal  hand 
Shall  ron<:d  my  foul  his  pleafmg  fetters  tie. 
Nor  yet  the  courtier's  hope,  the  giving  fmile 
(A  lighter  phantom,  and  a  bafer  chain) 

Did  e'er  in  dumber  my  proud  lyre  beguile 
To  lend  the   pomp  of   thrones  her  ill-according 
'ftrain, 

VI. 

But  Morpheus,  on  thy  balmy  wing 
Such  honourable  vifions  bring, 
As  footh'd  great  Milton's  injur'd  age, 
When  in  prophetic  dreams  he  faw 
The  race  unborn  with  pious  awe 
Imbibe  each  virtue  from  his  heavenly  page  : 
Or  fuch  as  Mead's  benignant  fancy  knows 
When  health's  deep  treafures,  by  his  heait  ex- 

olor'd, 

Have  fav'd  the  infant  from  an  orphan's  woes, 
Or  to  the  trembling  fire  his  age's  hope  reftor'd. 

ODE     III. 

TO  THE  CUCKOW. 


0  RUSTIC  herald  of  the  fpring, 
At  length  in  yonder  woody  vale 
Faft  by  the  brook  I  hear  thee  (ing  ; 
And,  ftudious  of  thy  homely  tale, 
Amid  the  vefpers  of  the  grove, 
Amid  the  chaunting  choir  of  love, 

Thy  fage  refponfes  hail. 

ii. 

The  time  has  been  when  I  have  frown'c! 
To  hear  thy  voice  the  woods  invade  ; 
And  while  thy  folemn  accent  drown'd 
Some  fweeter  poet  of  the  lhade, 
Thus,  thought  I,  thus  the  fons  of  care 
Some  conftant  youth,  or  generous  fair 

With  dull  advice  upbraid, 
in. 

1  faid,  "  While  Philomela's  fong 

"   Proclaims  the  paffion  of 'the  grove, 
"  It  ill  befeems  a  cuckow's  tongue 
"  Her  charming  language  to  reprove"— 
Alas,  how  much  a  lover's  ear 
Hates  all  the  fober  truth  to  heaf, 
The  fober  truth  of  love  ! 

IV. 

When  hearts  are  in  each  other  blefs'd, 
When  nought  but  lofty  faith  can  rule 
The  nymph's  and  fwain's  contenting  breaft/ 
How  cuckow-like  in  Cupid's  fchool, 
With  ftore  of  grave  prudential  faws 
On  fortune's  power,  and  cuftom's  laws, 
Appears  each  friendly  fool  1 

v. 

Yet  think  betimes,  ye  gentle  train 
Whom  love,  and  hope,  and' fancy  fway/ 
Whom  every  harfher  care  difdain, 
Who  by  the  morning  judge  the  day, 
Think  that,  in  April's  faireft  hours," 
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*  warbling  (hades  and  painted  flowers 
The  cuckow  joins  his  lay. 

ODE      IV. 

TQ  THE  HONOURABLE  CHARLES  TOWNSHEND. 

In  the  Country* 


I.  i. 

How  oft  (hall  I  furvey 
This  humble  roof,  the  lawn,  the  greenwood  fhade, 

The  vale  with  flieaves  o'erfpread, 
The  glaflfybivofc,  the  flocks  which  round  thee  ftray; 

When  will  thy  cheerful  mind 
Of  thefe  have  uttered  all  her  dear  efteenv? 

Or,  tell  me,  doft  thou  deem 
No  more  to  join  in  glory's  toilforne  race. 

But  here  content  embrace 
That  happy  leifure  which  thou  hadft  refign'd  ? 

I.    2. 

Alas,  ye  happy  hours, 
When  books  and  youthful  fportthe  foul  could  (hare 

Ere  one  ambitious  care 
Of  civil  life  had  aw'd  her  fimpler  powers ; 

Oft  as  your  winged  train 
Revilit  here  my  friend  in  white  array, 

O  fail  not  to  difplay 
Each  fairer  fcene  where  I  perchance  had  part, 

That  fo  his  generous  heart 
The  abode  of  evenfriendfhip  may  remain. 

L  3- 

For  not  imprudent  of  my  lofs  to  come, 
I  faw  from  contemplation's  quiet  cell 
His  feet  afcending  to  another  home, 
Where  public  praife  and  envied  greatnefs  dwell. 
Eut  fliall  we  therefore,  O  my  tyre, 
Reprove  ambition's  beft  defire  ? 

Extinguifh  glory's  flame  ? 
"Far  other  was  the  talk  enjoin'd 
When  to  my  hand  thy  firings  were  firft  aflign'd  : 
oihcr  faith  belongs  to  friendlhip's  honour'd 
name. 

II.    T. 

Thee,  Townlhend,  not  the  nrrrs 
Of  flumbsfjng  eafe,  nor  pleasure's  rofy  chain, 

Were  dtltin'd  to  detain  : 
No,  nor  bright  i'cience,  nor  the  mufe's  charms, 

For  them  high  heaven  prepares 
Their  proper  votaries,  an  humbler  band  : 

And  ne'er  would  Spenler's  hand 
Have  deign'd  to  ftrike  the  warbling  Tufcan  fliell, 

Nor  Harrington  to  tell 
What  habit  an  immortal  city  wears. 

II.    2. 

Had  this  been  born  to  fliield  [tray'd, 

Tbe'caufe  which  Cromwell's  impious  hand  be- 

Or  that,  like  Vere,  difplay'd 
His  redcrofs  banner  o'er  the  Belgian  field  ; 

Yet  where  the  will  divine 
Hath  fhut  thofe  loftieft  paths,  it  next  remains, 

With  reafon  clad  in  ftrains 
Of  harmony,  feledled  minds  to  infpire, 

And  virtue's  living  fire 
-To  feed  and  eternize  in  hearts  like  thine. 


II.  3- 

For  never  fliall  the  herd,  whom  er.vy  fway«, 
So  quell  my  purpofe  or  ray  tongue  controul, 
That  I  fhould  fear  illuftrious  worth  to  praife, 
Becaufe  its  mailer's  frieiulfhip  rnov'd  my  ibui, 
Yet,  if  this  undilfembling  ilrain 
Should  now  perhaps  thine  car  detain 

With  any  pleafing  found, 
Remember  then  that  righteous  fame 
From  hoary  age  a  ftrict  accourt  will  claim 
Of  each  aufpicious  palm  with  which  thy  youth 
was  crown'd. 

III.    r. 

Nor  obvious  is  the  way 
Where  heaven  expect;  thte  ;  nor  the    traveller 

leads, 

Through  (lowers  or  fragrant  meads, 
Or  groves  that  hark  to  Philomela's  lay, 

The  impartial  laws  of  fate 
To  nobler  virtues  wed  feverer  cares. 

Is  there  a  man  who  fliares 
The  fummit  next  where  heavenly  natures  dwell  ? 

Aik  him  (for  he  can  tell) 
What  ftorms  beat    round  that   rough  laboriou 


III.    2. 

Ye  heroes,  who  of  old 
Did  generous  England  freedom's  throne  ordain.  * 

From  Alfred's  parent  reign 
To  NaiTau,  great  deliverer,  wife  and  bold  ; 

I  know  your  perils  hard. 
Your  wounds,  your  painful  marches,  wintery  fea«, 

The  night  eftrang'd  from  er,fe, 
The  day  by^cowardice  arid  falfehood  vex'd, 

The  head  with  doubt  perplex'd, 
The  indignant  heart  difdaining  the  reward. 

HI.  3- 

Which  envy  hardly  grants.     But,  O  renown^ 
O  praife  from  judging  heaven  and  virtuous  men, 
If  thus  they  purchas'd  thy  divineft  crown, 
Say,  who  fliall  hefitate  ?  or  who  complain  ? 
And  now  they  fit  on  thrones  above  : 
And  when' among  the  gods  they  move 

Before  the  fov'reign  mind, 
"  Lo,  thefe,"  he  faith,  "  lo,  thefe  are  they 
"  Who  to  the  laws  of  mine  eternal  fway 
"  From  violence  and  fear  aflerted  human  kind.'.* 

IV.   i. 

Thus  honour'd  while  the  train 
Of  legiflators  in  hisprefence  dwell; 

If  I  may  aught  foretell, 
The  ftatefman  fhall  the  fecond  palm  obtain» 

For  dreadful  deeds  of  arms 
Let  vulgar  bards,  with  undifcerning  praife, 

More  glittering  trophies  raife  : 
But  wifeft  heaven  what  deeds  may  chiefly  move, 

To  favour  and  to  love  ? 
What,  fave  the  bleffings,  or  averted  harms  ? 

IV.    2. 

Nor  to  the  embattled  field 
Shall  the  achievements  of  the  peaceful  gown, 

The  green  immortal  crown 
Of  valour,  or  the  fongs  of  conqueft  yield. 

Nor  Fairfax  wildly  bold, 
While  bare  of  creft  he  hew'd  his  fatal  way, 

Through  Nafeby's  firm  array, 
To  heavier  dangers  did  his  bread  oppofe, 
3  D  "j 
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Than  Pym's  free  virtue  chofe, 
When  the  proud  force  of  Strafford  he  control'd. 

IV.  3. 

But  what  is  man  at  enmity  with  truth  ?     [mind 
What  were  the  fruits  of  Wentvvorth's  copious 
When    blighted  all  the  promifc  of  his  youth) 
The  patriot  in  a  tyrant's  league  had  join'd  ? 
Let  Ireland's  loud-lamenting  plains, 
LetTyne's  and  Humber's  trampled  iwains, 
Let  menac'd  London  tell 
How  impiou.s  guile  made  wifdom  bafe  ; 
How  generous  zeal  to  cruel  rage  gaye  place  ; 
Andhow  unbleiVdhe  Iiv'd,andhow  difhonour'dfell. 

V.  i. 
Thence  never  hath  the  nvafe 

Arottfid'his  tomb  Pierian  rofes  flung: 

Nor  fhall  one  poets  tongue 
His  name  for  mufic's  pleafing  labour  choofe. 

And  fure,  v-hen  nature  kind 
Hath  deck'd  fome  favour'dbreaft  above  the  throng, 

That  man  with  grievous  wrong 
Affronts  and  wounds  his  genius,  if  he  bends 

To  guilt's  ignoble  ends 
The  functions  of  his  ill-fuhmittirp1  mind. 

V.    2. 

For  worthy  of  the  wife 
Nothing  can  feem  but  virtue;  nor  earth  yisld 

Their  fame  an  equal  field, 
Save  where  impartial  freedom  gives  the  prize. 

There  Somers  fix'd  his  name, 
Enroll,' d  the  'next  to  William.     There  fhall  time 

To  every  wondering  clime 
JPoint  out  that  Somers,  who  from  faction's  crowd. 

The  flandereus  and  the  loud, 
Could  fair  affent  and  mcdeft  reverence  claim. 

V.  3- 

Nor  aught  did  laws  or  focial  arts  acquire, 
Nor  this  majeftic  weal  of  Albion's  land 
Did  aught  accomplish,  or  to  aught  afpire, 
Without  his  guidance,  his  fuperior  hand.  ' 
And  rightly  fhall  tbe  mufe's  care 
Wreaths  like  her  own  for  him  prepare, 

Whole  mind's  enamour'd  aim 
Could  forms  of  civil  beauty  draw 
Sublime  as  ever  fage  or  poet  faw, 
Yet  ftill  to  life's  rude  fcene  the  proud  ideas  tame, 

'VI.  i. 

Let  none  profane  be  near ! 
The  mufe  was  never  foreign  to  his  breaft  : 

On  power's  great  feat  eonfefs'd. 
Still  to  her  voice  he  bent  a  lover's  ear. 

And  if  the  bleffed  know 
Their  ancient  cares  everi  now  the  unfading  groves 

Where  'haply  Milton  roves 
With  Spenfer,  hear  the  enchanted echos  rcund 

Through  fartheft  hea  ven  rcfound 
With  Somers,  guardian  of  their  fame  below. 

VI.  2. 

He  knew,  the  patriot  knew, 
That  letters  and  the  mufes  powerful  art 

Exalt  the  ingenuous  heart, 
And  brighten  every  form  of  juft  and  true. 

They  tend  a  nobler  fwa'y 
To  civil  wifdom,  than  corruption's  lure 

1   Could  ever  yet  procure :' 
They  too  ftom  envy's  pale  malignant  light 

Oorducl  her  forth  to  fight 
Cloth'd  in  the  faireft  colours  of  the  day, 


VI.  3- 

O  Townfhend,  thus  may  time,  the  judge  feveres. 
Inftrud  my  happy  tongue  of  thee  to  tell : 
And  when  I  fpeak  of  one  to  freedom  dear 
For  planning  wifely  and  for  acting  well, 
Of  one  whom  glory  loves  to  own, 
Who  ftill  by  liberal  means  alone 

Hath  liberal  ends  purfued; 
Then  for  the  guerdon  of  my  lay, 
"  This  man  with  iaithful  friendfhip,  will  I  fay, 
'  From  youth  to  honour' d  age  my  arts  and  me 
"  hath  view'd." 

O  D  E    V, 

ON    LOVE    OF    PRAISE. 


*  all  the  fprings  within  the  mind 

Which  prompt  her  fteps  in  fortune's  maze? 
From  none  more  pleafing  aid  we  find 

Than  from  the  genuine  love  of  praife. 

ii. 
Ncr  any  partial,  private  end 

Such  reverence  to  the  public  bears ; 
Mor  any  paffion,  virtue's  friend, 

So  like  to  virtue's  felf  appears. 

in. 
For  who  in  glory  can  delight 

Without  delight  in  glorious  deeds? 
What  man  a  charming  voice  can  flight, 

Who  courts  the 'echo  that  fucceeds  ? 

IV. 

Eut  not  the  echo  on  the  voice 

More,  than  on  virtue  praife  depends; 
To  which,  of  courfe,  its  real  price 

The  judgment  of  the  praifer  lends. 

v. 
If  praife  then  with  religious  awe 

From  the  fole  perfect  judge  be  fought, 
A  nobler  aim,  a  purer  law,  • 

Nor  prieft,  nor  bard,  nor  fage  hath  taught. 

VI. 

With  which  in  character  the  fame 
Though  in  an  humbler  fphere  it  lies, 

I  count  that  foul  of  human  fame, 
The  fuffrage  of  the  good  and  wife. 

ODE    VI. 

TO    WILLIAM    HALL,    ESOJ7IRE. 

With  tie  Works  of  Cbaulieu. 


ATTEND  to  Chaulieu's  wanton  lyre; 
While,  fluent  as  the  flcy-lark  fings 
When  firft  the  morn  allures  its  wings, 
The  epicure  his  theme  purfues: 
And  tell  me  if,  among  the  choir 
Whofe  mufic  charms  the  bank  of  Seine; 
So  full,  fofree,  fo  rich  a  ftrain 
E'er  dictated,  the  warbling  mufe. 
if, 

Yet,  Hall,  while  thy  judicious  ear 
Admires  the  well-diffembled  art  , 

That  can  fuch  harmony  impart 
To  the  lame  pace  of  Gallic  rhymes^ 
While  y;it  f:cm  affe£atk>n  cleaj. 


ODES. 


Bright  images,  and  paflions  true, 

Recal  to  thy  affenting  view 

The  envied  bards  of  nobler  times ; 

in. 

Say,  is  not  oft  his  doctrine  wrong  ? 
This  prieft  of  pleafure,  who  afpircs 
To  lead  us  to  her  facred  fires, 
Knows  he  the  ritual  of  her  fhrine  ? 
Say  (her  fvveet  influence  to  thy  fong 
So  may  the  goddefs  ftill  afford) 
Doth  me  confent  to  be  ador'd 
With  fhamelefs  love  and  frantic  wing  ? 

IV, 

Nor  Cato,  nor  Chryfippus  here 
Need  we  in  higk  indignant  phrafe 
From  their  Elyfian  quiet  raiie  ; 
But  pleafure's  oracle  alone 
Confult ;  attentive,  not  fevere. 
O  pleafure,  we  blafphcme  not  thee  ; 
Nor  emulate  the  rigid  knee 
Which  bends  but  at  the  ftoic  throne. 

v. 

We  own  had  fate  to  man  affign'd 
Nor  fenfe,  nor  wifh,  but  what  obey 
Or  Venus  foft  or  Bacchus  gay, 
Then  might  our  bard's  voluptuous  creed 
Aloft  aptly  govern  human  kind : 
Unlefs  perchance  what  he  hath  fung 
Of  tortur'd  joints  and  nerves  unftrung, 
Some  wrangling  heretic  mould  plead. 

VI. 

But  now  with  all  thefe  proud  defires 
For  dauntlefs  truth  and  honeft  fame ; 
With  that  ftrong  mailer  of  our  frame, 
The  inexorable  judge  within, 
What  can  be  done  ?  Alas,  ye  fires 
Of  love ;  alas,  ye  rofy  fmiles, 
Ye  nectar'd  cups  from  happier  foils, 
r— Ye  have  no  bribe  his  grace  to  win, 

ODE     VII. 

TO  THE  RIGHT   REVEREND   BENJAMIN   LORD 
BISHOP  OF  WINCHESTER.       1/54. 

I.    I. 

FOR  toils  which  patriots  have  endur'd, 

For  treafon  quell'd  and  laws  fecur'd, 

In  every  nation  time  difplays 

The  palm  of  honourable  praife. 

Envy  may  rail ;  and  fa6tion  fierce 

May  firive :  but  what,  alas,  can  thofe 
(Though  bold,  yet  blind  and  fordid  foes) 
To  gratitude  and  love  oppofe, 

To  faithful  ftory  and  periuafive  verfe  ? 

I.  2. 

O  nurfe  of  freedom,  Albion,  fay, 
Thou  tamer  ofdefpotic  fway, 
What  man,  among  thy  fons  around, 
Thus  heir  to  glory  haft  thou  found  ? 
What  page,  in  all  thy  annals  bright, 
Haft  thou  with  purer  joy  furvcy'd 
Than  tha't  where  truth,  by  Hoadly's  aid, 
Shines  through  impofture's  folemn  fhade, 

Through  kingly  and  through  facerdotal  night. 

I-  3- 

To  him  the  teacher  bkfs'd, 
Who  font  religion,  from  the  palmy  field 
IJy  Jordan,  like  the  morn  to  cheer  the  weft, 


And  lifted  up  the  veil  which  heaven  from  earth 

conceal'd, 

To  Hoadly  thus  his  mandate  he  addrefs'd  : 
"  Go  thou,  and  refcue  my  difhonour'd  law 
"  From  hands  rapacious  and  from  tongues  im- 

"  pure : 

"  Let  not  my  peaceful  name  be  made  a  lure 
"  Fell  perfecution's  mortal  fnares  to  aid : 
"  Let  not  my  words  be  impious  chains  to  draw 
"  The  freeborn  foul  in  more  than  brutal  awe, 
"  To  faith  without  affent,  allegiance  unrepaid." 

II.  i. 

No  cold  or  unperforming  hand 
Was  arm'd  by  heaven  with  this  command. 
The  world  foon  felt  it :  and,  on  high, 
To  William's  ear,  with  welcome  joy 
Did  Locke  among  the  bleft  unfold 
The  rifing  hope  of  Hoadly's  name, 
Godolphin  then  confirm'd  the  fame  ; 
And  Somcrs,  when  from  earth  he  came, 

And  generous  Stanhope  the  fair  fequel  told. 

II.   2. 

Then  drew  the  lawgivers  around, 
(Sires  of  the  Grecian  name  renown'd) 
And  Aliening  afk'd,  and  wondering  knew, 
What  private  force  could  thus  fubcue 
The  vulgar  and  the  great  combin'd; 
Could  -war  with  facred  folly  wage  ; 
Could  a  whole  nation  difengage 
From  the  dread  bonds  of  many  an  age, 

And  to  new  habits  mould  the  public  mind. 

H.  3- 

For  not  a  conqueror's  fword, 
Nor  the  ilrong  powers  to  civil  founders  known, 
Were  his :  but  truth  by  faithful  fearch  explor'd, 
And  focial  fenfe,  like  feed,  in  genial  plenty  Town. 
Wherever  it  took  root,  the  foul  (reftor'd 
To  freedom)  freedom  too  for  others  fought. 
Not  monkifh  craft  the  tyrant's  claim  divine, 
Not  regal  zeal  the  bigot's  cruel  fhrine 
Could  longer  guard  from  reafon's  war  fare  fage  ; 
Not  the  wild  rabble  to  fedition  wrought, 
Nor  fynodsby  the  papal  genius  taught, 
Nor  St.  John's  fpirit  loofe,  nor  Atterbury's  rage. 

III.  i, 

But  where  fhall  recompence  be  found  ? 
Or  how  fuch  arduous  merit  crown'd  ? 
For  look  on  life's  laborious  fcene  ; 
What  rugged  fpaces  lie  between 
Adventurous  virtue's  early  toils 
And  her  triumphal  throne  !  The  fhade 
Of  death,  meantime,  £oes  oft  invade 
Her  progrefs  ;  nor  to  us  difplay'd, 
Wears  the  bright  heroine  her  expected  fpoils. 

III.   2. 

Yet  born  to  conquer  is  her  power  : 
— O  Hoadly,  if  that  favourite  hour 
On  earth  arrive,  with  thankful  awe, 
We  own  juft  heaven's  indulgent  law, 
And  proudly  thy  fuccefs  behold ; 
We  attend  thy  reverend  length  of  days 
With  benediction  and  with  praife, 
And  hail  thee  in  our  public  ways 
Like  fome  great  fpirit  fam'd  in  ages  old. 

III.  3- 

While  thus  our  vows  prolong 
Thy  ftepson  earth,  and  when  by  us  refign'd 
Thou  join'ft  thy  feniors,  that  heroic  throng 
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Who  refcued  or  preferv'dthe  rights  of  human  kind, 
O  !  not  unworthy  may  thy  Albion's  tongue 
Thee  ftill,  her  friend  and  benefactor,  name : 
O  !  never,  Hoadly,  in  thy  country's  eyes, 
May  impious  gold,  or  pleafures  gaudy  prize, 
Make  public  virtue,  public  freedom,  vile ; 
Nor  our  own  manners  tenipt  us  to  difciaim 
That  heritage,  our  nobleit  wealth  and  fame, 

Which  thou  haft  kept  entire  from  force  and  fac 
tion's  guile, 

ODE     VIII. 

IF  rightly  tuneful  bards  decide, 

If  it  be  fix'd  in  love's  decrees, 
That  beauty  ought  not  to  be  tried 

But  by  its  native  power  to  pieafc, 
Then  tell  me,  youths  and  lovers,  tell, 
What  fair  can  Amoret  excel  ? 

ii. 
Jkhold  that  bright  unfullied  fmilc, 

And  wifdom  fpeaking  in  her  mien  : 
Yet  (fhe  fo  artlefs  all  the  while, 

So  little  ftudious  to  be  feen ) 
We  nought  but  inftant  gladnefs  know, 
Nor  think  to  whom  the  gift  we  owe.        , 

in. 
But  neither  mufic,  nor  the  powers 

Of  youth  and  mirth  and  frolic  cheer, 
Add  half  that  funfhine  to  the  hours, 

Or  make  life's  profpedl  half  fo  clear, 
As  memory  brings  it  to  the  eye 
Prom  fcenes  where  Amoret  was  by. 

IV. 

Yet  not  a  fatirift  could  there 

Or  fault  of  indiicretion  find  ; 
Nor  any  prouder  fage  declare 

One  virtue,  pictur'd  in  his  mind, 
Whofe  form  with  lovelier  colours  glows 
Than  Amoret' s  demeanor  fhows. 

v. 
This  fure  is  beauty's  happieft  part : 

This  gives  the  moft  unbounded  fway: 
This  fhall  enchant  the  fubject  heart       : 

When  rofe  and  lily  fade  away  ; 
And  fhe  be  fall,  in  fpite  of  time, 
Sweet  Amcretia  all  her  prime. 

ODE     IX. 

AT   STUDY. 


WHITHER  did  my  fancy  flray? 
By  what  mugic  drawn  away 

Have  1  left  my  ftudious  theme  ? 
From  hi:  ^h.iof'-.pjnc  page,  - 
From  the  r  oblcms  ot  the  fage, 

Wandering  through  a  pleafmg  dream? 

ii. 

'Tis  in  vain,  alas  !  I  find, 
Much  in  vain,  my  zealous  mind 

Would  to  learned  v  ifdom's  throne 
Dedicat.  each  thou;.,! .^'A  rour  : 
Nature  bids  a  foftcr  p< 

Claim  fome  minutes  for  his  own 

Ltt  the  bufy  or  the  wife 
"View  him  with  contemptuous  eyes  j 
e  is  native  to  the  heart  j 


uide  its  wifhes  as  you  will ; 
ithoutlove,  you'll  find  it  i' 
Void  in  one  efiential  part. 

IV. 

'e  though  no  peculiar  fair 
ouches  with  a  lover's  care ; 
Though  the  pride  of  my  defire 
fks  immortal  friendfliip's  name, 
Iks  the  palm  of  honeft  fame, 
And  the  old  heroic  lyre  ; 

v. 

"hough  the  day  have  fmoothly  gonca 
r  to  letter'd  leifurc  knov/n, 

Or  in  focial  duty  fpent ; 
et  at  eve  my  lonely  breaft 
eeks  in  vain  for  perfect  reft ; 

Languifnes  for  true  content. 

t)  D  E     X. 

TO  THOMAS  EDWARDS,    ESQJJIRE  : 

On  the  late  edition  of  Mr.  Poj>es  IVorl 

I75I- 


RELIEVE  me,  Edwards,  to  reftrain 
The  licence  of  a  railer's  tongue 
s  what  but  fcldom  men  obtain 

fenfe  or  wit,  by  profe  or  long  : 
A  taflc  for  more  Herculean  powers, 
*Jor  fuited  to  the  facred  hours 
Of  leifure  in  the  mufe's  bowers. 

n. 

n  bowers  where  laurel  weds  with  palm, 
i'he  mufe,  the  blamelefs  queen,  refides  j 
Fair  fame  attends,  and  wifdom  calm 
FIcr  eloquence  harmonious  guides  : 
While,  ftut  for  ever  from  her  gate, 
Oft  trying,  ftill  repining,  wait 
Fierce  envy  and  calumnious  hate. 

in. 

Who  then  from  her  delightful  bounds 
Would  ftep  one  moment  forth  to  heed 
What  impotent  and  favage  founds 
From  their  unhappy  mouths  proceed  ? 
No  :  rather  Spenfer's  lyre  again 
Prepare,  and  let  thy  pious  ftrain 
For  Pope's  dilhonqur'd  fhade  complain. 

IV. 

Tell  how  difpleas'd  was  e\ery  bard, 
When  lately  in  the  Elyfian  grove 
They  of  his  mufes  guardian  heard, 
His  delegate  to  fame  above  ; 
And  what  with  one  accord  they  faid 
Of  wit  in  drooping  age  milled, 
And  Warburton's  officious  aid  : 

v. 

How  Virgil  mourn'd  the  fordid  fate 
To  that  melodious  lyre  aflign'd, 
Beneath  a  tutor  who  fo  late 
With  Midas  and  his  rout  combin'd 
By  fpiteful  clamour  to  confound 
That  very  lyre's  enchanting  found, 
Though  iiftening  realms  admir'd  around 

VI. 

How  Horace  own'd  he  thought  the  fire 
Of  his  friend  Pope's  fatiric  lins 


ODES. 


Did  farther  fue}  fcarce  jequire 
From  fiich  a  militant  divine  : 
How  Milton  fcorn'd  the  fophift  vain 
Who  durft  approach  his  hallow'd  ftrain 
With  unwafli'd  hands  and  lips  profane. 

VII. 

Then  Shakfpeare  debonnair  and  mild 
Brought  that  ftrange  comment  forth  to  view  ; 
Conceits  more  deep,  he  faid  and  fmii'd, 
Than  his  own  fools  or  madmen  knew  : 
But  thank'd  a  generous  friend  above, 
Who  did  with  free  adventurous  love 
Such  pageants  from  his  tomb  remove. 

VIII. 

And  if  to  Pope,  in  equal  need, 
The  fame  kind  office  thou  would'ft  pay, 
Then,  Edwards,  all  the  band  decreed 
That  future  bards  with  frequent  lay 
Should  c,all  on  thy  aufpicious  name, 
From  each  abfurd  intruder's  claim, 
To  keep  inviolate  their  fame, 

ODE     XI. 

TO  THE  COUNTRY  GENTLEMEN  OF  ENGLAND. 
I75S. 


WHITHER  is  Europe's  ancient  fpirit  fled  ? 
Where  are  thofe  valiant  tenants  of  her  fhore, 
Who  from  the  warrior  bow  the  firong-  dart  fped, 
Or  with  firm  hand  the  rapid  pole-ax  bore  ? 
Freeman  and  ioldier  was  their  common  name, 
Who  late  with  reapers  to  the  furrow  came, 
Now  in  the  front  of  battle  charg'd  the  foe  : 
Who  taught  the  fleer  the  wintery  plough  to  en 
dure, 

No  win  full  councils  check'd  encroaching  power, 
And  gave  the  guardian  laws  their  majefty  to  know. 

n. 

But  who  are  ye  ?  from  Ebro's  loitering  fens 
To  Tiber's  pageants,  to  the  fports  of  Seine  ; 
From  Rhine's  frail  palaces  to  Danube's  thrones 
And  cities  looking  on  the  Cimbric  mair, 
Ye  loft,  ye  felf-  deferted  ?   whole  proud  lords 
Have  baffled  your  tame  hands,  and  given  your 

iVords 

To  fiavifh  ruffians,  hir'd  for  their  command  : 
Thefe,  at  fome  greedy  monk's  or  harlot's  nod, 
See  rifled  nations  crouch  beneath  their  rod  : 
Thefe  are  the  public  will,  the  reafon  of  the  land 

m. 

Thou,  heedlefs  Albion,  what,  alas  !  the  while 
Doft  thou  prefiime  ?  O  inexpert  in  arms, 
Yet  vain  of  freedom,  how  dolt  thou  beguile, 
With  dreamsof  hope,thefe  near  and  loud  alarms 
Thy  fplendid  home,  thy  plan  of  laws  renown'd, 
The  praife  and  envy  of  the  nations  round, 
What  care  haft  thou  to  guard  from  fortune1 

fway  ? 

Amid  the  ilorms  of  war,  how  foon  may  all 
The  lofty  pile  from  its  foundations  fall, 
Of  ages  the  proud  toil,  the  ruin  of  a  day  ! 

IV. 

No  :  thou  art  rich,  thy  ftreams  and  fertile  vale 
Add  indultry's  wile  gifts  to  nature's  ftore  : 


And  every  port  is  crowded  with  thy  fails, 
And  every  wave  throws  treafure  on  thy  fliore. 
What  boots  it  ?  If  luxurious  plenty  charm 
Thy  felfifh  heart  from  glory,  if  thy  arm 
Shrink  at  the  frowns  of  danger  and  of  pain, 
Thofe  gifts,  that  treafure  is  no  longer  thine. 
Oh  rather  far  be  poor.     Thy  gold  will  mine 

rernpting  the  eye  of  force,  and  deck  thee  to  thy 
bune. 

v. 

But  what  hath  force  or  war  to  do  with  thee  ?  , 
Girt  by  the  azure  tide,  and  thron'd  fublime 
Amid  thy  floating  bulwarks,  how  canft  fee, 
With  fcorn,  the  fury  of  each  hoftile  clime 
Daih'd  ere  it  reach  thee.     Sacred  from  the  foe 
Are  thy  fair  fields.  Athwart  thy  guardian  prow 
No  bold  invader's  foot  fhall  tempt  the  ftranci — 
Yet  fay,  my  country,  will  the  waves  and  wind 
Obey  thee  ?  Halts  thou  all  thy  hopes  refign'd 

To  the  Iky's  fickle  faith  ?  the  pilot's  waveringhand: 

VI. 

For  oh  '.  may  neither  fear  nor  ftrongcr  love 
(Love,  by  thy  virtuous  princes  nobly  won) 
Thee,  lail  of  many  wretched  nations,  move, 
With  mighty  armies  ilation'd  round  the  throne 
To  truft  thy  fafety.     Then,  farewell  the  claims 
Of  freedom  1  her  proud  records  to  the  flames 
Then  bear,  an  offering  at  ambition's  fhrine  ; 
Whate'er  thy  ancient  patriots  dar'd  demand 
From  furious  John's,  or  faithlefs  Charles's  hand, 

Or  what  great  VViiiiam  feal'd  for  his  adopted  line. 

vn. 

But  if  thy  fons  be  worthy  of  their  name, 
If  liberal  laws  with  liberal  hearts  they  prize, 
Let  them  from  conqueft,  and  from  fervile  Ihamc, 
In  war's  glad  fchooi  their  own  proteiflors  rife. 
Ye  chiefly,  heirs  of  Albion's  cultur'd  plains, 
Ye  leaders  of  her  bold  and  faithful  fwains, 
Now  not  unequal  to  your  birth  be  found  : 
The  public  voice  bids  arm  your  rural  ftate. 
Paternal  hamlets  for  your  enfigns  wait, 

And  grange  and  fold  prepare  to  pour  their  youtli 
around. 

VIII. 

Why  are  ye  tardy  ?  what,  inglorious  care 
Detains  you  from  their  head,  your  native  poft  ? 
Who  moil  their  country'sfame  and  fortune  lhare, 
'Tis  theirs  to  fliarelier  toils,  her  perils  molt. 
Each  man  his  tafk  in  focial  life  futtains. 
With  partial  labours,  with  domeiric  gains, 
Let  others  dwell :  to  you  indulgent  heavea 
By  council  and  by  arms  the  public  caufe 
To  ferve  for  public  love  and  love's  applaufe, 
The  firft  employment  far,  the  nobleft  hire,  hath 
given. 

IX. 

Have  ye  not  heard  of  Lacedemon's  fame  ? 
Of  Attic  chiefs  in  freedom's  war  divine  ? 
Of  Rome's  dread  generals?  the  V^rr'an  name? 
The  Fabion  fons  ?  the  Scipios,  matchlefsline  ? 
Your  lot  was  theirs.  The  farmer  and  the'fwain 
Met  his  lov'd  patron's  fummons  from  the  plain  ; 
The  legions  gather'd ;  the  bright  eagles  flew  ; 
Barbarian  monarchs  in  the  triumph  mourn'd  ; 
The  conquerors  to  their  hbufehold  gods  return'c!. 
And  fed  Calabrian  flock?,  and  fteer'd  the  Sabine 
plough. 


THE  WORKS  OF  AKENSIDE. 


Shall  then  this  glory  of  the  antique  age, 
This  pride  of  men,  be  loft  among  mankind  ? 
Shall  war's  heroic  arts  no  more  engage 
The  unbought  hand,  the  unfubjected  mind  ? 
Doth  valour  to  the  race  no  more  belong  ? 
Ne  more  with  fcorn  of  violence  and  wrong 
Doth  forming  nature  now  her  fons  infpire, 
That,  like  fome  myftery  to  few  reveal'd, 
The  ikill  of  arms  abafh'd  and  aw'd  they  yield, 
And  from  their  own  defence  with  hopelefs  hearts 
retire  ? 

XI. 

O  fliame  to  human  life,  to  human  laws ! 
The  loofe  adventurer,  hireling  of  a  day, 
Who  his  fell  fword  without  affection  draws, 
Whofe  God,  whole  country,  is  a  tyrant's  pay, 
This  man  the  leflbns  of  the  field  can  learn  ; 
Can  every  palm,  which  decks  a  warrior,  earn, 
And  every  pledge  of  conqueft  :  while  in  vain, 
To  guard  your  altars,  your  paternal  lands, 
Are  ibcial  arms  held  out  to  your  free  hands  : 
Too  arduous  is  the  lore  ;  too  irkfome  were  the  pain. 

XII. 

Meantime  by  pleafure's  lying  tales  allur'd, 
From  the  bright  fun  and  living  breeze  ye  ftray  ; 
And  deep  in  London's  gloomy  haunts  immur'd, 
Brood  o'er  your  fortune's,  freedom's  health's  de 
cay. 

O  blind  of  choice  and  to  yourfelves  untrue  ! 
The  young  grove  fhoots,  their  bloom  the  fields 

renew, 

The  manfion  afks  its  lord,  the  fwains  their  friend; 
While  he  doth  riot's  orgies  haply  (hare, 
Or  tempt  the  gamefter's  dark,  deftroying  fnare, 
Or  at  fome  courtly  Ihrine  with  ilavitla  incenie  bend. 

XIII. 

And  yet  full  oft  your  anxious  tongues  complain 
That  lawlefs  tumult  promps  the  ruitic  throng  ; 
That  the  rude  village-inmates  now  difdain 
Thofe  homely  ties  which  rul'd  their  fathers  long. 
Alas  1  your  fathers  did  by  other  arts 
Draw  thofe  kind  ties  around  their  fimple  hearts, 
And  led  Fn  other  paths  their  ductile  will ; 
By  fuccour,  faithful  counfel,  courteous  cheer, 
Won  them  the  ancient  manners  to  revere, 
To  prize  their  country's  peace,  and  heaven's  due 
rites  fulfil. 

XIV. 

But  mark  the  judgment  of  experienc'd  time, 
Tutor  of  nations.     Doth  light  difcord  tear 
A  ftate  ?  and  impotent  fedition's  crime  ? 
The  powers  of  warlike  prudence  dwell  not  there ; 
The  powers  who  to  command  and  to  obey. 
InftrucT:  the  valiant.     There  would  civil  fway 
The  riling  race  to,  manly  concord  tame  ? 
Oft  let  the  marlhail'd  field  their  fteps  unite, 
And  in  glad  fplendour  bring  before  their  fight 
One  common  caufe  and  one  hereditary  (ame. 

xv. 

Nor  yet  be  aw'd,  nor  yet  your  talk  difown, 
Though  war's  proud  votaries  look  on  fevere  ; 
Though  iecrets  taught  erewhile  to  them  alone, 
They  deem  profan'd  by  your  intruding  ear. 
Let  them  in  vain,  your  martial  hope  to  quell, 
Of  new  refineraents,  fiercer  weapons  ;elz, 


And  mock  the  old  fimplicity,  in  vain « 
To  the  time's  warfare,  iimple  or  refin'd, 
The  time  itielf  adapts  the  warrior's  mind  ; 
And  equal  prowefs  Hill  fhall  equal  palms  obtain, 

XVI. 

Say  then  ;  if  England's  youth,  in  earlier  days, 
On  glory's  field  with  well-trainM  armies  vy'd, 
Why  fhall  they  now  renounce  that  generous 

praife  ? 

Why  dread  the  foreign  mercenary's  pride  ? 
Though  Valois  brav'd  young  Edward's  gentle 

hand, 

And  Albert's  rufli'd  on  Henry's  way-worn  band", 
With  Europe's  chofen  fons  in  arms  renown'd, 
Yet  not  on  Vere's  bold  archers  long  they  look'd, 
Nor  Audley's  fquires,  nor  Mowbray's  yeomen 

brook'd :  [bound. 

They  faw  their  it  and  ard  fall,  and  left  their  monarch 

XVII. 

Such  were  the  laurels  which  your  fathers  won ; 
Such  glory's  dictates  in  their 'dauntlefs  breaft  ; 
— Is  there  no  voice  that  fpeaks  to  every  fon  ? 
No  nobler,  holier  call  to  yon  addrefs'd  ? 
O  !  by  majeftic  freedom,  righteous  laws, 
By  heavenly  truth's,  by  manly  reafon's  caufe, 
Awake  ;   attend  ;  be  indolent  no  more  : 
By  friendfliip,  focial  peace,  domeftic  love, 
Rife  ;  arm  ;  your  country's  living  fafety  prove  j 
And  train  her  valiant  youth,  and  watch  around 
her  jfiiore. 

ODE     XII. 

ON    RECOVERING    FROM    A    FIT    OF    SICKNESS. 

In  the  Country.  1458. 


THY  verdant  fcenes,  O  Goulder's  hill, 

Once  more  I  feek,  a  languid  gueft : 
With  throbbing  temples  and  withburden'd  breaft 
Once  moie  I  climb  thy  fteep  aerial  way. 
O  faithful  cure  of  oft-returning  ill, 
Novf  call  thy  fprightly  breezes  round, 
Diffolve  this  rigid  cough  profound, 
And  bid  the  fprings  of  life  with  gentler  move-, 
mentplay. 

ii. 

How  gladly  'mid  the  dews  of  dawn 
By  weary  lungs  thy  healing  gale, 
The  balmy  weft  or  the  frefh  north,  inhale  ! 
How  gladly,  while  my  mufing  footfteps  rove 
Round  the  cool  orchard  or  the  funny  lawn, 
Awak'd  I  ftop,  and  look  to  find 
What  (hrub  perfumes  the  pleafant  wind, 
Or  what  wild  fongfter  charms  the  Dryads  of  the 
grove. 

in. 

Now,  ere  the  morning  walk  is  done, 
The  diftant  voice  of  health  I  hear 
Welcome  as  beauty's  to  the  lover's  ear. 
*'  Droop  net,  nor  doubt  of  my  return,"  flie  cries  j 
"  Here  will  I,  'mid  the  radiant  calm  of  noon, 
"  Meet  thee  beneath. yon  chefnut  bower, 
"  And  lenient  on  thy  bofom  pour 
"  That  indolence  divine  which  lulls  the  earth  and 
•'  fide.5." 


ODES. 


17, 


The  goddefs  promis'd  not  in  vain. 

I  found  her  at  my  favourite  time. 
Nor  wiih'd  to  breathe  in  any  fofter  clime, 
While  (half-reclin'd,  half-flumbering  as  I  lay) 
She  horer'd  o'er  me.     Then,  among  her  train 

Of  nymphs  and  zephyrs,  to  rny  view 

Thy  gracious  form  appear'd  anew 
Then  firft,  O  heavenly  muie,unfeen  for  many  a  day. 
v. 

In  that  foft  pomp  the  tuneful  maid 

Shone  like  the  golden  Itar  of  love. 
1  faw  her  hand  in  careleis  meafures  move  ; 
1  heard  fweet  preludes  dancing  on  her  lyre, 
"While  my  whole  frame  the  ("acred  found  obey'd. 

New  funlhine  o'er  my  fancy  fprings, 
New  colours  clothe  external  things, 
And  the  lair  glooms  of  pain  and  fickly  plaint  retire. 

IV. 

0  Goulder's  hill,  by  thee  reftor'd 
Once  more  to  this  enlivened  hand, 

My  harp,  which  late  refounded  o'er  the  land 
The  voice  of  glory,  folemn  and  fevere, 
My  Dorian  harp  (hall  now  with  mild  accord 
To  thee  her  joyful  tribute  pay, 
And  fend  a  lefs-ambitious  lay 
Of  friendlhip  and  of  love  togreet  thy  matter's  ear. 

VII. 

For  when  within  thy  fiiady  feat 
Firft  from  the  fultry  town  he  chofe,    • 
And  the  tir'd  fenate's  cares,  his  wifti'd  repofe, 
Then^waft  thou  mine;  to  me  a  happier  home 
For  focial  leilure  :  where  my  welcome  feet, 
Eftrang'd  from  all  the  entangling  ways 
In  which  the  reftieis  vulgar  itrays, 
Through  nature's  fimple  paths  with  ancient  faith 
might  roam. 

VIII. 

And  while  around  his  fylvan  fccne 
My  Dyfon  led  the  white-wing'd  hours, 
•     Oft  from  the  Athenian  Academiv  bowers 
Their  fages  came:  oftheard  our  lingering  walk 
The  Mautuan  mulic  warbling  o'er  the  green  : 
And  oft  did  Tully's  reverend  (hade, 
Though  much  for  liberty  afraid, 
With  us  of  lettered  eaie  or  virtuous  glory  talk. 

IX. 

But  other  gxiefts  were  on  their  way, 
And  reach'd  erelong  this  favour'd  grove  j 
Ev'n  the  celeltial  progeny  of  Jove, 
Bright  Venus,  with  her  all-fubduing  fon, 
Whole  golden  fhaft  molt  willingly  obey 
The  beft  and  wifeft.     As  they  came, 
Glad  Hymen  wav'd  his  genial  flame, 
And  fang  their  happy  gifts,  and  prais'd  their  fpot- 
lefs  throne. 

x, 

1  faw  when  through  yon  feftive  gate 
He  led  along  his  choien  maid, 

And  to  my  friend  with  fmiles  preferring  faid  ; 
«'  Receive  that  faireft  wealth  which  heaven  af- 

"  fign'd 

"  To  human  fortune.     Did  thy  lonely  ftate 
"  One  wifli,  one  titmoft  hope  confefs  ? 
"  Behold,  fhe  comes,  to  adorn  and  blcfs  : 
<;  Gomes,  worthy  of  thy  heart,  and  zqyzl  to  thy 
11  mind."  1 


ODE    Xllt, 

T«  THE  AUTHOR   OF  MEMOIR'S  OF  THE  HOUSE 
BRANDENBURGH. 


. 

THE  men  renown'd  as  chiefs  of  human  race, 
And  born  to  lead  in  counfels  or  in  arms, 
Have  feldom  turn'd  their  feet  from  glory  'schafe, 
To  dwell  with  books,  or  court  the  mufe'scharins. 
Yet,  to  our  eyes  if  haply  time  hath  brought 
Some  genuine  tranfcript  of  their  calmer  thought, 
There  rlill  we  own  the  wife,  the  great,  or  good  ; 
And  Caeiar  there  and  Xenophon  are  feen, 
As  clear  in  fpirit  and  fublime  of  mien, 

As  on  Pharfalian  plains,  or  by  the  Aflyrian  flood. 

n. 

Say  thou  too,  Frederick,  was  not  this  thy  aim  ? 
Thy  vigils  could  the  ftudent's  lamp  engage, 
Except  for  this  ?  except  that  future  fame 
Might  read  thy  genius  in  the  faithful  page  ? 
That  hereafter  envy  fliall  pretume 
With  words  irreverent  to  inicribe  thy  tomb, 
And  baier  weeds  upon  thy  palms  to  ding, 
That  hence  poiterity  may  try  thy  reign, 
Aflert  thy  treaties,  and  thy  wars  explain, 

And  view  in  native  lights  the  hero  and  the  king. 

in. 

O  evil  foreCght  and  pernicious  care  ! 
Wilt  thou  indeed  abide  by  this  appeal  ? 
Shall  we  the  leilbns  of  thy  pen  compare 
With  private  honour  or  with  public  zeal  ? 
Whence  then  at  things  divine  thole  dartsoffcorr,? 
Why  are  the  woes,  which  virtuous  men  have 

borne 

For  facied  truth,  a  prey  to  laughter  given  ? 
What  iiend,  what  foe  of  nature,  urg'd  thy  arm 
The  Almighty  of  his  fceptre  to  diiarm  ? 

To  puih  this  earth  adrift,  and  leave  it  loofe  from 
heaven  ? 

IV. 

Ye  godlike  fliadcs  of  legislators  old, 
Ye  who  made  Rome  victorious,  Athens  wife, 
Ye  firit  of  mortals  with  the  blefs'd  enroll'd, 
Say,  did  not  horror  in  your  bofoins  rife, 
When  thus  by  impious  vanity  impeli'd 
A  magiftrate,  a  monarch,  ye  beheld 
Affronting  civil  order's  holieft  bands  ? 
Thofe  bands  which  ye  fo  labour'd  to  improve  ? 
Thole  hopes  and  fears  of  juftice  from  above, 
Which  tam'd  the  iavage  world  to  your  divine  com. 
mauds  ? 

ODE    XIV. 

THE  COMPLAINT, 
I. 

AWAY  !  Away  ! 
Tempt  we  no  more,  infidious  Love  : 

Thy  footbing  fway 
Long  did  my  youthiul  bofom  prove  : 
At  length  thy  treafon  is  difcern'd, 
At  length  fome  dear-bought  caution  earn'd  : 
Away  I  nor  hope  my  riper  age  to  move. 


THE   WORKS    OF   AKENSIDE, 


I  know,  1  fee 
Her  merit.     Needsfit  now  be  fhown, 

Alas  !  to  me  ? 

How  often,  to  myfelf  unknown, 
The  graceful,  gentle,  virtuous  maicl 
Have  I  admir'd  !  How  often  fa  id, 
What  joy  to  call  a  heart  like  hers  one's  own, 
in. 

Eut,  flattering  god, 
O  fquanderer  of  content  and  eafe, 

In  thy  abode 

Will  care's  rude  leflbn  learn  to  pleafe  ? 
O  fay,  deceiver,  haft  thou  won 
Proud  fortune  to  attend  thy  throne, 
Or  plac'd  thy  friends  above  her  Hern  decrees  ? 

ODE     XV. 

ON   DOMESTIC    MANNERS. 

[Unfini/bed.} 

I. 

MEEK  honour,  female  fhame, 
O  !  whither,  fweeteit  offspring  of  the  fky, 

From  Albion  do  ft  thou  ily  ; 
Of  Albion's  daughters  once  the  favourite  fame  ? 

O  beauty's  only  friend, 
Who  giv'ft  her  pleafing  reverence  to  infpire  ; 

Who  felfifh,  bold  defire 
I/oft  to  efteem  and  dear  affe&ion  turn  ; 

Alas !  of  thee  forlorn, 
What  joy, what  praife,  what  hope  can  life  pretend? 


Behold  ;  your  youths  in  vain 
Concerning  nuptial  happincfs  inquire  : 

Our  maids  r,o  more  alp  ire 
The  arts  of  bafhful  Hymerrto  attain; 

But  with  triumphant  eyes 
And  cheeks  iinpaiilve,  as,  they  move  along, 

A(k  homage  of  the  throng. 
The  lover  1  wears  that  in  a  harlot's  arms 

Arc  found  the  felf-fame  charms, 
And  worthlefs  and  deferted  lives  and  dies, 
in. 

Behold  ;  unblefs'd  at  home, 
The  father  of  the  cheerlefs  houfehold  mourns ; 

The  night  in  vain  returns, 
For  love  and  glad  content  at  diftance  roam  ; 

While  fhe,  in  whom  his  mind 
Seeks  refuge  from  the  day's  dull  tafk  of  cares, 

To  meet  him  fhe  prepares, 
Through  noife  and  fpleen  and  all  the  gamefter's  art 

A  liftlefs,  harals'd  heait, 
Where  not  one  tender  thought  can  welcome  find. 

IV. 

'Twas  thus,  along  the  more 
Of  Thames,  Britannia's  guardian  genius  hea.rd, 

From  many  a  tongue  preferred, 
Of  ftrife  and  grief  the  fond  invective  lore  : 

At  which  the  queen  divine 
Indignant,  with  her  adamantine  fpear 

Like  thunder  founding  near, 
Smote  the  red  crofs  upon  her  filvermield 

And  thus  her  wrath  reveal'd. 
(I  watch'd  her  awful  words  and  made  them  mine.) 
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B.  i.  Ode  XVIII.  Stanza  II.  a.J  Lycurgus 
the  Lacedemonian  lawgiver,  brought  into  Greece 
from  Alia  Minor  the  rirft  complete  copy  or  Ho 
mer's  Worts. — At  Platrea  was  fought  the  decifive 
battle  between  the  Perfian  army  and  the  united 
•militia  of  Greece,  under  Paufanias  and  Ariflides. 
•—- Cymon  the  Athenian  erected  a  trophy  in  Cy 
prus,  for  two  great  victories  gained  on  the  fame 
<iay  over  the  Perlians  by  lea  and  land.  Diodorus 
ftlculus  has  preferved  the  inscription  v/hich  the 
Athenians  affixed  to  the  confccrared  fpoils,  after 
this  great  fuccefs;  in  which  it  is  very  remarkable, 
thatjJie  greatnefs  of. the  occafion  lias  railed  the 
manner  of  expreflion  above  the  ufual  fimplicity 
and  niodefty  of  all  other  ancient  infcriptions.  It 
is  this : 

E3.  OT.  T.'  ETPnn.HN.  A2IA2.  AlXA.  IIONTOS. 

ENEJME' 
KAI.    TIOAEAS.     0NHTHN.    t'OTPOS.     APHX 

EIIEXEI. 
8TAEN.  nn   TOIOTTON  EniXeONIflN.  TENET'. 

AN  A  PUN- 

EPTON.   EN.  HIIEIPni.  KAI.  KATA.  HONTON. 
AMA, 


OIAE.  TAP.  EN.  KTHPfll.    MHAOTS     HOAAOT2' 


*OINIKnN.  EKATON.  NATS.  EAON    EN.   OE- 

AAFEI 

ANAPHN.   nAH00TSAS.    MEFA-   A'.   ESFENEN. 
Til'.  ATTAIN. 

AM^OTEPAIS.     XEP2I.    KPATEI. 
nOAEMOT. 

TLefolloivingtranJlaiion  is  alwoft  literal: 
Since  firft  the  fea  from  Aiia's  hoflile  coafl 
Divided  Europe,  and  the  god  of  war 
Affiii'd  imperious  cities;   never  yet, 
At  once  among  the  waves  and  on  the  more, 
Had  luch  a  labour  been'atchiov'd  by  men 
Who  earth  inhabit.     They,  whofe  aims  the 

.    Medes 

In  Cyprus  f  jlt  pernicious,  they,  the  fame 

Have  wen  fi  om  fkilful  Tyre  an  hundred  mips 

Crowded  v  ith  warriors.     Afia  groans  in  'both 

Her  hands  fore  fmitten,  by  the  might  of  v/ar. 

Stanza  II.  3.]     Pindar  was  contemporary  with 

Ariflides  and  Cymon,  in-  whom  the  glory  of  vm- 

cient  Greece  was  at  its  height.     When  Xerxes  in 

vaded  Greece,  Pindar  was  true  to  the  common 


NOTE.3  ON  THE  TWO  BOOKS  OF  ODES. 


79  r 


inrrre/l-of  His  country  •,  '.lough  his  fellow  citi- 
Yhobans,  had  ;old  thernfelves  to  the 
i<y.  In  one  of  1  •!;  odes,  he  expreffes  the 
is  and  anxiety  of  his  mind,  occafioned 
•  preparations  of  Xerxes  againil  Greece. 
:->.  8.)  In  another  he  celebrates  the  victories 
of  S;;lamis,  Plataea,  atid  Himera.  (Pyth.  i.)  It 
ivill  bt  neceffary  to  add  two  or  three  other  parti 
culars  of  his  life,  real  or  fabulous,  in  order  to  ex 
plain  what  follows  in  the  text  concerning  him. 
Firft ,  then,  he  was  thought  to  be  fo  great  a  favour 
ite  of  Apollo,  that  the  prieftsof  "hat  deity  allotted 
him  a  o^nf  mt  fir?. re  of  their  offerings.  It  was 
faid  oi  him,  as  of  fome  other  illuftnous  men,  that 
at  his  birth  a  fvvarm  of  bees  lighted  on  his  lips,  and 
fed  htm  with  their  honey.  It  was  alfo  a  tradition 
concerning  him,  that  Pan  was  heard  to  recite 
his  poetry,  and  feen  dancing  to  one  of  his  hymns 
on  the  mountains  ndar  Thebes.  But  a  real  hifto- 
rical  fact  in  his  life  is,  that  the  The  nans  impofed 
a  large  fine  upon  him  on  account  o;  the  venera 
tion  which  he  exprefled  in  his  poems  for  that  he 
roic  fpirit,  fhown  by  the  people  of  Athens  in  de 
fence  of  the  common  liberty,  which  his  own  fel 
low-citizens  had  fhamefully  betrayed.  And  as  the 
argument  of  this  ode  implies,  that  great  poetical  ta  • 
lentS)  tnd  blgb  Jentlincnts  of  liberty,  do  reciprocally 
produce  and  affijl  each  other ^  fo  Pindar  is  perhaps  the 
moil  exemplary  proof  of  this  connection,  which 
occurs  in  hiftory.  The  Thebans  w  .^re  remarkable, 
in  general,  for  a  flavHh  difpofition  through  all  the 
fortunes  of  their  commonwealth,  at  the  time  of 
its  ruin  by  Philip ;  and  even  in  its  heft  ftate,  un 
der  the  adminiftration  of  Pelopidas  and  Epami- 
nonclas :  and  every  one  knows,  they  were  no  lefs 
remarkable  for  great  dullnefs,  and  want  of  all  ge 
nius.  That  Pindar  fhould  have  equally  diftin- 
guifhed  himfelf  from  the  reft  of  his  fellow-citizens 
in  both  thefe  refpects,  feems  fomewhm  extraordi 
nary,  and  is  fcarce  to  be  accounted  for  but  by  the 
preceding  r-,bfervation. 

Stanza  III.  3.]  Alluding  to  his  "  Defence  of 
"  the  people  of  England"  againft  Salmafius.  See 
particularly  the  manner  in  which  he  himfelf  fpeaks 
of  that  undertaking,  in  the  introduction  to  his  re 
ply  to  Morus. 

Stanza  IV.  3.]  Edward  II!.;  from  whom  def- 
cended  Henry  Haftings,  third  Earl  of  Hunting 
don  by  the  daughter  of  the  Duke  of  Clarence, 
brother  to  Edward  IV. 

Stanza  V.  3.]  At  Whittington,  a  village  on 
the  edge  of  Scarfdale  in  Derbyfhire,  the  Earls  of 
Devonfhire  and  Danby,  with  the  Lord  Delamere, 


privately  concerted  the  plan  of  the  Revolution, 
The  houfe  in  which  they  met  is  atprefent  a  farni- 
houfe  ;  iand  the  country  people  diftinguifh  the 
room  in  which  they  fat,  by  the  name  of  "  the 
"  plptting  parlour." 

B.  II.  Ode  VII.  Stanza  II.  I.]  Mr.  Locke  died 
in  1704,  when  Mr.  Hoadly  was  beginning  to  dif- 
tirguiih  himfelf  in  tb.e  caufe  of  civil  and  religious 
iiberry:  Lord  Godolphin  in  1712,  when  the  doc 
trines  of  the  Jacobite  faction  chiefly  favoured  by 
thofe  in  power:  Lord  Somers  in  1716,  amid  the 
practices  of  the  Nonjnring  clergy  againft  the  Pro- 
teftant  eftablifhment ;  and  Lord  Stanhope  in  1721, 
during  the  controverfy  with  the  lower  houfe  of 
convocation. 

B.  II.  Ode  X.  Stanza  V.]  During  Mr.  Pope's 
war  with  Theobald,  Concanen,  and  the  reft  of 
their  tribe,  Mr.  Warburton,  the  prefentLord  Bifhop 
of  Gloucefter,  did  with  great  zeal  cultivate  their 
friendfhip  ;  having  been  introduced,  forfooth,  at 
the  meetings  of  that  refpectable  confederacy :  a 
favour  which  he  afterwards  fpoke  of  in  very  high 
terms  of  complacency  and  thankfulnefs.  At  the 
fame  time,  in  his  intercourfe  with  them,  he  treat 
ed  Mr.  Pope  in  a  moft  contemptuous  manner,  and 
as  a  writer  without  genius.  Of  the  truth  of  thefe 
affertions,  his  Lordfhip  can  have  no  doubt,  if  he 
recollects  his  own  correspondence  with  Concanen; 
a  part  of  which  is  ftill  in  being,  and  will  proba 
bly  be  remembered  as  long  as  any  of  this  prelate's 
writings. 

B.  II.  Ode  XIII.]  In  the  yea'r  1751  appeared  a 
very  fplendid  edition,  in  quarto,  of  "  Alemoires 
"  pour  fervir  a  1'Hifteire  de  la  Maifon  de  Bran- 
"  debourg,  a  Berlin  &  a  la  Haye;"  with  a  pri 
vilege  figned  Frederick ;  the  fame  being  engraved 
in  imitation  of  hand-writing.  In  this  edition, 
among  other  extraordinary  paflages,  are  the  two 
following,  to  which  the  third  ftanza  of  this  ode 
more  particularly  refers : 

Page  163.]  "  II  fe  fit  une  migration"  (the  au 
thor  is  fpeakhig  of  what  happened  of  the  revoca 
tion  of  the  edict  of  Nantes)  "  dont  on  n'avoit  guere 
vu  d'exemples  dans  1'hiftprie  :  un  peuple  entier 
fortit  du  royaume  par  1'efprit  de  parti  en  haine 
du  pape,  &  pour  recevoir  fous  un  autre  ciel  la 
communion  fous  les  deux  efpeces :  quatre  cens 
mille  ames  s'expatrierent  ainfi  &  abandonnerent 
tous  lenr  biens  pour  detonner  dans  d'autres  tem 
ples  les  vieux  pfeaumes  de  Clement  Marot." 
Pas»e  142.]  "  La  crainte  donna  le  jour  a  la  cre- 
dulite,  &  1'amour  propre  intereffa  bientot  le  ciel 
au  deftin  des  hommes." 


HYMN  TO  THE  NAIADS. 


MDCCXLVI. 

THE  nymphs,  who  prefide  over  fprings  and  rivu 
lets,  are  addreifed  at  day-break,  in  honour  of 
their  feveral  functions,  and  of  the  relations 
which  they  bear  to  the  natural  and  to  the  mo 
ral  world.  Their  origin  is  deduced  from  the  firft 
'•i-ical  deities,  or  powers  of- nature  ;  accord 


ing  to  the  doctrine  of  the  old  mythological 
poets,  concerning  the  generation  of  the  gods 
and  the  rife  of  things.  They  are  then  fuccef- 
fively  coniidcred,  as  giving  motion  to  the  air 
and  exciting  fummer-breezes;  as  nourifhing  and 
beautifying  the  vegetable  creation ;  as  contri 
buting  W  the  fullnefs  of  navigable  rivers;  and 
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confequently  to  the  maintenance  of  commerce ; 
and  by  that  means,  to  the  maritime  part  of  mi 
litary  power.  Next  is  reprefented  their  favour 
able  influence  upon  health,  when  aflifted  by  ru 
ral  exercife  :  which  introduces  their  connection 
with  the  art  of  phyfic,  and  the  happy  effedls  of 
mineral  medicinal  fprings.  Laftly,  they  are 
celebrated  for  the  friendship  which  the  mules 
bear  them,  and  for  the  true  infpiration  which 
temperance  only  can  receive  :  in  oppofition  to 
the  enthuliafm  of  the  more  licentious  poets. 

O'ER  yonder  eaftern  hill  the  twilight  pale 

Walks  forth  from  darknefs  ;  and  the  god  of  day, 

With  bright  Aftraea  feated  by  his  fide, 

Waits  yet  to  leave  the  ocean.     Tarry,  nymphs, 

Ye  nymphs,  ye  blue-ey'd  progeny  of  Thames, 

Who  now  the  mazes  of  this  rugged  heath 

Trace  with  your  fleeting  fteps ;  who  all  night  long 

Repeat,  amid  the  cool  and  tranquil  air, 

Your  lonely  murmurs  ;  tarry,  and  receive 

My  offer'd  lay.     To  pay  you  homage  due,         10 

I  leave  the  gates  of  fleep ;  nor  {hall  my  lyre 

Too  far  into  the  iplendid  hours  of  morn 

Engage  your  audience  :  my  obfervant  hand 

Shall  cloie  the  drain  ere  any  fultry  beam 

Approach  you.     To  your  fubterranean  haunts 

Ye  then  may  timely  (leal;  to  pace  with  care 

The  humid  fands ,  to  loofen  from  the  foil 

The  bubbling  fources,  to  direct  the  rills 

To  meet  in  wider  channels ;  or  beneath 

Some  grotto's  dripping  arch,  at  height  of  noon  1O 

To  flumber,  fhelter'd  from  the  burning  heaven. 

Wheie  fhall  my  fong  begin,  ye  nymphs  ?  or  end? 
Wide  is  your  praife  and  copious — Firft  of  things, 
Firfl  of  the  lonely  powers,  ere  time  arofe, 
Were  love  and  Chaos.     Love  the  fire  of  fate  ; 
Elder  than  Chaos.     Born  of  fate  was  time, 
Who  many  fons  and  many  comely  births 
Devour'd,  relentlefs  father  :  till  the  child 
Of  Rhea  drove  him  from  the  upper  fky, 
And  quell'd  his  deadly  might.  Then  ibcial  reign'd 
vrhe  kindred  powers,  Tethys,  and  reverend  Ops,  31 
Andfpotlefs  Vefta ;  while  fupreme  of  fway 
Remain'd  the  cloud-compeller.     From  the  couch 
Of  Tethys  fprang  the  ledgy  crowned  race, 
Who  from  a  thouiand  urns,  o'er  every  clime, 
Send  tribute  to  their  parent :  and  from  them 
Are  ye,  O  Naiads !  Arethufa  fair, 
And  tuneful  Aganippe  ;  that  fweet  name, 
Bandufia  ;  that  foft  family  which  dwelt 
With  Syrian  Daphne  ;  and  the  honour'd  tribes  40 
Belov'd  of  Paean,     Liften  to  my  ftrain, 
Daughters  of  Tethys  :  liften  to  your  praife. 

You,  nymphs  the  winged  offspring,  which  of  old 
Aurora  to  divine  Aftranis  bore, 
Owns  ;  and  your  aid  beleeclieth.  When  the  might 
Of  Hyperion,  from  his  noontide  throne, 
Unbends  their  languid  pinions,  aid  from  you 
They  afk :   Favonius  and  the  miid  fouth-weft 
From  you  relief  implore.     Your  fallying  flreams 
Frefh  vigour  to  their  weary  wings  impart.         50 
j  ^zin  they  fly,  difporting;  from  the  mead 
H«  If  ripen'd  and  the  tender  blades  of  corn, 
To  fwtep  the  noxious  mildew  ;  or  difpel 
Contagious  flreams,  which  oft  the  parched  earth 
Bre;.rhes  on  her  minting  fons.  From  noon  to  eve, 
Along  fhe  river  sad  the  paved  brook, 
Afceud  the  cheerful  breezes ;  hail'd  of  bards 


Who,  faft  by  learned  Cam,  the  JEolizn  lyrs 

Solicit  ;  nor  unwelcome  to  the  youth 

Who  on  the  heights  of  Tibur,  all  inclin'd  60 

O'er  milling  Anio,  with  a  pious  hand 

The  reverend  fcene  delineates,  broken  fanes, 

Or  tombs,  or  pillar'd  aqueducis,  the  pomp 

Of  ancient  time  ;  and  haply,  while  he  leans 

Fhe  ruin,  with  a  filent  tear  revolves 

The  fame  and  fortune  of  imperious  Rome. 

You  too,  O  nymphs,  and  your  unenvious  aid 
The  rural  powers  confefs ;  and  ftill  prepare 
For    you    their   choiceft    treafures.     Pan    com 
mands, 

Oft  as  the  Delian  king  with  Sirius  holds  70 

The  central  heavens,  the  father  of  the  grove 
Commands  his  Dryads  over  your  abodes 
To  fpread  their  deepeft  umbrage.     Well  the  god 
Remembereth  how  indulgent  ye  fupplied 
Your  general  dews  tonurfe  them  in  their  prime. 

Pales,  the  pafture's  queen,  where-e'er  ye  /tray, 
Purfues  your  fteps,  delighted ;  and  the  path 
With  living  verdure  clothes.    Around  your  haunts 
The  laughing  Chloris,  with  profufeth  hand,       79 
Throws  wide  her  blooms,  her  odours.  Still  with  you 
Pomona  feeks  to  dwell :  and  o'er  the  lawns, 
And  o'er  the  vale  of  Richmond,  where  with  Thames 
Ye  love  to  wander,  Amalthea  pours 
Well-pleas'd  the  wealth  of  that  Ammonian  horn, 
Her  dower ;  unmindful  of  the  fragrant  ifles 
Nyfaean  or  Atlantic.  Nor  canft  thou, 
(Albeit  oft,  ungrateful,  thou  doft  mock 
The  beverage  of  the  ibber  Naiad's  urn, 
O  Bromjus,  O  Lenaean)  nor  canft  thou 
Difown  the  powers  whofe  bounty,  ill  repaid,      90 
With  nedlar  feeds  thy  tendrils.     Yet  from  me, 
Yet,  blamelefs  nymphs,  from  my  delighted  lyre, 
Accept  the  rites  your  bounty  well  may  claim, 
Nor  heed  the  fcoffings  of  the  Edonian  band. 
For  better  praife  awaits  you.     Thames,  your  fire, 
As  down  the  verdant  Hope  your  duteous  rills 
Defcend,  the  tribute  ftately  Thames,  receives, 
Delighted ;  and  your  piety  applauds ; 
And  bids  his  copious  tide  roll  on  fecure, 
For  faithful  are  his  daughters  ;  and  with  words  100 
Aufpicious  gratulates  the  bark  which,  now 
His  banks  forfaking,  her  adventurous  wings 
Yield  to  the  breeze,  with  Albion's  h.  ppy  gifts 
Extremeft  ifles  to  blefs.     And  oft  at  morn, 
When  Hermes,  from  Olympus  bent  o'er  earth 
To  hear  the  words  of  Jove,  on  yonder  hill 
Stoops  lightly-failing ;  oft  intent  your  fprings 
He  views :  and  waving  o'er  fome  new-born  ftream 
His  bleft  pacific  wand,  "  And  yet,"  he  cries, 
"  Yet,"  cries  the  fon  of  Maia, "  though  reclufe  I  TO 
«  And  filent  be  your  ftores,  from  you,  fair  nymphs, 
"  Flows  wealth  and  kind  fbciety  to  men. 
"  By  you  my  function  and  my  honour'd  name 
"   Do  I  polTefs  ;  while  o'er  the  Bcetic  vale, 
"  Or  through  the  towers  of  Memphis,  or  the  palms 
"  By  facred  Ganges  water'd,  I  conduct 
"  The  Englifh  merchant :  with  the  buxom  fleece 
"  Of  fertile  Ariconium  while  I  clothe 
"  Sarmatian  kings  ;  or  to  the  houfehold  gods 
"  Of  Syria,  from  the  bleak  Cornubian  ihore,    120 
«  Difpenfe  the  mineral  treafure  which  of  old 
"  Sidonian  pilots  fought,  when  this  fair  land 
"  Was  yet  unconfcious  of  thofe  generous  arts 
"  Which  wife  Phoenicia  from  their  native  clime 
«  Tranfplantcd  to  a  more  indulgent  heaven," 
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Such  are  the  words  of  Hermes:  fuch  the  praife, 
O  Naiads,  which  from  tongues  celeftial  waits 
Your  bounteous  deeds.  From  bounty  iflueth  power : 
And  thofe  who,  fedulous  in  prudent  works, 
Relieve  the  wants  of  nature,  Jove  repays          130 
With  noble  wealth,  and  his  own  feat  on  earth, 
Fit  judgments  to  pronounce,  and  curb  the  might 
Of  wicked  men.     Your  kind  unfailing  urns 
Not  vainly  to  the  hofpitable  arts 
Of  Hermes  yield  their  flore.     For,  O  ye  nymphs, 
Hath  he  not  won  the  unconquerable  queen 
Of  arms  to  court  your  friendfhip  ?  You  Ihe  owns 
The  fair  affociates  who  extend  her  fway 
Wide  o'er  the  mighty  deep  ;  and  grateful  things 
Of  you  fhe  uttereth,  oft  as  from  the  fhore         140 
Of  Thames,  or  Medway's  vale,  or  the  green  banks 
Of  Vedta,  fhe  her  thundering  navy  leads 
To  Calpe's  foaming  channel,  or  the  rough 
Cantabrian  furge ;  her  aufpices  divine       » 
Imparting  to  the  fenate  and  the  prince 
Of  Albion,  to  difmay  barbaric  kings, 
The  Iberian,  or  the  Celt.     The  pride  of  kings 
Was  ever  fcorn'd  by  Pallas  :  and  of  old 
Rejoic'd  the  virgin,  from  the  brazen  prow 
Of  Athens  o'er  ./Egina's  gloomy  furge,  150 

To  drive  her  clouds  and  florms;  o'erwhelmmg  all 
The  Perfian's  promis'd  glory,  when  the  realms 
Of  Indus  and  the  loft  Ionian  clime, 
"When  Libya's  torrid  champain  and  the  rocks 
Of  cold  Imaiis  join'd  their  ferviie  bands, 
To  fweep  the  fons  of  liberty  from  earth. 
In  vain  :  Minerva  on  the  bounding  prow 
Of  Athens  flood,  and  with  the  thunder's  voice 
Denounc'd  her  terrors  on  their  impious  heads, 
And  Ihook  her  burning  aegis.     Xerxes  faw  :     160 
From  Heracleum,  on  the  mountain's  height 
Thron'd  in  his  golden  car,  he  knew  the  fign 
Celeftial ;  felt  unrighteous  hope  forfake 
His  faultering heart,  and  turn'd  hisface  with  fhame. 

Hail,  ye  who  mare  the  {tern  Minerva's  power; 
Who  arm  the  hand  of  liberty  for  war : 
And  give  to  the  renown'd  Britannic  name 
To  awe  contending  monaixhs :  yet  benign, 
Yet  mild  of  nature :   to  the  works  of  peace 
More  prone,  and  lenient  of  the  many  ills          170 
Which  wait  oil  human  life.     Your  gentle  aid 
Hygeia  well  can  witnefs ,  fhe  who  faves, 
From  poifonous  cates  and  cups  of  pleating  bane, 
The  wretch  devoted  to  the  entangling  fnares 
Of  Bacchus  and  of  Comus.     Him  fhe  leads 
To  Cynthia's  lonely  haunts.     To  fpread  the  toils, 
To  beat  the  coverts,  with  the  jovial  h.o'rn 
At  dawn  of  day  to  fummon  the  loud  hounds, 
She  calls  the  lingering  fluggard  from  his  dreams  : 
And  where  his  breaft  may  drink  the  mountain 
And  where  the  ffrvorof  the  funny  vale         [breeze, 
May  beat  upon  his  brow,  through  devious  paths 
Beckons  his  rapid  courfer.     Nor  when  eail;, 
Cool  eafe  and  welcome  {lumbers  have  becalfn'd 
His  eager  bofom,  does  the  queen  of  health 
Her  pleafing  care  withhold.     His  decent  board 
She  guards,  prefiding  ;  and  the  frugal  powers 
With  joy  fedate  leads  in  :  and  while  the  brown 
Ennsean  dame  with  Pan  prefcnts  her  ftores ; 
While  changing  (till,  and  comely  in  the  change,  190 
Vertumnus  and  the  hours  before  him  fpread 
The  garden's  banquet :  you  to  crown  his  feaft, 
Te  crowr*  hi$  feaft,  O  Naiads,  you  the  fau: 


Hygeia  calls :  and  from  your  {helving  feats, 
And  groves  of  poplar,  plenteous  cnps  ye  bring, 
To  flake  his  veins  :  till  ibon  a  purer  tide 
Flows  down  thofe  loaded  channels :  wafheth  off 
The  dregs  of  luxury,  the  lurking  feeds 
Of  crude  difeafe  ;  and  through  the  abodes  of  life 
Sends  vigour,  fends  repofe.     Hail,  Naiads  :  hail, 
Who  give,  to  labour,  health  ;  to  {looping  age,  aoi 
The  joys  which  youth  had  fquander'd.     Oft  your 
Will  T  invoke  !  and,  frequent  in  your  praife,  [urns 
Abafh  the  frantic  Thy  rfus  with  my  fong. 

"•  or  not  eftrang'd  from  you  benignant  arts 
Is  he,  the  god,  to  whofe  myfterious  fhrine 
My  youth  was  facred,  and  my  votive  cares 
Belong;  the  learned  Paeon.     Oft  when  all 
Hip  cordial  treafures  he  hath  fearch'd  in  vain ; 
When  herbs,  and  potent  trees,  and  drops  of  balm 
Rich  with  the  genial  influence  of  the  fun,        31 1 
(To  roufe  dark  fancy  from  her  plaintive  dreams* 
To  brace  the  nervelefs  arm,  with  food  to  win 
Sick  appetite,  or  huih  the  urqiu-.i  brtr.it 
Which  pines  with  filent  paflion;  he  in  vain 
Hath  prov'd  ;  to  your  deep  manfions  he  defcernis, 
Your  gates  of  humid  rock,  yo.ir  dim.  a>  cades, 
He  entereth ;  where  impurpled  veins  of  ore 
Gleam  on  the  roof;  where  thrc/'.gh  tl\j  rigid  mine 
Your  trickling  rills  infinuate.  There  the  god     20 
From  your  indulgent  hands  the  ftreaming;  bowl 
Wafts  to  his  pale-ey'd  fuppliants  ;  wafts  the  feeds 
Metallic,  and  the  elemental  fahs 
Walh'd  from  the  pregnant  glebe.     They  drink: 

and  foon 

Flies  pain ;  flies  inaufptcious  care :  and  foon 
The  focial  haunt  or  unfrequented  fhade 
Hears  lo,  lo  Pasan  •,  as  of  old, 
When  Python  fell.    And,  O  propitious  nymphs .' 
Oft  as  for  helplefs  mortals  I  implore 
Your  falutary  fprings,  through  every  urn         330 
Oh  fhed  your  healing  treafures.     With  the  firft 
And  finefl  breath,  which  from  the  genial  ftrife 
Of  mineral  fermentation  fprings,  like  light 
O'er  the  freih  morning's  vapours,  luilrate  then 
The  fountain,  and  inform  the  rifing  wave. 

My  lyre  fliail  pay  your  bounty.    Scorn  not  ye 
That  humble  tribute.     Though  a  mortal  hand 
Excite  the  firings  to  utterance,  yet  for  themes 
Not  unregarded  of  celeftial  powers, 
I  frame  their  language ;  and  the  mufes  deign  340 
To  guide  the  pious  tenor  of  my  lay. 
The  mules  (facred  by  their  gifts  divine) 
In  early  days  did  not  my  wondering  fenfe 
Their  fecrets  oft  reveal :  oft  my  rais'd  ear 
In  flumber  felt  their  mufic  :  oft  at  noon 
Or  hour  of  funfet,  by  fome  lonely  fit-earn, 
In  field  or  fhady  grove,  they  taught  me  word's 
Of  power  from  death  and  envy  to  preferve 
The  good  man's  name.  Whence  yet  with  grateful 

mind, 

And  offerings  uflprofan'd  by  ruder  eye,  250 

My  vows  I  fend,  my  homage,  to  the  feats 
Of  rocky  Cirrha,  where  with  you  they  dwell: 
Where  you  their  chaile  companions  they  admit 
Through  all  the  hallo wedrfcene  :  where  oft  intent, 
And  leaning  o'er  Caila'ia's  mofly  verge, 
They  mark  the  cadence  of  your  confluent  urns, 
How  tuneful,  yielding  gratefulleft  repofe 
To  their  conforted  meaiuref :  till  again, 
Wi&  enuil»Uon  all  the  founding  choir, 
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And  bright  Apollo,  leader  of  the  fong  260 

Their  voices  through  the  liquid  air  exalt, 

And  fweep  their  lofty  firings:   thofe  powerful 

firings 

That  charrn  the  mind  of  gods  :  that  fill  the  courts 
Of  wide  Olympus  with  oblivion  fweet 
Of  evils,  with  immortal  reft  from  cares : 
Affuage  the  terrors  of  the  throne  of  Jove  ;  * 
And  quench  the  formidable  thunderbolt 
Of  unrelenting  fire.     With  flacken'd  wings 
While  now  the  folemn  concert  breathes  around, 
Incumbent  o'er  the  fceptre  of  his  lord  27© 

Sleeps  the  flern  eagle  ;  by  the  number'd  notes, 
Poffefs'd ;  and  fatiate  with  the  melting  tone  : 
Sovereign  of  birds.     The  furious  god  of  war, 
His  darts  forgetting,  and  the  winged  wheels 
That  bear  him  vengeful  o'er  th'  embattled  plain, 
P.elents,  and  fooths  his  own  fierce  heart  to  eafe, 
Mofl  welcome  eafe.     The  fire  of  gods  and  men, 
In  that  great  moment  of  divine  delight, 
Looks  down  on  all  that  live ;  and  whatfoe'e.r 
He  loves  not,  o'er  the  peopl'd  earth  and  o'er  280 
The  interminated  ocean,  he  beholds 
Curs'd  with  abhorrence  by  his  doom  fevere, 
And  troubled  at  the  found.     Ye,  Naiads,  ye 
With  ravifh'd  ears  the  melody  attend 
Worthy  of  facred  filence.     But  the  flaves 
Of  Bacchus  with  tempefhious  clamours  flrive 
To  drown,  the  heavenly  ftrains ;  of  higheft  Jove 
Irreverent,  and  by  mad  prefumption  fir'd 
Their  own  Ciifcordant  raptures  to  advance 
With  hoftile  emulation.     Down  they  rufh  .     29© 
From  Nyfa's  vine-impurpled  cliif,  the  dames 
Of  Thrace,  the  fatyrs,  and  the  unruly  fauns, 
With  old  Silenus,  reeling  through  the  crowd 
Which  gambols  round  him,  in  convuliions  wild 
Toiling  their  limbs,  and  brandifhing  in  air 


The  ivy-mantled  Thyrfus,  or  the  torch 
Through  black  fmoke  flaming,  to  the  Phrygian 

pipe's 

Shrill  voice,  and  to  the  clafhing  cymbals,  mix'd 
With  fhrieks  and  frantic  uproar.     May  the  gods 
From  every  unpolluted  ear  avert  °  30© 

Their  orgies !  If  within  the  feats  of  men, 
Within  the  walls,  the  gates,  where  Pallas  holds 
The  guardian  key,  if  haply  there  be  found 
Who  loves  to' mingle  with  the  revel-band 
And  hearken  to  their  accents ;  who  afpircs 
From  fuch  inftrudlion  to  inform  his  breaft 
With  verfe ;  let  him,  fit  votariil,  implore 
Their  infpiration.    .He  perchance  the  gifts 
Of  young  Lyseus,  and  the  dread  exploits, 
May  fing  in  apteft  numbers  :  he  the  fate          310 
Of  fober  Pentheus,  he  the  Paphian  rites, 
And  naked  Mars  with  Cytherea  chain'd, 
And  ilrong1  Alcides  in  the  fpinfter's  robes, 
May  celebrate,  applauded.     But  with  you, 
O  Naiads,  far  from  that  unhallow'd  rout, 
Muft  dwell  the  man  whoe'er  to  praifed  themes 
Invokes  the  immortal  mufe.     The  immortal  mtife 
To  your  calm  habitations,  to  tlie  cave 
Corycian  or  the  Delphic  mount,  will  guide       319 
His  footfleps  ;  and  with  your  unfullied  flreams 
His  lips  will  bathe :  whether  the  eternal  lore 
Of  Themis,  or  the  majefly  of  Jove, 
To  mortals  he  reveal ;  or  teach  his  lyre 
The  unenvy'd  guerdon  of  the  patriot's  toils, 
In  thofe  unfading  iflands  of  the  blefs'd, 
Where    facred  ,  bards    abide.       Hail,    honour'd 

nymphs ;         • 

Thrice  hail.     For  you  the  Cyrenai'c  fhell 
Behold,  I  touch,  revering.   ,To  my  fo'ngs 
Be  prefect  ye  with  favourable  feet, 
And  all  profaner  audience  far  remove.  330 
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LINE  2$.  —Love  -  — 

Elder  than  data."]  Hefiod,  in 
V;-  '!  hcogony,  gives  a  different  account,  and 
makes  Chaos  the  eldeft  of  beings  ;  though  he  af- 
figns  to  Love  neither  father  nor  fuperior  :  which 
ciccumilance  is  particularly  mentioned  by  Phae- 
tirus,  in  Plato's  Banquet,  as  being  obfervable  not 
only  in  Hefiod,  but  in  all  other  writers  both  of 
verfe  and  profe  :  and  on  the  fame  occafion  he  cites 
a  line  from  Parmenides,  in  which  Love  is  cx- 
prefsly  ftyled  the  eldeft  of  all  the  gods.  Yet  Arif- 
tophanes,  in  the  Birds,  affirms^  that  "  Chaos, 
«  and  Night,  and  Erebus,  and  Tartarus,  were 
"  firfl  ;  and  that  Love  was  produced  from  an  egg, 
"  wliich  the  fable-winged  night  depofited  in  the 
"  immenfe  bofom  of  Erebus."  But  it  muft  be 
obferved,  that  the  Love  defigned  by  this  comic 
poet  was  always  diftinguiihed  from  the  other, 
from  that  original  and  lelf-exifrent  being  the  TO 
ON  -*,  APA0ON  of  Plato,  and  meant  only  the 
or  fecond  erfon  of  the  old  Grecian 


trinity;  to  whom  is  infcribed  an  hymn  among 
which  pals  under  the  name  of  Orpheus, 


where  he  is  called  Protogonos,  or  the  firfi-be- 
gotten,  is  faid  to  have  been  born  of  an  egg,  and 
is  reprefented  as  the  principal  or  origin  of  all  thefe 
external  appearances  of  nature.  In  the  fragments 
of  Orpheiis,  collected  by  Henry  Stephens,  he  is, 
named  Phanes,  the  difcoverer  or  diiclofer ;  who 
unfolded  the  ideas  of  the  fnpreme  intelligence, 
and  expofed  them  to  the  perception  of  inferior 
beings  in  this  vifible  frame  of  the  world;  as 
Macrobius,  and  Proclas,  and  Athenagoras,  all 
agree  to  interpret  the  feveral  paflages  of  Orpheus, 
which  they  have  prefcrved 

But  the  Love  defigned  in  our  test,  is  the  one 
felf-exiflent  and  infinite  mind,  whom  if  the  gene 
rality  of  ancient  mythologiftshave  not  introduced 
or  truly  defcribed  in  accounting  for  the  produc 
tion  of  the  world  and  its  appearances ;  yet,  to  a. 
modern  poet,  it  can  be  no  objection  that  he  hath 
ventured  to  differ  from  them  in  this  particular ; 
though,  in  other  refpe&s,  he  profefleth  to  imitate 
their  manner  and  conform  to  their  opinions.  For 
in  thefe  great  points  of  natural  theology,  they  djf- 
i'^r'no  I^fs  remarkably  among  themfelves;  and  arc 
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confounding  the  philofophical  re 
lation-;  ot  things  with  the  traditionary  circum- 
ftancesof  mythic  hiftory  •  upon  which  very  ac 
count,  Calliimchus,  in  his  hymn  to  Jupiter,  de- 
clareth  his  dillent  from  th?m  concerning  even  an 
article  of  the  national  creed  :  adding,  that  the  an 
cient  bards  were  by  no  means  to  be  depended  on. 
And  yet  in  the  exordium  of  the  old  Argonautic 
poem,  afcribed  to  Orpheus,  it  is  faid,  that  "  Love, 
*'  whom  mortals  in  latter  times  call  Phanes,  was 
*'  the  father  of  the  eternally  begotten  Night  ;" 
who  is  generally  reprefented  by  thefe  mythologi 
cal  poets,  as  being  herfelf  the  parent  of  all  things  ; 
and  who,  in  the  Iridigitamenta,  or  Orphic  Hymns, 
is  faid  to  be  the  fame  with  Cypris,  or  Love  itfelf. 
Moreover,  in  the  body  of  this  Argonautic  poem, 
where  the  perfonated  Orpheus  introduceth  him- 
felf  finging  to  his  lyre  in  reply  to  Chiron,  he  cele- 
brateth  "  the  obfcure  memory  of  Chaos,  and  the 
"  natures  which  it  contained  within  itfelf  in  a 
*'  ftate  of  perpetual  vicifiitude  ;  how  the  heaven 
*'  had  its  boundary  determined  ;  the  generation 
*'  of  the  earth;  the  depth  of  the  ocean;  and  alfo 
'*  the  fapient  Love,  the  moft  ancient,  the  felf- 
*'  fufficient ;  with  all  the  beings  which  he  pro- 
"  duced  when  he  feparated  one  thing  from  s.n- 
*'  other."  Which  noble  paflTage  is  more  directly 
to  Ariftotle's  purpofe  in  the  firft  book  of  his  mcta- 
phyfics,  than  any  of  thofe  he  has  there  quoted,  to 
fiiow  fchat  the  ancient  poets  and  mytholo^ifts  a- 
greed  with  Empedocles.  Anaxagoras.and  the  other 
more  fober  philolbphers,  in  that  natural  antici 
pation  and  common  notion  concerning  the  necef- 
fity  of  mind  and  reafon  to  account  for  the  connec 
tion,  motion,  and  good  order  of  the  World.  For, 
though  neither  this  poem,  nor  the  hymns  which 
pafs  under  the  fame  name,  are,  it  fliould  feem, 
the  work  of  the  real  Orpheus :  yet  beyond  all 
queftion  they  arc  very  ancient-  The  hymns,  more 
particularly,  are  allowed  to  be  older  than  the  in- 
vafion  of  Greece  by  Xerxes;  and  were  j«*obably 
a  fet  of  public  and  folemn  forms  of  devotion  :  as 
appears  by  a  paffage  in  one  of  them,  which  De- 
mofthenes  hath  alrnoft  literally  cited  in  his  firft 
oration  againft  Ariftogiton,  as  the  faying  of  Or 
pheus,  the  founder  of  their  molt  holy  ntyftefies. 
On  this  account,  they  arc  of  higher  authority  than 
any  other  mythological  work  now  extant,  the 
Tbeogony  of  Hefiod  himfelf  not  excepted.  The 
poetry  of  them  is  often  extremely  noble  ;  and  the 
myfterious  air  which  prevails  in  them,  together 
•with  its  delightful  impreiSon  upon  the  mind,  can 
not  be  better  expreifed  than  in  that  rema-- 
description  with  which  they  inspired  the  German 
editor  Efchenbac-h,  when  he  accidentally  met 
v/ith  them  at  L'jipfic  :  "  Thefaurum  me  reperiife 
"  credidi,"  lays  he,  "  &.  profeclo  tbefaurum  re- 
"  peri.  Incntdibile  didhi  quo  me  facro  Iiorrore 
fl  afHaverint  indigitamenta  iita  deorum  :  nam  et 
*'  tempus  ad  illoium  lecl'-jnem  eiigere  correbat, 
"  q;iod  vel  folum  horrorem  incutere  animo  poteft 
"  noctuniurn  ;  cumenim  totam  diem  confamferim 
"  in  contcruplando  urb.s  fplendore,  5c  iil  adeun- 
"  dis,  quibus  fcatet  urbr.  i'is.  viris  docftis ;  fnla 
"  nox  rdtabat,  quam  Orphco  confccrare  potui. 
"  Li  abyffiim  quendam  myftoriorum  veneramlre 
"  aiitiqtiitatls  dcfcendere  videbaf,  quoticfcunquc 


Sot 

"  filente  tnundo,  folis  vigJIantibus    ;';:~etiuna 
"  ,t«A«t'?7(partf£  iilos  iiymnos  ad  manus  li 

Line  25.  Chaos.}    The   unformed,    uiui.:   (led 
mafs  of  Mofes  and  Plato:  which  Miltbn  calls 
"  The  womb  of  nature. 

Ibid.  Lct'e,  the  fire  of  Fate.]  Fate  is  the  tini- 
verfdl  fyftem  of  natural  caufes ;  the  work  of  the 
omriipotent  mind,  or  of  love  :  fo  Minucius  Felix  : 
"  Qjiid  alind  eft  fatum,quam  quod  de  undquoqufe 
"  nditrum  deus  fatus  eft.5'  So  ilfo  Cicero,  in  the 
flvft  book  on  Divination  :  "'•]  .  ;".i'em  id  ap- 
"  pellb,  quod  Grjeci  ElPMAPMJENHN  :  id  eft, 
"  ordinem  feriemque  caufarUm,  cam  ^aufa  caufe 
"  nexa  rem  ex  fe  gignat— -ex  quo  intelligitur.  ut 
"  fatum  fit  non  id  quod  fuperftttiofe,  led  id. quod 
"  phyfice  dicitur  caufa  seterna  rerum."  To  the 
fame  purpofe  is  the  doctrine  of  Hierocics  in  that 
excellent  fragment  concerning  Provident  and 
Deftiny.  As  to  the  three  fates,  or  deftinies  of  the 
poets,  they  reprefented  that  part  of  the  general 
fyftem  of  natural  caufes  which  relates  to  man,  and 
to  other  mortal  beings:  for  fo  we  af?.  told  in  the 
hymn  addrefled  to  them  among  the  Orphic  Indi- 
gitamenta,  whefe  they  are  called  the  daughters  of 
Night  (or  Love)  and.  contrary  to  the  vulgar  no- 
diftinguilhed  by  the  eoithets  of  gentle, 
and  tender-hearted.  According  to  Hefiod,  Theog. 
ver.  904,  they  were  the  daughters  of  Jupiter  and 
Themis;  but  in  the  Orphic  hymn  to  Venus,  or 
Love,  that  Goddefs  is  direclly  ftyled  the  mother  of 
Neceflity.  ft;id  is  reprefented,  irrimediately  after, 
as  governing  the  three  deftinies,  and  conducting 
the  whole  fyftem  of  natural  cauies. 

L.  16.  Born  of  Fate  was  Time,}  Cronds;  Saturn^ 
or  Time,  was,  according  to  Apollodorus,  the  fori 
of  Coelum  and  Tellus.  But  the  author  of  the 
hymns  gives  it  quite  undifguiied  by  mythological 
(.-,  arid  calls'  him  plainly  the  offspring  of 
the  earth  and  the  flarry  heaven  ;  that  is,  of  Fate, 
as  explained  in  the  preceding  note. 

L.  27.  l-i>rht>  TJi'Uiyfin:  devoured.]  The  known 
fable  of  Saturn  devouring  his  children  was  cer 
tainly  meant  to  imply  the  diflblution  of  natural  bo 
dies;  which  are  produced  and  deftroyed  by  time. 

L.  28.  29.  The  child  of  Rbea.]  Jupiter  fo  cal 
led  by  Pindar. 

L.  29.  Dro-ir  him  from  the  upper  fly.}  That  Ju* 

piter  dethroned  his  father  Saturn,  is  recorded  by 

all  the  rpythologifts.    Phnrnutus,  or  Corautus,  the 

author  of  a  little  Greek  treadle  on  the  nature  of 

the  gods,  informs  us,  that  by  Jupiter  was  meant 

table  foul  of  the  world,  which  reftrained 

and  prevented   thofe   uncertain  alterations  which 

or  Time,  nied  formerly  to  caule  in  the 

mundane  fvnreui.  f 

L.  _-,D.  tfiwnficialrtigtfd.]  Our  mythology  here 
;i,  that  before  the  eftitblifliment  of  the  vi 
tal,  vegetative,  piaftic  nature  (reprefented  by  Ju 
piter)   the  four  elements  were  in  a  variable  and 
'T-on  ;  bnt  afterwards,  well-difpofed 
and  at  peace  among  then.  thys  was  the 

the   Ocean;    Ops,  or  Rhea,  the  Earth; 
'rit  daughter  of  Saturn.  Fire  ;  and 
the  ciouJ-ccmpcilor  or  7.ivs  vi^fXjjyigirtftf,  vhe  Air; 
though  he  alib  reprefented   the   plaltic  principle 
of  nature,  as  maybe  feen  in   the  Orphic  hymrt 
I  inf:tibt>!  to  hi:n, 
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Line  34.  Thefedgy-cron.uned  race.}  The  river- 
g'  ds ;  who,  according  to  Hefiod's  Theogony,  were 
the  ions  of  Oceanus  and  Tethys. 

L.  36",  37-  From  them,  are  ye,  0  Naiads. \  The 
defcent  of  the  Naiads  is  lef's  certain  than  moft 
points  of  the  Greek  mythology.  Homer  Odyff. 
xiii.  *£«i  AIO;K.  Virgil,  in  the  eighth  book  of  the 
.yEneid,  fpeaks  as  if  the  nymphs,  or  Naiads,  were 
the  parents  of  the  rivers  :  but  in  this  he  contra 
dicts  the  teftimony  of  Hefiod,  and  evidently  de 
parts  from  the  othordox  fyftem,  which  repre- 
lenteth  feveral  nymphs  as  retaining  to  every  fingle 
river.  O:i  the  other  hand  Galimachus,  who  was 
very  learned  in  all  the  fchool-divinity  of  thofe 
times,  in  his  hymn  to  Delos,  maketh  Penus,  the 
great  Theffalinn  river-god,  the  father  of  his 
nymphs  :  and  Ovid,  in  the  fourteenth  book  of  his 
Metamorphofes,  mentions  the  Naiads  of  Latium 
as  the  immediate  daughters  of  the  neighbouring 
river-gods.  Accordingly,  the  Naiads  of  particu 
lar  rivers  are  occasionally,  both  by  Ovid  and  Sta 
tins,  called  by  a  patronymic,  from  the  name  of  the 
river  to  which  they  belong. 

L.  40.  Syrian  Daphne.}  The  grove  of  Daphne 
in  Syria,  near  Antioch,  was  famous  lor  its  delight 
ful  fountains. 

Ibid.  The  tribes  beloved  by  P&on.}  Mineral 
and  medicinal  fprings.  Paeon  was  the  phyfician 
of  the  gods. 

L.  43.  The  whrged  of  spring.}  The  Winds; 
Avho,  according  to  Hefiod  and  Apollodorus,  were 
the  fons  of  Aftrasus  and  Aurora. 

L.  46.  Hyperion.}  A  fon  of  Ccelum  and  Tellus, 
and  father  of  the  Sun,  who  is  thence  called,  by 
Pindar,  Hyperionides.  But  Hyperion  is  put  by 
Homer  in  the  fame  manner  as  here,  for  the  fun 
himfelf. 

L.  49.  Tourfallyingjlreams.}  The  (late  of  the 
atmofphere  with  refpetfl  to  reft  and  motion  is,  in 
feveral  ways,  afieclecl  by  rivers  and  running 
ftreumr.  ;  and  that  more  elpecially  in  hot  feafons: 
firil,  thev  deftroy  its  equilibrium,  by  cooling  thole 
parts  of  it  with  which  they  are  in  contact  ;  and 
lecondly,  they  communicate  their  own  motion  : 
and  the  air  which  is  thus  moved  by  them,  being 
left  heated,  is  of  confequence  more  elaftic  than 
other  parts  of  the  atmoi"phere,and  therefore  fitcer 
to  preierve  and  to  propagate  that  motion. 

L.  70.  Delianking.}  One  of  the  epithets  of 
Apollo,  or  the  fun,  in  the  Orphic  hymn  infcri- 
bed  to  him. 

L.  79.  Chloris.}  The  ancient  Greek  name  for 
Flora. 

L.  83.  Amalthea.}  The  mother  of  the  firft  Bac 
chus,  v.-hole  birth  and  education  was  written,  as 
Diodorus  Siculus  informs  us,  in  the  old  Pelafgic 
character,  by  Thymcetes,  grandfon  to  Laomedon, 
and  contemporary  with  Orpheus.  Thymcetes  had 
travelled  over  Libya  to  the  country  which  borders 
on  the  vveilern  ocean  ;  there  he  law  the  iiland  of 
Nyfa,  and  learned  from  the  inhabitants,  that 
'  Ammon,  king  of  Lybia,  was  married  informer 
*'  ages  to  Rhea,  fifter  of  Sal  urn  and  the  Titans  : 
'*  that  he  afterwerds  fell  in  love  with  a  beautiful 
"  virgin,  whofe  name  was  Amalthea  ;  had  by  her 
*  a  foil,  and  gave  her  poflellion  of  a  neighbouring 
*'  trad  of  land,  wonderfully  fertile  j  which  in 


"  fhape  nearly  refembling  the  horn  of*  an  ox,  was 
"  thence  called  the  Hel'perian  horn,  and  after- 
"  wards  the  horn  of  Amalthea  :  that,  fearing  the 
"  jealouiy  of  Rhea,  he  concealed  the  young  Bac- 
"  chus,  with  his  mother,  in  the  ifland  of  Nyfa  ;" 
the  beauty  of  which,  Diodorus  defcribes  with 
great  dignity  and  pomp  of  ftyle.  This  fable  is  one 
of  the  nobleft  in  all  the  ancient  mythology,  and 
feems  to  have  made  a  particular  impreffion  on  the 
imagination  of  Milton  ;  the  only  modern  poet 
(uniefs  perhaps  it  be  neceflary  to  excep*  Spenfer) 
who,  in  thefe  myfterious  traditions  of  the  poetic 
ftory,  had  a  heart  to  feel,  and  words  to  exprefs,  the 
fimple  and  folitary  genius  of  antiquity.  To  raife 
the  idea  of  his  Paradife,he  prefers  it  even  to 

-  "  that  Nyfean  ifle 

"  Girt  by  the  river  Triton,  where  old  Cham, 
"  (Whom   Gentiles  Ammon  call,  and  Lybian 
"  Hid  Amalthea,  and  her  florid  fon,          [Juve 
"  Young   Bacchus,  from  his   ftepdame  Rhea's 

eye." 

L.  121.  Edonian  band.}  The  prieftefTes  and 
other  minifters  of  Bacchus  ;  f  .>  called  from  E- 
donus,  a  mountain  of  Thrace,  where  his  rites 
were  celebrated. 

L.  .05.  Wl)en  Hermes  ]  Hermes,  or  Mercury, 
was  the  patron  of  commerce  ;  in  which  benevo 
lent  character  he  is  addreffed  by  the  author  of  the 
Indigitamenta  in  thefe  beautiful  lines  : 

'Ewtv  voivlav, 


L.  121.  Difpcvft  the  mineral  treafure}  The 
merchants  of  Sidon  and  Tyre  made  frequent 
voyages  to  the  coaft  of  Cornwall,  from  whence 
they  carried  home  great  quantities  of  tin 

L.  136.  Hath  he  not  'won.]  Mercury,  the  pa 
tron  of  commerce,  being  fo  greatly  dependent 
on  the  good  offices  of  the  Naiads,  in  return 
obtains.  for  them  the  friendship  of  Minerva,  the 
goddels  of  war  ;  for  military  power,  at  leaft  the 
naval  part  of  it,  hath  conttantly  followed  the 
eftablifhment  of  trade  ;  which  exemplifies  the  pre 
ceding  obfervation,  that  "  from  bounty  iffueth 
"  power." 

L.  143,  144  Calpe  —  Cantabria?ifurge.}  Gibral 
tar  and  the  bay  of  Bifcay. 

L.  150  JEgina's  gloomy  furge.}  Near  this 
ifland,  the  Athenians  obtained  the  victory  of  Sala- 
mis,  over  the  Perfian  navy. 

L.  i  6c.  Xerxes  fatu.}  This  circumftance  is  re 
corded  in  that  paffage.  perhaps  the  muft  fplendid 
among  all  the  remains  of  ancient  hiilory,  where 
Plutarch,  in  his  *'  Life  of  Themiftocles,"  defcribes 
the  fea-fights  of  Artemifium  and  Salamis. 

L.  204.  Tbyrfus.]  A  ftafY,  or  fpear,  wreathed 
round  with  ivy;  of  conltant  ufe  in  the  Baccha- 
nulian  myfteries. 

L.  217.  To  Peean.}  An  exclamation  of  victory 
and  triumph,  derived  from  Apollo's  encounter 
with  Python. 

L.  252.  Cirrha.}  One  of  the  fummits  or  Par. 
naffus,  and  facred  to  Apollo.  Near  it  were  feve 
ral  fountains,  faid  to  be  frequented  by  the  mules. 
N'yla,  thf  other  eminence  of  the  fame  mountain^ 
was  dedicated  to  Bacchus, 
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I,.  263.  Charmthe  mindofgodr.]   This  whole 
pafiage,   concerning  the   effects  of  ficrc-d    mulic 
among  the  gods,  is  taken  from  P.ndar  s  firft  Py 
thian  ode. 

L.  297.  Phrygian  pipe's.]  The  Phrygian  mi. 
fc  was  fantadic  and  turbulent,  and  fit  to  excit. 
diforderly  paffions. 

L.  302,303.   The  gate s  where  Pallas  holds 

The g liar dian  key.}  It  was  the  office 
of  Minerva  to  be  the  guardian  ofw^ll-'d  cities 
whence  fhe  was  named  HOAIA2  andnOAIOTXOS, 
and  had  her  Itatues  placed  in  their  _;at:s.  being 
fuppofecl  to  kee'»  the  keys;  and  on  that  account 
ftyled  KAHAOTXOS. 

L.  310,  311.  Fateoffober  Pentbetis.]  Pentheus 
Was  torn  in  pieces  by  the  Bacchanalian  pnelts  and 
women,  for  defpifing  their  my'teries. 

L.  }  1 8,  319.  The  cave  Corycian.]  Of  this  cave 
Paufamas,  in  his  tenth  book,  gives  the  following 
defoription  :  "  Between  Delphi  and  the  eminences 
'  ot  Parnaffus,  in  a  toad  to  the  grotto  of  Corycium, 
'  which  has  its  name  from  the  nymph  Corycia, 
*  and  is  Dy  far  the  moil  remarkable  which  I  have 
'  feen.  One  may  walk  a  great  way  into  it  with- 
'  out  a  torch.  It  is  of  a  confiderable  height  and 
'  hath  feverai  fprings  within  it ;  and  yet  a  much 
'  greater  quantity  of  water  diftilis  from  the  Ihell 


•  and  roof,  fo  as  to  be  continual!  v  dropping  on  the 
'    ground.     The   people  rou.ui  .      hold  it 

•  [acred  to  the  Corycian  nymnrn  jmcl  to  ''ah." 

L  319.  Delphic  tn.Qii.iil  j  DeH-ih:,  the  fear  and 
oracle  of  Apolio,  had  a  inoun:  tp.eous  and  rocky 
fituation,  on  the  fkirts  of  Parnaffus 

L.  327.  Cyrenaic.}  Gyrene  was  the  native 
country  of  Callimachus,  whofe  hymns  are  the  rnofl 
remarkable  example  of  that  mythological  paiaou 
which  is  ailumed  in  the  preceding  poem,  and  have 
always  afforded  particular  pieauire  to  the  author. 
of  it,  by  realbn  of  the  myfterious  fbiemnity  with 
which  they  affect  the  mind.  On  this  account  he 
was  induced  to  <;ttempt  fomev/hat  in  the  Came 
manner;  iblely  by  wav  ot  efcerc'fe:  the  manner 
itfelf  being  now  almoft  entirely  abandoned  in  poe 
try.  And  as  the  mere  genealogy,  or  the  pedbnal 
adventures  ot  heathen  gods,  could  have  been  but 
little  interefting  to  a  modern  reader  ;  it  was  there 
fore  thought  proper  to  f elect  lonie  convenient  part 
of  the  hiftory  of  nature,  and  to  employ  thefe  an 
cient  divinities  as  it  is  probable  they  \v?re  firft 
employed;  to  wit,  in  perfonifying  natural  caufts, 
and  in  reprefenting  the  mutual  agreement  or  op- 
pofition  of  the  corporeal  and  moral  powers  of  the 
world  :  which  hath  been  accounted  the  very 
higheft  office  of  poetry. 


INSCRIPTIONS,    EPISTLES,    &c. 


I. 

FOR  A  GPvOTTO. 

To  me,  whom  in  their  lays  the  fliepherds  call 
Aclsea,  daughter  of  the  neighbouring  dream, 
This  cave  belongs.      I'he  fig-tree  and  the  vine. 
Which  o'er  the  rocky  entrance  downward  fhoof, 
Where  plac'd  by  Glycon.    Ho  with  covvflips  pale, 
Primrofe,  and  purple  lychnis,  deck'd  the  green 
'    Before  thy  threfhold,  and  my  fhelving  wails 
With  honeyfiu-kle  cover'd.      Mere  at  noon, 
Lull'.'    .y  ihe  murmur  of  :ny  fifing  fount, 

rinry  clufiering  fruits  I  tend  : 
rSj  at  break  of  day, 
weave,  and   chafe   from   all   my 
D  impure  or  noxious.     Enter  in,    bounds 
<       .anger,  itndifmay'd.     Nor  bat,  nor  toad 
.    Here  \-".\-  :  and  if  thy  br?a(t  of  blamelefs  thoughts 
A         v    taee,  not  unwelcome  (halt  thou  tread 

.iet  manfion  :  chiefly,  if  thy  na    e 
V  ile  Pallas  and  the  immortal  mufes  oTvn. 

II. 

FOU  A  STATUE  OF  CHAUCEPv  AT  WOOD 
STOCK.. 

Si7'  n  was  old  Chaucer.     Such  the  placid  mien 
O    ni'n     '10  firft  with  harmony  inform'd 
Tiic          uageof  our  fathers.     Her^  he  dwelt 
For  day.     Thefe  an.ient  walls* 

Have  often  heard  him,  while  h:3  legends  blithe 


Tte  fang ;  of  love,  or  knighthood,  or  the  wi!es 
Oi:  homely  life :   through  each  eitate  and  age, 
The  falliions  and  the  follies  of  the  World    [chnncc 
With  cunning  hand   portraying.       Though   pcr- 
From  Blenheim's  towers,  O  vtranger,thou  art  come 
Glov/ing  with  Churchill's  trophies  ;  yet  in  vain 
Doit  thou  applaud  them  if  thy  bread:  be  cold 
To  him,  this  other  hero  ;  who.  in  times 
Dark  and  untaught,  began  with  charming  vetfe 
To  tame  the  rudenefs  of  his  native  land. 

III. 

WHOE'ER  then  art  whofe  path  in  fnrrimer  lies 
Through   yonder   village     ti:rn   tine    when;    the 
Of  branching  oaks  a  rural  pal,  r 

Imbofoms.     The  re  dwells  Albeit,  generous  lord 
Oi'all  ti:e  harveft  round.     Ai^i  onward  t: 
A  low  plain  -,  fiapel  fronts  the  niiornin^  li^lit 
Faft  by  a  filent  rivulet.     Hitebly  w,ti>, 
O  ftran^er,  o'er  the  confederated  !>round  ;  " 
An<.!  on  that  verdant  hilloc,  v.hich  ;hoa  let  -"'ft 
Bc-K't  w.th  <>fiers,  let  thy  pious  hand 
Sprinkh   treih  water  from  the  brook,  and  i 

frrt«iling  flowers;      }  or    !:ere  doth  JLuOTfUod 
The  learned  fliepherd  ;  for  rach  rural  art 
Fatn'd,  and  forfongs  harmonious. arid  the  woes 
Of  ill-requited  love.     The  faith'cfs  pride 
Of  fair  Matilda  fank  him  to  the  grave      [Heaveh 
In    manhood's   prime.      B>>t    fc'jn    ciid   r 
With  tears    •••  ifh  fliarp  remorfc,  ra:d  pining  cafe, 
A\c.i?e  her  laliehood.     Ncr  c 

: 
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And  nuptiXl  pomp,  which  lurM  her  plighted  faith 
From  Edmund  to  a  loftier  hufband's  home, 
Relieve  her  breaking  heart,  or  turn  afide 
The  Itrokes  of  death.     Go,  traveller;  relate 
The  mournful  Itory.     Haply  fome  fair  maid 
May  hold  it  in  remembrance,  and  be  taught 
That  riches  cannot  pa>  for  truth  or  love. 

IV. 

O  TOUTFIS  and  virgins  :  O  declining 
O  pale  misfortune's  flaves  :  O  ye  who  dwell 
Unknown  with  humble  quiet  ;  ye  who  wait 
In  courts,  or  fill  the  golden  feat  of  kings  : 
'O  fons  of  fport  and  pieafure  :   O  them  wretch 
That  weep?ft  for  jealous  love,  or  the  fore  wounds 
'O'confcious  gailt,  or  death's  rapacious  hand 
V/hich  left  thee  void  of  hope  :  O  ye  who  roam 
Jn  exile  ;   ye  who  through  the  embattled  field 
Seek  bright  renown  ;  or  who  for  nobler  palms 
Contend,  the  leaders  of  a  public  caufe  ; 
Approach  :  behold  this  marble.     Know  ye  not 
The  features  ?   Hath  not  oft  his  faithful  tongue 
Told  you  the  fafhion  of  your  own  eftate, 
The  fecrets  of  your  boTom  ?  Here  then,  round 
His  monument  with  reverence  while  ye  ftarul, 
Say  to  each  other  :  "  This  was  Shakfpeare's  form  ; 
"  Who  waik'd  in  every  path  of  human  life, 
"  Felt  every  paffion  ;  and  to  all  mankind 
"'  Doth  now,  will  ever,  that  experience  yield 
"  Which  his  own  genius  only  could  acquire," 

V. 

OUI.IELMVS  III.  FORTIS,  PIVS,  LIBERATOR,  CVM 
INEVNTK  AETAT£  PATRIAE  LABENTI  ADFVISSET 

S.ALVS  IPSE  VNICA;  CVM'MOX  ITIDEM  REIPVB- 
.LICAE  BRITANNICAE  VINDEX  RENVNtlATUS  ES- 

SET  /TQVE  STATOR  ;  TVM  DENIQVE  AD  ID  ST. 
1JATV3I  KECOGNOVIT  ET  REGliM  FACTVM,  Vf 
CVRARET  NE  DOMINO  IMPOTINTI  CEDERENT 
PAX,  FIDES,  FORTVNA  GENERIS  HVMANI.  AVC- 
PVBLICAE  FELICITATIS  P.  G.  A.  M.  A. 


VI. 

FOPv  A  COLUMN  AT  RUNNYMEDE. 
THOU,  who  the  verdant  plain  do  ft  traverfe  here, 
While  Thames  air.ong  his  willows  from  thy  view 
Retires  ;   O  fl  ranker,  ftay  thee,  and  the  fcene 
Around  contemplate  well.     This  is  the  place 
"Where  England's  ancient  barons,  clad  in  arms 
And  ftern  with  conqueil,  from  their  tyrant  king 
(Then  rendered  tame)  did  challenge  and  fecure 
The  charter  of  thy  freedom.     Pafs  not  on 
Till  tho-.i  haft  Licit  their  memory,  and  paid 
Thofe  thunks  which  God  appointed  the  reward 
Of  public  virtue.     And  if  chance,  thy  home 
Salute  thee  xvith  a  father's  hononr'd  name, 
fio,  call  thy-  ions  :  inftruct  them  what  a  debt 
They  owe  their  ancefcors;  and  make  them  fwear 
To  pay  it,  by  transmitting  dawn  entire          [born. 
Thofe  lac  red  rights  to  which  therrifelves  were 

VII. 
THE  WOOD-NYMPH. 

.APPROACH  in  file  nee.     Tis  ro  vulgar  tale 
\Y;iifh  I,  the  1.^-ad  of  this  lu  ary  oak, 


Pronounce  to  mortal  ears.     The  feconcl  age 
Now  haiieneth  to  its  period,  fince  I  role 
On  this  fair  lawn.     The  groves  of  yonder  vale 
Are  all  my    offspring  :    and  each  nymph,  who 
The  copfesand  the  furrow'd  fields  beyond,  [guards 
Obeys  me.     Many  changes  have  I  feen 
In  human  things,  and  many  awful  deeds 
Or  juftice,  when  the  ruling  hand  of  Jove 
Againit  the  tyrants  of  tiie  land,  againft 
The  unhallov/d  fons  of  luxury  and  guile, 
Was  arm'd  for  retribution.     Thus  at  length 
Expert  in  laws  divine,  I  know  the  paths 
Of  wiidom,  and  erroneous  folly's  end 
Have  oft  prefag'd  :  and  now  well-pleased  I  wait 
Each  evening  till  a  noble  youth,  who  loves 
My  fliacle,  a  while  relsasM  from  public  cares, 
Yon  peaceful  gate  fliall  enter,  and  fit  down 
Beneath  my  branches.     Then  his  mufmg  mind 
I  prompt,  unfeen  ;  and  place  before  his  view 
Sincereit  forms  of  good  ;  and  move  his  heart 
With  the  dread  bounties  of  the  Sire  Supreme 
Of  gods  and  men,  with  freedom's  generous  deeds, 
The  lofty  voice  of  glory  and  the  fatth 
Of  facred  friendmip.     Stranger,  I  have  told 
My  function.     If  within  thy  bofom  dwell 
Augl^t  which  may  challenge  praife,  thou  wilt  not 
Unhonour'd  my  abode,  nor  fliall  I  hear        [leave 
A  fparing  benediction  from  thy  tongue. 

VIII. 

YE  powers  unfeen,  to  whom  the  bards  of  Greece 

Erected  altars  ;  ye  who  to  the  mind 

More  lofty  views  unfold,  and  prompt  the  heart 

With  more  divine  emotions  ;  if  erewhiie 

Not  quite  unplealing  have  my  votive  rites 

Of  you  been  deem'd,  when  oft  this  lonely  feat 

To  you  I  cortfecrated  ;  then  vouchfafe 

Here  with  yourinftant  energy  to  crown 

My  happy  folitude.     It  is  the  hour 

When  rnoft  I  love  to  invoke  you,  and  have  felt 

Moft  frequent  your  glad  miniftry  divine. 

The  air  is  calm  :  the  fun's  unveiled  orb 

Shines  in  the  middle  heaven.     The  harveft  round 

Stands  quiet,  and  among  the  golden  fheaves 

The  reapers  lie  reclin'd.  The  neighbouring  groves 

Are  mute ;  nor  even  a  linnet's  random  (train 

Echoeth  amid  the  filence.     Let  me  feel 

Your  influence,  ye  kind  powers.    Aloft  in  heaven 

Abide  ye  ?  or  on  thofe  tranfparent  clouds 

Pafs  ye  from  hill  to  hill  ?  or  on  the  fliades 

Which  yonder  elmscaft  o'er  the  lake  below 

Do  you  converfe  retir'd  ?  From  what  lov'd  haunt 

Shall  I  expect  you  ?  Let  me  once  more  feel 

Your  influence,  O  ye  kiri~d infpiring  powers: 

And  I  will  guard  it  well,  nor  mail  a  thought 

Rife  in  my  mind,  nor  fhall  ?.  paffion  move 

Acrofs  my  bofom  unobfery'd,  unftor'd 

By  faithful  memory.    And  then  at  fome 

More  active  moment,  will  I  call  them  forth 

Anew;   and  join  them  in  majeftic  forms, 

And  give  them  utterance  in  harmonious  drains  j 

That  all  mankind  fhall  wonder  at  your  fway. 

IX. 

ME  though  in  life's  fequefter'd  vale 
The  Almighty  Site  ordain'd  to  dwelt, 


I  N  S  C  R 

Remote  from  glory's  toilfome  ways, 
And  the  great  fcenes  of  public  praile  ; 
Yet  let  me  (till  with  grateful  pride 
Remember  how  my  infant  frame 
He  tempered  with  prophetic  flame, 
And  early  mufic  to  my  tongue  fupply'd. 

'Twas  then  my  future  fate  he  weighM. 
And,  this  be  thy  concern,  he  faid, 
At  once  with  parfion's  keen  alarms, 
And  beauty's  pleafurable  charms, 
And  farred  truth's  eternal  light, 
To  move  the  various  mind  of  man  ; 
Till  under  one  unblemifli'd  plan, 
His  reafon,  fancy,  and  his  heart  unite. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  CURIO  *. 

THRICE  has  the  fpring  beheld  thy  faded  fame 
And  the  fourth  winter  riles  on  thy  fliame, 
Since  I  exulting  grafp'd  the  votive  fhell, 
In  founds  of  triumph  all  thy  praife  to  tell ; 
31eft  could  my  (kill  through  ages  make  thee  fliine, 
And  proud  to  mix  my  memory  with  thine. 
But  now  the  cauie  that  wak'd  my  fong  before, 
With   praife,   with  triumph>  crowns  the  toil  no 

more. 

If  to  the  glorious  man,  whofe  faithful  cares, 
Nor  quell'd  by  malice,  nor  relax'd  by  years, 
Had  aw'd  ambition's  wild  audacious  hate, 
And  dragg'd  at  length  corruption  to  her  fate  ; 
If  every  tongue  its  large  applaufes  ow'd, 
And  well-earnM  laurels  every  mufe  beilow'd; 
If  public  juftice  urg'd  the  high  reward, 
And  freedom  fmil'd  on  the  devoted  bard  : 
Say  then,  to  him  whofe  levity  or  luft 
Laid  all  a  people's  generous  hopes  in  dud ; 
"Who  taught  ambition  firmer  heights  of  power, 
Arid  fav'd  corruption  at  her  hopelefs  hour  ; 
Does  not  each  tongue  its  execrations  owe  ? 
Shall  not  each  mufe  a  wreath  of  fliame  beftow  ? 
And  public  juftice  fanctify  the  award  ? 
And  freedom's  hand  protect  the  impartial  bard  ? 

Yet  long  reluctant  I  forbore  thy  name, 
Long  watch'd  thy  virtue  like  a  dying  flame, 

.\ 

*  Curio  ivas  a  young  Roman  Senator  of  diftit 
gui/hed  birth  and  parts,  who,  upon  bisfirjt  c? 
trance  into  the  Forum,  had  been  committed  to  th 
fate  of  Cicero.     Lei?ig  profufe  and  extravagan 
he  foon  diffipated  a  large  andfplendid  fortune 
tofupply  the  -Tvant  of  which,  he  <was  driven  to  th 
necejjity  of  abetting  the  dejigns  of  Cxfar  again 
the  liberties  of  his  country,  although  he  hadlefo 
been  a  profejjed  enemy  to  him.— -Cicero  excrte 
himfe If 'with  great  energy  to  prevent  his  ruin,  b 
^without  effeft)  and  be  became  one  ofthcjirjl 
tims   in  the  civil  'war.     This    epijllc  <was  Jit 
fubliftjed  in  the  year  1744,  when  a  celebrated  p 
triot,  after  a  long,  and  at  la/I  afuccefsful  oppoji 
tion  to  an  unpopular  minijler,  had  deferted  t 
caufe  of  his  country,  and  become  the  foremo/i 
fupport  and  df fence  of  the  fatne  meafurcs  he  ha 
fojieadily,  andforfuch  a  length  of  time  contend 
again/I.     It  ivas  altered  by  the  Author  into  t 
*.'  Ode  to  Curio ;"  but  the  (.rtghial poem  is  tto  c 
rious  to  be  omitted. 
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lung  oVr  each  glimmering  fpark  with  anxious 

eyes, 

nd  wiflVd  and  hop'd  the  light  again  would  rile. 
ut  fince  thy  guilt  (till  more'entire  ai»>ears, 
nee  no  art  hid&s,  no  fuppofitkm  clears; 
nee  vengeful  {lander  now  too  finks  her  Waft, 
nd  the  firft  rage  of  party-hate  is,  puft  ; 
aim  as  the  judge  of  truth,  at  length  I  come 
j  weigh  thy  merits,  and  pronounce  thy  doom : 
o  may  my  truft  frym  all  reproach  be  tree, 
nd  earth  and  time  confirm  the  fair  decree. 
There  are  who  faj  they  view'd  without  amaze 
hy  fad  reverie  of  all  thy  former  pv;«iie  ; 
hat  through  the  pagea.'ts  of  a  patriot's  name, 
hey  pierc'd  the  foulnefs  of  thy  fecret  aim  ; 
)r  dcern'd  thy  arm  exalted  but  to  throw 
The  public  thunder  on  a  private  foe. 
ut  I,  whole  foul  confented  to  thy  caufe, 
Vho  felt  thy  genious  ftamp  its  own  appiaufe, 
Who  faw  the  fpirits  of  eacli  glorious  age 
Vlove  in  thy  bofom,  and  direct  thy  rage  ; 

fcorn'd  the  ungenerous  glofs  of  flavilh  minds, 
The  owl-ey'd  race,  whom  virtue's  luilre  blinds. 
pite  of  the  learned  in  the  ways  of  vice, 
And  all  who  prove  that  each  man  has  his  price, 
:  ftill  believ'd  thy  end  was  jtift  and  free  ; 
And  yet,  even  yet  believe  it— fpite  of  thee. 
Even  though  thy  mouth  impure  has  dar'd  difclaim4 
Jrg'd  by  the  wretched  impotence  of  fliame, 
Whatever  filial  cares  thy  zeal  had  paid 
To  laws  infirm,  and  liberty  decay 'd  ; 
Has  begg'd  ambition  to  forgive  the  fhow  ; 
las  told  corruption  thou  wert  ne'er  her  foe  ; 
Has  boafted  in  thy  country's  awful  ear, 
rler  grofs  delufion  when  flie  held  thee  dear  ; 
How  tame  (he  follow'd  thy  tempeftuous  call, 
And  heard  thy  pompous  tales,  and  trufted  ail— . 
K.ife  from  your  fad  abodes,  ye  curtt  of  old 
For  laws  fubvcrted,  and  for  cities  fold  ! 
Paint  all  the  nobleft  trophies  of  your  guilt, 
The  oaths  you  perjur'd,  and  the  blood  you  fpilt ; 
Yet  muft  you  one  untemptcd  vilen^l's  own, 
One  dreadful  palm  r.eferv'tl  tor  him  alone: 
With  ftudied  arts  his  country's  praife  to  fpurn, 
To  beg  the  infamy  he  did  not  earn, 
To  challenge  hate  when  honour  was  his  due, 
And  plead  his  crimes  where  all  lus  virtue  knew. 
Do  robes  of  ftate  the  guarded  heart  enclofe 
From  each  fair  feeling  human  nature  knows  ? 
Can  pompous  titles  dun  the  enchanted  ear 
To  all  that  reafon,  all  that  fenfc,  would  hear  ? 
Elfe  could'ft  thou  e'er  defert  thy  fa:;'j>!  poll, 
In  fuch  unthankful  bafenefs  to  be  loft  ? 
Elfe  could'ft  thou  wed  the  emptinefs  of  vice. 
And  yield  thy  glories  at  an  idiot's  price  ? 

\Vhen  they  who, loud  for  liberty  ar.d  laws, 
In  doubtful  times  had  fought  their  country's  caufe, 
When  now  of  conqueit  and  dominion  fure, 
They  fought  alone  to  hold  their  fruits  fecure  ; 
When  taught  by  thefe,  oppreflion  hid  the  face 
To  leave  corruption  ftronger  in  her  place, 
By  fllent  fpells  to  work  the  public  fare, 
And  taint  the  vitals  of  the  paflive  tiatc, 
Till  healing  vvifdom  fiiould  avail  no  more. 
And  freedom  loath  to  tread  the  poifonM  fliore; 
Then,  like  fume  guardian  god  that  flies  to  i'ave 
The  weary  pilgrini  from  the  an  iiulant  grave., 
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\Vhom,  fleeping  and  fee  we,  the  guileful  fnake 

Steals  near  and  nearer  through  the  peaceful  brake; 

Then  Curio  rofe  to  ward  the  public  woe, 

To  wake  the  heedlefs,  and  incite  the  flow, 

Againil  corruption  liberty  to  arm, 

And  quell  the  enchautrefs  by  a  mightier  charm. 

Swift  o'er  the  land  the  fair  contagion  flew, 
And  with  thy  country's  hopes  thy  honours  grew. 
Thee,  patriot,  the  patrician  roof  confefs'd  .- 
Thy  powerful  voice  the  refcued  merchant  blefs'd; 
Of  thee  with  awe  the  rural  hearth  refounds ; 
The  bowl  to  thee  the  grateful failor  crowns; 
Touch'd  in  the  fighing  fhade  with  manlier  fires, 
To  trace  thy  fteps  the  love-lick  youth  afpires; 
The  learn'd  recline,'  who  oft  amaz'd  had  read 
Of  Grecian  heroes,  Roman  patriots  dead, 
With  new  amazement  hears  a  living  name 
Pretend  to  {hare  in  fuch  forgotten  fame ; 
And  he  who,  fcorning  courts  and  cou:  tly  ways, 
L-Jt  the  tame  trad  of  thefe  dejected  days, 
The  life  of 'nobler  ages  to  tvnew 
In  virtues  facred  from  a  monarch's  view, 
Rous'd  1-y  thy  labours  from  the  bleft  retreat, 
Where  fccial  eafe  and  public  paffions  meet, 
Again  afcending  treads  the  civil  fcene, 
To  act  and  be  a  man,  as  thou  hadii  been. 

Thus  by  degrees  thy  caufe  fuperior  grew, 
And  the  great  end  appear'd  at  lafi  in  view :' 
We  heard  the  people  in  thy  hopes  rejoice; 

the  fcnate  bending  to  thy  voice ;       [reign 
The  friends  of  freedom  hail'd   the  approaching 
Of  laws  for  which  oUr  fathers  bled  in  vain  ; 
While  venal  faction,  ilruck  with  new  difmay, 
Shrunk  at  the  frown,  and  felf-abandon'd  lay. 
W  ik'd  in  the  fhock,  the  public  genius  rofe, 
Abaih'd  and  keener  from  his  long  repofe  ; 
Snblime  in  ancient  pride,  he  rais'd  the  fpear 
Which  fiiives  arid  tyrants  long  were  wont  to  fear  . 
The  city  felt  his  call;  from  man  to  man, 
From  flreet  to  ftreet,  the  glorious  horror  ran  ; 
Each  crowded  haunt  was  ftir'd  beneath  his  power. 
And,  murmuring,  challeng'd  the  deciding  hour. 

Lo  !  the  deciding  hour  at  laft  app-iars; 
The  hour  of  every  freeman's  hopes  and  fears  ! 
Thou/ genius!  guardian  of  the  Roman  name, 
O  ever  prompt  tyrannic  rage  to  tame! 
Inftrvct  the  mighty  moments  as  they  roll, 
And  guide  each  movement  Heady  to  the  goal. 
Ye  fpirits,  by  whofe  providential  art 
Succeeding  motives  turn   he  changeful  heart, 
Keep,  keep  the  beft  in  view  to  Curio's  mind, 
And  watch  his  fancy,  and  his  paffions  bind  1 
Y>  fhnc'.es  immortal,  who,  by  freedom  led, 
Or  in  the  field,'or  on  the  fcaffold  bled, 
Bend  from  your  radiant  feats  a  joyful  eye, 
And  view  the  crown  of  all  your,  labours  nigh. 

veedom  mounting  her  eternal  throne  ! 
The  fword  fubmitted,  and  the  laws  her  own  : 
rSee  !  public  power  chaitis'd  beneath  her  (rands, 
With  'eyes  intent,  and  uncorrupted  hands  ! 
See  private  life  by  vvifeft  arts  reclaim'd  ! 
See  ardent  youth  to'nobleft  manners  fram'd  ! 
See  rs  acquire  v  hate'er  was  fought,  by  yon, 
If  Curio,  rnly  Cm-io  will  be  true. 

'Twos  uieri— ~O  fhame  i  O  tniflhow  ill  repaid  ! 
O  LaH:;rn,  oft  by  faithkfs  fons  betray 'd  ! — 
?'i  v  :<s  then. — W;hal  thy  rcnfon  ftole  ? 

."What  ipelie  unfitew'u  thy  rffetermin'd  foul  2 


—Is  this  the  man  in  freedom  s  caufe  approved  f 
The  man  fo  great,  fo  honour'd,  fo  belov'd  ? 
This  patient  Have  by  tinfel  chains  allur'd  ? 
This  wretched  fuitor  for  a  boon  abjur'd  ? 
This  Curio,  hated  and  defpis'd  by  all  ? 
Who  fell  himfelf  to  work  his  country's  fall  ? 

O  loft,  alike  to  action  and  repofe ! 
Unknown,  unpity'd  in  the  worft  of  woes  ! 
With  all  that  confcious,  undiffembled  pride, 
Sold  to  the  infults  of  a  foe  defy'd  ! 
With  all  that  habit  of  familiar  fame, 
Doom'd  to  exhauft  the  dregs  of  life  in  fliame  1 
The  fole  fad  refuge  of  thy  baffled  art, 
To  act  a  ftatefman's  dull,  exploded  part, 
Renounce  the  praife  no  longer  in  thy  power, 
Difplay  thy  virtue,  though  without  a  dower, 
Contemn  the  giddy  crowd,  the  vulgar  wind, 
And  fhut  thy  eyes  that  others  may  be  blind. 
— Forgive  me,  Romans,  that  I  bear  to  fmile 
When  fhamelefs  mouths  your  majefty  defile, 
Paint  you  a  thoughtlefs,  frantic,  headlong  crew, 
And  caft  their  own  impieties  on  you. 
For  witnefs,  freedom,  to  whofe  facred  power 
My  foul  was  vow'd  from  reafon's  earlieft  hour. 
How  have  I  flood  exulting,  to  furvey 
My  country's  virtues  opening  in  thy  ray  ! 
How,  with  the  fons  of  every  foreign  fhore     ' 
The  more  I  match'd  them,  honour'd  hers  the  more. 
O  race  erect !  whofe  native  ftrength  of  foul, 
Which  kings,  nor  priefts,  nor  fordid  laws  controula 
Burfts  the  tame  round  of  animal  affairs, 
And  feeks  a  nobler  centre  for  its  cares  ^ 
•ntent  the  laws  of  life  to  comprehend, 
And  fix  dominion's  limits  by  its  end. 
Who,  bold  and  equal  in  their  love  or  hate, 
By  confcious  reafon  judging  every  ftate, 
The  man  forget  not,  though  in  rags  he  lies, 
And  know  the  mortal  through  a  crown's  difguife  s 
Thence  prompt  alike  with  witty  fcorn  to  view 
Faftidious  grandeur  lift  his  folemn  brow, 
Or,  all  awake  at  pity's  foft  command, 
Bend  the  mild  ear,  and  ftretch  the  gracious  hand: 
Thence  large  of  heart,  from  envy  far  remov'd, 
When  public  toils  to  virtue  ftand  approv'd, 
Not  the  young  lover  fonder  to  admire, 
Nor  more  indulgent  the  delighted  fire  ; 
Yet  high  and  jealous  of  their  free-born  name, 
Fierce  as  the  flight  of  Jove's  deftroying  flame, 
Where'er  opprefilon  works  her  wanton  fway, 
Proud  to  confront,  and  dreadful  to  repay. 
But  if,  to  purchafe  Curio's  fage  applaufe, 
My  country  mult  with  him  renounce  her  caufe, 
Quit  with  a  flave  the  path  a  patriot  trod, 
Bow  the  meek  knee,  and  kifs  the  regal  rod  ; 
Then  ftill,  ye  powers,  initruct  his  tongue  to  rail, 
Nor  let  his  zeal,  nor  let  his  fubjeet  fail: 
Elfe,  ere  he  change  the  ftyle,  bear  me  away 
To  where  the  Cracchi,  *  where  the  Bruti  flay! 

O  long  rever'd,  and  late  refign'd  to  fhame  ! 
If  this  uncourtly  page  thy  notice  claim 
When  the  loud  cares  of 'bufinefa  are  withdrawn, 
Nor  well-dreft  beggars  round  thy  footfteps  fawn  ; 

*  The  tivo  broilers,  'Tiberius  and  Cains  Gracchus 
loft  their  lives  in  attempiirg  to  introduce  the  only  regula 
tion  that  coi:ld  give f ability  and  good  order  to  the  Roman 
republic.  L .  Jiu:ius  Brutu.s  founded  the  commonivea  'tb, 
and  died  in  its  d, fence.  A.KE N SIDE^ 
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In  that  ftill,  thoughtful,  folitary  hour, 
When  truth  exerts  her  unrefifted  power, 
Breaks  the  falfe  optics  ting'd  with  fortune's  glare, 
Unlocks  the  breaft,  and  lays  the  palfions  bare  : 
Then  turn  thy  eyes  on  that  important  fcene, 
And  afk  thyfelf — if  all  be  well  within. 
Where  is  the  heart-felt  worth  and  weight  of  foul, 
Which  labour  could  not  ftop,  nor  fear  controui  ? 
Where  the  known  dignity,  the  {lamp  of  awe, 
Which,  half  abafh'd,  the  proud  and  venal  law  ? 
Where  the  calm  triumphs  of  an  honeft  caufe  ? 
Where  the  delightful  tafte  of  juft  appiaufe? 
Where  the  ftrong  reafon,  the  commanding  tongue, 
On  which  the  fenate  fir'd  or  trembling  hung  ! 
All  vanifh'd,  all  are  fold — And  in  their  room, 
Couch'd  in  thy  bofom's  deep,  diftracled  gloom, 
See  the  pale  form  of  barbarous  grandeur  dwell, 
Like  fome  grim  idol  in  a  forcerer's  cell ! 
To  her  in  chains  thy  dignity  was  led ; 
At  her  polluted  fhrine  thy  honour  bled; 
With  blafled  weeds  thy  av/ful  brow  fhe  crown'd, 
Thy  powerful  tongue  with  poiion'd  philters  bound, 
That  baffled  reafon  ftraight  indignant  flew, 
And  fair  perfuafion  from  her  feat  withdrew  : 
For  now  no  longer  truth  fupports  thy  caufe  ; 
No  longer  glory  prompts  thee  to  applauie ; 
No  longer  virtue  breathing  in  thy  bread, 
With  all  her  confcious  majefty  confeft, 
Still  bright  and  brighter  wakes  the  almighty  flame, 
To  rouie  the  feeble,  and  the  wilful  name, 
And  where  fhe  fees  the  catching  glimpfes  roll, 
Spreads  the  ftrong  blaze,  and  all  involves  the  foul ; 
Bu£  cold  reflraints  thy  confcious  fancy  chill, 
And  formal  paifions  mock  thy  {haggling  will ; 
Or,  if  thy  genius  e'er  forget  his  chain, 
And  reach  impatient  at  a  nobler  ftrain, 
Soon  the  fad  bodings  of  contemptuous  mirth 
Shoot  throngh  thy  breaft,  and  ftab  the  generous 

birth, 

Till,  blind  with  fmart,  from  truth  to  frenzy  toft, 
And  all  the  tenor  of  thy  reafon  loft, 
Perhaps  thy  anguiih  drains  a  real  tear ; 
While  ibme  with  pity,  fome  with  laughter  hear. 
•—Can  art,  alas  !   or  genius,  guide  the  head, 
Where  truth  or  freedom  from  the  heart  are  fled  ? 
Can  lelfer  wheels  repeat  their  native  flroke, 
When  tiie  prime  function  of  the  foul  is  broke  ? 

But  ccme,  unhappy  man  !  thy  fates  impend  ; 
Come,  quit  thy  incnds,  if  yet  thou  haft  a  friend  ; 
Tuin  aom  the  poor  rewards  of  guilt  like  thine, 
Renounce  thy  titles,  and  thy  robes  refign ; 
For  fee  the  hand  of  deftiny  dilplay'd 
To  fhut  thee  from  the  joys  thou  haft  betray'd  I 
See  the  dire  fane  of  miarny  ante ! 
Dark  as  the  grave,  and  fpacious  as  the  Ikies ; 
Where,  from  the  firlt  oi  time,  thy  kindred  train, 
The  chiefs  and  princes  of  the  unjua  remain. 
Eternal  barriers  guard  the  pathJefsroad 
To  warn  the  wanderer  ol  the  curil  abode  ; 
But  prone  as  \vhirl\\inds  fcour  the  paflive  fky, 
The  heights  furmounted,  down  the  fteep  they  fly. 
There,  black  with  frowns,  relentlefs  time  awaits, 
And  goads  their  footfteps  to  the  guilty  gates  . 
And  ftill  he  alks  them  of  their  unknown  aims, 
Evolves  their  fecrets,  and  their  guilt  proclaims; 
And  ftill  his  hands  deipoil  them  on  the  road 
Of  each  vain  wreath,  by  lying  bards  beilow'd, 


Break  their  proud  marbles,  crufh  their  fefial  cars, 
And  rend  the  lawltls  trophies  of  their  wars. 
At  laft  the  gates  his  potent  voice  obey  ; 
Fierce  to  their  dark  abode  he  drives  his  prey, 
Where,  ever  arm'd  with  adamantine  chains, 
The  watchful  d^nion  o'er  her  vaffals  reigns, 
O'er  mighty  names  and  giant-powers  of  lull, 
The  great,  the  fage,  the  happy,  and  auguft  *. 
No  gleam  of  hope  their  baleful  manfion  cheers, 
No  found  of  honour  hails  their  unbleft  ears ; 
But  dire  reproaches  from  the  friend  betray'd, 
The  childlefs  fire  and  violated  maid; 
But  vengeful  vows  for  guardian  laws  effac'd, 
From  towns  enfiav'd  and  continents  laid  wafte  ; 
But  long  pofterity's  united  groan, 
And  the  fad  charge  of  horrors  not  their  own, 
For  ever  through  the  trembling  fpace  refound, 
And  fink  each  impious  forehead  to  the  ground. 

Ye  mighty  foes  of  liberty  and  reft, 
Give  way,  do  homage  to  a  mightier  gueft  ! 
Ye  daring  fpirits  of  the  Roman  race, 
See  Curio's  toil  your  proudeft  claims  efface  ! 
— Aw'd  at  the  name,  fierce  f  Appiua  rifing  bends, 
And  hardy  Cinna  from  his  throne  attends : 
"  He  comes,  they  cry,  to  whom  the  fates  afjign'd 
"  With  furer  arts  to  work  what  we  deiiga'd, 
"  From  year  to  year  the  ftubbcrn  herd  to  fway, 
"  A'louth  all  their  wrongs,  and  all  their  rage  obey ; 
"  Till,  own'd  their  guide  and  trufted  with  their 

"  power, 

"  He  mock'd  their  hopes  in  one  decifi ve  hour : 
"  Then,  tir'd  and  yielding,  led  them  to  the  chain, 
"  And  quench  the  fpirit  we  proyok  d  in  vain." 

But  thou,  Supreme,  by  whofe  eternal  hands 
Fair  liberty's  heroic  empire  ftands  ; 
Whofe  thunders  the  rebellious  deep  controui, 
And  quell  the  triumphs  of  the  traitor's  foul, 
O  turn  this  dreadful  omen  far  away ! 
On  freedom's  foes  their  own  attempts  repay  : 
Relume  her  facred  fire  fo  near  fuppreft, 
And  fix  her  fhrijie  in  every  Roman  breaft  : 
Though  bold  corruption  boaft  around  the  land, 
"  Let  virtu/;,  if  fhe  can,  my  baits  withftand  !" 
Though  bolder  now  fhe  urge  the  accurfed  claim, 
Gay  with  her  trophies  rais'd  on  Curio's  fhame  ; 
Yet  fome  there  are  who  fcorn  her  impious  mirth. 
Who  know  what  confcience  and  a  heart  are  worth. 
— O  friend  and  father  of  the  human  mind, 
Whofe  art  for  nobleft  ends  our  frame  deilgn'd  ! 
If  I  ,  though  fated  to  the  ftudious  fliade 
Which  party-ftrife  nor  anxious  power  invade, 
If  I  afpire  in  public  virtue's  caufe, 
To  guide  the  mules  by  fublimer  laws, 
Do  thou  her  own  authority  impart, 
And  give  my  numbers  entrance  to  the  heart. 
Perhaps  the  verfe  might  roufe  her  fmother'd  flame^ 
And  fnatch  the  fainting  patriot  back  to  fame  ; 
Perhaps,  by  worthy  thoughts  of  human  kind, 
To  worthy  deeds  exalt  the  confcious  mind  ; 
Or  dafh  corruption  in  htr  proud  career, 
And  teach  her  flaves  that  vice  was  born  to  fear. 

*  Titles  which  have  been  generally  afrribed  to  the 
mojl  p,r  melons  of  mtn,  AKENSIDE. 

*  Appius   Claudius  the  Decwvir,  and  L.   i 

•••lh  attempted  to  ejlablijl  a   i-;ra:<n<^l , 
in  Roi.'ie,  and  both  pert/bed  l>\  the  trfjj»:i.    AuiiN  SIDE 
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LOVE.  AN  ELEGY. 


hath 


Too   much  my  heart   of  beauty's  power 

known, 

Too  long  to  love  hath  reafon  left  her  throne  ; 
Too  long  my  genius  mourn'd  his  myrtle  ch^in, 
And  three  rich  years  of  youth  confum'd  in  vain. 
My  wifhos,  lull'd  with  foft  inglorious  dreams, 
Forgot  the  patriot's  and  the  fuge'.;  themes  : 
Through  eachElyfian  vale  and  fairy  grove, 
Through  ail  the  enchanted  paradile  of  love. 
Mifled  by  fickly  hope's  deceitful  flame, 
Averfe  to  adtion,  and  renouncing  fame. 

At  laft  the  vifionary  fcenes  dtv  ay, 
My  eyes,  exulting,  hlefs  the  new-born  day, 
"Whofe  faithful  beams  detect  the  dangerous  road 
In  which  my  heedlefs  feet  fecurely  trod, 
And  ftript  the  phantoms  of  their  lying  charms 
That  lur'd  my  foul  from  wifdom's  peaceful  arms. 
For  'filver    ftreams  and  banks  belprcad  with 

flowers, 

For  moffy  couches  and  harmonious  bowers, 
Lo!  barren  heaths  appear,  and  pathlcfs  woods, 
And  rock?  hung  dreadful  o'er  unfathom'd  floods: 
For  opennefs  of  heart,  for  tender  fmiles,      [wiles, 
Looks  fraught   with  love,  and  wrath  difarming 
Lo!  iullen  fpite,  and  perjur'dluft  of  gain, 
And  cruel  pride,  and  crueller  difdain. 
Lo!   cordial  'faith  'to  idiot  airs  refin'd, 
Now  coolly  civil,  new  tranfporting  kind. 
For  graceful  eafe,  lo  !  affectation  walks; 
And  dull  h'alf-fehfe,  for  wit  and  wifdom  talks. 
New  to  each  hour  what  low  delight  fucceeds, 
What  precious  furniture  of  hearts  and  heads  ! 
l)y  oqught  their  prudence,  but  by  getting,  known 
And  all  their  courage  in  deceiving  fliown. 

riee  next  what  plagues  attend  the  lever's  ftate, 
"What  frightful  form.,  oi  terror,  fcorn,  and  hute  ! 
See  Burning  fury  heiive'n  and  earth  defy! 
See  dumb  defpair  in  icy  fetters  lie'! 
Fee  black  fufpicion'bend  his  gloomy  brow, 
The  hideous  irm>ge  of  himfelf  to  view  ! 
And  fond  belief  with  alia  lover's  flame, 
Sinks  in  tho  fearing  that  points  hisheadwi'th  fhame 
There  wan  dejection,  faultering  as  he  goes, 
In  fhadcs  and  liience  vainly  feels  >  e^ofe  ; 
MuMg  through  pathlcfs  wilds,  c  onfumes  the  day 
Then,  loft  in  darknefs  weeps  the  houn;  away. 
Here  the  gay  crowd  ofluxury  advance, 
r.ome  touch  the  lyre,  and  others  urge  thq  dance 
On  every  head  the  rofy  garland  glows, 
In  every  hand  the  golden  goblet  Hows. 
The  Syren  Views  them  with  exulting  eyes, 
And  laughs  at  bafhful  virtue  as  ihe  Ilies. 
But  fee  behind,  where  fcorn  and  want  appear, 
*f'he  grave  remonflrance  and  the  witty  fneer. 
See  fell  remorfe  in  action,  prompt  to  dart 
Her  fnaky  poifon  through  the  conscious  heart. 
And  flotli  to  cancel,  with  oblivi'ruis  ihame, 
The  hi\  '..memorial  of  recording  fame. 

Are  thefe  delights  that  one  would  wifh  to  gain 
lathis  tK-  r'yr;.ni  of  a  fober  brain  ? 
To  wait  for  happinefs  in  female  fmiles, 
Bear  all  hef  fcorn,  be  caught  w'ith  all  her  wiles, 
With  prayer  3,  with  bribes,  with  lies,  her  pity  crave 
Bkis  her'  iird  bonds,  ana  boaft  to  be  her 


0  feel,  for  trifles,  a  diftracting  tram 
)f  hopes  and  terrors  equally  in  vain; 

his  hour  to  tremble,  and  the  next  to  glow, 
"an  pride,  can  fenfe,  can  reaibn,  floop  ib  low? 
A''hen  virtue,  at  an  eafier  price,  diiplays 
'.'he  ficred  wreaths  of  honourable  praife; 
>'ueu  v/iiuom  utters  her  divine  decree, 
To  l.iugh  at  pompous  folly,  and  be  free. 
I  bid  adieu,  then,  to  thefe  woeful  fcenes; 
bid  adieu  to  all  the  i'ex  of  queens; 
Adieu  to  every  differing,  fimple  foul 
That  lets  a  woman's  will  his  eaie  controul. 
There  ii-.u^h,  ye  witty  ;  and  rebuke,  ye  gravel 
For  me,  1  loom  to  boaft  that  I'm  a  fiave. 
bid  the  whining  brotherhood  be  gone; 
|oy  to  my  nean  '.  m,y  wifhet>  are  my  own  ! 
c-'arcweli  the  female  heaven,  the  female  hell ; 
To  the  great  God  of  love  a  glad  farewell. 
!s  this  the  triumpu  of  thy  awful  name  ? 
Are  th^fe  the  fpiendid  hopes  that  urg'd  thy  aim, 
When  hrft  my  hofom  own'd  thy  haughty  iway  ? 
When  thus  Minerva  heard  thee,  boaftirig,  lay, 
'  Go,  martial  maid,  clfewhere  thy  arts  employ, 
'  Nor  hope  tp  fhelter  that  devoted  boy. 
'  Go  teach  the  iolemn  ions  of  care  and  age, 
'  The  pe.niiye  ilateimen,  and  the  midnight  fage  ; 
'•'  The  young  with  me  muft  other  leffons  prove, 
•l  Youth  calls  for  pleafure,  pleaiure  calls  lor  love. 
•<  Behold  his  heart  thy  grave  advice  difdains, 
;<  Behold  I  bind  him  in  eternal  chains." 

Alarf!  great  love,  how  idle  was  the  boaft! 
Thy  chains  are  broken,  and  thy  leffons  loft ; 
Thy  wilful  rage  has  tir'd  my  iuffering  heart, 
And  peuiion,  'reaibn,  forc'd  thee  to  depart. 

But  wherefore  cloft  thou  linger  on  thy  way  ? 
Why  vainly  fearch  for  fome  pretence  to  flay, 
When  crowds  of  valfals  court  thy  pleating  yoke, 
And  countleis  victims  bow  them  to  the  ilroke  ? 
Lo  1   round  thy  flinne  a  thoufand  youths  advance, 
\Varm  with  the  gentle  ardour:,  of  romance  ; 
Each  lot1.  J.s  to  allVrt  thy  caufe  with  feats  of  arras, 
And  make  the  world  confefs  Duicinea's  charms. 
Ten  tliouioi  ri  .»iri.-.,  w.ch  flowery  chapiets  cioun'd. 
To  groves  <-nd  ftitarns  thy  tender  triumph  found  ; 
Each  bids  the  ft^ea'm  in  murmurs  1  peak  her  rlaine, 
i.is  the  grove  to  figh  her  fliepherd's  name. 
but,  if  thy  pride  fuch  eafy  honour  fcorn, 
If  nobler  trophic-,  muft  thy  toil  adorn, 
Behold  yon  flowery  antiquated  maid 
Bright  in  the  bloom  of  threefcore  years  difplay'd  ; 
Her  malt  thcu  bind  in  thy  delightful  chains, 
And  thrill  with  gentle  pangs  her  wither'd  veins, 
Her i  fro ity  cheek  with  crimfon  bluihes  dye, 
With  dreams  of  rapture  melt  her  maudlin  eye. 
Turn  then  thy  labours  to  the  fervile  crowd, 
Entice  the  wary,  and  controul  the  proud  j 
Make  the  fad  miftr  his  beft  gains  forego, 
The  folemn  liatefman  figh  to  be  a  beau, 
The  bold  coquette  with  tondelt  paffion  burn, 
The  Bacchanalian  o'er  his  bottie  mourn  : 
And  that  chief  glory  of  thy  power  maintain, 
"  To  poiie  ambition  in  a  female  brain." 
Be  thefe  thy  triumphs.     But  no  more  presume 
That  my  rebellious  heart  will  yield  thee  room, 
!  know  thy  puny  Force,  thy  fimple  wiles ; 

1  break  triumphant  through  thy  flimfy  toils ; 
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Soy 


I  fee  thy  dying  lamp's  Lift  languid  glow,    x 
Thy  arrows  blunted,  and  unbrac'cfcthy  bow. 
I  feel  diviner  fires  my  breaft  inilame, 
To  aclive  fcience,  and  ingenuous  fame: 
Refiune  the  paths  my  earlieft  choice  began, 
And  lofe,  with  pride,  the  lover  in  the  man. 

A  BRITISH  PHILIPPIC : 

Occafioned  by  the  inftdts  of  the  Spaniards,  and  the 
prcjent  preparations  jor  'war. 

MDCCXXXVIII. 

WHENCE  this  unwonted  tranfport  in  my  breaft  ? 
"Why  orlow  my  thoughts,   and  whither  would  the 

mule 

Afpire  with  rapid  wing  ?  Her  country's  caufe 
Demands  her  efforts  ;  at  that  facred  call 
She  fummons  all  her  ardour,  throws  aiide 
The  trembling  lyre,  and  with  the  warrior's  trump 
She  means  to  thunder  in  each  Biitilh  ear ; 
And  if  one  fpark  of  honour  or  of  tame, 
Difdain  of  infult,  dread  of  infamy, 
One  thought  of  public  virtue  yet  furvive, 
She  means  to  wake  it,  roufe  the  generous  flame, 
"With  patriot  zeal  infpirit  every  breaft, 
And  fire  each  Britifii  heart  with  Brinfh  wrongs. 
Alas,  the  vain  attempt  1  xvhat  influence  now 
Can  the  mufe  boalt !  or  what  attention  now 
Is  paid  to  tan;e  or  virtue  ?   Where  is  now 
The  Britiih  fpirit,  generous,  warm,  and  brave, 
So  frequent  wont  from  tyranny  and  woe 
To  free  the  fuppliant  nations  ?   Where,  indeed  I 
If  that  protection,  once  to  ftrangers  given, 
Be  now  with-held  from  fons  ?  each  nobler  thought, 
That  warm'd  our  lires,  is  loft  and  buried  now 
In  luxury  and  avarice.     Baneful  vice  I 
How  it  tinman's  4  nation  !   yet  I'll  try, 
I'll  aim  to  (hake  this  vile  degenerate  iloth ; 
I'll  dare  to  roufe  Britannia's  dreaming  Ions 
To  fame,  to  virtue,  and  impart  around 
A  generous  feeling  of  compatriot  woes. 

Come  then  the  various  powers  of  forceful  fpeech 
All  that  can  move,  awaken,  fire,  tranfport ; 
Come  the  bold  ardour  of  the  Theban  bard  ! 
The  aroufing  thunder  of  the  patriot  Greek  1 
The  fuft  perfuafion  of  the  Roman  fage  1 
Come  all '.  and  raiie  me  to  an  equal  height, 
A  rapture  worthy  of  my  glorious  cauie  ! 
Left  my  belt  efforts  failing  Ihould  debaie 
The  facred  theme  ;  for  with  no  common  wing 
The  mule  attempts  to  foar.    Yet  what  need  thefe 
My  country's  fame,  my  free-born  Britiih  heart, 
Shall  be  my  belt  infpirers,  raife  my  flight 
High  as  the  Theban's  pinion,  and  with  more 
Than  Greek  or  Roman  flame  exalt  my  foul- 
Oh  !  could  I  give  the  valt  ideas  birth 
Expreffive  qf  the  thoughts  that  flame  within, 
No  more  ihould  lazy  luxury  detain 
Our  ardent  youth  ;  no  more  fhall  Britain's  fons 
Sit  tamely,  paffive  by,  and  carelefs  hear 
The  prayers,  fighs,  groans  (immortal  infamy  !} 
Of  fellow  Britons,  with  oppreflion  funk, 
In  bitternefs  of  (oul  demanding  aid, 
{Jailing  on  Britain,  their  dear  native  land, 
The  land  of  liberty  ;  fo  greatly  fam'd 
i'oy  juft  redrefs ;  the  land  fo  oitcn  dyed 


Vith  her  beft  blood,  for  thnt  aroufing  caufe, 
he  freedom  of  her  fons  j  thofe  Ions  that  now 
Far  from  the  manly  bleflings  of  her  fway, 
rag  the  vile  fetters  of  a  Spanilh  lord, 
id  dare  they,  dare  the  vanquifh'dfons  of  Spain, 
Enflave  a  Briton  ?  tlave  they  then  forgot, 
o  foon  forgot,  the  great,  the  immortal  day, 
A7hen  reicued  Sicily  with  joy  beheld 
The  fwiit-wing'd  thunder  of  the  Britifh  arm 
)ifperfe  their  navies  ?  when  their  coward  bands 
•led,  like  the  raven  from  the  bird  of  Jove, 
>om  fwift  impending  vengeance  fled  in  vain  : 
Are  thefe  our  lords  ?  And  can  Britannia  fee 
ler  foes  oft  vanquifh'd,  thus  defy  her  power, 
nfulther  itandard,  and  enflave  her  fons, 
And  not  arife  to  juftice  ?  Did  our  iires, 
Uuaw'd  by  chains,  by  exile,  or  by  death, 
3referve  inviolate  her  guardian  rights, 
To  Briton's  ever  facred  I  that  their  foris 
Might  give  them,  up  to  Spaniards  ? — Turn  your 

eyes, 

Turn  ye  degenerate,  who  with  haughty  boaft 
Call  yourfelves  Britons,  to  that  difmal  ?>ioom, 
That  dungeon  dark  and  deep,  where  nevti  thought 
Of  joy  or  peace  can  enter  ;  fee  the  gates 
Harfn-creaking  open;  what  an  hukous  void, 
Dark  as  the  yawning  grave  1  while  ftill  as  death 
A  frightful  hlence  reigns:  There  on  the  ground 
Behold  your  brethren  chain'd  like  beafts  of  prey  : 
There  mark  your  numerous  glories,  there  behold 
The  look  that  fpeaks  unutterable  woe,; 
The  mangled  iimb,  the  faint,  the  deathful  eye 
With  famine  funk,  the  deep  heart-burlting  groan 
Supprefs'd  in  filence ;  view  the  loathfome  food, 
RefusM  by  dogs,  and  oh  1  the  Hinging  thought ! 
View  the  dark  Spaniard  glorying  in  their  wrongs, 
The  deadly  prieft  triumphant  in  their  woes, 
And  thundering  worfe  damnation  on  their  fouls : 
While  that  pale  form,  in  all  the  pangs  of  death, 
Too  faint  to  ipeak,  yet  eloquent  of  all. 
His  native  Britiih  fpirit  yet  untam'd, 
Raifes  his  head,  and  with  indignant  frowns 
Of  great  defiance,  and  fuperior  fcorn, 
Looks  up  and  dies — Oh  1  I  am  all  on  fire  ! 
But  let  me  fpare  the  theme,  left  future  times 
Should  bluih  to  hear  that  either  conquer'd  Spain 
Durft  offer  Britain  fuch  outrageous  wrong, 
Or  Britain  tamely  bore  it — 
Deicend,  ye  guardian  heroes  of  the  land  1 
Scourges  of  Spain,  defcend  J  Behold  your  fons. 
See  !  how  they  run  the  fame  heroic  race, 
How  prompt,  how  ardent  in  their  country's  caufe, 
How  greatly  proud  to  aflert  their  Britiih  blood, 
And  in  their  deeds  reflect  their  fathers'  fame  I 
Ah  !  v.-oultl  to  heaven  ye  did  not  rather  fee 
How  dead  to  virtue  in  the  public  caufe  ! 
How  cold,  how  carelefs,  how  to  glory  deaf, 
They  fhame  your  laurels,  and  belie  their  birth  ! 

Come,  ye  gieat  fpirics,  Ca'ndifh,  Raieigh,  Blake '. 
And  ye  of  latter  name  your  country's  pride, 
Oh  !  come,  difperfe  thefe  lazy  fumes  of  floth, 
Teach  Britifh  hearts  with  Britiih  fires  to  glow  ! 
In  vyakening  whilpers  roufe  ou.r  ardent  youth. 
Blazon  the  triumphs  of  your  better  days, 
Paint  all  the  glorious  icenes  of  rightful  war, 
In  all  its  fplendours  ;  to  their  fwelling  fouls 
Say  how  ye  bow'd  the  infulting  Spaniards  pride, 
Say  how  ye  tlwnder'd  o'er  their  pryitrate  heads^ 
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Say  how  ye  broke  their  lines  and  fir'd  their  ports, 
Say  how  not  death,  in  all  its  frightful  diaper, 
Could  damp  your  fouls,  or  (hake  the  great  refolve 
For  right  and  Britain  :  Then  difplay  the  joys 
The  patriot's  foul  exalting,  while  he  views 
Tranfported  millons  hail  with  loud  acclaim: 
The  guardian  of  their  civil,  lacred  rights. 
How  greatly  welcome  to  the  virtuous  man 
Is  death  for  others  good  1  the  radiant  thoughts 
That  beam  celeltial  on  his  pafling  foul, 
The  unfading  crowns  awaiting  him  above, 
The  exalting  plaudit  cf  the  Great  Supreme, 
\Vho  in  his  actions  with  complacence  views 
His  own  reflected  fplendour  ;  then  defcend, 
Though  to  a  lower,  yet  a  nobler  fcene  ; 
Paint  the  juft  honours  to  his  reliques  paid, 
Show  grateful  millions  weeping  o'er  his  grave  ; 
While  his  fair  fame  in  each  progreflive  age 
For  ever  brightens :  and  the  wife  and  good 
Of  every  land  in  univerfal  choir 
With  richeft  incenfe  of  undying  praife 
His  urn  encircle,  to  the  wondering  world 
His  numerous  triumphs  blazon  ;  while  with  awe, 
With  filial  reverence,  in  his  fteps  they  tread, 
And,  copying  every  virtue,  every  fame, 
Tranfplant  his  glories  into  fecond  life, 
And,  with  unfparing  hand,  make  nations  bleft 
3y  his  example.     Vail,  immenle  rewards  ! 
For  all  the  turmoils  which  the  virtuous  mind 
Encounters  here.     Yet,  Britons,  are  ye  cold? 
Yet  deaf  to  glory,  virtue,  and  the  call 
Of  your  poor  mjur'd  conntrymen  ?  Ah  !  no. 
I  fee  ye  are  not ;  every  bofom  glows 
"With  native  greatuefs,  and  in  all  its  ftate 
The  Britifh  ipirit  riles  :  Glorious  change  1 
Fame,  virtue,  freedom,  welcome  !  O  forgive 
The  mufe,  that,  ardent  in  her  facred  cauie, 
"Your  glory  queilion'd  .  fhe  beholds  with  joy  ; 
She  owns,  fhe  triumphs  in  her  wifiYd  miltake. 

See  i  from  her  fea-beat  throne  in  aw;ul  march 
^Britannia  towers :  upon  her  laurel  creft 
The  plumes  majeftic  nod ;  behold  fhe  heaves 
Her  guardian  fhields,  and  terrible  in  arms 
For  battle  fhakes  her  adamantine  fpear  : 
X-oud  at  her  foot  the  Britifh  lion  roars, 
Frighting  the  nations  ;  haughty  Spain  full  foon 
Shall  hear  and  tremble.     Go  then,  Britons,  forth, 
Your  country's  daring  champions :  tell  your  foes, 
Tell  them  in  thunders  o'er  their  proftrate  land, 
You  were  not  born  for  flaves :  Let  all  your  deeds 
Show  that  the  fous  of  thofe  imrnortal  men, 
The  ftars  of  mining  itory,  are  not  flow 
Jn  virtue's  path  to  emulate  their  lues, 
To  aflert  their  country's  rights,  avenge  her  Cons, 
And  hurl  the  bolts  of  juftice  on  her  toes. 

HYMN  TO  SCIENCE. 

f  O  Vitse  Philofophia  Dux !  O  Virtutis  indaga- 
«<  trix,  expultrixque  Vitiorum — Tu  Urbes  pe- 
"  peniti ;  tu  inventrix  Legum,  tu  magiltra  Mo- 
"  rum  &.  Difciplinas  fuilti  :  Ad  te  confugimus, 
*'  a  te  Opem  petimus."  Cic.  Tufc.  Qua; it. 

i. 

SCIENCE  !  thou  fair  effuuve  ray 
From  the  great  fource  of  mental  day, 


Free,  generous,  and  refin'd  ! 
Defcend  with  all  thy  treafures  fraught, 
Illumine  each  bewilder'd  thought, 

And  blefs  my  labouring  mind. 

ii. 

But  firft  \vith  thy  refiftlefs  light, 
Difperfe  thofe  phantoms  from  my  fight, 

Thofe  mimic  ihades  of  thee: 
The  fcholiaft's  learning,  fophill's  cant, 
The  viiionary  bigot's  rant, 

The  monk's  philofophy. 
in. 

O  !  let  thy  powerful  charms  impart 
The  patient  head,  the  candid  heart, 

Devoted  to  thy  fway  ; 
Which  no  weak  paflions  e'er  miflead, 
Which  fiill  with  dauntlefs  Iteps  proceed 

Where  reafon  points  the  way. 

IV. 

Give  me  to  learn  each  lecret  caufe  ; 
Let  number's,  figure's,  motion's  laws 

Reveal'd  before  me  ftand ; 
Thefe  to  great  nature's  fcenes  apply, 
And  round  the  globe,  and  through  the  fky, 

Diiclole  her  working  hand. 

v. 

Next,  to  thy  nobler  fearch  refign'd, 
The  bufy,  reillefs,  human  mind 

Through  every  maze  purfue  ; 
Detect  perception  where  it  lies, 
Catch  the  ideas  as  they  rife, 

And  all  their  changes  view. 

VI. 

Say  from  what  fimple  fprings  began 
The  vaft,  ambitious  thoughts  of  man, 

Which  range  beyond  controul ; 
Which  feek  eternity  to  trace, 
Dive  through  the  infinity  of  fpace, 

And  ftrain  to  grafp  the  whole. 

VII. 

Her  fecret  ftores  let  memory  tell, 
Bid  fancy  quit  her  fairy  cell, 

In  ail  her  colours  dreft  ; 
While,  prompt  her  fallies  to  controul, 
Reaton,  the  judge,  recalls  the  foul 

To  truth's  fevereft  teft. 

VIII. 

Then  launch  through  being's  xvide  extent ; 
Let  the  fair  (cale,  with  juft  afcent, 

And  cautious  fteps,  be  trod  ; 
And  from  the  dead,  corporeal  mafs, 
Through  each  progreflive  order  pafs 

To  inftindl,  reafon,  God. 

IX. 

There,  Science  !  veil  thy  daring  eye ; 
Nor  dive  too  deep,  nor  foar  too  high, 

In  that  divine  abyfs  ; 
To  faith  content  thy  beams  to  lend, 
Her  hopes  to  allure,  her  iteps  befriend, 

And  light  her  way  to  blifs. 

x. 

Then  downwards  take  thy  flight  again, 
Mix  with  the  policies  of  men, 

And  focial  nature's  ties  ; 
The  plan  the  genius  of  each  ftate, 
Itsintereft  and  its  powers  relates 

Its  fortunes  arid  its  rife. 


INSCRIPTIONS,  EPISTLES,  &« 


XI. 


Through  private  life  purfue  thy  courfe, 
Trace  every  action  to  its  fource, 

And  means  and  motives  weigh  : 
Put  tempers,  paffions,  in  the  fcale, 
Mark  what  degrees  in  each  prevail. 

And  fix  the  doubtful  fway. 

XII. 

That  laft,  beft  effort  of  thy  (kill, 
Tof     ii  d  rule  the  will, 

Propitious  power  1  impart : 
Teach  me  to  cool  my  paffion's  fires, 
Make  me  the  judge  of  my  defire,s, 

The  mafter  of  my  heart. 

XIII. 

Raife  me  above  the  vulgar's  breath, 
PurlViit  of  ' '..••     .!•. •  death, 

And  all  in  life  that's  mean  : 
Still  true  to  reafon  be  my  pi.i:  . 
Still  let  my  actions  fpeak  the  u.an, 

Through  every  various  fcene, 


XIV, 

Hail !  queen  of  manners,  light  of  truth  ; 
Hail !  charm  of  age,  and  guide'of  youth  j 

Sweet  refuge  of  diftrefs  : 
In  bufinefs,  thou  !  exacl:,  polite  ; 
Ihou  giv'ft  retirement  its  delight, 

Proipeiity  its  gidce. 

xv. 

Of  wealth,  power,  freedom,  thou  the  caufe  ; 
Foundrefs  of  order,  cities,  laws, 

Of  arts  inventrefs,  thou  1 
Without  thee,  what  were  human-kind  ? 
How  vaft  their  wants,  their  thoughts  how  blind  i 

Their  joys  how  mear  !  how  few  ! 

XVI. 

Sun  of  the  foul  I  thy  beams  unveil ! 
JLut  others  fpread  the  daring  fail, 

On  fortune's  faithlefs  fea : 
While,  undeluded,  happier  I 
t  torn  the  vain  tumult  timely  fly, 

And  fit  in  peace  with  ther* 
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The  Mufe  who  now  this  early  homage  pays, 
Firft  learn'd  from  thee  to  animate  her  lays : 
A  Mufe,  as  yet  unhonour'd,  but  unftain'd, 
Who  prais'd  no  vices,  no  preferment  gain'd ; 
Unbiafs'd  or  to  cenfure  or  commend, 
Who  knows  no  envy,  and  who  grieves  no  friend ; 
Perhaps  too  fond  to  make  thofe  virtues  known, 
And  fix  her  fajiae  immortal  on  thy  own- 
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THE  LIFE  OF  HARTE. 


M»  ALTER  HARTE  was  born  about  the  beginning  of  this  century.  Of  the  place  of  his  birth  there 
is  no  memorial.  His  father,  the  Rev.  Walter  Harte,  had  been  Fellow  of  Pembroke  College,  Ox 
ford,  Prebend  of  Briilol,  and  Canon  of  Wells ;  but  was  difpoffeffed  of  his  preferments  in  1691,  for 
refuting  to  take  the  oaths  to  King  William.  He  obtained  his  Prebendary  of  Briflol,  by  the  recom 
mendation  of  Lord  Chancellor  Jeffries,  in  return  for  the  manly  freedom  with  which  he  remon- 
ftraU'G  againft  his  feverities  at  Taunton.  By  the  ktndnefs  of  the  nonjurant  B'fhops  Kidder,  Hooper, 
and  Wynne,  he  received  the  little  profits  from  his  Canonry  of  Wells  till  the  time  of  his  death, 
which  happened  at  Kentbury  in  Bucks,  February  10.  1735.  Lord  Chancellor  Harcourt  offered 
him  a  Bifhoprick  from  Queen  Anne ;  but  the  favour  was  declined,  with  grateful  acknowledgments. 
He  was  educated,  as  he  himfelf  informs  us,  in  the  dedication  to  his  Divine  Poems ,  at  the  free  fchopl 
of  Marlborough,  in  Wiltfhire,  under  the  care  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Hildrop,  from  whence  he  was  re 
moved  to  St.  Mary-Hall,  Oxford.  Early  in  life  he  difcovered  a  propenfity  to  poetry ;  and,  before 
he  left  Marlborough  fchool,  he  had  diftinguifhed  himfelf  by  his  poetical  compofitions,  as  appears 
from  the  concluding  lines  of  his  Epljlle  to  the  Countefs  of  Hertford, 

Firft  in  thy  {hades,  (where  filver  Kennet  glides, 

Fair  Mariborough's  turrets  tr«  mbling  in  his  tides)  : 

To  love's  foft  theme  I  tun'd  the  warbling  lyre, 

And  borrow'd  from  thy  eyes  poetic  fire. 

In  1727,  he  published  a  volume  of  Poems  on  federal  Occafions,  8vo.  infcribed  to  the  Earl  of  Peter 
borough,  the  conqueror  of  Valencia  ;  written,  as  he  tells  us,  before  he  was  nineteen. 

He  had  already  obtained  the  notice  of  Pope,  who  not  only  introduced  him  to  the  acquaintance  of 
the  wits  of  the  time,  but  procured  him  the  patronage  of  the  Earl  of  Peterborough,  Mrs.  Nugent, 
and  Edward  Eliot,  Efq.  of  Port  Eliot  (relations  of  Craggs),  and  the  Earl  of  Cheilerfield,  as  he  him- 
fclf  gratefully  acknowledges  in  the  concluding  lines  of  his  Macarius. 

My  firft,  my  lateft  bread,  I  owe  to  thee ; 

Thou,  and  thy  friends,  preferv'd  my  mufe  and  me. 

By  proxy,  from  a  gen'rous  kindred  fpread, 

Thy  Craggs's  bounty  fell  upon  my  head  : 

Thy  Mordauiit's  kindnefs  did  my  youth  engage, 

And  thy  own  Chefterfield  protects  my  age. 

With  the  elegant  and  amiable  Fenton,  he  had  the  happinefs  of  being  clofely  connected  in  friend- 
fhip,  and  held  a  very  amicable  correfpondence  with  Pattifon,  who  was  obliged  to  him  for  many 
kind  offices  of  relief  under  his  misfortunes. — "  I  have  often,"  fays  the  biographer  of  Pattifon,  "  heard 
him  acknowledge,  with  the  greateft  fadsfaclion,  the  happinefs  of  the  acquaintance  he  had  cultivat 
ed  with  that  fincere  young  gentleman,  Mr.  Walter  Harte,  of  St.  Mary-Hall,  Oxon.  The  laft  let 
ter  he  ever  received  was  from  this  gentleman  (being  but  two  days  before  his  death).  He  had 
wrote  to  him  for  his  advice  concerning  a  new  verfion  of  "  Ovid's  Epiftles;"  and  Mr.  Harte, 
as  he  fays  himfelf,  "  at  a  moment's  fummons,  dealt  plainly,  and  communicated  his  fentiments." 

His  letter  to  Pattifon  on  this  occafion,  is  fo  curious  and  valuable,  that  it  is  impofiible  to  avoid 
tranfcribing  it.- — "  The  little  I  can  fay  in  regard  to  Ovid  will  be  of  fmall  fervice  to  your  new  verfion  of 
his  "  Epiftles."  I  mull  own  I  have  ftudied  his  manner  much,  and  have  often  endeavoured  to  make  a 
mixed  fort  of  writing  between  him  and  Statins.  But  to  enter  into  a  long  detail  of  criticifm,  would 
fwell  my  letter  too  much ;  or,  to  fpeak  more  fincerely,  I  will  never  fay  a  word  after  Dryden. 
Yet,  methinks,  I  had  better  play  the  fool  than  be  too  ill-natured ;  for  you  prefs  me  hard  to  fpeak  my 
thoughts  impartially  on  the  laft  tranfiation.  I  fhould  be  glad  to  equivocate  in  this  cafe,  for  of  all 
things  I  hate  detraction.  You  are  fenfible  I  do  this  very  unwillingly,  for  the  gentlemen  are  dead ; 
and,  may  my  own  ill  poetry  never  meet  with  any  favour,  if  I  take  any  pleafure  in  difturbing  their 
afiies.  To  tranfiate  after  them,  is  to  do  them  no  injury.  To  imitate  an  original,  is  every  man's 
property,  an.l  he  may  affume  it  when  he  pleafes.  All  we  can  do,  is  to  alleviate  their  errors,  and 
to  avoid  reflection,  "jfis  ungenerous  to  upbraid  a  man  for  doing  his  beft,  either  in  life  or  writings. 

"  The  epiicles  which  I  think  to  be  capable  of  many  amendments,  are  thefe  following:  "  Phillis  to 
Demophoon,"  by  Poky  and  Lloyd,  "  Hypermjnefha,'"  by  Wright,  "  Ariadne  to  Thefeus,"  "  Her- 
jnione  to  Oreftes/'  "  Leander,"  &c.  by  Tate,  and  «  CEnone,"  by  Mrs.  Behu  (thefe  are  pretty 


8i6  THE  LIFE   OF  HARTE. 

good,  tut  paraphrafed),  «  Laodamia,"  "  Paris  to  Helen,"  «  Penelope,"  "  Hypfipile,"  «  Medea," 
«  Phzdra,"  by  OUvay,  "  Brifeis,"  by  Caryl  (this  has  many  fine  lines),  "  Dejanira,"  «  Acontius," 
and  my  own  Cydipfe.  On  the  contrary,  I  need  not  tell  you,  that  no  man  living  can  excel  "  Sappho 
to  Phaon,"  by  Mr.  Pope ;  and,  if  I  were  to  criticife  on  the  "  Epiftles,"  I  would  draw  my  rules 
from  his  verfion.  The  fame  may  be  faid  of  "  Canace,"  "  Helen  to  Paris,"  and  "  Dido  to  JEneas," 
by  Dryden.— A  reafon  may  be  given  why  thefe  gentlemen  fucceeded  no  better.  They  left  out  many 
beauties,  but  feldom  added  or  improved  any.  I  {hail  juft  obferve  fome  general  failings  which  run 
through  them  all. — Ovid's  character  was  eafe  and  foftnefs ;  here  they  all  loft  him.  Nothing  can  be 
more  ftiff  and  profaic  than  the  modern  verfion.  Ovid,  methinks,  is  like  fome  great  man  placed  on  an 
eminence, 

Defpicere  unde  poteft  illos,  paflimque  videre, 
Errare,  utque  viam  palentes  qiuerere— 

ct  In  the  next  place,  they  have  nothing  pathetical ;  or,  if  they  had,  the  lamenefs  of  the  verfe  would 
fpoil  it.  'Twere  tedious  to  give  you  directions  to  copy,  or  rather  to  improve  Ovid  in  this  cafe  ;  'tis 
the  very  foul  of  all  the  "  Epiftles ;"  nor  can  a  tranflator  be  fuppofed  to  be  ignorant  of  fo  effential  a 
beauty.  "  'Tis  all  in  all  in  every  part,"  as  Suarez  and  the  Schoolmen  tell  us.  I  think  I  have  brought 
hi  this  metaphyfical  notion  very  dextroufly.  In  regard  to  the  pathos  above  mentioned,  I  know  not 
how  to  make  you  fenfible  of  my  own  conceptions,  for  we  conceive  many  things  which  cannot  be  de 
fined.  I  never  hear  what  Tully  calls  the  dlSlum  ardem  in  poetry,  but  I  tremble  extremely,  though  at 
that  inftant  I  cannot  give  any  exact  reafan  why  I  am  pleafed.  All  I  mean  may  be  found  in  "  Eloifa 
toAbelard,"  the  "  Faery  Queene,"  and  the  moft  tender  tragedies.  But  beware  of  any  thing  too 
fubtile  and  abftrufe  in  the  notions  of  love  and  honour  (a  fault  which  Petrarch  and  Cowley  moftly 
ran  into) ;  and,  on  the  other  hand,  avoid  too  womaniih  a  foftnefs,  fuch  as  we  find  in  romances ; 
for,  let  the  French  fay  what  they  will,  a  thing  may  be  written  too  cavalierement.  In  regard  to  the 
mythological  and  hiftorical  part,  you  cannot  be  too  fuort  and  plain :  fomething  like  Sandys's  tran- 
flation  of  the  "  Metamorphofes."  And,  in  the  laft  place,  I  would  advife  you  to  follow  no  com 
mentator  whatfoever,  in  the  firft  flcetch  of  your  verfes;  for,  by  adhering  too  fcrupuloufty  to  the 
letter  and  context,  the  whole  muft  of  courfe  be  ftiff,  and  the  firft  error  will  grow  worfe  and  worfe 
the  more  you  ftrive  to  correct  it.  It  puts  me  in  mind  of  a  fault  in  moft  ill  poets,  though  I  never 
faw  the  obfervation  before ;  they  make  the  former  line  of  the  couplet  firft,  and,  when  they  have 
taken  the  full  force  and  extent  of  the  thought  into  this  one,  'tis  impoffible  for  the  other  to  have 
either  fenfe  or  found.  I  have  read  a  whole  poem,  of  which  every  line  was  an  anti-climax. 

"  Thus  far  I  have  ventured  to  give  my  opinion ;  and,  if  my  letter  fhould  prove  fomething  of  the 
longeft,  be  pleafed  to  take  Cardinal  du  Perron's  anfwer,  who  ufed  to  fay  on  the  fame  occafion,  "  he 
had  not  time  to  write  a  fhorter."  'Twas  begun  apd  ended  in  one  morning,  without  reading  or 
thinking  with  any  tolerable  exactnefs;  and,  if  you  knew  how  ill  I  am,  you  would  wonder  I  could 
fay  fo  much.  Sicknefs  excufes  impertinence,  as  well  as  ill  manners;  fo,  without  ceremony,  adieu." 

The  fame  writer  obferves,  that  the  productions  of  this  unfortunate  poet  were  moftly  written,  as 
well  as  his  friend's,  before  the  author  was  nineteen  years  of  age.  "  And  I  doubt  not,"  he  adds,  "  but 
the  Rev.  Mr.  Hildrop,  mafter  of  Marlborough  fchool,  in  Wiltfhire,  looks  upon  it  as  an  honour  to 
have  had  a  Harte  for  his  pupil,  as  Mr.  Yates  of  Appltby  expreffes  his  generous  pleafure  at  having 
educated  a  Pattifon." 

He  took  the  degree  of  Mafter  of  Arts,  January  20.  1730  ;  and  publilhed,  that  year,  An  EJfay  a? 
Satire, particularly  the  Dunciad,  defigned  as  a  vindication  of  that  admirable  fatire.  He  publiflied  alfo 
two  fermons,  one  called,  The  Union  and  Harmony  of  Reafjn,  IvTorality,  and  Revealed  Rtligion,  preached 
at  St.  Mary's,  Oxford,  February  27.  1786-7,  which  went  through  at  leaft  five  editions  :  the  other, 
a  fail  fermon,  preached  at  the  fame  place,  January  9.  1739-40. 

He  was  afterwards  Vice-Principal  of  St.  Mary-Hall,  and  a  Tutor  of  great  reputation. 
His  friends,  Pope  and  Lyttleton,  recommended  him  to  Lord  Chefterfield  as  a  fit  preceptor  to  his 
natural  fon,  Philip  Stanhope,  Efq.  with  whom  he  travelled,  from  1746  till  1756. 

He  is  defcribed  by  Lord  Chefterfield,  in  his  "  Letters"  to  his  fon,  pubiiflied  by  Mrs;  Stanhope, 
as  "  a  man  of  confummate  erudition,"  but  as  ill  qualified  to  poiifh  the  manners  of  his  pupil. 

It  appears  that  he  was  awkward  in  his  peribn  and  addrefs,  had  an  unhappy  impediment  in  his 
fpeech,  and  a  ;gftj  wapj  c£ ear;  yet,  fa  fo  we.ll  perfgrn^d  ;;i§  c.£i~e,;ha$  Lord  Chefkrfield  rewarded  him 
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with  a  Canonry  of  \Vmdfor,  "  procured  with  great  difficulty,"  which  probably  arofe  from  his  col 
lege  connexions;  as  St.  Mary-Kail,  of  which  Dr.  King  was  Principal,  was  at  that  time  noted 
for  Jacobitifm. — "  Mr.  Harte,"  Lord  Chefterfield  writes  his  fon,  January  14.  17.51,  "goesthl- 
to  Cornwall  to  take  poffeflion  of  his  living ;  he  has  been  inftalled  at  Windfor;  he  will  return  hither 
in  about  a  month,  when  your  literary  correfpondence  with  him  will  be  regularly  carried  on.  Your 
mutual  concern  at  parting  was  a  good  fign  for  both." 

In  1759,  he  publifhed  his  Hljlory  of  Gujlavus  AJolpbus,  iri  a  vols.  4to.  with  a  dedication  to  Lord 
Chefterfield. — "  Next  week,"  that  nobleman  writes  his  fon,  March  30. 1759,  "  Mr-  Harte  will  fond  you 
his  Gujlavus  Adclphus,  in  two  quartos :  it  will  contain  many  rtew  particulars  of  the  life  of  that  hero,  as 
he  has  had  abundant  and  authentic  materials,  which  have  never  yet  appeared.  It  will,  upon  the 
whole,  be  a  very  curious  and  valuable  hiftory,  though,  between  you  and  me,  I  could  have  wifhcd 
that  he  had  been  more  correct  and  elegant  in  his  ftyle.  You  will  find  it  dedicated  to  one  of  your 
acquaintance,  who  was  forced  to  prune  the  luxuriant  praifes  beftowed  upon  him,  and  yet  has  left 
enough  of  all  confcience  to  fatisfy  a  reafonable  man." 

The  fuccefs  of  the  hiftory  was  unequal  to  his  hopes :  and  his  health  was  fenfibly  affected  by  it. 

"  I  had  a  difmal  letter  from  Harte,"  Lord  Chefterfield  writes  his  fon,  December '6.  1761 :  "  he 
tells  me  that  he  is  at  nurfe  with  a  fiftcr  in  Berkfhire ;  that  he  has  got  a  co'nfounded  jaundice,  befides 
twenty  other  didempers.  The  true  caufe  of  thefe  complaints  I  take  to  be  the  fame  that  fo  greatly 
difordercd,  and  had  nearly  dedroyed  the  moft  augufl  houfe  of  Auftria,  about  130  years  ago,  I  mean 
Gujlavi:  who  neither  anfwered  his  expectations  in  point  of  profit  nor  reputation,  and  that 

merely  by  his  own  fault,  in  not  writing  it  in  the  vulgar  tongue ;  for,  as  to  facts,  I  will  maintairjj 
ttet  it  is  one  of  the  belt  hiftories  extant." 

He  now  retired  to  Bath  for  the  benefit  of  his  health,  where,  excepting  fome  few  excursions  to  hi* 
lifter,  he  fpent  the  remainder  of  his  life. 

As  he  hud  marred  his  hiftory  by  a  ft  range  affected  ftyle,  "  full  of  Latinifms,  Gallicifms,  Gernlani- 
£ifms,and  all  ifms  but  Anglicifms,"  he  thought  proper  to  publifh  an  improved  edition  of  it  in  8vo.  1763. 

"  Harte,"  Lord  Chefterfield  writes  his  fon,  Nov.  27.  I "6s,  "  is  going  to  publifh  a  new  edition 
of  his  GuJI.ii'us,  in  octavo  ;  which,  he  tells  me,  he  has  altered  ;  and  which,  I  could  tell  him,  he  fhould 
tranflatc  into  Englifh,  or  it  will  not  fell  better  than  the  former;  for,  while  this  world  endures,  ftyie 
and  manner  will  be  regarded  at  leaft  as  much  as  matter." 

In  1764,  he  published  his  Ejjays  on  Hujlandry,  in  Svo.  written,  as  he  tells  US  in  the  General  Introduc 
tion,  "  in  imitation  of  Cowley's  efTays  on  fubjecls  of  a  like  nature." 

Of  this  p leafing  and  inftructive  work,  Lord  Chefterfield  has  given  a  very  favourable  account  in 
his  letter  to  his  fon,  September  3.  1/64 :  "  I  have  received  a  book  for  you,  and  one  for  myfelf,  froni 
Mr.  Harte.  It  is  upon  agriculture,  and  will  furprife  you,  as  I  confefs  it  did  me.  This  work  is  not 
only  in  Englifh,  but  good  and  elegant  Englifh  ;  he  has  even  fcattered  graces  upon  his  fubject ;  and, 
in  profe,  has  come  very  near  Virgil's  Georgics  in  verfe.  I  have  written  to  him  to  congratulate  his 
happy  transformation.  As  foon  as  I  can  find  an  opportunity,  I  will  fend  you  your  copy.  You 
(though  no  Agricola)  will  read  it  v/ith  pleafure." 

The  fuccefs  of  his  £/•  ys  produced  no  favourable  change  in  the  ftate  of  his  health  and  fpirits.  He 
tontinued  at  Eath,  dejected  and  difpirited,  between  real  and  imaginary  diftreffes,  till,  in  November 
i;66,  he  had  a  ftroke  of  the  palfy,  which  deprived  him  of  the  ufe  of  his  right  leg,  affected  his  fpeech, 
and  in  fomc  degree  his  head. 

In  1767,  he  pubiifhed  his  "  great  poetical  work,"  which  he  had  been  long  preparing,  called  Tie 
Amaranth,  coniiiling  of  Falle.^  Ta/fj,  and  Emblematic  Fiftons,  embellifned  with  an  engraved  frontif- 
piece,  n  vigp.ct  c  title  page,  and  elegant  head  and  tail  pieces. 

"  Harte,"  Lord  Chefterfield  writes  his  fon,  December  18.  1763,  "  has  a  great  poetical  work  to 
publifh  ;  he  has  fhown  me  fome  parts  of  it.  He  had  entitled  it  ^Emblems ;  but  I  perfuaded  him  to 
alter  that  name,  for  two  reafons  ;  the  firft  was,  becaufe  they  are  not  Emblems,  but  Fables ;  the  fecond 
was,  that  if  they  had  been  emblems,  Quarles  had  degraded  and  vilified  that  name  to  fuch  a  degree, 
that  it  is  impoffible  to  make  ufe  of  it  after  him  ;  fo  they  are  to  be  called  Fables,  though  Moral  Tales 
would,  in  my  mind,  be  the  proper  name.  If  you  afk  me  what  I  think  of  thofe  I  have  feen,  I  mufl 
iay  thutfuriplura  Lena,  qmsdan:  jr.cdiocra,  et  quadam—*" 

In  October  17.  1768,  Lord  Chefterfield  writes  his  fon,  for  the  laft  time:  "  Poor  Harte,  who  is 
fcere  [i;ath]  ftill,  is  in  a  rr;oft  miferable  condition;  he  has  entirely  loft  the  ufe  of  his  left  fide;  and 
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can  hardly  fpeak  intelligibly.  I  was  with  him  yefterday.  He  inquired  after  you  with  great  affec 
tion,  and  was  in  the  utmoft  concern  when  I  (howed  him  your  letter."— His  pupil,  Mr.  Stanhope, 
died  November  16.  1768;  and,  in  that  melancholy  condition,  he  lived  till  1773,  having  furvived 
him  five  years. 

His  Poems,  published  by  himfelf,  in  1727, 1730,  and  1767,  have  not  been  reprinted.  They  are 
now,  with  fome  fugitive  pieces  difperfed  up  and  down  in  the  mifcellanies,  received,  for  thefirfl  time, 
into  a  collection  of  claflical  Engliih  poetry. 

A  copy  of  his  E/ay  on  Rcafon,  pub-limed  in  folio,  1727,  a  very  fine  poem,  which  was  much  labour 
ed,  and  went  through  Pope's  hands,  could  not  be  procured  for  this  collection. 

The  character  of  Harte  ieems  to  have  been  highly  amiable  and  refpectable.  He  was  beloved, 
cfteemed,  and  revered  by  his  friends.  The  teftimonies  of  Pope,  Fenton,  and  Lyttleton,  are  un- 
queftionable  authorities  in  favour  of  his  intellectual  and  moral  endowments.  Even  Chefterfield 
coHcurs  in  the  fulleft  commendation-  of  his  amiable  worth  and  confummate  erudition,  though  his 
fafticlious  delicacy  unfitted  him  to  balance  the  excellence  of  his  moral  qualities  againft  his  deficiency 
in  the  graces  of  perfonal  behaviour. 

As  a  poet,  he  does  not  feem  to  have  hitherto  obtained  fo  much  attention  as  he  deferves.  His 
poems  afford  indubitable  proofs  of  the  elegance  and  corresftnefs  of  his  tafte,  and  the  mildnefs  and 
fervency  of  his  piety.  Pope  is  the  model  whom  he  profeffes  to  imitate,  and  it  muft  be  acknowledged, 
that  he  is  often  very  fuccelsful  in  copying  the  caft  of  his  diction  and  the  peculiar  ftructure  of  his 
verfification.  The  fervility  of  his  imitation  is  moft  remarkable,  in  his  earlier  productions,  particu 
larly  in  his  tranflations  from-  Stativs  and  Ovid,  and  in  his  Verfes  to  Pope  and  To  a  Lady  -with  Ftntons 
Mi/ccllany,  Izfc.  In  the  concluding  lines  of  the  Vcrfes  to  a  Lady,  \sfc.  the  language  and  the  thought 
are  evidently  borrowed  from  Pope,  with  much  fkill  and  propriety. 

Of  his  Mifcellaneoits  Poems,  the  E/ay  on  Painting  is  the  longed  and  moft  elaborate.  Confidering 
the  difficulty  of  the  fubject,  it  is  executed,  upon  the  whole,  with  much  judgment  and  tafte,  and 
may  be  read  with  pleafure  by  the  admirers  of  the  fifter  arts  of  poetry  and  painting.  The  difliuct<- 
nefs,  and,  as  far  as  the  prefent  writer  is  competent  to  judge,  the  juftnefs  with  which  it  marks  the 
character  of  the  different  fchools,  and  of  the  moft  celebrated  matters,  will  be  particularly  acceptable. 
In  his  E/iy  on  Safire,  he  has  fometimes  caught  the  fpirit,  and  fometimes  acquired  the  elegance  and 
accuracy  of  Pope.  Some  lines  are  vigoroully  written,  and  feveral  of  the  characters  are  fketched 
out  with  animation  and  precifion  ;  but  the  temper  in  which  many  parts  of  it  are  written  cannot 
altogether  be  approved  of.  The  tranflations  from  Statins  and  Chad,  are,  in  general,  clailical  and 
felegant,  and  rendered  with  fuch  fidelity,  that  they  convey  to  the  reader,  not  only  the  grandeur  and 
fpirit  of  the  originals,  but  the  florid  epithets  and  injudicious  prettiaeSes  by  which  they  arc  diminifhed 
and  debafed. 

In  his  Divin?  Poems,  there  is  a  fpirit  of  piety,  which,  as  it  feems  to  be  perfectly  fober  and  un 
affected,  is  truly  venerable.  Nor  is  there  a  want  of  genius.  Moft  of  the  Fables  and  Emblematieai 
Vifions  are  embelliflVed  with  lively  imagery,  picturefque  fcenery,  brilliant  allufions,  and  other  poeti 
cal  ornaments.  The  verfification  is  fmooth  in  general,  and  the  language  is  elegant.  Th6  fentiments 
a're  marked  with  the  genuine  flamp  of  good  fenfe,  rational  philofophy,  arid  an  improved  knowledge- 
of  human  life.  The  lyric  part  of  The  Afcetic  is  beautifully  defcriptive  ;  arid  the  pafJages  verfified  from 
the  "  Imitation  of  Chrift"  are  fenfible  and  nervous.  The  Vijlan  of  Death  abounds  in  fublime  fentiments, 
ftriking  imagery,  and  poetical  fiction,  in  a  fuperior  degree.  His  Eulogius  is  an  elegant,  interefling-, 
and  inftroctive  hiftorical  fable.  His  Macarius  contains  an  affectionate  tribute  to  the  memory  of  a 
pious  arid  refpectable  parent,  and  pleafing  memorials  of  his  friends.  The  Epijlle  fronf  Boetins  to  hh 
Wife  Rujliciana,  abounds  in  fentiments  of  general  ufe ;  they  come  near  to  the  heart,  and  require 
nothing  but  application  to  render  them  fuccefsful. 

From  the  general  commendation  beftowed  on  the  compofhions  of  Harte,  particular  criticifm  may 
make  many  deductions.  His  verification,  it  muft  be  acknowledged,  though  generally  flowing  and 
harmonious,  is  frequently  laboured,  artificial,  and  monotonous;  and  his  fentiments,  particularly 'in  his 
Divine  Poems,  are  fometimes  rendered  obfcure  by  allufions  to  circumftances  which  require  to  be  explain* 
ed  at  the  bottom  of  the  page.  For  the  fame  reafon,  the  frequent  introduction  of  paffages  imitated  from 
other  writers  is  injudicious;  but,  when  every  deduction  is  made  which  criticifm  requires,  the  ge 
neral  poetical  merit  of  his  compofition?,  which  are  confidcrably  above  mediocrity,  will  be  iufficient 
to- vindicate  his  fame,  and  to  prefer ve  his  memory, 
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TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 


CHARLES  EARL  OF  PETERBOROUGH  AND  MON  MOUTH, 


MY  LORD, 

I  FANCY  the  public  will  be  much  furprifed,  when 
I  fay  your  Lordfhip  was  the  firft  perfon  who  was 
pleafed  to  take  notice  of  me.  How  little  I  deferve 
io  much  partiality,  I  leave  the  world  to  judge. 
Yet  thus  much  I  can  affirm ;  I  only  with  that 


thefe  poems  may  live  to  pofterity,  to  be  a  memo 
rial  of  the  gratitude  rather  than  the  genius 
Of  your  Lordfliip's 

moll  humble,  moft  obliged, 

and  moft  dutiful  fervant, 

W.   HART*, 


:  ADVERTISEMENT. 


IT  will  be  neceffary  to  inform  the  reader,  that  the 
author  was  under  nineteen  when  all  thefe  poems 
were  written. 

I  ought  here  to  fay  a  word  or  two  of  my  EflTay 
on  Painting.  This  performance  is  by  no  means 
corrfdl  in  all  its  parts;  I  had  neither  health,  lei- 
fure,  nor  abilities  equal  to  my  oeilgn.  It  was 


written  at  intervals,  upon  fuch  remarks  as  cafual- 
ly  occurred  in  my  reading.  Of  courfe  no  exadt 
connection  mult  be  expected :  though  I  might 
allege,  that  Horace  ufes  as  little  in  his  Art 
of  Poetry.  I  had  finifhed  the  whole,  before 
ever  I  faw  Du  Frefnoy ;  as  will  appear  by^comua- 
rifon. 


AN    ESSAY   ON    PAINTING. 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
THOMAS    EARL    OF    PEMBROKE. 


SirflSAN  T*V  ZptytQim. 

Plutarch,  de  audiend.  Poet. 


Poema 


Eft  Pictura  loquens,  mutum  Pi&ura  Poema. 


'  ARGUMENT. 

A  parallel  "between  painting  am!  poetry — Advice 
to  a  good  painter;  inftanced  by  Titian — 
An  univerfal  notion  of  beauty — That  we  muft 
not  deipair — A  luxuriant  fancy,  or  too  much  ex- 
actnefs  often  faulty — Decency  ft  ill  to  be  pre 
fer  ved — Repcfe  and  folitude— Nature  to  be 
imitated — In  a  fault  whether  to  be  corrected 
or  riot — The  Jc  nefqai  quoi  of  beauty— Drape 
ries — An  encomium  on  painting— The  epilode 
of  Mimicina — Sculpture — Innovations  faulty. 
— Sometimes  to  be  admired — Invention — Union 
-«sf  colours— Immoderate  ornament — The  Land- 
Icape — Defign — The  principal  figure  of  a  pic 
ture — Modefty  in  a  painter — Harmony  of  colours 
—The  furprife — Optics — The  obfcura  camera 
defcribed;  its  ufe  in  painting — Difpofition  of 
objects — Two  equal  lights  to  be  avoided  in  the 
lame  picture — Truth  to  be  obferred — Travel 
ling,  its  ufe — Another  parallel  between  poetry 
and  painting — Their  diftinct  excellencies  con- 
jidcred — Painting  far  more  lading  and  univer 
fal — Yet  derived  its  light  iirft  from  poetry — Its 
life  and  progreis  through  all  ages — An  account 

.  <jf  the  mo  ft  celebrated  painters,  with  their  feve- 
ral  characters — Conclusion,  with  and  addreis  to 
the  Earl  of  Pembroke. 

WHATEVER  yet  in  poetry  held  true, 
If  duly  weighed,  hoitls  iuit  in  painting  too  : 
Alike  to  profit,  and  delight  they  tend, 
The  means  may  vary,  but  the  fame  their  end. 
Alike  from  heav'n  congenial  mil  they  came, 
The  fame  their  labours,  and  their  praifc  the  fame  : 
Alike  by  turns  they  touch  the  confcious  heart, 
And  each  on  each  reflects  the  lights  of  art. 
You  nobler  youths  who  liften  to  my  lays, 
And  fcorn  by  vulgar  arts  to  merit  praife  : 
Look  cautious  round,  your  genius  nicely  know, 
And  mark  how  far  its  utmolt  ft  retch  will  g0  ; 
Pride,  envy,  hatred,  labour  to  conceal, 
And  fullen  prejudice,  arid  party-zeal ; 
Approve,  examine,  and  then  laft  believe— 
For  friends  miflead,  and  critics  Hill  deceive. 


Who  takes  his  cenfure,  or  his  praife  on  truft, 
Is  kind,  'tis  true,  but  never  can  be  juft.' 

But  where's  the  man  with  gen'rous  zeal  infpir'd, 
Dear  in  each  age,  in  ev'ry  art  admir'd  ? 
*  Blelt  with  a  genius  ftrong,  but  unconfin'cl, 
A  tprightly  wit,  with  fober  judgment  juin'd, 
A  love  of  learning,  and  a  patient  mind  ; 
A  vig'rous  fancy,  fuch  as  youth  requires, 
And  health,  and  eafe,  and  undiiturb'd  defires. 
Who  fparesno  pains  his  own  defects  to  know, 
Who  not  forgives,  but  ev'n  admires  a  foe  ; 
By  manners  fway'd,  which  ftealing  on  the  heart, 
Charm  more  through  eafe,  and  hnppinefs,  than  art. 
Such  Titian  was,  by  nature  form'd  to  ple;u,-, 
Bleft  in  his  fortunes,  born  to  live  at  eafe  : 
Who  felt  the  poet's,  or  the  painter's  fire, 
Now  dipped  the  pencil,  and  now  tun'd  the  lyre  : 
Of  gentleft  manners  in  a  court  refin'd, 
A  friend  to  all,  belov'd  of  all  mankind; 
The  f  mule's  glory,  as  a  monarch's  care, 
Dear  to  the  gay,  the -witty,  m.d  the  fair  ! 

But  ah  !  how  long  will  nature  ;ifk  to  give 
A  foul  like  his,  and  bid  a  Wonder  live  ? 
Rarely  a  Titian,  or  a  Pope  appears, 
The  forming  glory  of  a  thculand  years  ! 

A  proper  tafte  we  all  derive  ii\,m  heaven, 
VVou'd  ail  but  bleis,  and  manage  wh:it  is  giv'n. 
Some  fee  ret  impulie  moves  in  ev'ry  heart, 
And  nature's  pleas'd  with  gentle  Itrokes  of  art ; 
Moil  fouls,  'tis  true,  thi.-i  bit  fling  faintly  charms; 
A  diftr.nt  flame,  that  ratlier  fhines,  than  warms: 
Like  rziys,  through  wir.tery  ftrmms  rellc-cted,  falls 
Its  dubious  light,  in  glimin'iing  intervals. 

Like  Maro  mil  with  trembling  hand  dellgn 
Some  humble  work,  and  fludy  line  by  line  ; 
A  Roman  urn,  a  grove  encircled  bow'r, 
The  bluihing  cherry,  or  the  bending  flow'r. 

*  Sit  fir  tali's,  qzialis  fere  Japiens  apellari 
pcfjit,  nee  ?;:n ribvs  modo  pcrfittus^jetl  etiaiit,  fcien- 
t;a,  b5  omni  fa  cult  ate  dicc?idi,  qualis  fortajje  ad- 
hue  mmofuerit.  Quintilian. 

f  Titian  was  created  Con?2t  Palatine  by 
'Charles  V.  cmcl  mcft  intimately  acquainted  with 

'  "  i,  Arciine,  c  i\ 
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Gainful,  and  flow,  to  noble  nits  we  rife, 
And  long  long  labours  wait  the  glorious  prize  J 
Yet  by  degrees  your  Headier  hand  Ihall  give 
A  bolder  grace,  and  bid  each  object  live. 
So  in  the  depths  of.  fome  ieqaeiter'd  vale, 
The  weary  peafaut's  heart  begins  to  fail: 
Slowly  he  mounts  the  huge  high  cliff  with  pain, 
And  prays  in  thought  he  might  return  again : 
'Till  opening  all  at  once  beneath  his  eyes, 
The  verdant  trees,  and  glittering  turrets  rife  : 
He  fprings,  he  triumphs,  and  like  light'ning  flies. 
Ev'n  Raj.haef;.  feu'frorn  rude  euays  began, 
And  fhadpw'd  with  a  coal  his  iliapelels  man. 
Time  was,  when  Pope*  for  rhymes  would  knit  his 

brow, 
And  write  as  taftelefs  lines — as  I  do  now. 

'Tis  hard  a  fprightly  fancy  to  command, 
And  give  a  refpite  to  the  lab'ring  hand  ; 
Hard  as  our  eager  paffions  to  reftrain, 

L  priefts,  and  leif-denial  plead  in  vain  : 
When  pleafures  tempt,  and  inclinations  draw, 
When  vice  is  nature,  and  our  will  the  k\v. 
As  vain  we  ftrive  each  trivial  fault  to  hide, 
That  fhows  but  little  judgment,  and  more  pride. 
Like  fome  nice  prude,  ofFerifive  to  the  fight, 
*  Exaclnefs  gives  at.  beft  a  cold  delight ; 
Each  painful  ftroke  difgufts  the  lively  mind  ; 
For.  art  is  loft,  when  overmuch  refin'd. 
So  nice  reformers  their  own  faith  betray, 
And  fchool-di vines  uifunguiih  feiiie  away. 
To  err  is  mortal,  do  vvhate'er  we  can, 
Some  faulty  trifles  will  confeis  the  man. 
Dim  fpots  iuffufe  the  lamp  that  gilds  the  iky, 
If  nicely  trac'd  through  Galilaeo's  eye. 
Wifeft  are  they,  who  each  mad  whim  reprefs, 
And  ihun  grois  errors,  by  committii: 

Still  let  due  decencies  preferve  your  fai 
Nor  mu ft  the  pencil  (peak  the  mailer's  fha::,e. 
E?.ch  nobler  foul  in  every  a.^e  was  <  iv'n 
To  blifs  mankind,  for  arts  delcend  from  Heav'n* 
Gods  1  mall  we  then  their  pious  ufe  profane, 
T'  oblige  the  young, -the  noble,  or  the  vain  '. 
f  Whoever  meditates  fome  great  defign, 
Where  itrength  and  nature  dawn  at  ev'ry  line  ; 
Where  art  and  fancy  full  perfection  give, 
And  each  bold  figure  glows,  and  feems  to  live  : 
Where  lights  and  (hades  in  fweet  difunion  play, 
Rife  by  degrees,  or  by  degrees  decay  ; 
Far  let  him  flum  the  bufy  noile  of  life, 
Untouch'd  by  cares,  uncumber'd  with  a  wife. 
_Bear  him,  ye  mufes !  to  fequefter'd  woods, 
To  bow'ry  grottoes,  and  to  lilver  floods  I 
Where  peace  and    friendfliip  hold   their  gentle 

reign, 

And  love  unarm'd  fits  fmiling  on  the  plain. 
Where  nature's  beauties  varioully  unite, 
And  in  a  landfcape  open  on  the  ll 
W'here  contemplation  liftsjier  Iilent  eye, 
And  loft  in  vifion  travels  o'er  the  iky. 


*  Odiofa  euro,  eft— Optima  emm  funt  minim e 
accsrjita,  ^  fimplicilus  ab  ipfa  7  ft  fits 

fimilia.  Qiuntil.  Lil.  S.  Cap.  3.  in  Proem. 

f  Aptijftima  funt  in  hoc  nemora,  fylvtfque  ;  quod 
ilia  cceli  libertas.  locommq  ;  amcenitas  J'ub lirneni 
(tnimum,  rd*  beatiorem  fpiritum  parent,  Quin- 
tilUn. 


Soft  as  his  eafe  the  whifp'rir;g  zephyrs  blow, 
Calm  as  his  thoughts  the  gemie  waters  ilow : 
Hufh  d  are  his  cares,  extiudl  are  Cupid's  iires, 
And  reilleis  hopes,  and  impotent 'deiires. 

*  But  Nature  firi't  muft  be  your  darling  care  ; 
Unerring  Nature,  without  labour  fair. 

Art  from  this  fource  derives  her  true  defigns, 
And  fober  judgment  cautioufly  refines. 
No  look,  no  pofture  mufl  milliap'd  appear: 
Bold  be  the  work,  but  boldly  regular. 
When  mercy  pleads,  let  foftnefs  melt  the  eyes  ; 

.vnger  ftorms,  the  iwdllng  rauicles  rile, 
t  emotion  breathes  in  ibipie  love, 
rhe  heart  juft  feeras  to  beat,  the  eye  to  move. 
Gently,  ah  !  gently,  languor  feems  to  die, 
Now  drops  a  tear,  and  nmv  fteal$  out  a  ligh. 
Let  awful  Jove  his  lifted  thunders  wield; 
.,:ein  the  watery  field. 
Round  fmiling  Venus  draw  the  faithlefs  boy, 

:-ing  joy. 

But  /hould  you  dreis  a  nymph  in  monitrous  ruft°, 
Or  faintly  nun  profane  with  modi  Hi  fniuT: 

,  jol  will  cry,  O  horribly  atnili  1 
The  painter's  mad,  mend  that,  and  alter  this. 

From    heav'a    defcending,    beauteous  Nature 

came, 

One  clear  perfection,  one  eternal  flame, 
Whole  lovely  lights  on  ev'ry  object 
By  due  degrees,  yet  ftili  diftinguifh  all. 
Yet  as  the  belt  of  mortals  are  fome: 
N,ot  quite  exempt  from  folly  or  from  crimes ; 
There  are,  who  think  that  nature  is  not  free 
From  fome  few  fymptoms  of  deformity. 
Hence  fprings  a  doubt,  if  painters  may  be  thought 
To  err,  who  copy  nature  in  a  fault, 
Led  by  fome  fervile  rule,  whofe  powV  prevails 
On  imitation,  when  th'  example  fails. 
Poets  and  painters,  here  employ  your  fkill ; 
Be  this  the  do'ctrine  of  your  good  and  ill, 
Enough  to  pofe  the  critics  of  a  nation, 
Nice  as  the  rules  of  Puritan-falvation. 

f  Yet  if  the  feeds  of  art  we  nicely  trace  ; 
There  dawns  a  heav'nly,  all-infpiring  grace, 
No  tongue  exprefles  it,  no  rule  contains; 
(The  glorious  caufe  unfeen)  th'  cftecT:  remains; 
Fram'd  in  the  brain,  it  flows  with  eafy  art, 
Steals  on  the  fenfe,  and  wins  the  yielding  heart. 
A  pleafmg  vigour  mixt  with-boldnefs  charms, 
Ai.d  h;;ppinets  completes  what  padlon  warms, 

\  Nor  is  it  thought  a  trifle,  to  exprefs 
The  various  fliapes,  and  foldings  of  the  drefs, 
With  graceful  eafe  the  pencil  to  command, 
And  copy  nature  with  a  hafty  hand.  . 
Through  the  clear  robe  the  fwelling  mufcles  rife, 
Or  heaving  breafts,  that  decently  furprife ; 

*  Vidcantur  omnia   ex    Datura  reruni*  bomi- 

numque  Jinere Hoc  opus,  hie  labor  ejl ;  Jine 

quo,    ceetera    nitda,    JtJUfta,    infinna,    i)/grata. 
Qjiiintil.  Lib.  6.  cap.,?.. 

f  Tradi  omnia,  qua  ars  cfficit,  non  poflTunt. 

Quintil.  Lib.  8.  cap.  ic. 
Vide  etiam  qua  fequuntur  de  PiSlore. 
\   t\on  refert  quid  facias^  fed  quo  locc.     Nam 
ornatus  otmi.is  non  tamfuat  qvam  rei  cm  adhibc- 
tur,  cdndltione  conftat. 

.    "  Quintil,  Lib.  II.  cap.  i. 


THE   WORKS    OF  HARTE. 


As  feme  coy  vrgin  with  dejected  mien 
Conceals  her  charms,  yet  hopes  they  may  be  feen. 
*  Be  ev'ry  perfon's  proper  habit  kriown, 
Peculiar  to  his  age.  or  (ex  alone. 
3n  flowing  robes  the  monarch  fweeps  along1, 
Xarge  are  the  foldings,  natural,  and  ftrong : 
Wide  ample  lights  in  fpreading  glories  play, 
And  here  contrafted,  deeper  (hades  decay. 
Ihe  virgin-pow'rs  who  haunt  the  filver  floods, 
And  hoary  hills,  and  confecrated  woods, 
Soft  ftrokes,  and  graceful  negligence  demand, 
The  nice  refultance  of  an  eafy  hand  ; 
Loofe  to  the  winds  their  airy  garments  fly 
l_ike  fiimy  dews,  too  fender  for  the  eye. 

But  ere  theie  charms  are  to  perfection  wrought, 
Adapted  manuals  murt'be  nicely  fought. 
Gay  vivid  colours  muft  the  draught  infpire, 
Kow  me.lt   with  fweetnefs,  and  now  burn  with 

fire, 

A  northern  fky  muft  aid  the  fteady  fight, 
Elfe  the  (hades  alter  with  the  trandent  light. 
Methinks  the  loaded  table  (lands  difplay'd, 
Each  nicer  vale  "in  myftic  order  laid. 
Here  oce'an'i  miftrefs  heaps  around  her  fliells 
Beauteous,  and  recent  from  the  fea-green  cells; 
rJ  he  ta;  er  pencils  here  are  rang'd  apart, 
There  chalk,  lead', 'vials, 'and  looie  fchemesof  art. 
So  when  bold  Churchill  with  a  gen'ral's  care, 
JLyes>  hi>  biave  Britons  crowding  to  the  war  ; 
"VI  atchful,  and  filent  move  the  duteous  bands, 
One  look   excites  them,    and   one   breath   com 
mands. 

Hail  happy  Painting  !  to  confirm  thy  fway, 
Ocean  and  air  thei'r  various  tributes  pay. 
The  purple  f  n<lect  fj. reads  her  wings  to  thee, 
Wafts  o'er  the  breeze,  or  glitters  on  the  tree. 
lEarth's  winding  veins  unnumber'd  trealures  hold, 
And  the  warm  champian  ripens  into  gold. 
A  clearer  blue  the  lazuli  beftows, 
Here  urnber  deepens,  there  vermilion  glows, 
por  thee,  her  tender  greens  and  flow'rets  riiCj 
Whofe  colours  change  in  evei'-mingling  dyes ; 
Hv'n  thofe  fair  groves  (for  Eden  firft  defign'd) 
Weep  in  foft  fragrance  through  their  balmy  rind  : 
Tranfparent  tears  !,  that  glitter  as  they  run, 
Waim'd  with  the  blulhes  of  the  rifing  fun. 

•  Here  ceafe  my  fong — a4 gentler  theme  infpires 
Each  tender  thought,  and  wakes  the  lover's  fires. 
Ono?  more  your  aid  celerlial  rmifes. bring  ; 
Sacred  the  lays  !  nof  to  the  deaf  we  (ing. 

J  Jn  ancient  Greece  there   liv'd,  \inknown  to 

fame, 

A  nymph,  and  Mimicina  was  her  name. 
Smit  by  a  neighb'ring  youth  betimes  Die  fell 
"Victim  to  love,  and  bade  the  we  rid  farewell. 
Thoughtful  and  dull  (he  pin'd  her  bloom  away 
3n  lonely  groves,  nor  law  the  cheerful  day.-    " 


*  Redder  f  per/ona  fcit  fon-vcnientia  caique 
Refpicere  exempmr  vit<e  mcrvmque,  jitb.ebo 
Jjiflum  itnitatoretn. 

Horat.  ate  Art.  Poet 

•f  The  Co  din  eel. 

\  This  Jlory,  with  federal  others,  is  merit  ionet 
iy  mijl  ancient  writers*  1  ka^t  chojen  it  ay  th( 
woft  pottual. 


This  might  be  borne— but  lo  !  her  lovely  (wain 
Muft 'part,  ah,  never  to  return  again  I 
One  mutual  kifs  muft  mutual  paffion  fever, 
One  look  divide  'em,  and  divide  for  ever  i 
See,  now  (he  lies  abandon'd  to  defpair, 
And  to  rude  winds  unbinds  her  flowing  hair  j 
Beauteous  neglect !  when  melting  to  her  woes,, 
A  fylvan  maid  from  her  dark  grotto  rofe: 
[Long  had  fhe  view'd  the  folitary  fair, 
Her  bleeding  bofom  heav'd  with  equal  care) 
A  heav'nly  picture  in  her  hand  fhe  bore, 
She  fmil'd,  (he  gave  it,  and  was  feen  no  more— » 
Pleas*d  Mimicina,  fpeechlefs  with  furprife, 
£y'd  the  fair  form,  and  lightning  of  the  eyes  : 
She  knew-  -and  figh.ng  gave  a  tender  kits; 
Her  noble  paffion  was  content  with  this: 
No  more  his  abfence,  or  her  woesdeplor'd, 
And  as  the  living,  (he  the  dead  ador'd. 

Thus  Painting  rofe,  to  nourilli  foft  defires, 
And  gentle  hopes,  and  friendfliip's  purer  fires  J 
Thus  ftill  the  lover  muft  his  nymph  adore, 
And  figh  to  charms,  that  ought  to  charm  no  more. 
Thus  when  thefe  eyes,  with  kind  illufions  bleft, 
Survey  each  grace  Pathenia  once  polTeft  : 
Her  winning  fweetnefs,  and  attractive  eafe, 
And  gentle  fmiles  that  never  fail'd  to  pleafe ; 
Heav'ns !  how  my  fancy  kindles  at  the  view, 
And  my  fond  heart  relents,  and  bleeds  anew  ! 
Fair  faithlefs  virgin  !  with  conitraint  unldnd, 
Mifled  by  duty,  and  through  cuftom  blind  : 
Perhaps  ev'n  now,  from  pride  and  int'reft  free, 
Thoa  fhar'ft  each  pang  of  all  I  felt  for  thee  ; 
Ah,  no-- -my  pray'rs,  my  tears,  my  vows  refign, 
Alas,  'tis  ndw  a  crime  to  call  me  thine, 
To  act  the  tenders  or  the  friendly  part ; 
No — hate,  forget  me,  tear  me  from  thy  heart. 

Yet  ftill  thy  fmiles  in  breathing  paint  infpire, 
Still  thy  kind  glances  fet  my  foul  on  fire. 
Thither  each  hour  I  lift  my  thoughtful  eye, 
Now  drop  a  tear,  now  foftly  breathe  a  figh  ; 
Sacred  'tilldeath  my  gentleft  vows  (hall  be, 
And  the  lad  gafp  of  life  be  breath'd  for  thee ! 

You  too,  O  Sculpture,  fliall  exalt  my  lays, 
Pictura's  lifter-candidate  fot  praife  ! 
Soft  Raphael's  air  divine,  *  Antonio  (hows ; 
And  all  Le  Brun  in  mimic  *  Picart  glows. 
Hither  ye  nations,  now  direct  your  eyes, 
Rife  crowri'd  with  luftre,  gentle  Albion  rife  ! 
Now  thy  foft  Hollar,  now  thy  Smith  appears, 
A  faultlefs  pattern  to  fucceeding  years ; 
There    f    facred  domes   in  length'ning  Vifta's 

charm, 
And  Britiih  beauties  here  for  ever  warm, 

Moft  painters  of  lefs  judgment,  than  caprice, 
Are  like  old  maidens  ini'amoiifly  nice  : 
It  matters  nought  if  rules  be  faife  or  true, 
All  fliould  be  modifh,  whimfical  and  new  ; 
Fond  of  each  change,  the  prefent  ftill  they  praife. 
So  women  love— and  actors  purchafe  plays. 
As  if  felf-love,  or  popular  offence, 
Receiv'd  a  fandlion  to  miflead  our  fcnfe  j 


.  **  Two  engravers,  famous  for  their  prints  co* 
pied  from  Raphael  and  Le  Brun. 

|  Alluding    to  Hollar's  etchings  in  the  Jfa- 


AN    ESSAY   ON    PAINTING. 


€2? 


©r  party-notions,  vapours,  faith,  and  zeal 
Were  all,  at  proper  times,  infallible. 
True  wit,  and  true  religion  are  but  one, 
Though  fome  pervert  *em,  and  ev'n  mod  have 

none. 

Who  thinks  what  others  never  thought  before, 
Acts  but  juft  that  his  fons  will  act  no  more. 
Yet  on  a  time,  when  vig'rous  thoughts  demand, 
Indulge  a  warmth,  and  prompt  the  daring  hand  : 
On  purpofe  deviate  from  the  laws  of  art, 
And  boldly  dare  to  captivate  the  heart ; 
Breafts  warm'd   to   rapture   (hall  applaud   your 

fire, 

May  difapprove  you,  but  mail  ftill  admire. 
The  Grecian  artift,  at  one  dafti,  fupply'd 
What  patient  touches  and  flow  art  deny'd. 
So  when  pale  Florio  in  the  gloomy  grove 
Sits  fadly  mufing  on  the  plagues  of  love, 
When  hopes  and  fears  dittract  his  tim'rous  mind, 
And  fancy  only  makes  the  nymph  unkind  : 
Defp'rate  at  laft  he  rufhes  from  the  (hade, 
By  force  and  warm  addrefs  to  win  the  maid  : 
His  brifk  attack  the  melting  nymph  receives 
With  equal  warmth,  he  prefles,  fhe  forgives  ; 
One  moment  crowns  whole  tedious  years  of  pain, 
And  endlefs  griefs,  and  health  conium'd  in  vain. 

Of  ey'ry  beauty  that  confpires  to  charm 
Man's  nicer  judgment,  and  his  genius  warm, 
To  juft  invention  be  the  glory  giv'n, 
A  particle  of  light  deriv'd  from  hcav'n. 
Unnumber'd  rules  t'  improve  the  gift  are  mown 
By  ev'ry  critic,  to  procure  it,  none. 

Some  colours  often  to  the  reft  impart 
New  graces,  more  through  happinefs,  than  art. 
This  nicely  ftudy'd,  will  your  fame  advance, 
The  greateft  beauties  leldom  come  by  chance. 

Some  gaze  at  ornament  alone,  and  then 
So  value  paint,  as  women  value  men. 
It  matters  nought  to  talk  of  truth,  or  grace, 
Religion,  genius,  cultoms,  time,  and  place. 
So  judge  the  vain,  and  young  ;  nor  envy  we  : 
They  cannot  think  indeed — but  they  may  fee. 
Exceffive  beauty,  like  a  flam  of  light, 
Seems  more  to  weaken,  than  to  pleafe  the  fight. 
In  one  gay  thought  luxuriant  Ovid  writ, 
And  Voiture  tires  us,  but  with  too  much  wit. 

Some  all  their  value  for  Grotefque  exprefs, 
Beauty  they  prize,  but  beauty  in  excefs : 
Where  each  gay  figure  feems  to  glare  apart, 
Without  due  grace,  proportion,  (hades,  or  art. 
(The  fad  remains  of  Goths  in  ancient  times, 
And  rev'rend  dullnefs,  and  religious  rhymes) 
So  youthful  poets  ring  their  mufic  round 
On  one  eternal  harmony  of  found. 
*'  The  lines  are  gay,"  and  whoioe'er  pretends 
To  learch  for  more,  mittakes  the  writer's  ends. 

Colours,  like  words,  with  equal  care  are  fought, 
Thele  pleafe   the,  fight,    and   tho("e  exprefs   the 

thought, 

But  moft  of  all,  the  landfcape  feems  to  pleafe 
With  calm  repofe,  and  rural  images. 
Sec,  in  due  lights  th'  obedient  objects  (land, 
As  happy  eaie  exalts  the  matter's  hand. 
See,  abient  rocks  hang  trembling  in  the  fky, 
See,  diftant  mountains  vaniih  from  the  eye  j 
A  darker  verdure  ftains  the  duiky  woods  : 
floats  the  grewi  lhadow  in  th«  filyer  flo'xls  j 


Fair  vifionary  worlds  furprlfe  the  view, 
And  fancy  forms  the  golden  age  a-new. 

True  juft  defigns  will  merit  honour  ftill ; 
Who  begins  well,  can  fcarcely  rinifh  ill. 
Unerring  truth  muft  guide  your  hand  aright, 
Art  without  this  is  violence  to  fi^ht. 

The  nrft  due  poftures  of  each  figure  trace 
In  fwelling  out-line>  with  an  eafy  grace. 
But  the  prime  perfon  moitly  will  demand 
Th'  unweary'd  touches  of  thy  patient  hand  : 
There  thought,  and  boldnefs,  ftrength,  and  art 

confpire, 

The  crifc's  judgment,  and  the  painter's  fire  j 
It  lives,  it  moves,  it  fwells  to  meet  the  eye  : 
Behind  the  mingling  groups  in  ibfter  (hadows  die, 

Ni-ver  with  felf-defign  your  merits  raife. 
Nor  let  your  tongue  be  echo  to  your  praile. 
To  wifer  heads  commit  fuch  points  as  thefe, 
A  modeft  blufh  will  tell  how  much  they  pleafe. 

In  days  of  yore,  a  prating  lad,  they  fay, 
Met  glorious  Reubens  journeying  on  the  way  : 
Sneering    and  arch,  he  (hakes  his  empty  head, 
(For  half-learn'd  boys  will  talk  a  Solon  dtad) 
Your  fervant,  good  Sir  Paul,  why,  what,  the  devil, 
The  world  to  you  is  more  than  fairly  civil ; 
No  life,  no  gufto  in  your  pieces  fliine, 
Without  decorum,  as  without  defign-— 

Sedate  to  this  the  heav'n-born  arti  t  fmil'd, 
"  Nor  thine  nor  mine  to  fpeak  our  praife,  my 

"  child! 

"  Each  (hall  expofe  hisbeft  to  curious  eyes, 
"  And  let  th'  impartial  world  adjuft  the  prize. 

Let  the  foft  colours  fweeten  and  unite 
To  one  juft  form,  as  all  were  made,  or  light. 

Nothing  fo  frequent  charms  th'  admiring  eyes 
As  well-tim'd  fancy,  and  a  fvveet  furprife. 

*  So  when  the  Grecian  labonr'd  to  difclofe 
His  niceft  art,  a  mimic  lark  arofe  : 
The  fellow-birds  in  circle;  round  it  play'd, 
Knew  their  own  kind,  and  warbled  to  a  (hade. 
So  Vandervaart  in  later  times  excell'd, 
And  nature  liv'd  in  what  our  eyes  beheld, 
f  He  too  can  oft,  (in  optics  deeply  read) 
A  noon-day  darknefs  o'er  his  chamber  fpread. 
The  traniient  objects  fudden  as  they  pafs 
O'er  the  fmall  convex,  of  the.  vifual  glafs, 
Transferred  from  thence  by  magic's  powerful  call., 
Shine  in  quick  glories  on  the  gloomy  wall ; 
Groves,  mountains,  rivers,  men,  furprife  the  fight, 
Trembles  the  dancing  world,  and  fwims  the  wavy 

light. 

f  Each  varying  figure  in  due  place  difpofe, 
Thefe  boldly  heighten,  touch  but  faintly  thofc. 
Contiguous  objects  place  with  judgment  nigh, 
Each  due  proportion  (welling  oil  the  eye. 


*  See  Pliny's  Natural  Hi/lory,  lib.  35.  cap   10. 

f  This  practice  is  of  no  late  invention.  JS.ip- 
tijia  Porta,  <who  jlourijhed  about  the  year  1500, 
gives  an  ingenious  account  of  it  in  his  Natural 
Magic,  lib.  17.  How  ufeful  this  may  be  to  young 
pai?iterS)  is  not  my  province  to  determine. 

\    Singvla   qmeque  lucum   teneant  fortita  de- 
center. 
Hoc  atnat  nbjctirt'mt  vult  hocfub  luce  <videri. 
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Remotev  views  infenfiWy  decay, 
And  lights,  and  fhadows  fweetly  drop  away. 
In  bluifli  white  the  farthefl  mounts  arife, 
5Jteal  from  the  eye,  and  melt  into  the  fkies. 
Hence  facred  domes  iu  lengthening  ifles  extend, 
Round  columns  fwell,  and  riling  arches  bend  : 
Cbluwer  views  in  fide-long  Villa's  glance, 
And  bending  groves  in  fancy  fecin  to  dance. 

Two  equal  lights  defcending  from  the  Iky, 
P'erpow'r  each  other,  and  confufe  the  eye. 

The  greater!  pleafures  tire  the  molt,  and  fuch 
Still  end  in  vices  if  enjoy'd  too  much. 
Though  painters  often  to  the  fliades  retire, 
Yet  too  long  eafe  but  ferves  to  qu  ?nch  the  fire. 
"Wing'd  with  new  praife,  metriinks  diey  boldly  fly 
O'er  airy  Alps,  and  teem  to  touch  the  iky. 
Still  true  to  fame,  here  well-wrought  bulls  decay, 
Jligh  turrets  nod,  and  arches'1  fink  away. 
Ev'n  the   bare  walls,   whofe    breathing    figures 

glow'd 

With  each  warm  ftroke  that  living  art  beftow'd, 
Or  flaw  decay,  or  hostile  time  invades, 
And  all  in  filence  the  fair  frefco  fades. 
Each  image  yet  in  fancy'd  thoughts  we  view, 
And  Ir.H^T  idea  forms  the  fcene  a-new  : 
Deiutive',  me,  Paulo's  free  ftroke  fupplies, 
Revives   the  face,    and   points   th'    enlight'ning 

'Tis  thought  each  fcience,  but  in  part,  can  boaft 

'i  of  toils  for  human  life  at  mofl  : 
(So  vait  is  art !)  if  this  remark  prove  true, 
Tis  dang'rous  fure  to  think  at  once 'of  two, 
And  hard  to  judge  if  greater  praife  there  be 
To  pleafe  in  painting,  or  in  poetry ; 
Yet  painting  lives  lef.i  injur'd,  or  confin'd, 
True  to  th'  idea  of  the  in  after 's  mind  : 
In  ev'ry  nation  are  her  beauties  known, 
In  ev'ry  age  thf  language  is  her  own  : 
Nor  time,  nor  change  ditniniih  from  her  fame  ; 
Her  charms  are.  univerfal:  and  the  fame. 
P,  could  fuch  bleflings  wait  the  poet's  lays, 
New  beauties  Hill,  and  ftill  eternal  praife  ! 
Ev'n  though  the  mufes  ev'ry  ftrain  infpire, 
Exalt  his  voice,  and  animate  his  lyre  : 
Ev'n  though  their  art  each  imuge  fboivd  combine 
In  one  clear  light,  one  harmony  divine; 
Yet.ah,  how  foon  the  cafual  blifs  decays, 
How  great  the  pains,  how  tranfient  is  the  praife  ! 
Language,  frail  flow'r^is  in  a  moment  loft, 
(That  only  product  human  wit  can  boaft) 
Now  gay  in  youth,  its  early  honours  rife, 
Now  hated,  curft,  it  fades  away,  and  dies. 

Yet  verfe  firft  rofe  to  foften  human  kind, 
To  mend  their  manners,  and  exalt  their  mind. 
See,  favage  beads  {land  lift'ning  to  the  lay, 
And  men  more  furious,  and  more  wild  than  they; 
Ev'n  fhapelefs  trees  a  fecond  birth  receive, 
Rocks  move  to  form,  and  ftatues  feem  to  live. 
Immortal  Homer  felt  the  facred  rage, 
And  pious  Orpheus  taught  a  barb'rous  age  ; 
Succeeding  painters  thence  deriv'd  their  light, 
And   durit  no    mure   than   thofe    vouchfaf'cl    to 

write. 

At  lal  t'  adorn  the  gentler  arts,  appears 
Illuftrious  Xeuxis  from  a  length  of  years. 
Parrhalius'  hand  with  foft'ning  ftrokes  exprefl 
The  nervous  motions,  and  the  folded  veil ; 


Pregnant  of  life  his  rounded  figures  niV-, 
With  ftrong  relievo  fweliirig-  on  the  eyesi 
Evenor  bold,  with  fair  Apelies  came, 
And  happy  Nicias  crown'd  with  deathlefs  fame, 

At  length  from  Greece,  of  impious  arms  afraid, 
Painting  withdrew,  and  fought  th'  Italian  lhade  ; 
What  time  each  fcience  met  its  due  regard, 
And  patrons  took  a  pleafure  to  reward. 
But  ah,  how  foon  muft  glorious  times  decay, 
One  tranfient  joy,  juft  known,  and  fnatch'd  away! 
By  the  fame  foes,  which  painting  fhunn'd  before, 
Ev'n  here  me  bleeds,  and  arts  expire  once  more. 
Eafe,  luft,  and  pleafures  (hake  a  feeble  ftate, 
Gothic  invafions,  and  domeftic  hate  ; 
Time's  flow  decays,  what  thefe  ev'n  fpare,  con- 
fume, 
And  Rome  lies  bury'd  in  the  depths  of  Rome  ! 

Long  flumber'd  Painting  in  a  ftupid  trance 
Of  heavy  zeal,  and  Monkim  ignorance  : 
(When  faith  itfel'f  for  mere  dispute  was  giv'n, 
Subtile  was  wife,  and  wranglers  went  to  heav'n.) 
Till  glorious  *  Cimabue  reftor'd  her  crown, 
And  dipp'd  the  pencil,  ftudious  of  renown. 
Mafaccio  taught  the  iinifli'd  piece  to  live, 
And  added  ev'ry  grace  of  perfpeclive. 
Exact  correctnefj  Titian's  hand  beiiow'd, 
-Vnd  Vinci's  ftroke  with  living  labour  glow'd. 
iSext  Julio  role,  who  ev'ry  language  knew, 
Ljv'd  o'er  each  age,  and  look'd  all  nature  through. 

In  happy  Paulo  ftrength  and  art  confpire, 
The  graces  pleafe  us,  and  the  mufes  fire. 

Each  nobler  fecret  others  boaft  alone, 
By  curious  toil  Cr.racci  made  his  own  : 
Raphael's  nice  judgment,  Angela's  defign, 
Correggio's  warmth,  and  Guide's  pleafing  line. 
Thrice  glorious  times,  when  ev'ry  fcience  charms, 
When  rap 'cure  Sifts  us,  and  religion  waims'I 
Vocal  to  heav'n  the  fwelling  organs  bl 
A  mriiler  confort  aids  the  notes  below  ; 
Above,  around  the  pictur'd  faints  appear, 
And  lift'ning  feraphs  fmile  and  bend  to  hear. 

Thence  Painting,  by  fome  happy  genius  led, 
O'er  the  cold  north  in  How  approaches  fpread. 
Ev'n  Britain's  ifle  that  blufli'd  with  hoitile  gore, 
Rcceiv'd  her  laws,  unknown  to  yield  before  ; 
Relenting  now,  her  favage  heroes  fland, 
And  melt  at  ev'ry  ftroke  from  Reuben's  hand. 
Still  in  his  right  the  graceful  Jervas  fways, 
Sacred  to  beauty,  and  the  fair  one's  praife, 
Whofe  breathing  paint  another  life  fupplies, 
A.nd  calls  new  wonders  forth  from  Mordaunt's  eyes. 
And  Thornhill,  gcn'rous  as  his  art,  defig'n'd 
At  once  to  profit  and  to  pleafe  mankind. 
Thy    dome,    O    Paul's,     which   heav'nly    views 

adorn, 

Shall  guide  the  hands  of  painters  yet  unborn  ; 
Each  melting  ftroke  fliali  foreign  eyes  engage, 
And  fliine  unrifall'd  through  a  future  age. 

Hail,  happy  artifts !  in  eternal  lays 
The  kindred-mules  thai!  record  your  praife  ; 
Whole  heav'nly  aid  infpir'd  you  tint  to  rife, 
And  fix'd  your  fame  immortal  in  the  ikies  ; 


*  Giovanni  Cimabtte,  born  at    'Florence  in 
year  1^40  ;  he  was  the  fi.-it  perfin  who  r 
painting  after  its  unfortunate  f-+" 
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There  fur.e  to  laft,  till  nature's  felf  expires, 
Increasing    ftill,     and    crown'd    \vith    clearer 

fires : 

High-rais'd  above  the  blafts  of  public  breath, 
The  voice  of  hatred,  and  th.j  ith. 

Ah,  thus  for  ever  may  my  numbers  mine, 
Bold  as  your  thoughts,  but  eafy  as  your  line  ! 
Then  might  the  mufe  to  diflant  ages  five, 
Contract  new  beauty,  and  new  praife  receiTe  : 
Freiii  frrength,  and  light  ev'n  time  itielf  be'ftow, 
Soften  each  line,  and  bid  the  thought  to 
(Fame's  fecond  life)  whofe  lafting'glory  fears 
Nor  change,  nor  envy,  nor  devouring  years. 


Then  mould  thefe  flrains  to  Pembroke's  hand 

be  born — 

Whom  native  graces,  gentle  arts  adorn, 
Honour  unfliaken,  piety  refign'd, 
A  love  of  learning,  and  a  gen'rous  mind. 

Yet,  if  by  chance,  enamour'd  of  his  praife. 
Some  nobler  bard  fhail  rife  in  future  days, 
(When  from  his  Wilton  walls  the  ftrokes  decay. 
And  all  art's  fair  creation  dies  away  : 
Or  folid  (tatues,  faithlefs  to  their  truft, 
Li  i'lence  fink,  to  mix  with  vulgar  dull;) 
Ages  to  corne  ihall  Pembroke's  fame  adore, 
Dear  to  the  mufe,  till  Homer  be  no  more. , 


AN    ESSAY    ON    SATIRE; 


PARTICULARLY  ON  THE  DUNCIAD. 


ARGUMENT. 

I,  THE  origin  and  ufe  o:  Satire.     The  excellency 
of  Epic  Satire  above  others,  as  adding  example 
to  precept,  and  animating  by  fable  and  fenfible 
images.      Epic    Satire    compared    with    Epic 
Poem,  and  wherein   they  differ :  Of  their  ex 
tent,  action,  unities,  epifodes,  and  the  nature  of 
their  morals.     Of  parody  ;  of  the  ftyle,  figures, 
and  wit  proper  to  this  fort  or  poem,  and  the  fu- 
perior  talents  requilite  to  excel  in  it. 

II.  The  characters  of  the  feveral  authors  of  Sa 
tire,     i.  The  ancients  ;  Homer,  Simonides,  Ar- 
chilochus,  Ariftophanes,  Menippu.%  Ennius,  Lu- 
cilius,  Varro,   Horace,  Perfius,  Petronius,  Ju 
venal,  Lucian,   the   Emperor  Julian.     2.  The 

rns;  Taftbne,  Coccaius,  Rabelais,  Regnier, 
eau,  Dryden,  Garth,  Pope. 

JIT.  From  the  practice  of  all  the  befr  writers  and 
i  i  every  age  and  nation,  the  moral  juftice 
of  Satire  in  general,  and  of  this  .fort  in  parti 
cular  is  vindicated.     The  necefllty  of  it  mown 
in  this  age  more  especially,  and  why  bad  writ 
ers  are  at  prefent  the  moft  proper  objects  of* 
Satire.     The  true  caufes  of  bad  writers.     Cha-  | 
racters  of  feveral  forts  of  them  now  abounc 
envious  critic*,  furious  pedants,  fecret  libe: 
obfcene  ]  'vocates  for  corruption,  \ 

fers  at  religion,  writers  for  deifm,  deiilical  ai.d 
anian-clergymen.  | 

Application  of  the  whole  difcourfe  to  the  Dun-  ] 
ciad  ;  concluding  with  an  addrefs  to  the  author 
of  it. 

T1  exalt  the  foul,  or  make  the  heart  fincere, 

To  arm  our  lives  with  honeifry  fevcre, 

To  lhake  the  wretch  beyond  the-reach  of  law, 

Deter  the  young,  and  touch  the  bold  with  awe, 

To  raiie  the  fall'n,  to  hear  the  Hif/erer*s  cries, 

And  fauctify  the  virtues  of  thr 

Old  Satire  rofe  from  probity  of  mind, 

The  noble  ft  ethics  to  reform  mankind. 

As  Cynthia's  orb  excels  the  gems  of  night : 
So  Epic  Satire  mines  diftinctly  bright. 
Here  genius  lives,  and  ftrength  in  every  part, 
-•hts  and  (hades,  and  fancy  fix'd  by  art, 


A  fecond  beauty  in  its  nature  lies, 

It  gives  not  things,  but  beings  to  our  eyes, 

Life,  fubitance,  fpirit  animate  the  whole  ; 

Fiction  and  fable  are  the  fenfe  and  foul. 

The  common  dulnefs  of  mankind,  array'd 

In  pomp,  here  lives  and  breathes,  a  wond'rons 

maid : 

The  poet  decks  her  with  each  unknown  grace, 
Clears  her  dull  brain,  and  brightens  her  dark  face; 
See  !  Father  Chaos  o'er  his  firit-born  nod«, 
And  Mother  Night,  in  rnajefly  of  gods  ! 
See  Quer.no's  throne,  by  hands  pontific  rife, 
•  And  a  fool's  Pandasmonium  ftrike  our  eyes  ! 
Ev'n  what  on  C — 1  the  public  bounteous  pours, 
Is  fablimated  here  to  golden  Ihow'rs. 

A  Dunciad  or  a  Lutiin  is  complete, 
And  one  in  action  ;  ludicroufly  great. 
Each  wheel  rolls  round  in  due  degrees  offeree; 
E'en  epifodes  are  needful,  or  of  courfe  : 
Of  courfe,  when  things  are  virtually  begun 
E'er  the  firft  ends,  the  Father  and  the  Son  : 
Or  elfe  fo  needful,  and  exactly  grac'd, 
That  nothing  is  ill-iuited,  or  ill-plac'd. 

True  epic's  a  vaft  world,  and  this  a  fmall; 
One  has  its  proper  beauties,  and  one  all. 
Like  Cynthia,  one  In  thirty  days  appears, 
Like  Saturn  one,  rolls  round  in  thirty  years. 
There  opens  a  wide  tract,  a  length  of  floods, 
A  height  of  mountains,  and  a  wafte  of  woods : 
Here  but  one  fpot ;  nor  leaf,  nor  green  depart 
From  ruks  ;  e'en  nature  feems  the  child  of  art. 
As  unities  in  epic  works  app 
So  mull  they  fliinein  full  diflinction  here. 
Ev'n  the  warm  Iliad  flioves  with  flower  pow'rs; 
That  forty  days  demands,  this  forty  hours. 

Each  other  Satire  humbler  arts  has  known, 
Content  with  meaner  beauties,  though  its  own  : 
Enough  for  that,  if  rugged  in  its  courfe 
The  verfe  but  rolls  with  vehemence  and  force ; 
Or  nicely  pointed  in  th'  Horatinn  way 
Wounds  keen,  like  Syrens  mifchievoufly  gay. 
Here,  all  has  xvit,  yet  muft  that  wit  be  ftrong, 
Beyond  the  turns  of  epigram  or  fong. 
The  thought  n nut  rife  exactly  from  the  vice,, 
yet  firafii'd,  clear,  and  yet  conciie. 
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One  harmony  muft  firft  with  laft  unite  ; 

As  all  true  paintings  have  their  place  and  light. 

Tranfitions  muft  be  quick,  and  yet  defign'd, 

Not  made  to  fill,  but  juft  retain  the  mind  : 

And  fimiles,  like  meteors  of  the  night, 

Juft  give  one  flafh  of  momentary  light. 

As  thinking  makes  the  foul,  low  things  expreft 
In  high-rais'd  terms,  define  a  Dunciad  beft. 
Books  and  the  man  demands  as  much,  or  more, 
Than  he  who  xvander'd  to  the  Latian  more  : 
For  here  (eternal  grief  to  Duns's  foul, 

And  B 's  thin  ghoft  I)  the  part  contains  the 

whole : 

Since  in  mock-epic  none  fucceeds,  but  he 
Who  taftes  the  whole  of  epic  poefy. 

The  moral  muft  be  clear  and  underftood ; 
But  finer  ftill,  if  negatively  good  : 
Blafpheming  Capaneus  obliquely  (hows 
T'  adore  thofe  gods  ^Eneas  fears  and  knows. 
A  fool's  the  hero ;  but  the  poet's  end 
Is,  to  be  candid;  modeft,  and  a  friend. 

Let  claffic  learning  fanctify  each  part, 
Not  only  fhow  your  reading,  but  your  art. 

The  charms  of  parody,  like  thofe  of  wit, 
If  well  contrafted,  never  fail  to  hit ; 
One  half  jn  light,  and  one  in  darknefs  dreft, 
(For  contraries  oppos'd  ftill  fhine  the  beft.) 
When  a  cold  page  half  breaks  the  writer's  heart-, 
By  this  it  warms,  and  brightens  into  art. 
When  rhet'ric  glitters  with  too  pompous  pride, 
By  this,  like  Circe,  'tis  undeify'd. 
So  Berecynthia,  while  her  offspring  vie 
Jn  homage  to  the  mother  of  the  fky, 
(Deck'd  in  rich  robes,  of  trees,  and  plants,  and 

flow'rs, 

And  crown'd  illuftrious  with  an  hundred  tow'rs) 
O'er  all  Parnaffus  cafts  her  eyes  at  once, 
And  fees  an  hundred  fons— and  each  a  Dunce. 

The  language  next :  from  hence  new  pleafure 

fprings ; 

For  ftyles  are  dignify'd,  as  well  as  things. 
Though  fenfe  fubfifts,  diftinct  from  phrafe  or  found, 
Yet  gravity  conveys  a  furer  wound. 
The  chymic  fecret  which  your  pains  would  find, 
Breaks  out,  unfought  for,  in  Cervantes'  mind ; 
And  Quixot's  wiidnefs,  like  that  king's  of  old, 
Turns  all  he  touches  into  pomp  and  gold. 
Yet  in  this  pomp  difcretion  muft  be  had  ; 
Tho'  grave,  not  ftiff ;   tho'  whimfical,  not  mad: 
In  works  like  thele,  if  fuftian  might  appear, 
Mock-epics,  Blackmore,  would  not  coft  thee  dear. 

We  grant  that  Butler  ravifhes  the  heart, 
As  Shakfpeare  foar'd  beyond  the  reach  of  art ; 
(For  nature  form'd  thofe  poets  without  rules, 
To  fill  the  world  with  imitating  fools.) 
What  burleique  could,  was  by  that  genius  done  ; 
Yet  faults  it  has,  irapoflible  to  fhun : 
Th'  unchanging  ftrain  for  want  of  grandeur  cloys, 
And  gives  too  oft  the  horfe-laugh  mirth  of  boys : 
The  fhort-legg'd  verfe,  and  double  -gingling  found, 
So  q.uick  furpnfe  us,  that  our  heads  run  round  : 
Yet  m  this  work  peculiar  life  prefides, 
And  wit,  for  all  the  world  to  glean  befides. 

Here  paufe,  my  mufe,  too  daring  and  too  young  ! 
Nor  raflily  aim  at  precepts  yet  unfung. 
Can  man  the  mafter  of  the  Dunciad  teach  ? 
And  thefc  new  bays  what  other  hopes  to  reach  ? 


'Twere  better  judg'd,  to  ftudy  and  explain 
Each  ancient  grace  he  copies  not  in  vain ; 
To  trace  thee,  Satire,  to  thy  utmoft  fpring, 
Thy  form,  thy  changes,  and  thy  authors  fing. 

All  nations  with  this  liberty  difpenfe, 
And  bid  us  fliock  the  man  that  mocks  good  fenfe. 

Great  Homer  firft  the  mimic  {ketch  defign'd ; 
What  grafp'd  not  Homer's  comprehenfive  mind  J 
By  him  who  virtue  praisM,  was  folly  curft, 
And  who  Achilles  fung,  drew  *  Dunce  the  Firft. 

Next  him  Simonides,  with  lighter  air, 
In  beafts,  and  apes,  and  vermin,  paints  the  fair : 
The  good  Scriblerus  in  like  forms  difplays 
The  reptile  rhymefters  of  thefe  later  days. 

More  fierce,  Archilochus  !  thy  vengeful  flame  ; 
Fools  read  and  dy'd:   for  blockheads  then  had 
fhame. 

The  f  comic-fatirift  attack'd  his  age, 
And  found  low  arts,  and  pride,  among  the  fage  : 
See  learned  Athens  ftand  attentive  by, 
And  Stoics  learn  their  foibles  from  the  eye. 

|  Latium's  fifth  Homer  held  the  Greeks  in  view ; 
Solid,  though  rough,  yet  incorrect  as  new. 
Lucilius,  warm'd  with  more  than  mortal  rlame., 
Rofe  next  $,  and  held  a  torch  to  ev'ry  fliame; 
See  ftern  Menippus,  cynical,  unclean  ; 
And  Grecian  Cento's,  mannerly  obfcerie. 
Add  the  laft  efforts  of  Pacuvius'  rage, 
||  And  the  chafte  decency  of  Varro's  page. 

See  Horace  next,  in  each  reflection  nice, 
Learn'd,  but  not  vain,  the  foe  of  fools,  not  vice. 
Each  page  inftructs,  each  fentiment  prevails, 
A.11  mines  alike  ;  he  rallies,  but  ne'er  rails: 
Witk  courtly  eafe  conceals  a  mailer's  art, 
And  leaft -expected  fteals  upon  the  heart. 
Yet  ^  Caffius  felt  the  fury  of  his  rage, 

(Cafims,  the  We d  of  a  former  age) 

And  fad  Alpinus,  ignorantly  read, 

Who  murder'd  Memnon,  though  for  ages  dead. 

Then  Perfius  came,  whofe  line,  though  rough. 

ly  wrought, 

His  fenfe  o'erpaid  the  ftricture  of  his  thought. 
Here  in  clear  light  the  ftoic-doctrine  mines, 
Truth  all  fubdues,  or  patience  all  reiigns. 
A  mind  fupreme  !  impartial,  yet  fevere  : 
Pure  in  each  act,  in  each  receis  fincere  1 
Yet  rich  ill  poets  urg'd  the  ftoic's  frown, 
And  bade  him  ftrikp  at  dulnefs  and  a  crown  **. 

The  vice  and  luxury  Petronius  drew, 
In  Nero  meet :  th'  imperial  point  of  view  • 
The  Roman  Wilmot,  that  could  vice  chaftife, 
Pleas'd  the  mad  king  he  ferv'd  to  fatirize. 

The  ff  next  in  Satire  felt  a  nobler  rage, 
What  honeft  heart  could  bear  Domitian's  age  ? 
See  his  ftrong  fenfe  and  numbers  mafculine  \ 
His  foul  is  kindled,  and  he  kindles  mine  : 

*  Margitet.  \  Arijlophanes. 
\  Ennius. 

§  clarumq.  facem  prteferre  pndori, 

Juv.  S.  I. 

||  See  Varro's  charaffer  in  Cicero* s  Academics. 
*^  Alludes  to  this  couplet  in  bis  fs cond  Satire^ 
Compofitumjus  fafq.  animi  fanHiq.  recefj'us, 
Mentis,  et  inccflum  generofo  petius  honefto,^ 

*  *  See  fasfirjl  Satire  of  Nero's  Vcrfe^ 
ff  Juwua!, 
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Scornful  of  vice,  and  fearlefs  of  offence, 
He  flows  a  torrent  of  impetuous  fenfe. 

Lo!  favage  tyrants  who  blafphem'd  their  God 
Turn  iuppliants  now,  and  gaze  at  *  Julian's  rod. 

Lucian,  levere,  but  in  a  gay  difguife, 
Attacks  old  faith,  or  fports  in  learned  f  lies ; 
Sets  heroes  and  philolbphers  at  odds ; 
And  icourges  mortals,  and  dethrones  the  gods. 

Then  ail  was  night— But  Satire  rofs  once  more 
Where  Medici  and  Leo  arts  reftore. 
Taflfone  Ihone  fantaftic,  but  tublime  ' 
And  he,  who  form'd  the  Macaronic -rhyme  : 

Then  weftward  too  by  flow  degrees  confeft, 
\Vhere  boundlefs  Rabelais  made  the  world  hisjeft; 
Marot  had  nature,  Regnier  force  and  flame, 
But  fwallow'd  all  in  Boileau's  matchlefs  fame  I 
Exten.fi ve  foul !  who  rang'd  all  learning  o'er, 
Prefent  and  paft— and  yet  found  room  for  more* 
Full  of  new  fenfe,  exact:  in  every  page, 
Unbounded,  and  yet  fober  in  thy  rage. 
Strange  fate  !  Thy  folid  fterling  of  two  lines, 
Drawn  to  our  Tinfel,  through  whole  pages  mines !  J 

In  Albion  then,  with  equal  luftre  bright, 
Great  Dryden  rofe,  and  fteer'd  by  nature's  light. 
Two  glimmering  orbs  he  juft  obferv'd  from  far, 
The  ocean  wide,  and  dubious  cither  ftar, 
Donne  teem'd  with  wit,  but  all  was  maim'd  and 

bruis'd, 

The  periods  endlefs,  and  the  fenfe  confus'd : 
Oldham  rufii'd  on,  impetuous,  and  fublime, 
But  lame  in  language,  harmony,  and  rhyme. 
Thefe  (with  new  graces)  vig'rous  nature  join'd 
In  one,  and  center'd  'em  in  Dryden's  mind. 
How  full  thy  verfe  ?  .Thy  meaning  how  levere  ? 
How  dark  thy  theme  ?  yet  made  exactly  clear. 
Not  mortal  is  thy  accent,  nor  thy  rage, 
Yet  mercy  foftens,  or  contracts  each  page. 
Dread  bard  !  inftruct  us  to  revere  thy  rules, 
And  hate  like  thee,  all  rebels,  and  all  fools. 

His  fpirit  ceas'd  not  (in  ftri&  truth)  to  be  ; 
For  dying  Dryden  Breath 'd>  O  Garth !  on  thee, 
Bade  thee  to  keep  alive  his  genuine  rage, 
Half-funk  in  want,  oppreflion  and  old  age ; 
Then,  when  thy  §  pious  hands  repos'd  his  head, 
"When  vain  young  lords  and  ev'n  the  flamen  fled. 
For  well  thou  knew'ft  his  merit  and  his  art, 
His  upright  mind,  clear  head,  and  friendly  heart. 
Fv'n  Pope  himfclf  (who  lees  no  virtue  bleed 
But  bears  th'  affliction")  envies  thee  c^e  deed. 

O  Pope !  inftructor  of  my  ftudious  days, 
Who  fix'd  my  fleps  in  virtue's  early  way? : 
On  whom  our  labours,  and  our  hopes  depend, 
Thou  more  than  patron,  and  ev'n  more  than 
Above  all  flattery,  all  thiril  of  gain,          [friend ! 
And  mortal  but  in  ficknefs,  and  in  pain  ! 
Thou  taught' ft  old  Satire  nobler  fruits  to  bear, 
And  check'd  her  licence  with  a  moral  care : 
Thou  gav'ft  the  thought  new  beauties  not  its  own, 
And  touch'd  the  verfe  with  graces  yet  unknown. 
Each  lawlcfs  branch  thy  level  eye  furvey'd, 
And  ftill  corrected  nature  as  Hie  ftray'd: 

*  The  Ccefars  of  the  Emperor  Julian. 
f  Luciari's  True  Hijtory. 
$  Rofc^mmon  t  KevenJ. 

§  Dr.  Garth  took  care  of  Mr.  Drydeys  funtrcl^ 
"^bicbfomc  noblemen^  iv&»  undertook  it,  bad  ntgletted. 


Warm'd  Boileau's  fenfe  with  Britain's  genuine  firc^ 
And  added  foftnefs  to  Taffone's  lyre. 

Yet  mark  the  hideous  nonfenfe  of  the  age, 
And  thou  thyfelf  the  fubject  of  its  rage. 
So  in  old  times,  round  godlike  Scseva  ran 
Rome's  daftard  fons,  a  million,  and  a  man. 

Th'  exalted  merits  of  the  wife  and  good 
Are  feen,  far  off,  and  rarely  underftood. 
The  world's  a  father  to  a  Dunce  unknown, 
And  much  he  thrives,  for,  Dullnefs  1  he's  thy  ow«. 
No  hackney  brethren  e'er  condemn  him  twice; 
He  fears  no  enemies,  but  duft  and  mice. 

If  Pope  but  writes,  the  devil  Legion  raves, 
And  meagre  critics  mutter  in  their  caves : 
(Such  critics  of  neceflity  confume 
All  wit,  as  hangmen  raviih'd  maids  at  Rome.) 
Names  he  a  fcribler  ?  all  the  world's  in  arms, 


Augufta,  Granta,  Rhedecyna  f warms : 
The  guilty  reader  fancies  what  he  fears, 
And  every  Midas  trembles  for  his  ears. 

See  all  fuch  malice,  obloquy,  and  fpite 
Expire  ere  morn,  the  mumroom  of  a  night! 
Tranfientas  vapoursglimrn'ring  through  the  glades^ 
Half-form'd  and  idle,  as  the  dreams  of  maids, 
Vain  as  the  fick  man's  vow,  or  young  man's  figh, 
Third-nights  of  bards,  or  H — — — 's  fophiirry, 

Thefe  ever  hate  the  poet's  facred  line : 
Thefe  hate  whate'er  is  glorious,  or  divine. 
From  one  eternal  fountain  beauty  fprings, 
The  energy  of  wit,  and  truth  of  thing.;,        [ten*!, 
That  fource  is  God :  from  him  they  downward* 
Flow  round — yet  in  their  native  centre  end. 
Hence  rules,  and  truth,  and  order,  Dunces  ftrike? 
Of  arts,  and  virtues,  enemies  alike. 

Some  urge,  that  po~ts  of  fupreme  renowa 
Judge  ill  to  fcourge  the  refufe  of  the  town. 
Howe'er  their  cafuifts  hope  to  turn  the  fcale, 
Thefe  men  muft  fmart,  or  fcandal  will  prevail, 
By  thefe  the  weaker  fex  Hill  fuffer  moil : 
And  fuch  are  prais'd  who  rofe  at  honour's  cofl  • 
Thelearn'd  they  wound,  the  virtuous,  and  the  fair., 
No  fault  they  cancel,  no  reproach  they  fparc : 
The  random  fhaft,  impetuous  in  the  dark, 
Sings  on  unfeen,  and  quivers  in  the  mark. 
'Tis  juflice,  and  not  anger,  makes  us  write. 
Such  fons  of  darknefs  muft  be  drag'd  to  light-: 
Long-lufF'ring  nature  muft  not  always  hold ; 
In  virtue's  caufe  'tis  gen'rous  to  be  bold. 
To  fcourge  the  bad,  th'  unwary  to  rerlaim, 
And  make  light  flafh  upon  the  face  of  lhame. 

Others  have  urg'd  (bnt  weigh  it,  and  you'll  fia€ 
'Tis  light  as  feathers  blown  before  the  \yiad) 
That  poverty,  the  curfe  of  providence, 
Atones  for  a  dull  writer's  want  of  lenfc  : 
Alas !  his  dullnefs  'twas  that  made  him  poor^; 
Not  vice  verfa :  We  infer  no  more. 
Of  vice  and  folly  poverty's  the  curfe, 
Heaven  may  be  rigid,  but  the  man  was  wnrfe, 
By  good  made  bad,  by  favours  more  difgrac'd, 
So  dire  th'  effects  of  ignorance  mifplac'd  ! 
Of  idle  youth,  unwatch'd  by  parents  eyes! 
Of  zeal  for  pence,  and  dedication  lies  ! 
Of  confcience  modeU'd  by  a  great  man's  looks' 
And  arguings  in  religion — from  no  books ! 

No  light  the  darknefs  of  that  mind  invades, 
Where  Chaos  rules,  enflirin'd  in  genuine  Ihades, 
Where,  in  the  dungeon  of  the  foul  enclos'd, 
True  Dullnefs  nods,  reclining  and  repQi'd, 
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Senfe,  grace,  or  harmony,  ne'er  enter  there, 
Nor  human  faith,  nor  piety  fincert ; 
A  midnight  of  the  fpirits,  foul,  and  head, 
(Sufpended  all)  as  thought  itielf  lay  dead. 
Yet  oft  a  niimic  gleam  of  tranfient  light 
Breaks  through  this  gloom,  and  then  they  think 
they  write ;  [fly, 

From  flreets  to  lireets  th'  unnumher'd  pamphlets 
*  Then  tremble  Warner,  Brown,  and  Billingfly. 

O  thou  mofc  gentle  deity  appear, 
Thou  who  ilill  hear'fl,  and  yet  art  prone  to  hear ; 
Whofe  eye  ne'er  clofes,  and  whofe  brains  ne'er  reft, 
(Thy  own  dear  Dullnefs  bawling  at  thy  breait) 
Attend,  O  patience,  on  thy  arm  reciin'd, 
And  fee  wit's  endlefs  enemies  behind  ! 

And  yc,  our  mufes,  with  a  hundred  tongues, 
And  thou,  O  Henley !  blefl  with  brazen  lungs ; 
Fanatic  Withers !  fam'd  for  rhimes  and  iighs, 
And  Jacob  Behmen  !  molt  obfcurely  wife  ; 
From  darknefs  palpable,  on  dufky  wings 
Afcend  !  and  fhroud  him  who  your  offspring  fings. 

The  firft  with  Egypt's  darknefs  in  his  head 
Thinks  wit  the  devil,  and  curies  books  unread. 
For  twice  ten  winters,  has  he  blunder'don, 
Through  heavy  comments,  yet  ne'er  loft  nor  won  : 
Much  may  be  done  in  twenty  winters  more, 
And  let  him  th'en  learn  Englifh  at  threefcore. 
No  facred  Maro  glitters  on  his  fhelf, 
He  wants  the  mighty  Stagyrite  himfelf. 
See  vail  f  Coimbria's  comments  pil'd  on  high, 
In  heaps  |  Soncinas,  Sotus,  Sanchez, lie: 
For  idle  hours,  §  Sa's  idler  cafuiftry. 

Yet  worfe  is  he,  who  in  one  language  read, 
Has  one  eternal  jingling  in  his  head, 
At  night,  at  morn,  in  bed,  and  on  the  flairs  .... 
Talks  flights  to  grooms,  and  makes  lewd  fongs  at 

pray'rs. 

His  pride,  a  pun  :  a  guinea  his  reward, 
His  critic,  G-ld-n,  Jemmy  M-re  his  bard. 

What  artful  hand  the  wretch's  form  can  hit, 
Begot  by  Satan  on  a  M— — »ly's  wit ; 
In  parties  furious  at  the  great  man's  nod, 
And  hating  none  for  nothing,  but  his  God  : 
Foe  to  the  learn'd,  the  virtuous,  and  the  fage, 
A  pimp  in  youth,  an  atheift  in  old  age  : 
Now  plung'd  in  bawdry  and  fubflantial  lies, 
Now  dabbling  in  ungodly  theories ; 
But  fo,  as  fwallows  fkim  the  pleafing  flood, 
Grows  giddy,  but  ne'er  drinks  feo  do  him  good : 
Atike  refolv'd  to  flatter,  or  to  cheat, 
Nay  worfhip  onions,  if  they  cry,  come  eat : 
A  foe  to  faith,  in  revelation  blind; 
And  impious  much,  as  Dunces  are  by  kind. 

Next  fee  the  mailer-piece  of  flatt'ry  rife, 
Th'  annointed  fon  of  Dullnefs  and  of  Lies . 
^  Whofe  fofteft  whifper  /ills  a  patron's  ear, 
Who  fmiles  unpleas'd,  and  mourns  without  a  tear, 
Perfuafive,  though  a  woful  blockhead  he  : 
Truth  dies  before  his  fhadowy  fophiftry. 

*    Three  lookfellers. 

•^  Coimbria's  comments.  Ci/l'eg.  Contmiftcenfe  a 
fuciety  in  Sj>aint  "which  fulUJked  tedious  explanations  of 
Arijlotlc. 

^   Soncinas,  afihoolman. 

,   §   Sa  (Emotive)  SeePafcbartMyJleryofJefuitifm. 
^[  Pcmpeius  temti  ji>%ulos  aperire  J'iifurro,  "jaw.  S.  4. 
lacrymas  afpexit  amici,  Art£  do/ft,    S,  3* 


*  For  well  he  knows  the  vices  of  the  town, 
The  fchemes  of  ftate,  and  int'reffc  of  the  gown  j 
ImmoraJ  afternoons,  indecent  nights, 
Enflaming  wines,  and  fecond  appetites. 

But  moil  the  theatres  with  Dullnefs  groan, 
Embrio's  hali-form'd,  a  progeny  unknown  : 
Fine  things  for  nothing,  tranfports  out  of  fcafon, 
Effects  un-caus'd,  and  murders  without  reafon. 
Here  worlds  run  round,  and  years  are  taught  to 
Each  fcene  an  elegy,  each  a  61  a  play  f  .  [ftay» 

Can  the  fame  pov/'r  inch  various  pallions  move  ? 
Rejoice  or  weep,  'tis  every  thing  for  love. 
The  felf-fame  caufe  produces  heav'h  and  hell: 
Things  contrary  as  buckets  in  a  well  ; 
'One  up,  one  down,  one  empty,  and  one  full  : 
Half  high,  half  low,  half  witty,  and  half  dull. 
So  on  the  borders  of  an  ancient  wood, 
Or  where  fome  poplar  trembles  o'er  the  flood, 
Arachne  travels  on  her  filmy  thread, 
Now  high,  now  low,  or  on  her  feet  or  head. 

Yet  thefe  love  verfe,as  {croaking-  comforts  frogs, 
And  mire  and  ordure  are  the  heaven  of  hogs. 
As  well  might  nothing  bind  immenfity, 
Or  paflivc  matter  ihirnaterials  fee, 
As  thefe  fhould  write  by  reafon,  rhime,  and  rule, 
Or  he  turn  wit,  whom  nature  doom'd  a  fool. 
If  Dryden  err'd,  'twas  human  frailty  once, 
But  blundering  is  the  effence  of  a  Dunce. 

Some  write  for  glory,  but  the  phantom  fades; 
Some  write  as  party,  or  as  fpleen  invades  ; 
A  third,  becaufe  his  father  was  well  read, 
And  murd'rer-like,  calls  blufhes  from  the  dead. 
Yet  all  for  morals  and  for  arts  contend  - 
They  want  'em  both,  who  never  prais'd  a  friend. 
More  ill,  than  dull  ;  for  pure  fiupidity 
Was  ne'er  a  crime  in  honcft  Banks,  or  me. 

See  next  a  crowd  in  damafks,  filks,  and  crapes, 
Equivocal  in  drefs,  half-belles,  half-trapes  : 
A  length  of  night-gown  rich  Phantafia  trails, 
Olinda  wears  one  fhift,  and  pares  no  nails: 
Some  in  C—  •  —  1's'cabinet  each  a6l  difplay, 
When  nature  in  a  transport  dies  away  : 
Some  more  refin'd  traiifcribc  their  opera-loves 
On  iv'ry  tablets,  or  in  clean  white  gloves  : 
Some  of  Platonic,  feme  of  carnal  taile, 
Hoop'd,  or  un-hoop'd,  ungarter'd,  or  unlac'd. 
Thus  thick  in  air  the  wing'd  creation  play, 
When  vernal  Phoebus  rouls  the  light  away, 
A  motley  race,  half  infecls  and  half  fowls, 
Loofe-tail'd  and  dirty,  May-flies,  bats,  and  owls. 

Gods,  that  this  native  nonil-nfe  was  our  woril! 
Wi^h  crimes  more  deep,  O  Albion  !  art  thou  curft. 
No  judgment  open  prophanation  fears, 
For  who  dreads  God,  that  Can  preferve  his  ears  ? 

*  --  Nsverat  ilk 
Lttxutixm  Imperil  vet-ris,  noftefq  ;    Nercnis 
"jam  meJiasy  tillamqi  fatrifm.     Ju1".  &•  4. 
f  Et  charjuc  Afte  enfa  piece  et  une  piece  entiert.    Boih 
j:    Wbcn  a  poor  remits  has  laboured  much,  he  judges 
•well  ifot  to  exps^l  the  encomiums  of  the  public  :  for  thefe 
are  not  his  due.     1  ft  for  fear  his  drudget  yjbould  haros 
no  recampenft-)   G  d  (of  his  goodnefsj   has  given  him  a 
perfona!  fqtijfaftitn.     To  envy  him  in  this  tvoitld  be  in- 
jujiice  beyond  barbarity  iifcif  :    Thus  the  fame  deity  (ivha 
is  equally  jujl  in  all  points)  has  given  frogs  the  comfort 
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Oh  fave  me,  Providence,  from  vice  refin'd, 

That  worft  of  ills,  a  fpeculative  mind  *  ! 

Not  that  I  blame  divine  phil'  • 

(Yet  much  we  riik.  for  pride  c.\d  learning  lie.) 

Heav'n's  paths  are  found  by  nature  more  than  art. 

The  fchoolman's  head  mifleads  the  layman's  heart. 

What  unrepented  deeds  has  Albion  done  ? 
Yef  fpare  us  heav'n  !  return,  ana  fpare  thy  own. 
Religion  vanifhes  to  types,  and  fhade, 
By  wits,  by  fools,  by  her  own  fens  betray' d  ! 
Sure  'twas  enough  to  give  the  dev'l  his  due, 
Muft  fuch  men  mingle  with  the  priefchood  too? 
So- flood  Onia<5  at  th'  Almighty's  throne, 
Profanely  cin<5tur'd  in  a  harlot's  zone. 

Some  Rome,  and  fome  the  Reformation  blame ; 
'Tis  hard  to  fay  from  whence  fuch  licenfe  came  ; 
From  fierce  enthuiuuls,  or  Socinians fad  ? 

C ns  the  fofc,  or  Boarignon  the  mad  ? 

From  wayward  i::.f.;re,  or  lov/cl  poet's  rhlmes? 
From  praying,  can L !:!•_'•;,  or  king-killing  ti 
From  all  the  la  could  pour  forth, 

(Thole  fens  of  fchifin)  landed  in  the  north  ? — 
From  -whence  it  came,  they  and  the  d — 1  heft.luiow, 
Yet  thus  much,  Pope,  each  atheift  is  thy  foe. 

O  decency,  forgive  thefe  friendly  rhir. 
For  raking  in  the  dunghill  of  their  crimes. 
To  name  each  monfter  would  make  printing  dear, 
Or  tire  Ned  Ward,  who  writes  fix  books  a-year. 

*   Plato  calls  tt.'is  an  ignorance  of  a  dark  and  dan 
gerous  nature,  under  appearance  of  the  great cj]  , 


Such  vicious  nonfenfe,  impudence,  and  fpitc, 
Would  make  a  hermit,  or  a  father  write. 
Though  Julian  held  the  world,  and  held  no  more 
Than  deift  Gildon  taught,  or  '1'oland  fvvore, 
f  Good  Greg'ry  prov'd  him  execrably  bad, 
And  fcourg'd  his  foul,  with  drunken  reafon  mad. 
Aiuch  longer,  Pope  reftrain'd  his  awful  hand, 
Wept  o'er  poor  Nineveh,  and  her  dull  band, 
'Till  fools  like  weeds  rofe  up,  and  chok'd  the  land- 
Long,  long  he  flumber'd  e'er  th'  avenging  hour; 
For  dubious  mercy  half  o'er-rul'd  his  pow'r  : 
'Till  the  wing'd  bolt,  red-hilling  from  above 

Pierc'd  millions  thro' For  fuch.  the  wrath  of 

Jove. 

Hell,  chaos,  darknefs,  tremble  at  the  found, 
And  proftrate  fools  beftrow  the  vafl  profound: 
No  Charon  wafts  'em  from  the  farther  fhore, 
Silent  they  ileep,  alas  !  to  rife  no  more. 

Oh  Pope,  and  facred  ciiticifm !  forgive 
A  youth  who  dares  approach  your  fhrine  and  livei 
Far  has  he  wander'd  in  an  unknown  night, 
No  guide  to  lead  him,  but  his  own  dim  light. 
For  him  more  fit,  in  vulgar  paths  to.  tread, 
To  fliow  th'  unlearn'd  what  they  never  read, 
Youth  to  improve,  or  rifing  genius  tend 
To  fciehce  much,  to  virtue  more,  a  friend. 

f  Gregory  Nazlanz :  a  father  at  the  beginning  of 
tie  fourth  century.  He  ivrit  tivo  mojl  bitter  Satires 
(or  inveSHvesj  againjl  the  Emperor  "Julian. 
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ACONTIUS  TO  CYDIPFE.     I; ROM  OVID. 

ARGUMENT. 

In  a  religious  affembiy  at  the  temple"  of  Diana  :n 
*    Delos,  Acontius  was  much  enamour'd  with  Cy- 

,  a  lady  of  remarkable  wit    and  beauty. 

-s  this,  her  fortune  and  family  were  much 

above  his  own  :  which  made  him  folicitous  how 

to  diicover  his  paffion  in  a  fuccefsful  manner. 

rule    he    procured  a  very   beautiful   apple, 

which  he  wrote   a  diftic  to  this  pnrpofe, 
*'•  I  fv/ear  by  chafte  Diana  I  will  for  ever  be  thy 
"  wife."    So  foon  as  he  had  written  it,  he  threw 
the  apple    direclJy   at    the    feet    of   Cydippe, 
who  imagining  nothing  of  the  deceit,  took  it 
up,  and  having  read  the  infcription,  found  her- 
felf  obliged  by  a  folernn  oath  to  marry  Acon 
tius.     For  in  thofe  times  ail  oaths  which  were  , 
made  in  the  temple  of  Diana,  were  efteemed  in-  j 
violable.     Some'   time    afterwards,    her  father,  > 
•who    knew  nothing    of  what   had   happen'd  | 
efpoufed  her  to  another  lover.     The  marriage  ' 
was  juft  upon  the   point  of  celebration,  when  : 
Cydippe  was  feized  with  a  violent  fever.  Aeon-  ' 
tius  writes  to  her,  he  reminds  her  of  a  former 
folemn   obligation,  and  artfully  infinuates  tin::. 
her  diftemper  is  inflicted  as  a  juft  punifhment 
from  Diana. 

ONCE  more,  Cydippe  all  thy  fears  remove, 

"i'is  now  too  late  to  dread  a  cheat  in  love. 

fe  rofy  lips  in  accents  half  divine, 

,1  the  foft  promil'e  in  the  Delian  fhrine ; 


Bear  awful  oath !  enough  Cydippe  fwore, 

No  human  ties  can  bind  a  virgin  more. 

So  may  kind  heav'n  attend  a  lover's  pray'r, 

Soften  thy  pains,  and  comfort  my  defpair. 

See,  the  warm  bluih  your  mcdeft  cheeks  inflame  ; 

Yet  is  there  caufe  for  a,nger  or  for  fname  ! 

Recall  to  mind  thofe  tender  lines  of  love, 

Deny  you  cannot -though  your  heart  difprovc. 

Still  muft  1  wait  in  impotent  c 
And  only  hope  revive  the  fainting  fires  ? 
Yet  did'ft  thou  promife  to  be  ever  r.:inc  - 

A  confcious  horror  fecm'd  to  Ihalce  the  fhrine, 
The  pow'r  confenting  bow'd ;  a  beam  of  light 
Fhfh'd  from  the  fkies,  and  made  the  temple  bright. 
All !  then  Cydippe,  dry  thy  precious  tears  : 
The  more  my  fraud,  the  mort  my  love  appears. 
Love  ever-watchful,  ev'n  by  nature  charms  :j 
Inflames  the  modeft,  and  the  wife  difarms  ? 
Fair  yet  diffembling,  pleafing  but  to  cheat 
With  tender  blandifhinent,  and  foft  deceit. 
Kind  (peaking  motions,  melancholy  fighs, 
Tears  that  delight,  and  eloquepce  of  eyes. 
Love  firft  the  treach'rous  dear  defign  inf[  ir'd 
My  hopes  exalted,  and  my  genius  fir'd  : 

Ah  !  fure  1  cannot muft  not  guilty  prove ; 

Deceit  itfelf  is  laudable  in  love  ! 
Once  more.infpir'd  fuch  tender  lines  I  fend, 
See,   my  hand  trembles  left  my  thoughts  offend. 
Heroes  in  war  inflam'd  by. beauty's  charms, 
Tear  the  fad  virgin  from  ht'r  parents  arms ; 
1  too,  like  thefe,  feel  the  fierce  flames  of  love,. 
Yet  check  rny  rage,  and  modcftly  reprove. 
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Ah,  teach  me,  heav'n,  fome  language  to  perfuade, 
Some  other  vows  to  bind  the  faithlefs  maid ; 
Q  love  all- eloquent,  you  only  know 
To  touch  the  foul  with  elegies  of  woe  ! 
If  treach'ry  fail,  by  force  I  urge  my  right, 
Sheath'd  in  rough  armour,  formidably  bright : 
So  Paris  fnatch'd  his  Spartan  bride  away, 
A  half  denying,  half  confenting  prey  ; 

I  too  refolve — ; — whate'er  the  dangers  be, 

lor  death  is  nothing  when  compar'd  to  thee, 
Were  you  lefs  fair,  I  then  might  guiltlefs  prove, 
And  moderate  the  fury  of  my  love. 
But  ah !  thofe  charms  for  ever  muft  infpire, 
Each  look,  each  motion  fets  my  foul  on  fire. 
Heavn's  !  with  what  pleafing  ecftafies  of  pain 
Trembling  1  gaze,  and  watch  thy  glance  in  vain. 
How  can  I  ptaife  thofe  golden  curls  that  deck 
Each  glowing  cheek,  or  wave  around  thy  neck : 
Thy  fwelling  arms,  and  forehead  rifing  fair, 
Thy  modeft  fweetnefs,  and  attractive  air ; 
Adjoin  to  thefe  a  negligence  of  grace, 
A  winning  accent,  and  enchanting  face. 
Dear  matchlefs  charms  !  I  ceafe  to  name  the  reft, 
Nor  wonder  thou  that  love  inflames  my  breaft. 

Since  all  alike  to  Hymen's  altars  bend, 
Ah,  blefs  at  once  the  lover,  and  the  friend ! 
Let  envy  rage,  and  int'reft  difapprove, 
Envy  and  int'reft  muft  fubmit  to  love. 
By  pray'rs  and  vows  Hefione  was  won 
To  iliare  the  joys  of  hoflile  Telamon. 
Soft  gen'rous  pity  touch'd  the  *  captive  dame 
Who  warm'd  Achilles  with  a  lover's  flame. 
To  blefs  the  wretched,  fhows  a  foul  divine 

Be  ever  angry but  be  ever  mine. 

Yet  can  no  pray'rs  thy  firm  refentment  move  ? 
Wretch  that  I  was  fo  ill  to  fix  my  love  ! 
See,  at  thy  feet  defpairing.  wild  I  roul, 
Grief  fwells  my  heart,  and  anguifh  racks  my  foul, 
There  fix  my  doom ;  relentlefs  to  my  fighs, 
And  lifted  hands,  and  fupplicating  eyes. 
Then  wilt  thou  fay  (for  pity  fure  muft  move 
jSi  virgin's  breafl:)  <;  how  patient  is  his  love ! 
**  J£v'n  my  heart  trembles,  as  his  tears  I  fee ; 
41  The  youth  who  ferves  fo  well,  is  worthy  me." 
Still  muft  I  then  in  fad  diftradlion  moan  ? 
My  caufe  unheeded,  and  my  grief  unknown. 
Ah,  no— — Acoritius  cannot  write  in  vain  ; 
Sure  ev'ry  wretch  has  licenfe  to  complain ! 
But  if  you  triumph  in  a  lover's  woe, 
Remember  ftill  Diana  is  your  foe ! 
Diana  liften'd  to  the  vows  you  made, 
And  trembled  at  the  change  her  eyes  furvey'd. 
Ah,  think,  repent,  while  yet  the  time  is  giv'n, 
Fierce  is  the  vengeance  of  neglected  heav'n  ! 
By  Dian's  hand  the  Phrygian  matron  fell, 
Sent  with  her  race,  an  early  ftiad~  to  hell. 
Changed 'to  a  flag,  Acteon  pour'd  away, 
In  the  fame  morn  the  chafer  and  the  prey. 
Althia  rag'd  with  more  than  female  hate, 
And  hurl'd  into  the  flames  the  orand  of  fate. 
JLike  thefe  ofFenfive,  punim'd  too  like  thefe 
Heav'n  blaftsthy  joys,  and  heightens  the  difeafe. 
Nor  think  Cydipp,e  (as  my  fears  forefee) 
A  thought  unworthy  of  thyfelf,  or  me  ! 
Think  not  I  frame  this  feemin;>  truth,  to  prove 
Thy  Hern  difdain,  a  pious  fraud  in  love; 


Rather  than  fo,  I  yet  abjure  thy  charms. 
And  yield  thee  fcornful,  to  another's  arms ! 
Alas,  for  this  pale  ficknefs  haunts  thy  bed, 
And  (hooting  achr,  feem  to  tear  thy  head; 
A  fudden  vengeance  waits  thy  guilty  loves ; 
Abfent  is  Hymen,  Dian  difapproves. 
Think  then,  repent— recall  the  parting  breath 
O'er  thy  lips  hov'ring  in  the  hour  of  death. 
Se£,  on  thy  cheeks  the  fading  purple  dies. 
And  {hades  of  darknefs  fettle  on  thy  eyes. 
But  whence,  ye  pow'rs,  or  wherefore  rofe  that 
Still  muft  I  mourn  in  abfence,  or  defpair ;  [pray'r  ? 

Forc'd,  if  flie  dies,  the  promife  to  refign- 

Ev'n  if  file  lives,  I  muft  not  call  her  mine  ! 

Like  fome  pale  ghoft  around  thy  houfe  I  rove, 
Now  burn  in  rage,  and  now  relent  with  love; 
A  thoufand  needlefs  meflages  I  make, 
A  thoufand  mournful  fpeeches  give,  and  take. 
O  that  my  (kill  the  fov'reign  virtues  knew 
Of  ev'ry  herb  that  drinks  the  early  dew, 
Then  might  I  hear  thy  moans,  thy  ficknefs  fee, 
Nor  were  it  fure  a  crime  to  gaze  on  thee. 
Perhaps  ev'n  now,  (as  fear  forefees  too  well) 
The  wretch  I  curfe,  deleft,  avoid  like  hell, 
Befide  the^  breathes  a  love-dejected  figh, 
And  marks  the  filent  glances  of  thy  eye. 
Some  faint  excufe  he  raifes,  to  detain 
Thy  fwelling  arm,  and  prefs  the  beating  vein  ; 
Now  o'er  thy  neck  his  glowing  fingers  rove, 
Too  great  a  pleafure  for  fo  mean  a  love  ! 
Villain  beware !  the  facred  nymph  refign 
Avoid,  deteft  her,  dread  whate'er  is  mine ; 
Elfewhere  a  lover's  preference  I  give, 
But  ceafe  to  rival  here,  or  ceafe  to  live. 
The  vows  you  claim  by  right  of  human  laws. 
At  beft  but  ferve  to  vindicate  my  caufe. 
To  thee  alone  by  duty  is  fhe  kind  ; 
Can  parents  alienate  a  daughter's  mind  ? 
Firft  weigh  the  crime,  the  vengeange  next  explore, 
The  father  promis'd,  but  the  daughter  fwore  ; 
That  merely  vain  on  human  faith  relies; 
But  this  obtefts  the  fanclion  of  the  fkies. 

Here  ceafe  my   woes  ah,  whither  am  I  * 

A  woman's  triumph,  and  a  rival's  fcorn  ?    [borne 
Vain  are  my  vows,  unheeded  is  my  pray'r, 
The  fcatt'ring  winds  have  loft  'em  all  in  air; 
Yet  think  Cydippe,  e'er  thy  lover  dies ! 
Banifli  that  wretch  for  ever  from  thy  eyes ; 
Scorn,  envy,  cenfures  are  conferr'd  on  me, 
And  pain,-— and  death  is  all  he  brings  to  thee. 
Gods  !   may  fome  vengeance  crimes  like  thefe  a- 
And  fnatch  his  life,  to  mediate  for  thy  own  [tone, 

Nor  think  to  pleafe  avenging  Cynthia's  eyes 
With  ftreams  of  blood  in  holy  facrifice  : 
Heav'n  claims  the  real,  not  the  formal  part, 
A  troubled  fpirit,  and  repenting  heart. 
For  eafe,  and  health  the  patient  oft  requires 
The  piercing  fteel,  and  burns  alive  in  fires  j 

Not  fo  with  you ah,  but  confirm  the  vow! 

One  look  ;  one  promife  can  reftofe  thee  now; 

Again  thy  fmiles  eternal  joys  beftow. 

And  thy  eyes  fparkle,  and  thy  blufties  glow. 

Suppofe  from  me  for  ever  you  remove, 
Once  muft  you  fall  a  facrifice  to  love  ; 
And  then,  ah,  then  will  angry  Cynthia  clofe 
Thy  wakeful  eyes,  or  eafe  a  matron's  throes? 
Yet  wilt  thou  ever  find  a  caufe  for  fhame  ? 
No  fure  >          a  mother  cannot,  muft  not  blame* 
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Tell  her  the  vow,  the  place,  the  facred  day 
1  gaz'd  on  thee,  and  gaz'd  my  heart  away  : 
Then  will  fhe  furely  fay  (if  e'er  fhe  knew 
But  half  that  tender  love  I  feel  for  you) 
*'  Ah,  think  Cydippe,  and  his  confort  be  ; 
**  The  youth  who  pleas'  d  Diana,  pleafes  me! 
Yet  if  fhe  afks  (as  women  oft  require) 
Tell  her  my  life,  my  nation,  and  my  fire  : 
Not  void  of  youthfnl  vanities  I  came, 
Nor  yet  inglorious  in  the  world  of  fame  ; 
From  ancient  race  I  drew  my  gen'rous  blood, 
"Where  Cea's  ifle  o'erlooks  the  watery  flood  : 
Add,  that  1  ftudy  ev'ry  art  to  pleafe, 
Bleft  in  my  genius,  born  lo  live  at  eafe. 
Wit,  merit,  learning  cannot  fail  to  move, 
And  all  thofe  dearer  bleflings  loft  in  love  ! 
Ah  !  had  you  never  fworn,  'twere  hard  to  choofe 
A  love  like  mine  "and  will  you  now  refufe  ? 

In  midnight  dreams  when  wakeful  fancy  keeps 
Its  deareft  thoughts,  and  ev'n  in  flumber  weeps, 
Diana's  felf  thefe  mournful  ftrains  infpir'd, 
And  Cupid  when  I  wak'd,  my  genius  fir'd. 
Methinks,  ev'n  now,  his  piercing  arrows  move 
My  tender  breaft,  and  fpread  the  pains  of  love. 
Like  me  beware,  unhappy  as  thou  art  !  ~) 

Direct  at  thee  Diana  aims  her  dart 
To  drink  the  blood  that  feeds  thy  faithlefs  heart.  3 
The  loves  thou  never  can'ft  enjoy,  refign; 
£Jor  rafhly  lofe  another  life  with  thine, 
Then  will  we,  eager  as  our  joys,  remove 
To  Dian's  fhrine,  the  patronefs  of  love  ! 
High  o'er  her  head  in  triumph  fhall  be  plac'd 
The  golden  fruit,  with  this  infcription  grac'd  ; 
*'  Ye  haplefs  lovers,  hence,  for  ever  know 
"  Acontius  gain'dthe  nymph  who  caus'd  his  woe  !" 
Here  ceafe  my  hand  -  1  tremble,  left  each  line 
Should  wound  a  foul  fo  griev'd,  fo  touch'd  as  thine. 
No  more  my  thoughts  th'  ungrateful  toil  purfue  ; 
Pleafure  farewell,  and  thou,  my  dear,  adieu  ! 

PART   OF   PINDAR'S  FIRST   PYTHIAN 
ODE   PARAPHRASED. 


Xgvrsci 


ARGUMENT. 


THIS  Ode  is  addreffed  to  Micron  king  of  Sicily,  as 
is  allo  the  firft  of  the  Olympics.  Pindar  takes 
occafion  to  begin  with  an  encomium  on  mufic, 
finely  defcribing  its  effects  upon  the  paffions. 
We  mult  fuppofe  this  art  to  be  one  of  his  hero's 
more  diftinguiihable  excellencies  ;  as  it  appears 
from  feveral  patTages  in  the  Ode  above.  From 
thence  he  expatiates  in  the  praife  of  poetry  ; 
and  inveighs  very  feverely  upon  thofe  who  ei 
ther  contemn,  or  have  no  tafte  for  that  divine 
fcience.  Their  misfortunes  and  punifhments 
are  inftanced  by  thofe  of  Typhoeus:  whom  the 
poets  imagine  to  be  imprifoned  by  Jupiter  un- 
tler  mount  ./Etna.  The  digreffions  in  this  Ode 
are  the  moft  inartificial  and  furprifirig  of  any  in 
the  whole  author.  We  are  once  more  in  the 
hero's  native  country  ;  every  thing  ope"ns 
agreeably  to  the  eye,  and  the  poem  proceeds  af 
ter  Pindar's  ufual  manner. 

STROPHE  I: 

GENTLE  lyre,  begin  the  ftrain; 

Wake  the  ftring  to  voice  again. 


Mufic  rules  the  world  above  ; 
Mufic  is  the  food  of  love. 
Soften'd  by  the  pow'r  of  found, 
Human  paflions  melt  away  : 
Melancholy  feels  no  wound, 
Envy  fleeps,  and  fears  decay. 
Entranc'd  in  pleafure  Jove's  dread  eagle  lies^ 
Nor  grafps  the  bolt,  nor  darts  his  fiery  eyes. 

ANTISTKOPHE  I. 
See,  Mars  awak'd  by  loud  alarms 
Rolls  o'er  the  field  his  fanguine  eyes, 
His  heart  tumultuous  beats  to  arms, 
And  terrors  glare,  and  furies  rife  ! 
Hark  the  pleafing  lutes  complain, 
In  a  foftly -breathing  ftrain; 
Love,  and  flumber  feal  his  eye 
By  the  gentle  charms  oppreft  : 
From  his  rage  he  fteals  a  figh, 
Sinking  on  Dione's  breaft. 

EPODE  I. 

Verfe,  gentle  verfefrom  heav'n  defcendingcame, 
Curft  by  the  wicked,  hateful  to  the  vain : 
Tyrants  and  (laves  profane  its  facred  name, 
Deaf  to  the  tender  lay,  or  vocal  ftrain. — 
In  fires  of  hell  Typhceus  glows, 
Imprifon'd  by  the  wrath  of  Jove ; 
No  eafe  his  reftlefs  fury  knows, 
Nor  founds  of  joy,  nor  pleafing  love, 
Where,  glitt'ring  faintly  on  the  eye, 
Sicilian  ./Etna  props  the  Iky 

With  mountains  of  eternal  fnow ; 
He  darts  his  fiery  eyes  in  vain, 
And  heaves,  and  roars,  and  bites  his  chain 
In  impotence  of  woe. 

STROPHE  II. 

Angry  flames  like  fcarlet  glowing 
Fiery  torrents  ever  flowing, 
Smoke  along  the  withering  plain- 
Ere  they  rufh  into  the  main. 
"When  the  fable  veil  of  night 
Stretches  o'er  the  (haded  (ky, 
Fires  of  fulphur  gleam  with  light, 
Burning  rocks  difparted  fly. 
Sudden,  by  turns  the  flaming  flames  arife, 
Pour  down  the  winds,  or  tremble  up  the 

ANTISTRUPHE  II. 
In  fair  Sicilia's  rich  domain, 
Where  flow'rs  and  fruits  eternal  blow, 
Where  plenty  fpreads  her  peaceful  reign, 
And  feas  furround,  and  fountains  flow, 
Bright  religion  lifts  her  eye, 
Wand'ring  through  the  kindred-flty. 
Hail  thou,  everlafting  Jove, 
Parent  of  th'  Aonian  quire  ; 
Touch  my  raptur'd  foul  with  lore,  \ 

Warm  we  with  celeftial  fire  ! 
EPODE  II. 

The  pious  mariner  when  firft  he  fweeps 
The  foaming  billows,  and  exalts  his  fails, 
Propitiates  ev'ry  pow'r  that  rules  the  deeps, 
Led  by  new  hopes,  and  borne  by  gentle  gales. 
So  e'er  the  mufe  difus'd  to  ling, 
Emblazons  her  fair  hero's  praife  : 
(What  time  (he  wakes  the  trembling  ftring, 
Attemper'd  to  the  vocal  lays ; 
Pro^rate  in  humble  guile  (he  bends, 
While  forne  celeftial  pow'r  defcends 
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To  guide  her  airy  flights  along  ; 
God  of  the  filver  bow,  give  car  ; 
(Whom  Tenedos,  and  Chryfa  fxar) 
Obfervant  of  the  long  ! 

.    STROPHE  TIT. 
.Gentle  wiflies,  chafte  defiies, 
Hoiy  Hymen's  purer  fires : 
Lives  of  innocence  and  pleafure, 
Moral  virtue's  myflic  treafure  ; 
Wifcjom,  eloquence,  and  love, 
All  are  bleflings  from  above. 
Hence  regret,  diflafte,  difpraife, 
Guilty  night*,  uneafy  days  : 
Repining  jealoufies,  calm  friendly  wrongs, 
And  fiercer  envy,  and  the  ftrife  of  tongues. 

ANTISTROPKE  III. 
When  virtue  bleeds  beneath  the  laws, 
Or  ardent  nations  rife  in  arms, 
Thy  mercies  judge  the  doubtful  caufe, 
Thy  courage  ev'ry  beait  alarms. 
Kindling  with  heroic  fire 
Once  again  I  fweep  the  lyre. 
Fair  as  fummcr's  evening  Ikies, 
Ends  thy  life  ferene,  and  glorious  ; 
Happy  hero,  great  and  wife, 
O'er  thy  foes,  and  felf  victorious. 


THE  EPISODE  OF  ORPHEUS  AND  EURY 
DICE, 

Tran/latedfrom  the  fourth  Georgic  of  Virgil. 
At  chorus  aequalis  Dryadum 

HER  fudden  death  the  Mountain-Dryads  mourn'd, 
And  R.hodope's  high  brow  the  dirge  returu'd  : 
Bleak  Orythya  trembled  at  their  woe, 
And  filver  Kebrus  murmur'd  in  his  flow. 
While  to  his  mournful  harp,  unfeen,  alone, 
Defpairing  Orpheus  warbled  out  his  moan. 
With  rofy  dawn  his  plaintive  lays  begun, 
Kis  plaintive  voice  fung  down  the  fetting  fun. 

Now  in  the  frantic  bitternefs  of  woe 
-Silent  he  treads  the  dreary  realms  below, 
His  iofs  10  tender  numbers  to  dep:  [fore. 

And  touch  the  fouls  who  ne'er  were  touch'd  be- 
Mov'd  with  the  pleafing  harmony  of  f( 
The  lhadowy  fpeclres  'round  the  poet  throng: 
Num'rousas  birds  that  o'er  the  foreft  play, 
(When  evening  Phoebus  rouls  the  light  away  : 
Or  when  high  Jove  in  vvintery  feafons  pours 
A  fudden  deluge  from  defcending  fhow'rs.) 
The  mother's  ghoft,  the  father's  rev'rend  fnacle, 
The  blooming  hero,  and  th'  unmarry'd  maid  : 
The  new-born  heir  who  foon  lamented  dies, 
And  feeds  the  flames  before  his  parent's  eyes ; 
All  whom  Cocytus'  fable  water  hounds, 
And  Styx  with  thrice  three  wand'riug  ftreams  fur- 
rounds. 

See,  the  dread  regions  tremble  rind  admire  ! 
EVn  Pain  unmov'd  ftands  heark'nin^  to  the  lyre. 
Intent,  Ixion  (tares,  nor  feems  to  feel 
The  rapid  motions  of  the  whirling  wheel. 
Th'  unfolding  fnakes  around  the  furies  play, 
As  the  pale  fitters  liiten  to  the  lay. 

Nor  was  the  poet's  moving  fuit  dcny'J, 
Again  to  realms.above  he  bears  his  bade. 
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When  (ftorn  decree  '.)  he  turn-  his  longuig  eyes. 

'Tis  done,  {he's  loft,  for  ever  ever  ilies— - 

Too  fm;:ll  the  fault,  too  hilling  w.ts  the  pain, 

Could  love  but  judge,  or  hell  relent  ngain  ! 

Amaz'dhe  Maiu!%  and  by  the  glimpfe  of  day  • 

Jail  fees  th'  unbody'd  fliadow  flit  away 

When  thus  fiie  cry'd— ah,  too  uathoughtful  fpoufe 

Thus  for  one  look  to  violate  thy  vows  1- 

Fate  bears  me  b..ck,  a;>;iin  to  hell  I  fly, 

Eternal  darknels  fvvims  before  my  eye  : 

Again  the  melancholy  phuns  I  fee, 

Raviih'd  from  life,  from  pleafure,  and  from  thee  ( 

She  faid,  and  finking  into  cudicis  r. 

Like  exhalations  vamih'd  from  the  tight. 

In  vain  he  iprung  to  feize  her,  wept,  or  pray'd, 

Swift  glides  away  the  vifionary  fiiade. 

Mow  wilt  thou  now,  unhappy  Orpheus,  tell 
Thy  fecond  Iofs,  and  melt  the  pow'rs  of  hell  ? 
Cold  are  thole  lips  that  blnft  thy  foul  before, 
And  her  fair  eyes  rnuft  roil  on  thine  no  more. 
Sev'n  tedious  moons  defpairing,  wild  he  ftood, 
Ar.d  told  his  woes  to  Strymon's  freezing  flood. 
Beneath  his  feet  eternal  fnows  were  fpread, 
And  airy  rocks  hang  nodding  o'er  his  head, 
The  favu^e  beads  in  circles  round  him  play, 
And  rapid,  ilreams  ftand'lift'ning  to  the  lay. 

So  when  the  Ihepherd-fwain  \yith  curious  eyes 
Marks  the  lair  neft,  and  makes  the**young  his  prize : 
Sad  Philomel,  in  poplar  fhades  alone, 
In  vain  renews  her  lamentable  moan. 
From  night  to  morn  flie  chauntsher  tender  love. 
And  mournful  muik  dies  along  the  grove. 

No  thoughts  of  pleafure  now  his  foul  employ, 
Averfe'to  Venus  and  the  nuptial  joy  : 
Wild  as  the  winds  o'er  Thracia's  plains  h$  roves, 
O'er  the  bleak  mountains,  and  the  leaik-fs  groves. 
When  ftung  whh  rage  the  Bacchanalian  train 
Kufli'd  to  the  bard,  and  ftretch'd  him  on  tl)e  plain  ; 
(Nor  found?,  nor  pray'rs  their  giddy  fury  move, 
And  he  mufi  ceafe  to  live,  or  learn  to  love) 
See,  from  his  fhouhk-rs  in  a  moment  ilies 
His  bleeding  head,  and  now,  ah  now  he  dies  '. 
Yet  as  he  uy'u,  Enrydice  he  mourn'd, 
Eurydice,  the  trembling  banks  return'd  ; 
Euryuice,  withbqllow  voice  he  cry'd, 
Eurydice  ran  murmuring  down  the  tide. 

TO  THE  RIGHT   HONOURABLE  LA.DY 
HERTFORD, 

UPON    THE    BIRTH    OF    LORD    BEAUCHAMP. 

ONCE  ttQre  infpir'd,  I  touch  the  trembling  firing  J 
What  mule  ibr  Hertford  will  refufe  to  fi'ug? 
Thine  are  the  favourite  flrains,  and  may  they  be 
Sacred  to  praifr,  to  beauty,  and  to  thte  1 

Sudden,  mcthinixs,  in  vifion  Ifurvey 
The  glorious  triumphs  of  th'  expected  day  : 
Fair  lovely  fights  in  opening  fctncs  appear, 
And  airy  rnuiic  trembles  on  my  tar; 
Surrounding  eyes  devour  the  beauteous  boy, 
And  ev'ry  bofom  beats  with  founds  of  joy. . 

Rife  from  thy  (lumbers,  gentle  infant,  rife  !. 
Lift  thy  fair  head,  unfold  thy  radiant  eyts, 
Whole  lovely  light  mult  other  courts  adorn, 
And  wound  the  hearts  of  beauties  yet  unborn, 
Subdue  the  fcx,  that  triumphs  in  its  pride, 
And  humble  thofe,  who  charm  the  world  bcV.de, 


TRANSLATIONS,    P  AR  APHR  AS  ES,  Sec. 


Defcend  ye  gentle  nine  !  defcend,  and  fpread 
Laurels  and  bays  around  his  infant-head. 
Bid  noble  paflions  in  his  bofom  roll, 
And  beams  of  fancy  dawn  upon  his  foul ; 
In  foften'd  muflc  bid  his  accents  flow, 
Piercing,  and  gentle  as  descending  ihow  ; 
Bid  him  be  all  that  can  his  birth  commend: 
The  daring  patriot,  and  unftiaken  friend  : 
Admir'd,  yet  humble,  modeft,  though  fevere, 
Abroad  obliging,  and,  at  home  fmcere  ; 
Good,  juft,  and  affable  in  each  degree  : 
Such  is  the  father,  fuch  the  fon  fhall  be  ! 

Thefe  humble  drains,  indulgent  Hertford,  fpare  ; 
Forgive  the  mufe,  O  faireft  of  the  fair  ! 
Firft  in  thy  fhades  (where  filver  Kennet  glides, 
Fair  Marlbro's  turrets  trembling  in  his  tides: 
Where  peace  and  plenty  hold  their  gentle  reign, 
And  laviih  nature  decks  the  fruitful  plain  : 
Where  the  fam'd  mountain  lifts  its  walks  on  high, 
As  varying  profpects  open  on  the  eye) 
To  love's  ibft  theme  I  tun'd  the  warbling  lyre, 
And  borrovv'd  from  thy  eyes  poetic  fire. 


September  3oth, 
17*5- 


W,    HARTE. 


THE  ARMY  OF  ADRASTUS,  AND  HIS 
ALLIES, 

MARCHING    FROM    ARGOS  TO  THE    SIEGE    OF 

THEBES. 

From  the  fourth  Thebaid  of  Statins. 
Jamq.  fuos  circum 

AROUND  the  pomp  in  mourning  weeds  array'd, 
Weeps  the  pale  father,  and  the  trembling  maid : 
The  fcreaming  infants  at  the  portals  ft  and,     : 
And  clafp,  and  (top  the  flow-proceeding  band. 
Each  parting  face  a  fettled  horror  wears, 

low-held  (hield  receives  a  flood  of  tears. 
Some  with  a  kift  (fad  fign  of  future  harms) 
Round  the  clos'd  beaver  glue  their. clafping  arms, 
Hang  on  the  fpear,  detain  'em  as  they  go, 
With  lifted  eyes,  and  eloquence  of  woe. 
Thole  warlike  chiefs,  whom  dread  Bellona  fteel'd, 
And  arm'd  with  fouls  unknowing  once  to  yield, 
Now  touch'd  with  forrows,  hide  their  tearful  eyes, 
And  ah  the  hero  melts  away  and  dies. 

So  the  pale  failor,  launching  from  the  fhore, 
Leaves  the  dear  profpectsthat  muft  charm  no  more: 
Here  fhrieks  of  anguiih  pierce  his  pitying  ears— 
There  ftrangely  wild,  a  floating  world  appears— 
Swift  the  fair  veflel  wings  her  watery  flight, 
And  in  a  mift  deceives  the  aching  light  : 
The  native  train  in  fad  diftraction  weep, 
.Now  beat  their  breath,  now  tremble  o'er  the  deep, 
Curfe  ev'ry  gale  that  wafts  the  fleet  from  land, 
Breathe  the  laft  figh,  and  wave  the  circling  hand. 

You  now,  fair  ancient  truth '. .  conduct  along 
Th'  advent'rous  bard,  and  animate  his  fong  : 
Each  godlike  man  in  proper  lights  difplay, 
And  open  all  the  war  in  dread  array. 
You  too,  bright  miftrefs  of  th'  Aonian  quire, 
Divine  Calliope  '.   refume  the  lyre  : 
The  lives  and  deaths  of  mighty  chiefs  recite, 
The  wafte  of  nations,  and  the  rage  of  fight. 
VOL.  IX. 


A  SIMILE, 

UPON    A    SET    OF    TEA-DRINKERS. 

So  fairy  elves  theJr  moi  mug-table  1'prcad 

O'er  a  white  mufhroom's  liofpitable  head  : 

In  acorn  cups  the  merry  goblins  quaff 

The  pearly  dews,  they  fing,  they  love,  they  laugh  • 

Melodious  mufic  trembles  through  the  iky, 

And^  airy  founds  along  the  green-wood  die. 

THE  SAME, 

DIVERSIFIED    IN    ANCIENT    METRE. 

So,  yf  deepe  clerkes  in  tymes  of  yore  faine  trew, 
Or  poets  eyue,  perdie,  mought  fothly  vew, 
The  dapper  Elfins  thyr  quemt  feltes  bedight 
\Vyth  mickle  plefaunce  on  a  mufhrome  lite: 
In  acorne  cuppes  thy  quaffen  daint  liquere, 
And  rowle  belgardes,  and  defflie  daunce  yfere  ; 
Ful  everidfle  they  makin  mufike  fote, 
And  fowns  aeriall  adowne  the  grene  woode  flote. 

A  SOLILOQUY, 

OCCASIONED    BY   THE    CHIRPING    OF    A    GRASS" 
HOPPER. 

HAPPY  infe^l  !  ever  bleft 
With  a  more  train  mortal  reft, 
Rofy  dews  the  leaves  among, 
Humble  joys  and  gentle  fong  ! 
Wretched  poet  !  ever  curs'd, 
With  a  life  of  lives  the  worft, 
Sad  defpondence,  reftlefs  fears, 
Endlefs  jealoufies  and  tears. 
.  In  the  burning  fummer,  thou 
Warbleft  on  the  verdant  bough, 
Meditating  cheerful  play, 
Mimllefs  of  the  piercing  ray  ; 
Sccrch'd  in  Cupid's  fervors,  I 
Ever  weep,  and  ever  die. 

Proud  to  gratify  thy  will, 
Ready  nature  waits  thee  ftill  : 
Balmy  wines  to,  thee  fhe  pours, 
Weeping  through  the  dewy  flow'rs; 
Rich  as  thofe  by  Hebe  giv'n 
To  the  thirfty  fons  of  heav'n. 

Yet  alas  •!  we  both  agree, 
Miferable.  thou  like  me  ! 
Each  alike  in  youth  rehearfes 
Gentle  ftrains,  and  tender  verfes  ; 
Ever  wand'ring  far  from  home  ; 
Mindlefs  of  the  days  to  come, 
(Such  as  aged  winter  brings 
Trembling  on  his  icy  wings) 
Both  alike  at  laft  we  die  ; 
Thou  art  ftarvM,  and  fd  am  I  ! 

THE  STORY  OF  ARETHUSA. 


TRANSLATED  FP.OM  THE  FIFTH  BOOK  OF 
METAMORPHOSES. 

Connexion  to  the  former 

The  poet  defcribes   Ceres  wandering  over   the 
world  in  great  affliction,  to  fearch  after  lies' 


THE   WORKS    OF   HARTE. 


daughter  Proferpina,  who  was  then  loft.,  At 
laft  Arethufa  (a  river  of  Sicily)  informs  the 
goddefs  that  her  daughter  was  Itolen  away  by 
Plutd,  and  carried  down  into  hell.  Now  it 
was  ordained  by  fate,  that  Proferpine  fhould 
return  again,  if  fhe  tafted  not  of  any  fruit  in 
the  other  world.  But  temptations  were  flrong, 
and  the  woman  could  not  refift  eating  fix  or 
feven  kernels  of  a  pomegranate.  However, 
to  mitigate  the  fentence,  Jupiter  decreed  that 
Ihe  fhould  refide  but  half  the  year  with  Pluto, 
and  pafs  the  reft  with  her  mother.  Upon  thefe 
terms  Ceres  is  very  well  pacified,  and  in  com- 
plaifance  defires  Arethufa  to  relate  her  life,  and 
for  what  reaibns  ihe  was  changed  into  a  river. 

HUSH'D  in  fufpenfe  the  gath'ring  waters  flood, 
When  thus  began  the  parent  of  the  flood  : 
What  time  emerging  from  the  wave,  fhe  preft 
Her  verdant  trefles  drooping  on  her  breaft. 

Of  all  the  nymphs  Achaia  boafts  (flie  faid),         , 
Was  Arethufa  once  the  faireft  maid. 
None  iov'd  to  well,  to  fpread  in  early  dawn 
The  trembling  mefhes  o'er  the  dewy  lawn  : 
Though  drefs  and  beauty  fcarce  deferv'd  my  care, 
Yet  ev'ry  tongue  confefs'd  me  to  be  fair. 
The  charms  which  ofliers  ftrive  for,  1  refign, 
And  think  it  ev'n  a  crime  to  find  them  mine  ! 

Jt  chanc'd  one  morn,  returning  from  the  wood, 
Weary  I  wander'd  by  a  ftlver  flood  : 
The  gentle  waters  fcarce  were  feen  to  glide, 
And  a  calm  filence  dill  d  the  fleeping  tide; 
High  o'er  the  banks  a  grove  of  watery  trees 
Spread  its  dark  fhade,  that  trembled  to  the  breeze. 
(My  veil  fufpended  on  the  boughs)  I  lave 
My  chilly  feet,  then  plunge  beneath  the  wave  ; 
A  ruddy  light  my  blufhing  limbs  difpread, 
And  the  clear  ftream  half  glows  with  rofy-red. 
When  from  beneath  in  awful  murmurs  broke     . 
A  hollow  voice,  and  thus  portentous  fpoke  : 

"  My  lovely  nymph,  my  Arethufa  Way, 
*'  Alpheus  calls  ;  it  faid,  or  feem'd  to  fay''«— - 

Naked  and  fwift  I  flew  (my  clothes  behind), 
Fear  ftrung  my  nerves,  and  tnameenrag'dmy  mind. 
So  wing'd  with  hunger  the  fierce  eagle  flies, 
To  drive  the  trembling  turtles  through  the  fkies  ; 
So  wing'd  with  fear  the  trembling  turtles  fpring, 
When  the  fierce  eagle  flioots  upon  the  wing. 

Swift  bounding  from  the  god,  I  now  furvey 
Where  breezy  Pfophis  and  Cyllene  lay : 
Elis'  fair  ftructures  open'd  on  my  eyes; 
And  waving  Erymanthus  cools  the  fkies, 
At  length  unequal  for  the  rapid  chafe 
Tremble  my  limbs,  the  god  maintains  the  race  : 
O'er  hills  and  vales  with  furious  hafte  I  flew  ; 
O'er  hills  and  vales  the  god  behind  me  drew. 
Now  hov'ring  o'er,  his  lengthening  fhadow  bends, 
(His  lengthening  fhadow  the  low  fun  extends) 
And  fudden  now,  his  founding  fteps  drew  near; 
At  leail  I  feem'd  his  founding  fteps  to  hear. 
Now  finking,  in  fiiort  fobs  I  gafp'd  for  breath, 
Juft  in  the  jaws  of  violence  and  death. 
Ah,  Cynthia  help!  ('twas  thus  in  thought  I  pray'd) 
Ah,  help  a  ravifh'd,  miferable  maid  '. 
The  virgin-pow'r  confenting  to  mypray'r, 
Diffus'd  around  a  veil  of  clouded  air  : 
loft  in  the  gloom  he  wanders  o'er  the  plain, 
And  Arethufa  calls,  but  calls  in  vain 


In  mifty  fleams  th'  impervious  vapours  rife, 
Perplex  his  guefles,  and  deceive  his  eyes. 

What  fears  I  felt  as  thus  enclos'd  I  flood, 
What  chilling  horrors  trembled  through  my  blood? 
So  pants  the  fawn  in  filence  and  defpair, 
When  the  grim  wolf  runs  howling  through  the  lair: 
So  fits  the  lev'ret,  when  the  hound  purfues 
His  trembling  prey,  and  winds  the  tainted  dews. 

Sudden  my  cheek  with  flafhing  colour  burns, 
Pale  fwoons,  and  fickly  fears  fucceed  by  turns  : 
Cold  creeps  my  blood,  its  pulfes  beat  no  more  : 
Big  drops  offweat  afcend  from  every  pore; 
Adown  my  locks  the  pearly  dews  diftill, 
And  each  full  eye  pours  forth  a  guming  rill ; 
Now  all  at  once  my  melting  limbs  decay, 
In  one  clear  ftream  diflblving  faft  away. 

The  god  foon  law  me  floating  o'er  the  plain, 
And  {trait  refum'd  his  watery  form  again — 
Inflant,  Diana,  fmote  the  trembling  ground ; 
Down  rufli  my  waters  with  a  murm'ring  found  ; 
Thence  darkling  through  th'  infernal  regions  ftray. 
And  in  the  Delian  plains  review  the  day, 


ANGERIANUS  DE  C^LIA, 
(EPIG.  40.) 

QUUM  dormiret  Amor,  rapuit  clam  pulchra  pha 
retram 

Ctelia,  furrepta  flevit  Amor  pharetra. 
Noli  (Cypris  ait)  fie  flere  Cupido ;  pharetram 

Pulchra  tibi  rapuit  C»li a,  reftituit. 
Non  opus  eft  illi  calamis,  non  ignibus  :  urit 

Voce,  manu,  grefiu,  peclore,  fronte,  oculis. 

CUPID  MISTAKEN. 

FROM    THE    SPORTS    OF   CUPID,    WRITTEN    BY 
ANGERIANUS. 

Imitated  and  enlarged. 

As  faft  befide  a  murmuring  ftream, 
In  blifsfulvifions  Cupid  lay, 
Chloe,  as  fhe  foftlycame, 

Snatch'd  his  golden  fliafts  away. 

From  place  to  place  in  fad  furprife 
The  little  angry  godhead  flew  : 
Trembling  in  his  ruddy  eyes 
Hung  the  pearly  drops  of  dew. 

So  on  the  rofe  (in  blooming  May, 
When  purple  Phcebus  nfes  bright) 
Liquid  gems  of  lilver  lay, 

Pierc'd  with  glitt'ring  ftreams  of  light. 

Fair  Venus  with  a  tender  languifh 
Smiling,  thus  her  fon  addreft, 
As  lie  mnrmur'd  out  his  anguifh 
Trembling  on  her  fnowy  breaft  : 

Peace,  gentle  infant,  I  implore. 
Nor  lavifli  precious  tears  in  vain ; 
Chloe,  when  the  jeft  is  o'er, 
Brings  the  ufelefs  fhafts  again. 

Can  Chloe  need  the  fhafts  of  love, 
Young  blooming,  witty,  plump  and  fair  ? 


TRANSLATIONS, 

Charms  and  raptures  round  her  move, 
Murmuring  fighs,  and  deep  defpair. 

Millions  for  her  unheeded  die, 
Millions  to  her  their  bleflings  owe; 
Ev'ry  motion  of  her  eye 

Murders  more  than  Cupid's  bow. 

TO  A  YOUNG  LA.T3Y, 
WITH  MR.  FENTON'S  MISCELLANY. 

THESE  various  drains,  where  ev'ry  talent  charms. 
Where  humour  pleafes,  or  where  paffion  warms  : 
(Strains  !  where  the  tender  and  fublime  confpire, 
A  Sappho's  fweetnefs,  and  a  Homer's  fire) 
Attend  their  doom,  and  wait  with  glad  furprife 
Th1  impartial  juftice  or'  Cleora's  eyes. 

'Tis  hard  to  fay,  what  myfteries  of  fate, 
What  turns  of  fortune  on  good  writers  wait. 
The  party-flave  will  wound  'em  as  he  can, 
And  damns  the  merit,  if  he  hates  the  man. 
Nay,  ev'n  the  bards  with  wit.  and  laurels  crown'd, 
Blefs'd  in  each  ftrain,  in  ev'ry  ajrt  renown'd: 
Miflead  by  pride,  and  taught  to  fin  by  pow'r, 
Still  fearch  around  for  thofe  they  may  devour  : 
Like  favage  monarchson  a  guilty  throne, 
Who  crufti  all  might  that  can  invade  their  own. 

Others  who  hate,  yet  want  the  foul  to  dare, 
So  ruin  bards  —  as  beaux's  deceive  the  fair  : 
On  the  pleas'd  ear  their  foft  deceits  employ  j 
Smiling  they  wound,  and  praife  but  to  deilroy. 
Thefe  are  th'  unhappy  crimes  of  modern  clays, 
And  can  the  beft  of  poets  hope  for  praife  ? 

How  fmall  a  part  of  human  bleffings  mare 
The  wife,  the  good,  the  noble,  or  the  fair  I 
Short:  is  the  date  unhappy  wit  can  boalt, 
A  blaze  of  glory  in  a  moment  loft. 
Fortune  ftill  envious  of  the  great  man's  praife, 
Curies  the  coxcomb  with  a  length  of  days. 
So  (Hector  dead)  amid  the  female  quire, 
Unmanly  Paris  tun'd  the  fiiver  lyre. 

Attend  ye  Britons  !  in  fo  juft  a  caufe 
'Tisfure  a  fcandal,  to  with-hold  applaufe  j 
Nor  let  pofterity  reviling  fay, 
Thus  unregarded  Fenton  pats'd  away  ! 
Yet  if  the  mufe  may  faith  or  merit  claim. 
(A  mufe  too  jufl  to  bribe  with  venal  fame) 
Soon  fhaltthou  mine  *  "  in  majefty  avow'd  ; 

As  thy  own  goddefs  breaking  through  a  cloud." 
Fame,  like  a  nation  debt,  though  long  delay'd, 
With  mighty  int'reft  mull  at  laft  be  paid. 

Like  Vinci's  ftrokes,  -thy  verfes  we  behold  ; 
Correctly  graceful,  and  with  labour  bold. 
At  Sappho's  woes  we  breathe  a  tender  figh, 
.And  the  foft  forrow  fteals  from  ev'ry  eye 
Here  Spenler's  thoughts  in  folemn  numbers  roll, 
Here  lofty  Milton  feems  to  lift  the  foul. 
There  fprightly  Chaucer  charms  our  hours  away 
With  ftories  qiiient,  and  gentle  roundelay 

Mufe  !  at  that  name  each  thought  of  pride  re 

call, 

Ah,  think  how  foon  the  wife  and  glorious  fall  ! 
What  though  the  lifters  ev'ry  grace  impart, 
Tofmooth  thy  verfe,  and  captivate  the  heart: 
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What  though  your  charms,  my  fair  CL?ora  !  fhine 
Bright  as  your  eyes    and  as  your  fex  divine  : 
Yet  fliall  the  verfes,  and  the  charms  decay, 
The  boaft  of  youth,  the  blelfing  of  a  day  1 
NTot  Chaucer's  beauties  could  furvive  the  rage 
Of  waiting  envy,  and  devouring  age  : 
One  mingled  heap  of  ruin  now  we  fee  ; 
Thus  Chaucer  is,  and  Fenton  thus  fliall  be  ! 


TQ  THE  PRINCE  OF  ORANGE, 

ON  HIS  PASSING  THROUGH  OXFORD,  ON^HIS  RE=> 
TURN    FROM    BATH. 

AT  length,  in  pity  to  a  nation's  prayer, 
Thou  liv'ft,  O  Naflau,  providence's  care  ! 
Life's  fun,  which  lately  with  a  dubious  ray 
Gave  the  laft  gleams  of  a  fhort  .glorious  u  <.y, 
Again  with  more  than  noon-tide  luftire  burns 
The  dial  brightens,  and  the  line  returns. 

Some  guardian  power,  who  o'er  thy  fate  pre- 

fides, 

Whofe  eye  unerring  Albion's  welfare  guides, 
Taught  yonder  itreams  with  ne,w  felt  force  to  flow, 
And  bade  th'  exalted  minerals  doubly  glow. 
Thus  cold  and  motioniefs  Bethefda  uood, 
Till  heavenly  influence  bmoded  o'er  the  flood. 

Lo,  while  our  ifle  with  one  loud  psean  rings, 
Equal,  though  filent,  homage  Ifis  brings  ;, 
rlers  is  the  talk  of  reafon?  "not  of  art, 
Words  of  the  mind,  and  actions  of  the  heart ! 

And  fure  that  unbought  praife  which  learning 

bl'ings; 

Outweighs  the  vaft  acclaim  that  deafens  kings ; 
For  fouls,  fupremely  fenfible  and  great, 
See  through  the  farce  of  noile,  arid  pomp  offtate; 
Mark  when  the  fools  huzza,  or  wife  rejoice, 
And  judge  exactly  between  found  ami  voice. 

Hail,  and  proceed  !  be  arts  like  ours  thy  cnre, 
Nor  flight  thole  laurels  thou  wert  born  to  wear : 
Adorn  and  emulate  thy  glorious,  line, 
Take  thy  forefathers  worth,  and  give  them  thine, 
Bleft  with  each  gift  that  human  hearts  can  move, 
In  iciencebleft,  but  doubly  blcft  in  love. 

Power,  beauty,  virtue,  dignify  thy  choice, 
Each  public  luftrage,  and  each  private  voice. 


TO  MR.  POPE. 

To  move  the  fprings  of  nature  as  we  pleafe, 
To  th'ink  with  fpirit,  but  to  write  with  cafe  : 
With  living  words  to  warm  the  confcious  heart, 
Or  pleafe  the  foul  with  nicer  charms  of  art, 
For  this  the  Grecian  foar'd  in  epic  ui  .n^, 
And  iLfter  Maro  left  the  Mantuart  plains  : 
Melodious  Spenfer  felt  the  lover's  fire, 
And  awful  Milton  ftrung  his  heav'nly  lyre. 

'Tis  yours,  like  thefe,  with  curious  toil  to  trace 
The  pow'rsof  language,  harmony,  and  grace, 
How  nature's  felf  with  living  luftre  (limes; 
How  judgment  ftrengthens,  and  how  ait  refines ; 
How  to  grow  bold  withcorifcious  ll-hfe  of  fame, 
And  force  a  pleature  which  we  dure  not  blame  i 
To 'harm  us rrioiv  through  neglije'ce  t'  -au  pains, 
And  give  ev'n  If  and  action  to  the  {trains; 
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Led  by  fome  law,  whofe  pow'rful  impulfe  guides 
Each  happy  ftro:;e,  and  in  the  foul  prefides  : 
Some  fairer  image  of  perfection,  giv'n 
T'  infpire  mankind,  itfclf  deriv'd  from  hcav'n. 

O  ever  worthy,  ever  crown'd  with  praifc  ; 
Blefl  in  thy  life, 'and  bleft  in  all  thy  lays  ! 
Add  tha.  the  filters  ev'ry  thought  refine  : 
Or  ev'n  thy  life  be  faultlefs  as  thy  line  ; 
Yet  envy  flill  with  fiercer  rage  purfue^, 
Obfcures  :he  virtue,  and  defames  the  mufe. 
A  foul  like  thine,  in  pain^,  in  grief  refigfl'd, 
Views  with  vain  fcorn  the  malice  of  mankind  : 
Not  critics,  but  their  planets  prove  unjuft  : 
And  are  they  blam'd  who  fin  becaufe  they  muft  ? 

Yet  fure  not  fo  mult  all  perufe  thy  lays; 
I  cannot  rival — and  yet  dare  to  praiie. 
A  thoufand  charms  at  once  my  thoughts  engage, 
Sappho's  foft  fweetnefs,  Pindar's  warmer  rage, 
Statius'  free  vigour,  Virgil's  ftudiouscare, 
And  Homer's  force,  and  Ovid's  eafier  air. 

So  feems  fome  picture,  where  exact  defign, 
And  curious  pains,  and  ftrength  and  fweetnefs  join  : 
Where  the  free  thought  itspleafing  grace  beflows, 
And  each  warm  ftroke  with  living  colour  glows : 


Soft  without  weakriefs,  without  labour  fair  ; 
Wrought  up  at  once  with  happinefs  and  care  ! 

How  bleft  the  man  that  from  the  world  remove* 
To  joys  that  Mordaunt,  or  his  Pope  approves ; 
Whole  tafte  exact  each  author  can  explore, 
And  live  the  prefent  and  paft  ages  o'er  ; 
Who  frej  from  pride,  from  penitence,  or  flrife, 
Move  calmly  forward  to  the  verge  of  life  : 
Such  be  my  days,  and  fuch  my  fortunes  be, 
To  live  by  reafon,  and  to  write  by  thee  ! 

Nor  deem  this  verfe,  though  humble,  thy  <lif- 

grace  ; 

All  are  not  born  the  glory  of  their  race : 
Yet  all  are  born  t'  adore  the  great  man's  name, 
And  trace  his  fdotfteps  in  the  paths  to  fame. 
The  mufe  who  now  this  early  homage  pays, 
Firft  learn'dfrom  thee  to  animate  her  lays: 
A  mufe  as  yet  unhonour'd,  but  unftain'd, 
Who  prais'd  no  vices,  no  preferment  gain'd  : 
Unbiafs'd  or  to  cenfure  or  commend, 
Who  knows  no  envy,  and  who  grieves  no  friend ; 
Perhaps  too  fond  to  make  thofe  virtues  known, 
And  fix  her  fame  immortal  on  thy  own. 


THE  SIXTH  THEBAID  OF  STATIUS. 


TRANSLATED  INTO  ENGLISH.      WITH  NOTES. 


Curritur  ad  vocem  jucundam,  ct  carmen  arnica 
Thebaidos,  l&tam  fecit  cum  Statius  urbem, 
Promifitque  diem  :  tanta  dulcediue  captos 
Aflicit  ille  animos— — —  juv.  SAT.  vn. 


THE  ARGUMEET  TO  THE  WHOLE  THEBAID. 

OEDIPUS  the  fon  of  Laius,  king  of  Thebes,  was,  in  his  infancy,  expofed  to  wild  beafts  upon  the  moun 
tains  ;  but,  by  fome  miraculous  prefervation,  he  efcaped  this  danger,  and,  afterwards,  by  miftake, 
flew  his  own  father,  as  they  contended  for  the  way.  He  then  married  Jocafta,  Queen  of  Thebes, 
•whom  he  knew  not  to  be  his  mother,  and  had  by  her  two  fons,  Etheocles  and  Polynices;  who,  after 
their  father  had  put  out  his  eyes,  and  baniihed  himfelf  from  Thebes,  agreed  between  themfelves  to 
govern  year  by  year  interchangeably.  But  this  agreement  was  ill  observed.  Etheocles,  when  his 
date  of  government  was  expired,  refufed  to  refign  it  to  Polynices ;  who,  in  his  rage,  fled  to  Adraft us, 
King  of  Argos,  to  implore  afliftance  a^ainft  his  brother.  Adraflus  received  the  young  prince  with 
all  imaginable  tendernefs,  and  gave  him  in  marriage  to  his  fair  daughter  Deipyle,  as  the  oracles  had 
appointed.  He  then,  with  the  afliftance  of  his  allies,  undertakes  to  fettle  Polynices  on  the  throne, 
and  to  depofe  Etheocles.  Upon  this,  Thebes  is  bcfieged,  and,  after  feveral  encounters,  the  differ 
ence  is  at  lall  decided  by  the  duel  and  death  of  the  two  brothers.  This  is  the  main  action  of  the 
poem. 

JBefides  this,  by  way  of  an  under  action,  the  poet  has  interwoven  another  diftinct  ftory.  The  goddefa 
Venus  is  reiblved  to  revenge  herftlf  upon  the  Lemnians,  becaufe  they  neglected  all  facrifices  to  hen 
She  firfl  difgufls  the  men  with  their  wives,  and  then,  in  return,  fpirits  up  the  women  into  a  refolu- 
tion  of  murdering  their  hufbands.  This  horrible  defign  -vas  executed  by  each  of  them,  except  Hyp- 
fipylc,  who  faved  her  fathei  Thoas.  Some  time  afterward  this  allo  was  difcovered.  Hypfipyle, 
to  avoid  the  fury  of  the  women,  fled  to  the  fea-fhore,  where  fhe  was  taken  by  the  pirates,  and  pre- 
fented  by  them  to  King  Lycurgu?,  who  made  her  nuife  to  his  fon  Archemorus.  The  dominions  of 
this  prince  lay  directly  ii,  the  way  from  Argos  to  Thebes.  As  Adraitus.and  his  Allies  were  march 
ing  thither,  the  troops  were  ready  to  periih  for  want  of  water.  They  chanced  in  a  wood  to  meet 
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-,  who,  pitying  their  misfortunes,  lays  down  in  hafte  her  young  child,  and  fhows  them  a 
Jpring  that  could  never  be  drained.  She  receives  the  thanks  of  Adraftus ;  and  having,  at  his  requeft, 
recited  her  own  adventures,  returns  back,  and  finds  the  young  infant  Archemcrus  juft  killed  by  a 
ferpent.  Her  confufion  and  fears  are  dcfcribed  in  an  excellent  fpeech  upon  that  occafion.  Ths 
tlrei-inr.s  kill  the  ferpent ;  and,  in  honour  of  the  dead  prince,  perform  all  the  rites  of  burial;  which 
is  the  fubjc&  of  this  preient  book. 

yirft  of  all,  .  ith  an  hiftorical  account  of  the  Nemerean  games,  then  follows  the  funeral,  with 

a  mere  particular  defcription  of  hewing  the  forefts,  and  offering  their  hair  to  the  deceafed.  The 
anguifti  of  Adraftus,  the  lamentations  of  Eurydice,  and  die  filence  of  Hypfipyle,  are  extremely  well 
pted  to  nature.  A  monument  is  erected  to  the  memory  of  Archemorus,  which  is  ornamented 
with  the  whole  (lory  in  fcuipture.  After  this  fucceed  the  funeral  games  ;  the  chariot-race,  the  foot-  t 
race,  the  diicus,  the  fight  with  the  c;cfti:5,  the  wreftiing,  and  (hooting  with  arrows;  which  laft 
ends  with  a  prodigy,  foreboding  that  none  of  the  confederate  princes  {hould  return  from  the  wa  r 
except  Adrailua. 


SOON-  mournful  fame  through  ev'ry  town  pro- 
The  rites  of  fepulture,and  Grecian  games  :  [claims 
What  mighty  chiefs  (hould  glory  give  or  gain, 

•:-'d  to  combat  on  the  lifted  plain. 
Theie  honours  firft  the  great  Alcides  paid 
To  pleafe  old  Pelops"  venerable  fhade . 
What  time  near  Pifa  he  inhum'd  the  dead, 
And  bound  with  olive  wreaths  his  dufty  head. 
Thefe,  with  new  hopes, glad  Phocisnextb.  ftow'd, 
When  Python  funk  beneath  her  bowyer  god.     10 

Hill  religion  to  Palxmon  pays, 
(Religion  blinded  with  a  length  of  days) 
When  hanging  o'er  the  deep  in  anguifh  raves 
His  *  royal  mother  to  the  founding  waves ; 
O'er  eitlu-r  lilhmus  floats  the  mingled  moan, 
/.iftant  Thebe  anfwers  groan  for  groan. 
The  pious  games  begin,  with  loud  alarms, 
Here  the  young  warriors  firft  prelude  in  arms  : 
Each  blooming  youth  Aonia  fends  to  fame, 
And  each  dear  object  to  the  Tyrian  dame ;        ic 
Who  once  imbru'd  in  blood,  (hall  heap  around 
High  hills  of  (lain,  and  deluge  all  the  ground. 

The  youthful  lailors  thus  with  early  care 
Th^ir  arms  experience,  and  for  fea  prepare  : 
On  fome  fmooth  lake  their  lighter  oars  eflUy, 
And  learn  the  dangers  of  the  wat'ry  way ; 
But  once  grown  bold,  they  launch  befort  t ; 
Eager  and  fwift,  ncr  turn  their  eyes  behind. 

Aurora  now,  fair  daughter  of  the  day, 
Warm'd  the  clear  orient  with  a  blufliing  ray  ;   30 
Swift  from  mankind  the  pow'j  of  (lumbers  flew  ; 
e  pale  moon  her  glimm'ring  beams  with- 
O'er  the  long  woods  the  mattin  dirges  run,  [drew. 
ihrkki;  of  lorrovv  wake  the  rifing  fun. 
unhappy  father,  father  now  no  more, 

:at,  his  aged  hairs  he  tore : 
him  lay  each  ornament  of  (late, 
To  make  him  wretched,  as  they  made  him  great. 
With  more  than  female  prief  the  mother  cries, 
And  wringing  both  her  hands,  obtefts  the  Ikies ; 
Rending  (he  weeps  upon  th'  extended  flain,         41 

ev'ry  wound,  returns,  and  weeps  again. 
But  when  the  kings  in  fad  and  folemn  woe, 
Entcr'd  the  dome,  majeflically  flow:   ** 
(As  if  juft  then  the  trembling  babe  was  found, 
And  life's  laft  blood  came   ifluing  through  the 
v/ounu) 


Breaft  took  from  bread  the  melancholy  ftraiu, 
And  paufing  nature  wept,  and  fob'd  again. 
Confus'd  each  Grecian  hangs  his  guilty  head, 
And  weeps  a  flood  of  tears  to  waii  the  dead.     50 

while  Adraftus  bears  the  friendly  part, 
And  with  kind  words  confoles  the  father's  heart. 
He  marks  th'  eternal  orders  of  the  flcy, 
And  proves  that  man  was  born  to  grieve  and  die  ; 
Now  tells  him  heav'n  will  future  children  fend 
To  heir  his  kingdom,  and  his  years  defend. 

In  vain  the  charmer  pleads,  unbounded  flow 
The  parent's  tears,  in  violence  of  woe. 
He  hears  no  more  than  ftorms  that  thund'ring"} 
rife,  f 

Regard  the  failors  vows,  or  piercing  cries,      60 1* 
And  the  wild  horror  of  their  ftony  eyes.  j 

Apart,  a  crowd  of  friends  the  bier  beftrow 
With  cyprcfs  boughs ;  then  place  the  flraw  below. 
The  fecond   rank  with  fliort-liv'd  flow'rs  they 

fpread, 

Which  foon  muft  fade,  and  wither  like  tlje  dead. 
Arabian  odours  from  the  third  diffufe 
A  grateful  fmoke,  and  weep  in  fragrant  dews. 
Above  from  heaps  of  gold  bright  colours  itre<mi, 
And  deeper  purple  fhoots  a  fauguine  gleam. 

Inwoven  on  the  pall,  young  Linus  lay  70 

Irt  lonely  woods,  to  ^-°gs  a  Prey- 

Heart-wounded  at  the  fight,  in  angurfli  ftands 
Eurydice,  and  fpreads  her  trembling  hands ; 
Then  turns  her  eyes,  half  dying  with  a  groan, 
For  kindred  miferies  fo  like  he- 
Arms,  fceptres,  jewels,  on  the  ctead  they  throw, 
And  facrifice  all  grandeur  to  their  woe. 
As  if  the  hero,  deck'd  with  warlike  fpoil, 
W^sborn  in  triumph  to  the  fun'ral  pile. 
Yet  as  due  rites  with  kind  affection  paid,  8<^ 

Can  add  fome  honours  to  the  infant  (hade  ; 
Hence  rofe  magnificence,  and  folemn  tears, 
With  prefents  fuited  to  maturer  years. 

Long  time  with  early  hopes  Lycurgus  fed 
A  breed  of  courfers  focred  to  the  dead. 
A  glitt'ring  helm  was  fafely  plac'd  apart, 
And  purple  trappings  of  Sidonian  art : 
And  confecrated  (pears  (a  deadly  ftore), 
Radiant  and  keen,  as  yet  unftain'd  with  gore. 
The  pious  mother  thus,  deceiv'd  too  late,  90 

Like  her  fond  fpoufe,  refcrv'd  a  crown  of  ftate, 
And  royal  robes,  o'erwrought  with  rifing  flow'rs  j 
The  filent  growth  of  folitary  hours. 
3G  iij 
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Thefe  and  the  reft  at  once,  the  furious  fire 
Dooms  in  diflraclion  to  the  greedy  fire. 

Meanwhile,  affembled  by  the  feer's  commands, 
To  raife  the  pire,  crowd  thick  the  Grecian  hands, 
From  Nemese  thefe,  and  Tempe's  lofty  crown, 
Tumble  whole  heaps  of  crafhing  forefls  down  : 
Their  airy  brows  the  naked  hills  difplay,          100 
And  earth  once  more  beholds  the  face  of  day. 
Deep  groan  the  groves:  Onrufsling  pinions  rife 
Birds  after  birds  ;  the  angry  falvage  flies. 
Sacred  through  time,  from  age  to  age  it  flood, 
A  wide-fpread,  gloomy,  venerable  wood  : 
Older  than  man,  and  ev'ry  fylvan  maid, 
Who  haunts  the  grot,  or  flcims  along  the  glade. 
Stretch'd  o'er  the  ground  the  tow'ring  oaks  were 

feen, 

The  foodful  beech,  and  cyprefs  ever  green  : 
The  nuptial  elm,  and  mountain-holm  entire, 
The  pitchy  tree  that  feeds  the  fun'ral  fire  :        Iio 
The  refin  foft,  and  folitary  yew, 
Forever  dropping  with  unwholefome  dew  ; 
The  poplar  trembling  o'er  the  filver  flood, 
The  warrior  afh  that  reeks  in  hoftile  blood, 
Th'  advent'rous  fir  that  fails  the  vaft  profound, 
And  pine,  frefh  bleeding  from  th'  odorous  wound- 
All  at  one  time  the  nodding  forefls  bend, 
•And  with  a  crafh  together  all  defcend. 
Loud  as  'when  blufl'ring  Boreas  iffues  forth, 
To  bring  the  fweeping  whirlwind  from  the  north: 
Sudden  and  fivift  as  kindling  flames  arife,         131 
Float  o'er  the' fields,  and  blaze  unto  the  fides. 
The  finking  grove  refounds  with  .frequent  groans, 
Sylvanus  flarts,  and  hoary  Pales  moans. 
Trembling  ana  flow  the  guardian  nymphs  retire, 
Or  clafp  the  free,  and  perifh  in  the  fire. 

So  when  fome  chief  (the  city  ftorm'd)  commands 
Revenge  and  plunder  to  his  furious  bands: 
E-'er  yet  he  fpeaks  the  domes  in  ruin  lay ; 
They  ftrike,  they  level,  feize,  and  bear  away.  13,0 

Sacred  to  heav'n  and  hell,  the  mourners  rear 
Two  ma iTy  altars,  pointing  in  the  air. 
The  pious  rites  begin,  in  mournful  ftrains 
The  mufic  of  the  Phrygian  fife  complains  ; 
Whofe  pow'rful  founds  th'  unwilling  ghofts  obey, 
And   pale,  and  fhiv'ring,  mount  the  realms  of 

-.day.  *  '     '' 

Firfl  Pelnps  taught  thefe  melancholy  ftrains, 
Wh  n  Niobe's  fond  offspring  preft  the  plains : 
Six  blooming  youths,  and  fix  fair  virgins  fell, 
Sent  by  fierce  Cynthia  to  the  fhades  of  hell.      140 

Incenfe  and  oil  upon  the  pile  they  throw, 
And  mighty  rnonarchs  mighty  gifts  beftow. 
High'rais'd  in  air  the  mcurnful'bier  is  borne, 

train  adorn"; 
he  mother  crowd, 
And  weep,  and  fob,  and  vent  the;r  griefs  aloud  : 
Behind  Hypfipyle's  foft  foiTows  flow- 
Silent,  and-faft,  in  eloquence  6f  woe': 
Each  heaving  bofom  draws  a  deeper  figh, 
And  the  big  paffion  burfts  from  ev'ry  eye.        150 
1  hus  while 'the  cryftal  tears  unbounded  ran, 
In  piercing  flirieks  Eurydice  began. 
Ah  !  cleareft  child !  amid  thefe  mournful  dames 
I  never  thought  to  give  thsc  to  the  flames  ! 
How  could  1  dream  of  forr'ows  and  of  death, 
In  the  firfl  moments  of  thy  infant  breath  ? 
Hov:  could  I  dread  thefe  bloody  wars  to  fee; 
Or  deem  that  Thebes  feould  ever  murder  thee  ? 


De.ecled  chiefs  Lycurgus" 
The  female  fek  around  the 


What  fudden  vengeance  wing'd  with  wrath  di 
vine 

Purfues  me  ft  ill,  and  curfes  all  my  line  ?  160. 

Yet  Cadmus'  fons  in  eafe  and  plenty  live, 
Bleft  with  each  joy  th'  indulging  pow'rs  can  give$ 
No  mourning  dames  in  fable  weeds  appear, 
To  bathe  the  laft  cold  afhes  with  a  tear. 

Wretch  that  I  was,  too  fondly  to  believe 
A  faithlefs  flave,  a  wand'ring  fugitive ! 
Pious  fhe  told  the  melancholy  tale 
With  fair  invention,  pow'rful  to  prevail ; 
Is  this  that  guardian  of  the  Lemnian  ftate, 
Who  fnatch'd  her  father  from  the  jaws  of  fate  ?  1 70 

Ah  no  !  herfelf  the  bloody  furies  join'd, 
And  vow'd  like  thofe,  definition  to  mankind ! 
Is  this  her  care  ;  to  leave  in  woods  alone 
Her  prince,  nay  more,  an  infant  not  her  own  ? 
Suppofe  through  pity  or  neglect  fhe  ftray'd, 
(While  my  dear  child  lay  trembling  in  the  fhade) 
Unknowing  of  the  monfters  wild  and  vaft, 
Who  haunt  the  gloomy  groves,  or  dreary  wafle ; 
Each  murm'ring  fount  that  quivers  to  the  breeze, 
Each  dying  gale  that  pants  upon  the  trees,  '     180 
Sudden  by  turns  diflraft  an  infant's  ears, 
And  death  attends  th'  imaginary  fears, 

Hail  thou  dear  infant!  wretched,  early  ghoft, 
Murder'd  by  her  who  ought  to  love  thee  moft. 
Whofe  hands  fuftain'd  thee,  and  whofe  mufic 

"  chann'd, 

Whofe  eye  o'erfawthee,  and  whofe  hofom  warm'd : 
Who  dry'd  thy  cheeks  with  ftreams  of  chryftal 
drown'd,  [found. 

And  taught   thy  voice  to  frame  the   fault'ring 
Ungrateful  wretch,  may  grief  thy  years  confume, 
And  pains  eternal  bend  thee  to  the  tomb  !         190 
Tear  her,  ye  warriors,  tear  her  from  my  eyes, 
Deaf  to  her  vows,  her  penitence,  or  cries  : 
Deep  tn  her  bofom  drive  th'  avenging  dart, 
To  drink  the  blood  that  feeds  her  faithlefs  heart. 
In  the  fame  moment  I'll  refign  my  breath, 
Satiate  with  fury,  and  content  in  death  ! 

She  fpake,  and  ftarting  faw  the  Lemnian  maid., 
As  in  the  filence  of  her  foul  fhe  pray'd  : 
Sudden  her  rage  rekindles  at  the  view, 
And  trickling  down  her  cheeks  defcends  the  drops 
'  of  dew.  20O 

Bear,  oh  ye  chiefs,  this  female  curfe  away, 
Who  adds  a  horror  to  the  fun'ra!  day, 
WTho  with  a  fmile  profanes  the  matron's  moan, 
And  triumphs  in  misfortunes  not  her  own. 
She  faid,  and  finking  drew  a  fainter  figh,       [eye; 
Rage  ftopp'd  her  voice,  and  grief  o'erwhelm'd  her 
'I  hence  flowly  moving  through  the   crowd  fhe 
By  filent  fteps,  in  fullen  difcontent.  [went 

So  when  the  holy  prieft  with  curious  eyes, 
Dooms  fome  fair  heifer  to  the  facrifice,    \        210 
Or  the  gaunt  lion  bears  her  through -the  wood, 
As  down  her  fide  fiiftils  the  life-warm  blood: 
The  mother-beaft  dejedled,  and  alone 
Pours  to  the  winds  her  lamentable  moan, 
With  mournful  looks  fhe  paces  from  the  plain, 
And  often  gee's,  and  often  turns  again. 

The  father  now  unbares  his  rev'rerid  head  j 
His  filver  locks  he  fcatters  o'er  the  dead: 
Then  with  a  figh,  the  venerable  man    • 
Thus  to  the  parent  of  the  gcds  began.  SSQ 

If  Jove's  almighty  wifdrm  can  deceive,  • 

Curft  is  the  man  who  {entity  will  believe  [ 


THE  SIXTH  THEBAID  OF  STATIUS. 


Thefe  facrcd  hairs,  long  from  the  razor  free, 
1  bore,  a  pious  gift  referv'd  for  thee  : 
What  time  Opheltes'  youthful  cheeks  refign 
Their  tender  down,  an  off 'ring  at  thy  fhrine. 

In  vain the  fullen  prieft  refus'd  my  pray'r, 

And  fcatt'ring  winds  difperft  it  all  in  air. 
Tear  them  my  fingers,  tear  them  from  my  head, 
The  laft  fad  office  to  the  worthy  dead  !  230 

Meanwhile  the  kindling  brand  awakes  the  fire, 
Th'  unwilling  parents  filently  retire  : 
High-lifted  fhields,  that  intercept  the  light 
In  one  dark  circle,  hide  the  mournful  fight. 
The  flying  em' raids  crackle  in  the  blaze, 
And  fiery  rubies  ftream  with  fanguine  rays. 
In  mining  riils  the  trembling  fiiver  flows, 
And  clearer  gold  with  flaming  luftre  glows. 
In  balmy  clouds  Arabia's  odours  rife, 
To  waft  their  grateful  fragrance  to  the  ikies.    240 
Rich  urns  of  milk,  tott'ring,  their  ftreams  incline, 
Mingling  with  blood,  and  ting'd  with  fable  wine. 
Sev'n  mournful  cohorts  (as  their  chieftains  lead) 
With  arms  reverft  pace  flowly  round  the  dead  ; 
Now  moving  to  the  left,  enclofe  the  pyre, 
And  fcatter  heaps  of  duft  to  fink  the  fire  ; 
Thrice  join  their  fpears,  thrice  clafh  their  found 
ing  fhields ;  [the  fields. 
Four  times  the  females  fliriek,  and  clamour  fills 

Remote  from  thefe,  another  fire  they  feed 
With  firftling  victims  of  the  woolly  breed.       250 
Intent  in  thought  the  pious  augur  {lands, 
Approves  the  rites,  infpires  the  fainting  bands : 
Calmly  diffembling  in  his  anxious  mind 
Each  fad  prefage  of  miferies  behind. 

Returning  from  the  right  with  loud  alarms, 
Again  the  warriors  beat  their  clatt'ring  arms ; 
Shields,  lances,  helms,  the  finking  flames  o'er- 

fpread, 

A  friend's  laft  pledges  to  the  warlike  dead. 
Full  on  the  winds  the  fwelling  mufic  floats, 
And  Nemex's  (hades  pour  back  the  lengt 

notes. 

So  when  the  trumpeter  with  lab'ring  breath 
Shakes  the  wide  fields,  and  founds  the  charge  o 
The  blood  fermenting  feels  a  gentle  heat,    [death 
Quick  roll  the  eyes,  and  faft  the  pulfes  beat : 
E'er  yet  their  rage  the  martial  god  controuls, 
Nor  fwells  their  nerves,  nor  nifties  on  their  fouls 

Now  careful  night  in  fober  weed ,  array'd, 
O'er  the  clear  flues  extends  her  dufky  (hade. 
They  bend  the  copious  goblet  o'er  the  pyre,    26 
And  quench  with  wine  the  yet  remaining  fire. 

Nine  times  his  courfe  bright  Lucifer  had  roll't 
And  ev'ning  Vefper  deck'd  his  rays  with  gold : 
Now  o'er  the  urn  the  {'acred  earth  they  fpread, 
And  raife  a  monument  to  grace  the  dead. 
Here  in  reliefe  the  Lemnian  virgin  ftanus, 
Who  points  the  grateful  fpring  to  Grecians  bands 
There  young  Opheltes  breathes  his  dying  moan, 
Anu  feems  to.  fhiver,  and  turn  pale  in  {{.one ; 
In  waving  fpires  the  ferpent  floats  along, 
And  rolls  his  eyes  in  deach,  ami  darts  his  fork 
tongue.  2b 

By  this,  the  pleas'cl  fpeclators  in  a  row, 
Throng  the  grcui  circus,  and  enjoy  the  ihow. 
peep  in  the  boforn  *>f  a  vale  it  (toott, 
Sacred  to  fports,  and  overhung  with  wood  : 
A  darker  green  its  gruiTy  furface  crowns, 
And  fmoothly  I\vjius  the  car  along  the  downs. 


nmg 
260 


ong  e'er  the  dawn  of  morn  the  mingling  throng 
preads   o'er    the    plain,    and    man    bears  man 

along : 

Not  half  fuch  numbers  crowd  the  facred  fpace, 
Vhere  yearly  honours  dead  Palaemon  grace  ;) 
Confus'd  delight !  the  fair,  the  gay,  the  fage,    29! 
And  boaftful  youth,  and  deep-difcerning  age. 

Twice  fifty  fleers  along  the  plains  they  drew, 
As  many  mother-cows  of  fable  hue  ; 
As  many  heifers  raife  their  youthful  horns, 
Whofe  front  as  yet,  no  blaze  of  white  adorns. 

High  o'er  the  people,  wrought  with  lively  grace, 
hine  the  fair  glories  of  their  ancient  race  : 
Each  fpeaking  figure  feems  to  touch  the  foul, 
And  lite  and  motion  animate  the  whole, 
iere  lab'ring  Hercules  with  anguifh  preft       300 
The  roaring  lion  to  his  manly  breaft. 
nfpir'd  with  art  th'  hiftoric  figures  rife, 
And  ev'n  in  fculpture  live,  and  meet  the  eyes, 
Iere  rev'rend  Inachus  extends  his  fide 
O'er  the  green  margin  of  his  fiiver  tide  : 
fransiorni'd,  behind  him  fearful  lo  itood, 
And  cropt  the  gfals  befides  her  father's  flood  ; 
She  mixes  with  the  herd  her  mournful  cries, 
And  often  turns,  and  watches  Argus'  eyes, 
rier,  from  the  Pharian  coaft  indulging  Jove    310 
Transferred  immortal,  to  the  realms  above  : 
Still  in  her  fanes  the  fable  Memphian  bows, 
And  eaftern  Magi  pay  their  early  vows, 
blere  Tantalus  amid  the  pow'rs  divine 
t ,ifts  the  deep  gobkt  crown'd  with  fparkling  wine ; 
Nor  ftands  (as  poets  fing)  in  ftrearns  below, 
Still  curft  with  life,  yet  fated  flill  to  woe, 
The  wretch  for  ever  pines,  the  {Ireams  " 

flow. 

There  Pelops  lames  on  with  loofen'd  reins 
Neptune's  fleet  courfers  o'er  the  fmoking  plains  : 
Behind  his  rival  o'er  the  rapid  fteed  325 

Hangs  imminent— —and  drives  with  equal  fpeed. 
Acryfius  here  in  thoughtful  pofture  ftands ; 
There  brave  Choriebus  lifts  his  bleeding  hands. 
Here  am'rous  Jove  defcending  as  of  old, 
Impregnates  Danae  with  a  fhow'r  of  gold'. 
Her  blufhes  Ainymone  ftrives  to  hide, 
Compreft  by  Neptune  in  the  fiiver  tide. 
Alcmena  there  young  Hercules  admires, 
As  her  head  blazes  with  three  lambent  fires.    33$ 

Here  Belus'  fons  at  Hymen's  altars  {land, 
And  join  with  hearts  averfe  the  friendly  hand  : 
A  faithlefs  {mile  of  ill-diflembled  grace 
Secm'd  mofl>to  flatter  in  Egyfthus'  face  : 
As  the  calm  villain  with  fevere  delight 
Acts  in  his  mind  the  murders  of  the  night. 

Now  ev'ry  bolom  beats  with  hopes,  or  fear, 
The  clamours  thicken,  and  the  crowd  draws  near. 
Infpire  the  mufe;  to  fing  each  hero's  deeds,      339 
O  pow'r  of  verle  !  and  name,  and  gen'rous  fteeds. 

Before,  afar,  Anon  beats  the  plain; 
Lqofe  to  the  breeze  high  danc'd  his  floating  mane  : 
Immortal   Heed!    whom   firft  th'   earth-fhaker'-s 

hand 

Tam'd  to  the  lafli,  and  drove  along  the  ftrand : 
Though  rcftlefs  as  the  winery  (urges  roll, 
Ano  turious  frill,  and  unfubdu'd  of  foul. 
Mix'd  with  his  watery  fteeds  the  god  he  bore 
"i  o  Lybian  Syrtts,  or  th'  Ionian  fhore  : 
nwift  flew  the  rapid  car,  and  left  behind 
The  noife  of  tempeits,  and  the  wings  qf  wind.  3^$ 
3  G  iiij 
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To  glory  next  great  Hercules  he  drew, 
O'er  hills,  and  vales,  and  craggy  rocks  he  flew: 
Then  to  Adrallus'  government  was  giv'n 
Th'  immortal  courier,  and  the  gift  of  heav'n. 
The  royal  hand  by  due  degrees  reclamed, 
And  length  of  years  his  ftubborn  fpirit  tam'd  : 
Him  now  with  many  a  wifli  and  many  a  pray'r, 
Adraflus  lends  to  Polynices'  care ; 
Shows  him  to  urge  his  fiery  foul  along  359 

With  tim'rous  hand,  and'  gentlcnefs  of  tongue  :  ,\ 
The  reins  to  guide,  the  circling  lafh  to  wield, 
And  drive  victorious  o'er  the  dufty  field. 

So  fad  Apollo  with  a  boding  figh 
Told  his  fond  child  the  dangers  of  the  iky : 
Careful  the  parent,  fuch  advice  to  give  !       [licve  ! 
Could  fate  be  chang'd,  or  hcadftrong  youth  be- 

Th'  CEbalian  prieft  moves  fecond  o'er  the  plain, 
Who  boafts  his  courfers  of  immortal  flrain : 
Sprung  from  fair  Cyllarus  in  days  of  yore ; 
(The  guilty  product  of  a  ftoll'n  amour)  370 

When  Caftor  griev'd  in  bitternefs  of  foul, 
Where  feas  fcarce  flo\v  beneath  the  Scythian  pole. 
White  were  the  flecds  that  drew  him  o'er  the 

field, 
White  was  his  helm,  his  ribbands,  and  his  {hield. 

Next,  bold  Admetus  whirling  from  above 
The  founding  fcourge,  his  female  couriers  drove  : 
Nor  ftrokes,   nor  blandiihment  their  rage   con- 

trouls, 

They  bound  and  fwell  with  more  than  female  fouls, 
Sprung  from  the  cloud-born  Centaurs,  fuch  their 

force, 
Their  luftful  heat,  and  fury  in  the  courfe.         380 

Then  fair  Hypfipile's  bold  offspring  came,     ~1 
Two  lovely  twins,  alike  intent  on  fame,  £ 

Their  deeds,  their  chariots,  and  their  arms  the  i 
fame.  J 

(This  Tboas  call'd,  the  name  his  grandiire  bore  ; 
And  Euneos  that,  to  fail  from  ihore  to  Jhore) 
Each  wiih'd  the  glorious  victory  his  own,     . 
If  not his  brother  to  be  bleft  alone. 

Laft  Chromis  and  Hippodamus  fucceed, 
Each  checks  the  reins,  and  each  infpires  hisflced: 
Alike  with  martial  eminence  they  ihone,          390 
CEnomaus'  this,  and  that  Alcides'  fon ; 
One  drove  the  courfers  e'rft  at  Pifa  bred, 
And  one  the  favage  0-eeds  of  Diomed. 

Whence  firft  they  ftart,  a  ftony  fragment  (lands, 
Of  old,  a  limit  to  contiguous  lands. 
An  aged  oak  of  leaves  and  branches  bare, 
Prefents  a  goal  to  guide  the  circling  car. 
Their^diftance  fuch,  as  the  wing'd  arrow  flics 
Thrice  fromYrte  bow  fent  hifling  through  the  Ikies. 

Meanwhile,  high-thron'd  amid  th'  Anian  quire 
Divine  Apollo  ftrikes  the  filvcr  lyre  ; 
He  fung  the  wars  on  Phlegra's  fatal  plain, 
And  Python  o'er  Caftalia's  fountain  flain. 
He  fung  what  order  rules  the  world  on  high, 
Who  bids  the  thunder  roar,  and  lightning  fly : 
"Who  feeds  the  ftars,  or  gave  the  winds  to  blow : 
What  fprings  eternal  fwell  the  feas  below ; 
,Who  fpread  the  clouds,  who  rolls  the  lamp  of 

light 
O'er  heav'n'sbluearch,orwrapsthe  world  in  night. 

Here  ceas'd  th'  harmonious  god,  his  lyre  he  laid 
With  decent  care  beneath  a  laureat  fhade ;       411 
Then  in  rich  robes  his  beauteous  limbs  he  drefl : 
A  ftarry  zone  hung  blazing  o'er  his  breaft. 


Sudden  a  ihout  confus'dly  ftrikes  his 

He  bends  his  awful  eyes,  the  crowd  appears. 

Each  chief  he  knows,  and  honours  each,  but  moft 

The  *  prieft,  and  f  ruler  of  Theffalia's  hoft. 

What  pow'r  (he  cries)  has  fir'd  with  thirfl  of  fame 

Thefe  two  adorers  of  Apollo's  name  ? 

Equally  dear  and  good,  alike  renown'd 

For  piety,  alike  with  favours  crown'd.  420 

When  once  a  fwain  the  lowing  herds  I  drove, 

(Such  was  the  doom  of  fate,  and  wrath  of  Jove) 

Still  did  Admetus'  pious  altars  blaze, 

And  every  temple  rung  with  hymns  of  praife ; 

While  at  my  Ihrine  Amphiaraus  ftands, 

And  lifts  his  eyes,  and  fpreads  his  trembling  hands ; 

O  deareft,  beft  of  men  ;  alas  no  more 

Black  fate  impends,  and  all  thy  joys  are  o'er. 

Soon  muft  the  Theban  earth  in  funder  rend 

Her  opening  jaws,  and  thou  to  hell  defcend!  430 

Admetus'  life  to  diftant  times  {hall  laft, 

And  ev'ry  year  add  glories  to  the  paft  : 

Unknowing  of  repentance,  cares,  and  ftrife, 

Thefe  hands  fhall  guide  him  to  the  verge  of  life. 

Each  bird  of  omen  told  the  fatal  day 

He  faid,  and  weeping  turn'd  his  eyes  away  : 
Then  fudden  from  Olympus'  airy  height, 
To  Nemeae's  fhade  precipitates  his  flight ; 
Swift  as  a  fudden  flaih  of  lightning  flies, 
Bending  he  ihoots  adown  the  fhining  Ikies :      440 
Ev'n  while  on  earth  the  god  purfues  his  way,    "1 
Behind,  aloft  the  ftreams  of  glory  play, 
Dance  on  the  winds,  or  in  a  blaze  decay.  j 

Now  in  his  helm  impartial  Prothous  throws 
The  flying  lots,  and  as  the  lots  dilpofe, 
Around  him  rang'd  in  beauteous  order  came 
Each  ardent  youth,  a  candidate  for  fame. 
Here  wild  miftruft,  and  jealoufies  appear, 
And  pale  furprife,  and  felf-fufpecling  fear  . 
Reftlefs  impatience,  cold  in  every  part,  450 

And  a  fad  dread  that  feems  to  fink  the  heart. 
There  fliouts  of  triumph  rend  the  vaulted  iky, 
And  fame  and  conqueft  brighten  ev'ry  eye. 
"  Th'  impatient  courfers  pant  in  ev'ry  vein, 
"  And  pawning  feem  to  beat  the  diflant  plain: 
The  burning  foam  defcends,  the  bridles  ring," 
And  from   the   barrier-bounds  in  thought  they 

fpring ; 

"  The  vales,  the  floods  appear  already  croft, 
"  And  ere  they  ftart,  a  thoufand  fteps  are  loft." 
T'  exalt  their  pride,  a  crowd  of  fervants  deck  460 
Their  curling  manes,  and  ftroke  the  ihining  neck. 

Inftant  (the  fignal  given),  the  rival  throng 
Starts  fudden  with  a  bound — and  fhoots  along. 
Swift  as  a  veflel  o'er  the  waters  flres, 
Swift  as  an  arrow  hifles  through  the  flues: 
Swift  as  a  flame  devours  the  crackling  wood, 
Swift  as  the  headlong  torrents  of  a  flood. 

Now  in  one  cloud  they  vanifh  from 'the  eye, 
Nor  fee,  nor  know  their  rivals  as  they  fly  : 
They  turn  the  goal :  again  with  rapid  pace      470 
The  wheels  roll  round,  and  blot   their  former 

trace ; 

Now  on  their  knees  they  fleer  a  bending  courfe, 
Now  hang  impatient  o'er  the  flying  horfe. 
From  groaning  earth  the  mingling  clamours  rife, 
Confufion  fills  their  ears,  and  darknefs  blinds  their 
eyes. 

*  Atnpliarauiy  and  f  Adr.di'.s* 
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InftincT:  with  prefciencc,  or  o'erawed  by  fear, 
Arion  feels  an  unknown  charioteer 
Pois'd  on  the  reins ;  to  fudden  thought  reflcr'd, 
He  dreads  the  fury  of  his  abfent  lord  : 
Enrag'd  now  runs  at  random,  and  difdains      480 
To  bear  a  ftranger :  wonder  fills  the  plains. 
All  think  the  fteed  too  eager  for  the  prize  ;        ~~l 
The  fteed  breathes  vengeance,  from  the  driver   f 

flies,  f 

And  feeks  his  mafter  round  with  wifhful  eyes,   j 
The  next,  though  mighty  far  the  next,  fucceeds 
Amphiaraus  with  his  fnow-white  fteeds : 
Clofe  by  his  fide  Admetus  whirls  along, 
Euneos  and  Thoas  join  the  flying  throng  : 
Next  Chromis  and  Hippodamus  appear, 
\Vrho  wage  a  dreadful  conflict  in  the  rear :        490 
Skill' d  of  themfelves,  in  vain  they  urge  the  chafe, 
(Their  fteeds  too  heavy  for  fo  fwift  a  race) 
Hippodamus  flew  firft,  and  full  behind 
Impatient  Chromis  blows  the  fultry  wind. 
Admetus  now  directs  the  fide-long  horfe 
To  turn  the  goal,  and  intercept  the  courfe  ; 
His  equal  art  the  prieft  of  Phoebus  tries, 
The  goal  he  brufhes,  as  his  chariot  flies  ; 
While  mad  Arion  wanders  o'er  the  plain,         499 
Nor  minds  the  race,  nor  hears  the  curbing  rein. 
Unable  to  controul,  the  trembling  chief 
Sits  fadly  filent,  and  indulges  grief : 
Pleas' d  with  his  liberty,  the  fea-born  horfe 
Springs  with  a  bound,   and    thunders  o-er  the 

courfe : 

Loud  fhouts  the  multitude  ;  in  wild  debate        "1 
Of  fears  and  terrors  Polynices  fate, 
Flings  up  the  reins,  and  waits  th'  event  of  fate. j 

So  fpent  with  toils,  and  gafping  after  breath, 
Pants  the  pale  failor  in  the  arms  of  death ; 
In  fad  defpair  gives  ev'ry  labour  o'er,  510. 

And  marks  the  fkies  and  faithlefs  winds  no  more. 
Now  horfe  with  horfc,  to  chariot  chariot  clos'd, 
Wheels  clafh'd  with  wheels,  and  chief  to  chief 

oppos'd. 

War,  war  if.  feem'd  !  and  death  ten  thoufand  ways— 
So  dreadful  is  the  facred  luft  of  praife  ! 
Each  chief  by  turns  his  panting  courfers  fires, 
With  praife  now  pleafes,  now  with  rage  infpires, 
By  fair  addrefs  Admetus  foothes  along 
Iris  the.  fwift,  and  Pholo^  the  ftrong. 
Amphiaraus  haft-ens  with  a  bio 
Fierce  Afchetos  to  rufh  before 
And  Cycnus  whiter  than  the  new 
With  vows  and  pray'rs  Hippodamus  excites 
Slow-moving  Calydon,  renown'd  in  fights: 
Strimon  encourag'd  by  bold  Chromis  flies, 
And  fwift  JEchion  ftarts  at  Euneos'  cries : 
And  fair  Podarce  fleck'd  with  purple  ftains, 
By  Thoas  fummon'd,  beats  the  founding  plains. 
In  filence  Polynices  drives  alone, 
Sighs  to  himfelf,  and  trembles  to  be  known.    530 

Three  times  the  fmoking  car  with  rapid  pace 
Had  turn'd  the  goal,  the  fourth  concludes  the 

race. 

Fail  and  more  faft  the  panting  courfers  blow, 
And  ftreams  of  fweat  from  ev'ry  member  flow. 
Now    fortune    firft    the    crown    of    conqueft 

brings, 

(Sufpending  in  mid  air  her  trembling  wings) 
In  act  to  hurl  Admetus  to  the  plain, 
Revengeful  Thoas  gives  up  all  the  rein ; 
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Hippodamus  furvey'd  the  fraud  from  far  : 

Full  in  its  courfe  he  met  the  driving  car,  540 

Loud  clafh'd  the  wheels  ;  Hippodamus  withdrew, 

To  turn  the  chariot  ardent  Chfomis  flew 

Inftant  before,  in  angry  fight  oppos'd, 

Chief  ftrove  with  chief,  to  chariot  chariot  clos'4« 

In  vain  th'  impatient  courfers  urge  along, 

Lock'd  in  th,'  embrace  indiffolubly  flrong. 

So  when  the  fummer  winds  in  filence  fieep, 
And  drowfy  Neptune  ftill?  the  watery  deep  ; 
O'er  the  clear  verdant  wave  extended  lies 
Th'  unrnoving  veffel,  till  the  gales  arife.          550 

Again  the  Warriors  flrive,  the  fields  refound:^ 
Hippodamus,  all  fudden  with  a  bound 
Shock'd — from  his  chariot  tumbled  to  the  ground,  j> 
The  Thracian  courfers  (but  their  chief  withftoodj 
Spring  to  devour  his  limbs,  and  drink  his  blood ; 
Inftant  the  gen'rous  victor  turn'd  away, 
And  gain'd  more  glory  though  he  loft  the  day. 

Meanwhile  the  god,  who  gilds  th'  ethereal  fpacc 
Defcends,  himfelf  a  partner  of  the  race : 
( Juft  where  the  fteeds  their  ftretching  fhade  extend, 
And  the  long  labours  of  the  circus  end)  561 

A  Gorgon'slhead  aloft  in  air  he  bore, 
Horrid  with  fnakes,  and  ftain'd  with  human  gore : 
One  ghaftly  look  were  able  to  difmay 
The  fteeds  of  Mars,  or  thofe  that  lead  the  day : 
Ev'n  hell's  grim  guardian  might  furceafe  to  roa£ 
And  furies  fear,  unknown  to  fear  before. 

Sudden  Arion  ey'd  tne  fight  from  far, 
And  loudly  fnorting  ftopp'd  the  driving  car  : 
Cold  darts  of  ice  fliot  trilling  through  his  blood, 
His  fearful  flefh  all  trembled  as  he  flood :          575 
Abruptly  fhock'd,  and  mindlefs  of  the  rein, 
The  Aonian  hero  tumbled  to  the  plain  ; 
Again  recover'd,  fleeter  than  the  wind 
Arion  flies,  and  leaves  his  chief  behind. 
Befide  the  proftrate  chief,  the  rival  throng 
Obliquely  bending,  fwiftly  rufh'd  along. 
Slow  from  the  duft  he  rofe,  and  fadly  went 
Through  the  long  crowd  in  fullen  difcontent. 
O  happy  hour !  had  fate  but  deign'd  to  clofe   580 
Thy  eyes  in  death ;  the  period  of  our  woes ! 
Thee  Thebes  fhould  honour,  and  her  tyrant  fhed 
Some  tears  in  public  to  bewail  the  dead. 
Lariffa's  groves  fhould  fall,  to  raife  thy  pyre  : 
And  Nemeae's  woods  augment  the  funeral  fire. 
All  Greece  a  nobler  monument  fhould  raife 
Than  this,  now  facred  to  Opheltes'  praife. 

Furious  the  prophet  drove  with  rapid  pace, 
Sure  of  the  prize,  yet  fecond  in  the  race : 
Before,  afar  the  fca-born  courfer  drew  590. 

His  empty  chariot  rattling  as  he  flew. 
Yet  ftill  the  prophet  thunders  o'er  the  plain, 

Eager  of  praife,  amaz'd,  enrag'd, in  vain ; 

The  pow'r  of  wifdom  more  than  mortal  ftrong1, 
Swells  ev'ry  nerve  to  lafh  the  fteeds  along : 
Inftinct  with  rage  divine  his  fteeds  renew 
The  rapid  labour  bath'd  in  ftreams  of  dew. 
The  glowing  axle  kindles  as  they  fly, 
And  drifts  of  riling  duft  involve  the  iky. 
Earth  opening  feems  to  groan,  (a  fatal  fign !)  6co 
Stil1  they  rufh  on,  advancing  in  a  line  : 
Now  with  redoubled  fwiftnefs  Cycnus  flies, 
But  partial  Neptune  the  whole  palm  denies : 
Arion  won  the  race,  the  prophet  bore  the  pr 

A  maffy  bowl  (the  pledge  defign'd  to  grace 
The  gen'rous  chief  victorious  in  the  race) 
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Two  youths  prefent  him :  antique  was  the  mold, 
'Blazing  with  gems:  and  rough  with  rifing  gold: 
In  this,  Alcides  each  revolving  night 
Was  wont  to  drown  the  labours  of  the  fight :  610 
Grav'd  on  the  fides  was  feen  the  dreadful  fray   , 
When  brutal  Centaurs  fnatch'd  the  bride  away. 
With  living  terrors  flare  the  chiefs  around, 
Thefe  aim  the  dart,  and  thofe  receive  the  wound : 
Each  in  diflorted  poftures  heaves  for  breath, 
And  feems  to  threaten  in  the  pangs  of  death. 

A  coftly  vefture  was  referv'd  to  grace 
Admetus,  next  in  merit  as  in  place; 
Embroider'd  figures  o'er  the  texture  fhine, 
And  Tyrian  purple  heightens  the  defign.          620 
Here  pale  and  trembling  with  the  wintery  air, 
Leander  ftands,  an  image  of  defpair. 
Now  bending  from  the  beach,  he  feems  to  glide 
With  eyes  up-lifted  through  the  rolling  tide  ; 
Aloft,  alone  the  .melancholy  dame 
Eyes  the  rough  waters,  and  extends  the  flame. 
Half-weeping  Polynices  takes  his  prize, 
A  beauteous  handmaid  with  celeftial  eyes. 

Auguft  rewards  are  deftin'd  next  to  grace 
The  fpritely  youth  contending  in  the  race.       630 
A  blamelefs  fport !  and  facred  fure  the  praife 
To  grace  a  feftival  in  peaceful  days : 
Nor  yet  unufeful  in  th'  embattl'd  plain 
When  death  is  certain,  and  refiftance  vain. 

'Firft  cheerful  Idas  in  the  lifts  appears, 
Idas,  a  lovely  boy  in  blooming  years 
(Idas  who  late  his  honour'd  temples  bound 
With  palms  that    flourifh'd    on    th'    Olympian 

ground) 

ioud  fhouts  each  c^ief  that  from  high  Elis  leads 
His  native  train,  and  Pifa's  watery  meads :      640 
Then  Phaedimus  proclaim' d  in  Ifthmian  games, 
And  Alcon  firfl  of  Sicycnian  names ; 
Next  aged  Dymas  rofe,  whofe  youthful  fpeed 
Surpafs'd  the  fwiftnefs  of  the  flying  Heed : 
And  laft  in  infamous  diforder  came 
A  clam'rous  multitude  unknown  to  fame. 

But  ev'ry  voice  cheers  Atalanta's  fon, 
And  ev'ry  eye  devours  him  ere  they  run. 
JLives  there  a  warrior  in  the  world  of  fame, 
Who  never  heard  of  Atalanta's  name  ?  650 

Like  Cynthia's  felf  fhe  feem'd,  a  fylvan  grace : 
Matchlefa  alike  in  beauty  or  the  race. 
The  mother's  glories  all  their  thoughts  employ, 
And  raife  expectance  from  the  lovely  boy. 
He  too  in  fpeed  outftrips  the  wings  of  wind, 
As  through  the  lawns  he  drives  the  panting  hind  : 
Or  when  he  catches  fudden  with  a  bound 
The  flying  jav'lin  ere  it  touch  the  ground. 

The  modefl  youth  unbinds  with  decent  care 
His  damafk  vefture  dancing  to  the  air :  660 

Then  by  degrees  unveils  to  public  view 
His  fnowy  limbs  like  marble,  vein'd  with  blue. 
His  rofy  cheeks  that  glow'd  with  warmth  before 
His  treffes  wav'd  in  ringlets  pleafe  no  more  ; 
A  thoufand  charms  appear  !  in  ftupid  gaze 
The  crowd  devours  him,  filent  with  amaze. 
Confcious  he  flancls,  his  head  declining  down, 
And  blufhes  oft ;  and  chides  them  with  a  frown 
Decent  confufion  !  mindful  of  the  toil  66 

He  bathes  his  fhining  liiribs  iir  frreams.of  oil; 
Alike  the  chiefs.  -Intent,  th' t  ncirciing  hoft 

Admires  'em  all,  Parthenopeus  moft. 

So  when  the  night  in  folcmn  iilence  reigns, 


And  one  clear  blue  o'erfpreads  th'  ethereal  plains  j 
'he  glittering  flars  wit$  living  fplendours  glow, 
And  dance,  and  tremble  on  the  ieas  below ; 
ligh  o'er  them  all  exalted  Hefper  rolls, 
tfelf  a  fun,  and  gilds  the  diftant  poles.    . 
The  next  in.  beauty,  as  in  fpeed  appears 
7air  Idas  in  the  ftrength  of  youthful  years  :       680 
A  party-colour'd  down  but  juft  began 
"o  fhade  his  chin  the  promife  of  a  man. 

A  fignal  founds.     The  ready  racers  ftart 
Double  their  fpeed,  and  fummon  all  their  art. 
,ow  at  each  ftep  their  ftraining  knees  they  bend, 
^hen  fpringing  with  a  bound,  again  afcend, 
wifter  than  thought ;  nor  feem  to  run,  but  fly, 
tretch   on    the   winds,    half-vanifh'd   from   the 

eye. 

<Iow  fide  by  fide,  or  breaft  to  breaft  they  clofe, 
While  each  alike  by  turns  outftrips  his  foes.      690 
carce  half  fo  fwiftly  o'er  the  Nemean  plains 
uft  now,  the  courfer  pour'd  with  loos'ned  reins, 
lach  like  an  arrow  from  the  Parthian  yew 
Sent  with  full  force,  along  the  circus  flew. 
So  when  a  tim'rous  herd  of  lift'ning  deer 
The  roaring  lion  hears,  or  feems  to  hear  : 
What  time  the  lordly  favage  haunts  the  w  ood 
And  longs  to  bathe  his  thirfty  jaws  in  blood) 
Clofe  and  more  clofe  they  join,  a  trembling  train, 
And  wildly  flare,  and  fcour  along  the  plain.     700 
Yet  furious  ftill,  Parthenopeus  flies ;  ~\ 

•lim  ftep  by  ftep  impatient  Idas  plies, 
And  pants  aloud  with  vengeance  in  his  eyes  ;     j 
^ow  hanging  o'ei,  hishov'ring  fhade  is  feen, 
That  lengthens  ftill,  and  floats  along  the  green  : 
And  fudden  now,  by  unperceiv'd  degrees 
Full  on  his  neck  he  blows  the  fultry  breeze. 
Next  Phedimus  and  aged  Dymus  paft 
Along  the  circus,  Alcon  came  the  laft.  710 

As  the  fair  offspring  of  the  fylvan  grace 
With  matchlefs  fwiftnefs  fpeeds  along  the  race : 
His  golden  trefies  wav'd  in  curls,  behind 
Flow  loofely  down,  and  dance  upon  the  wind : 
(Thefe  from  a  child  with  pious  hopes  he  bore 
Sacred  to  her  who  treads  the  *  Belian  fhore ; 
What  time  from  Thebe's  diftant  plain  he  came 
Renown'd  for  conquefts  of  immortal  fame  : 
Too  fondly  pious !  in  a  Theban  urn 
Soon  muft  thou  fleep,  ah,  never  to  return !)      720 
Thefe  vengeful  Idas  faw  with  ardent  eyes : 
Refolv'd  by  force  or  fraud  t'obtain  the  prize  ; 
Sudden  he  ftretch'd  his  impious  arm,  and  drew 
Supine  on  earth  the  {tripling,  as  he  flew  : 
Then  ftarting  reach'd   the  goal,  and  claim'd  the 

prize. 

Arms !  arms !  aloud  th'  Arcadian  nation  cries : 
Vengeance  at  once  they  vow,  or  elfe  prepare 
To  leave  the  circus  and  renounce  the  war. 
Tumultuous  murmurs  echo  through  the  crowd, 
Thofe  praife  the  fraud,  and  thefe  deteft  aloud.  730 

Slow-rifing  from  the  plains  the  youth  appears, 
His  eyes  half  angry,  and  half  drown'd  with  tears, 
He  b>:  nds  his  head,  the  tears  in  f/lence  flow  ; 
A  mournful  image,  beautiful  in  woe  ! 
Now  beats  his  bofom,  frantic  with  d<  fpair  : 
And  rends  the  ringlets  of  his  golden  hair. 

A  bufy  murmur  otafens  ev'ry  ear, 
Ncr  yet  the  crowd  the  royal  judgment  hear.     . 

*  Diana . 
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At  laft  A  draft  us  rofe  with  awful  grace, 
And  thus  befpoke  the  rivals  in  the  race.  740 

Ceafe   gen'rous   youths  !  once  more   your  for 
tunes  try, 
In  fep'rate  paths  each  ftarting  from  the  eye. 

So  ipake  the  king1,  and  ludden  from  the  view, 
In  fep'rate  paths  the  ready  racers  flew. 
But  firit  th'  Arcadian  youth  with  lifted  eyes 
Thus  fent  his  foul  in  whifpers  to  the  fkies. 

Queen  of  the  filver  bow,  and  wood-land  glades  ; 
The  heaven's  fair  light,  and  emprefs  of  the  {hades . 
Sacred  to  thee  alone,  with  decent  care 
I  nurs'd  thefe  curls  of  long-deicending  hair ;  750 
At  thy  deiires  1  fell,  yet  hear  my  pray'r  ! 
If  e'er  my  mother  pleas'd  thee  in  the  chafe, 

If  e'er  I  pleas'd  thee -banifh  my  difgrace  ; 

Kor  let  thefe  omens  prophefy  my  fall 
(As  fure  they  muft ;  beneath  the  Theban  wall ! 
So  pray'd  the  youth.     The  goddefs  heard  his 

pray'r, 

Rapid  he  fhot  along,  half  poiz'd  in  air: 
Fait  and  more  fall  the  flying  fields  withdrew ; 
Scarce  rofe  the  dull  beneath  him  as  he  flew. 
Shouting,  he  reach 'd  the  goal,  with  tranfport  fir'd 
Soon  fought  Adraftus,  and  his  right  requir'd. 
Panting  and  pale  he  feiz'd  the  palm.     At  hand 
To  clofe  the  game  the  ready  prizes  ftand. 
Th'  Arcadian   youth  a  brais-hoof'd  courfer   "1 
gain'd :  ( 

A  buckler  fraudful  Idas  next  obtain'd,  t" 

But  Lycian  quivers  for  the  reft  remain'd.  3 

Adraftus  next  demands  what  chiefs  prepare 
To  whirl  the  maffy  difcus  through  the  air. 
A  herald  bending  with  the  burthen,  threw 
Th'  enormous  circle  down  in  public  view.        770 
Starts  every  Grecian  fpeechleis  with  furprife; 
Much  •yvondering  at  the  weight  and  fhapelefs  fize. 
I'irft  two  Achaians  round  the  labour  came 
With  ardent  Phlegyas,  candidates  for  fame  : 
An  Arcarnanian  next  accepts  the  toil, 
And  three  brave  chieftains  from  Ephyre's  foil, 
\V  ith  numbers  more  •      •  -but  eager  of  renown, 
Sudden  Hippomedon  flings  thundering  down 
A  dilk  of  double  weight ;  amaz'd  they  ftand, 
The  vaft  orb  rings,  andfhakes  the  trembling  land. 
Warriors  >he  cries •  in  fighting  fields  renown'd, 
"Whole  arms  muft  ilrike  Thebe's  bulwarks  to  the 
ground : 

On  tafks  like  thefe  your  mighty  prowefs  try, 

Boaftful  he  fpoke,  and  whhTci  it  up  the  flcy. 

Amaz'd  each  chief  the  wond'rous  caft  admires, 
And  confcious  of  th'  event  betimes  retires. 

Pifaean  Phlegyas  only  keeps  the  field, 
With  great  Menefleus,  yet  untaught  to  yield 
Brave  warriors  each,  too  noble  to  difgrace 
By  one  mean  acl:  the  glories  of  their  race. 
The  reft  inglorious  leave  the  lifted  ground, 
And  tremble  to  furvey  th'  enormous  round. 
Firil  Phlegyas  rofe  the  mighty  toil  to  try : 
Dumb  was  each  voice,  attentive  cv'ry  eye  ; 
He  rolls  the  quoit  in  duft  with  prudent  care, 
And  poiles  oft,  and  marks  its  courfe  in  air. 
Ev'n  from  a  child,     Where  old  Alplicus  leads 
His  mazy  ftream  through  Pifa's  lowly  meads) 
Not  only  when  with  mighty  chiefs  he  ftrove 
At  facred  games  to  pleafe  Olympian  Jove  :       8co 
Tia.s  with  full  force  the  maffy  weight  he  threw 
far  v'er  the  fcrc-iun,  half -fliuded  as  H  fitw. 
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At  firft  he  marks  the  fkies  and  diftant  plain, 
Then  fummons  all  his  ftrength  from  every  vein. 
Couch'd  on  his  knees  the  pond'rous  orb  he  fwung 
:iigh  o'er  his  head,  along,  the  air  it  fun/, 
ow  wafting  by  degrees,  with  hollow  found 
ell  heavily,  and  funk  beneath  the  ground. 
Fond  of  his  art  and  ftrength  in  days  of  yore. 
Well  pleas'd  he  Hands,  and  waits  th'  event  once 
more  :  [praife. 

d  fhout  the   Greeks,  and   dwell  on  Phiegyas* 
-lippomedon  with  fcorn  the  chief  iurveys.        Zi?, 
Some  nobler  arm  .the  pond'rous  orb  muft  throw 
With  care,  directly  in  a  line  below. 
3ut  fortune  foon  his  mighty  hopes  withftood, 
Fortune  ftill  envious  to  the  brave  or  good  ! 
Alas,  can  man  confront  the  pcw'rs  on  high  ? 
While  diftant  fields  are  meaiur'd  in  his  eye, 
|uft  when  his  arm  he  ftretch'd  at  full  extent : 
Couch'd  on  one  knee,  his  fide  obliquely  bent.  820 
truck  by  forne  force  unfeen,  th'  enormous  round 
Dropt  from  his  hand,  and  idly  prints  the  ground. 
Much  griev'd  the  pitying  holt, yet  griev'dnot  all: 
Some  inly  fmil'd  to  fee  the  difcus  fall. 

Next,  fage  Meneftheus  ftands  prepar'd  to  fling 
The  difk,  and  rolls  it  in  the  dufty  ring: 
Intent  of  mind  he  marks  its  airy  way, 
And  much  implores  the  progeny  of  May. 
Well-aim'd  it  flew  half  o'er  the  cirque  ;  at  laft 
Heavy  it  fell.     An  arrow  mark'd  the  caft.        830 

Slow  rofe  Hippomedon,  and  e'er  he  rofe 
Much  weigh'd  the  fate  and  fortune  of  his  foes. 
He  po'is'd  and  rear'd  the  mighty  orb  on  high  ; 
Swung  round  his  arm,  and  whid'd  it  through  the 

fky, 

Forth-fpringing  with  the  caft.     Aloft  it  fung 
Far  o'er  the  mark  where  er'ft  Meneftheus  flung ; 
And  o'erthofe  hills  with  graffy  verdure  crown*d,~J 

Whofe  airy  fummits  fhade  the  circus  round 9 

There  funk,  and  finking  fhook  the  trembling  r~ 
ground.  _J 

So  Polyphemus  more  than  mortal  ftrong, 
Hurl'd  a  huge  rock  to  crufh  th'  Ulyffean  throng: 
Blind  as  he  was,  the  vengeful  weight  he  threw, 
The  veffel  trembled  and  the  waters  flew. 

Soon  good  Adraftus  rifes,  to  repay 
With  fumptuous  gifts  the  labours  of  the  fray. 
Safe  for  Hippomedon  apart  was  roll'd 
A  tyger's  fkin,  the  paws  o'erwrought  with  gold* 
His  Gnoflian  bows  and  darts  Meneftheus  took; 
Then  thus  to  Phlegyas  with  a  mournful  look 
He  faid :    This  fword,  unhappy  chief,  receive  ; 
(A  boon  fo  juft  Hippomedon  might  give  : )       851 
This  fword  which  once  immortal  honours  gain'd, 
Which  fav'd  Pelafgus,  and  his  pow'r  maintain'd. 

A  warlike  toil  Adraftus  next  demands, 
In  iron  gloves  to  fheath  their  hardy  hands : 
Firft  Capaneus  prepar'd  for  combat  ftands ; 
A  mighty  giant,  large,  and  tow'ring  high, 
Dreadful  in  fight,  and  hideous  to  the  eye. 
Around  his  wrifts  the  hard  bull-hides  he  binds, 
And  vaunts  his  ftrength,  and  deals  his  blows  in 
winds:  860 

Stand  forth  fome  chief,  he  cries  (if  fuch  there  be, 
Who  dares  oppofe  an  enemy  like  me  !) 
Yet  might  fome  Theban  fink  beneath  my  blow ; 
Glorious  and  fweet  is  vengeance  on  a  foe. 

So  fpake  the  chief.  Half-trembling  with  amaze 
In  fpeechlefjs  horror  all  the  circle  gaze. 
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At  laft  Alcidimas,  with  gen'rous  ire 
Sprung  forth,  unafk'd.     The  Doric  bands  admire. 
All  but  his  friends.     They  knew  the  daily  care 
Which  Pollux  us'd,   to  train  him  to  the  war.    870 
(He  taught  him  firil  to  bind  the  gauntlets  round 
His  nervous  wrifts,  and  aim  the  crafting  wound  : 
Oppos'd  in  fight,  he  heav'd  him  high,  or  preil 
The  youth  loud  panting  on  his  naked  breaft.) 

Him  Capaneus  furvey'd  with  icornful  eyes, 
Infults  his  years,  and  claims  a  nobler  prize. 
Provok'd,  he  turns  to  fight.     Each  warrior  {lands 
At  full  extent,  and  lifts  "his  iron  hands. 
Well  temper'd  cafques  their  hardy  brows  furround, 
To  break  at  leail  the  fury  of  the  wound.          iXo 
Thistow'rd  like  Tytius  on  the  Stygian  fhore, 
When  the  fierce  vultures  ceafe  to  drink  his  gore. 
So  high  in  air  his  fpreading  fhoulders  rife,    . 
So  fwell  his  mulcies,  and  fo  flame  his  eyes ; 
That  at  his  fide  in  blooming  youth  appears, 
Yet  promis'd  wonders  from  maturer  years ; 
The  favours  of  the  crowd  alike  fucceed 
On  either  fide  :  nor..-?  wifh'd  the  chiefs  to  bleed. 

Low'ring  at  firft  they  met,  nor  filence  broke, 
Each  lifts  his  arm,  and  only  aims  the  ftroke.     890 
Some  moments  thus  they  gaz'd  in  wild  furprife, 
A  haftyfury  fparkled  in  their  eyes ; 
7\Tow  confcious  fear  fucceeds.     The  chiefs  effay 
Their  arms,  and  flowly  firil  provoke  the  fray. 

This  on  nice  art  and  diffidence  relies, 
That  on  mere  courage,  and  ftupendous  fize  j 
Void  of  all  fear,  and  without  conduct  brave, 
He   wafles  that  ftrength   himfelf  has  pow'r  to 

fave : 

Still  blindly  drives  where  fury  leads  the  way, 
And  ftorrns,  and  falls  the  vidorandthe  prey.  900 
With  ftedfaft  glances  this  furveys  his  foe,  » 

And  either  fhuns  or  wards  th'  impending  blow : 
Now  lowly  bends  (his  elbow  o'er  him  fpread) 
The  ftroke  impetuous  fings  above  his  head. 
Now  nearer  draws,  the  more  he  feems  to  fly  ; 
So  much  his  motion  varies  from  his  eye  ! 
NQW  with  full  force  he  aims  a  poncl'rous  blow, 
And  tow'ring  high  o'erfhades  his  mighty  foe. 
Thus  in  fome  ftorm  the  broken  billows  rife      909 
Jloundthe  vaft  rock,  and  thunder  to  the  ikies. 

Ones  more  with  wary  feotileps  wheeling  round. 
Full  on  his  front  he  deals  a  mortal  wound : 

Crafhing  it  falls unfelt  the  trickling  blood 

Spreads  o'er  his  helmet  in  a  crimfon  flood. 
A  fudden  whifper  murmurs  round  ;  alone 
To  Capaneus  the  caufe  remains  unknown. 
At  lail  he  lilts  his  hand  on  high,  the  gore 
Forth-welling  faft,  diftains  his  cieftus  o'er. 
Grief  fwells  his  heart,  and  vengeance  and  difdain — 
So  foams  the  lion,  monarch  of  the  plain  :  920 

And  loudly  roaring  with  indignant  pride, 
Gnaws  the  barb'd  jav'lin  griding  in  his  fide  . 
Now  fprings  with  rage ;  fupine  along  the  ground 
Pants   the  bold  youth  whofe   hand   infix'd   the 
wound. 

Faft  and  more  faft  his  lifted  arms  he  throws 
A.I    "  J  his  head,  and  doubles  blows  on  blows. 
Part  wafle  in  ?;r,  part  on  the  caeftus  fall 
With  mighty  fcrce  ;  his  foe  returns  'em  all. 
Still  fee  ms  to  fear  him  with  diffembling  eyes, 
Yet  ftill  perfifts,  and  combats,  while  he  flies.  930 
Slanting  they  reel;  the  youth  retreats  more  Cow, 
The  weary  giant  fcarcely  aims  a  blow, 


They  (ink  at  once— fo  fauors  on  the  main 
Who  long  have  toii'd  through  adyerfe  waves  if. 
vain,  [more, 

All  drop  their  hands.     The   fignal  founds  once 
Again  they  ftart,  and  ftretch  the  lab'ring  oar. 

Thus  roie  the  chiefs,  with  recolleCled  might 
Ruth'd  Capsneus  like  thunder  to  the  fight. 
Low  bends  Alcidimas  with  watchful  eyes : 
Shore  of  his  aim  the  giant  o'er  him  flies; 
Up  ftarts  the  youth  and  as  he  ftagger'd  round  943 
Ciafp'c!  lirm  his  neck,  and  bowM  him  to  the  ground. 
As  rifir.£  from  th'  inglorious  plain  contends 
Fierce  Capaneus,  a  fecond  blow  uefcehds 
Full  on  his  head  :  beneath  the  ftroke  he  bent ; 
The  youth  turn'd  pale,  and  trembled  at  th'  event, 

Loud  fhout  the  Greeks :  the  fhere  and  foreil 

rings. 

Then  thus  in  hafte  exclaims  the  king  of  kings. 
(As  from  the  ground  the  furious  Argive  role, 
And  vow'd  and  aim'd  intolerable  blows)          949 
Seize  him,  ye  chiefs,  his  bloody  hands  reftiain, 
Give  all  the  palm,  but  lead  him  from  the  plain. 
Hafle,  fee,  he  raves !  ah,  tear  him  from  my  eyes, 
He  lives,  he  rifes,  the  Laconian  dies  1 

He  faid.    Hippomedon,  and  Tydeus  rofe  : 
Scarce  both  their  hands  reftrain  his  mighty  blows. 
Then  thus  they  fpoke  .  The  prize  is  thine,  forgive, 
'Tis  double  fame  to  bid  the  vaiiquiuVd  live  ; 
A  friend,  and  our  ally — he  ftorms  the  more, 
Rejects  the  pize,  and  thus  devoutly  fwore. 
By  all  this  blood,  at  preterit  my  difgrace  :        960 
Thefe  hands  lhall  crufh  that  more  than  female  face ; 
Thefe  hands  fhall  duih  bin  headlong  to  the  plain — 
To  Pollux  the.i  he  weeps,  but  weeps  in  vain, 
He  faid.     By  force:  they  turn'd  his  Heps  away. 
Stubborn  he  ftill  perfifts,  nor  yi  Ids  the  day. 
Far  off  in  fecret,  the  Laconian  hoft 
Smile  at  his  fury,  and  their  hero  boaft. 

Meanwhile  with  confcious  virtue  Tydeus  burns, 
Renown  and  praile  inflame  his  heart  by  turns  : 
S\v.ift  in  the  race  he  fi;ill  the  guerdon  bore,       970 
Now  tofs'd  the  difcus,  now  the  gauntlets  wore ; 
But  moft  for  Pales1  aciive  artsrcr.     -n'd, 
To  hurl  his  foe  fu,pine,  alon  ~  the  g  ound._  * 

By  Hermes  tuioi'd,  on  th'  CEtoli?,.  plain,    - 
He  made  whole  nations  bite  the  emit  in  vain. 

Full  terrible  he  look'd.     For  arms  he  wore 
The  lavage  trophies  01  a  mountain-boar, 
Once  Calycionra's  dread  !   the  briftly  hide      [pride. 
Broad    o'er    his    Ihouiders  hung    with  barb  rous 
Unbound,  he  flings  it  down,  then  waits  his  foes. 
Befkies  him  tow'ring,  huge  Agylleus  rofe,        981 
A.  rnonftrous  giant,  dreadful  to  mankind  ; 
Yet  weak  hu  feem'd,  his  limbs  were  lobfely  join'd> 
Low  Tydeus  was.     What  nature  there  deny'd, 
Strong  nerves,  and  mighty  courage  well  fupplyM; 
For  nature  never  fince  the  world  began, 
Lodg'd  fuch  a  fpirit  in  fo  fmall  a  man  ! 

Soon  as  their  mining  limbs  are  bath'd  in  oil, 
Dovtfn  rufh  the  heroes  to  the  wreftlingtoil. 
Defprm'd  wi*h  duft  ( their  arms  at  cliftance  fpread ) 
Each  on  his  flioulder  half  reclines  his  head.      991 

Now  bending  'till  he  almoft  touch/d  the  plaint 
Tydeus  the-  giant  heav'd,  but  heav'd  in  vain, 

The  mountain-cyprefs  thus,  that  firmly  ftoo4 
From  age  to  age,  the  emprefs  of  the  wood, 
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By  feme  ftrong  whirlwind's  1'iulden  blaft  declm'd, 
Bends  arching  down,  and  nods  before  the  wind  : 
The  deep  roots  trr,  ihh  till  the  gufl  blows  o'er, 
And  then  fhe  rif  N  'lately  as  before 

So  vaft  Agylleu>  f-arcely  mov'd  below,      ,000 
Hangs  imminent  upon  th'  CEtolian  foe.       [found, 
Brea.rs,  flioulders,  thighs,  with  mighty  itrokes  re- 
And  all  appears  an  undiltinguifh'd  wound. 
On  tiptoe  rais'd,  their  heads  obliquely  bent, 
JEach  hangs  on  each,  flretchM  j>.:r  at  full  extent. 

Not  halt  fo  bloody,  or  with  half  fuch  rage, 
Two  furious  paonarchs  of  the  herd  engage. 
Apart  the  milk-white  hei-'er  views  the  tight, 
And  waits  to  crown  the  victor  with  delight.  loop 
Their  cheRs  they  gure,  the  -mighty  fhock  refounds; 
Love    fwells  their   hate,   and  heals   the   gaping 
wounds. 

So  fhaggy  bears  in  ftrict  embraces  roll,      [foul. 
And  from  each  corfe  Iqaeeze  forth   th'  unwilling 

Thus  Tydeus  rtorm'd ;  nor  heats  nor  toils,  af- 
His  furious  ftrength,  or  mitigate  his  rage,     [fuag-e 
Agylleus  pants  aloud,  nor  fcarce  contends; 
Black' ned  with  duft  a  ftream  of  fweat  defcends. 
Tydeus  prefs'd  on,  and  feem'd  to  aim  a  blow 
Full  at  his  neck  :  the  force  was  meant  below 
Where  well-knit  nerves  the  knees  firm  ftrength 
fupply;  1 020 

Short  of  their  reach,  his  hands  the  blow  deny. 
He  links ;  o'er  him,  like  iome  vaft  mountain  fell 
Agylleus,  and  half  fqueez'd  his  foul  to  hell. 

So  when  th'  Iberian  fwain  in  iearch  of  oar 
Defcends,  and  views  the  light  of  heav'n  no  more  : 
If  fome  ftrong  earthquake  rocks  the  nrouhrring 

ground, 

(High  o'er  him  hun'g)  down  rufli  the  ruins  round; 
Deep  under  earth  his  batter'd  carcafe  lies, 
Nor  breathes  its  fpirit  to  congenial  ikies. 

Full  of  difdain  CStolian  Tydeus  role  ;         1030 
No  peace,  no  bounds  his  fierce  refentment  knows  : 
Swift  from  th'  inglorious  hold  he  fprings  like  wind, 
And  circles  round,  then  firmly  fix'd  behind. 
His  hand  embrac'd  his  fide,  his  knees  furround 
The  giant's  knees,  and  bend  'em  to  the  ground. 

Nought  boots  reilftance  now.     Agylleus  makes 
One  more  effay.     That  moment  Tydeus  takes, 
And  rears  him  high.    The  mingling  fhouts  arife, 
And  loud  applaufe  runs  rattling  through  the  flcies. 

So  Hercules,  who  long  had  toil'd  in  vain,  1040 
Heav'd  huge  Antheus  from  the  Lybian  plain ; 
Erect  in  air  th'  expiring  favage  hung,        [fprung, 
Nor  touch'd  the  kindred  earth,  from  whence  he 

Long  Tydeus  held  him  thus.     At    length  he 

found 
The  point  of  time,  and  hurl'd  him  to  the  ground 

Side- long Himfelf  upon  the  giant  lies, 

Ami     i\u   s  his  neck  and  firmly  lock.s  his  thighs. 

o'er  th'  inglorious  duft,  Agylleus  quakes 
Half-dead  :  his  fhame  alone  refinance  makes:. 
Then  rofe  at  laft,  and   ftagg'ring   through   the 
Slowly  he  trail'd  his  feeble  legs  along.       [throng 


When  Tydeus  thus.  (His  nol>ter  hand  fuftain'd 
The  palm,  his  life  the  warlike  gifts  he  gain'd :) 
What  though  my   blood   o'erflow'd   yon   guilty 

ground, 
When  fingly  arm'd,  whole  numbers  prefs'd  me 

round  ; 

(So  prov'd  all  contracts  with  the  Theban  name, 
Their  honour  fuch)  yet  Tydeus  lives  the  fame. 
He  fpoke,  and  fpeaking  lent  the  prize  away, 
Afide,  a  breaft-plate  for  the  vanquifh'd  lay. 

Others  in  arms  their  manly  limbs  encloie  ;  ie£o 
To  combat  Epidaurian  Agreus  rofe  : 
Him  with  the  fliining  blade  the  Theban  waits, 
An  exile  (till  by  unrelenting  fates. 

Then  thus   Adraftus.     Gen'rous   youths    give 

o'er; 

Preferve  all  rage  :  and  third  for  hoftile  gore. 
Ye  Gods !  what  flaughter  and  what  combats  call  j 
Then  wafte  your  fury,  Thebes  demands  it  all ! 
But  you,  O  prince  !  a  kinfman,  and  our  friend  ! 
Whole  caufe  fuch  numbers  with  their  lives  defend  : 
For  whom,  our  natives,  towns  and  countries  lay, 
Unpeopled  half,  to  other  foes  a  prey  ;  1071 

Truft  not  th'  event  of  fight;  nor  bleed,  to  pleafe 
Th'  inhuman  hopes  of  bafe  Etheocles ! 
Avert  it  heav'n  !  the  ready  chiefs  obey'd. 
Their  brave  attempt  a  glitt'ring  helm  repaid. 

Howe'cr  in  fign  of  conqueft  and  renown, 
He  bids  the  warriors  Polym'ces  crown 
With  wreaths,  and  hail  him  victor — no  portent, 
(So  will'd  the  lifters)  prophecy'd  the  event. 

Him  too  the  chiefs  with  kind  perfuafions  pray 
To  rile,  and  clofe  the  honours  of  the  day:       loSl 
(And  left  one  victory  be  loft)' to  throw 
The  miffiie  lance,  or  bend  the  Lycian  bow. 
Well-pleas'd  Adraftus  to  the  plain  defcends 
In  pomp,  his  fteps  a  youthful  crowd  attends. 
Behind,  a  {quire  the  royal  quiver  bore, 
Deep  till'd  with  fhafts,  a  formidable  ftore. 

'Tis  plain.    Shall  man  deny?  Each  human  caufe 
Proceeds  unfcen  from  heav'n's  eternal  laws. 
All  fate  appear'd  :  the  chiefs  perverfely  blind 
Neglect  the  fign,  nor  fee  th'  event  behind.     105)! 
We  deem  from  chance  unerring  omens  flow ; ' 
While  fate  draws  near,  and  aims  a  furer  blow. 

By  this  the  monarch  ftrain'd  the  bending  yew  : 
Full  on  its  mark  the  feather'd  weapon  flew, 
Nor  enter'd  there.     Th'  impaflive  afli  refounds  : 
Again  with  double  force  the  (haft  rebounds, 
In  the  fame  line  wing'd  back  its  airy  way, 
Then  prone  on  earth  before  Adraftus  lay.       1095) 

Each  reafons,  as  his  wayward  thoughts  decree  j 
Thefe  think  the  fhaft  rebounded  from  the  tree; 
And  thofe,  that  winds  with  unrefifted  force 
Drove  clouds  on  clouds,  to  intercept  its  courfe. 
Meanwhile  th'  event  and  dreadful  omen  lies 
Deep  wrapt  in  night,  nor  feen  by  human  eyes. 
One  chief  in  fafety  muft  return  alone, 
Through  woes,  and  blood,  and  dangers  yet  un 
known. 
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NOTES  UPON  THE  SIXTH  THEBAID  OF  STATIUS. 


MR.  Dryden,  in  his  excellent  preface  to  the  Eneid, 
takes  occafion  to  quarrel  with  Statins,  and  calls 
the  prefent  book  an  ill-timed  and  unjudicious  Epi- 
fode.  I  wonder  fo  fevere  a  remark  could  pafs 
from  that  gentleman,  who  was  an  admirer  of  pur 
author  even  to  fuperftition,  I  own  I  can  fcarce 
forgive  myfelf,  to  contradict  fo  great  a  poet, 
and  fo  good  a  critic  ;  taliuni  enim  virorum  nt  ad- 
miratio  maxima,  ita  cenfiira  difficiiis.  However, 
the  prefent  cafe  may  admit  of  very  alleviating 
circumftances  It  may  be  replied  in  general,  that 
the  defign  of  this  book  was  to  give  a  refpite  to  the 
mauvaction,  introducing  a  mournful,  but  pleafant 
variation  from  terror  to  pity.  It  is  alfo  highly 
probable,  that  Statius  had  an  eye  to  the  funeral 
obr--quies  of  Polydore  and  Anchites,  mentioned  in 
the  third  and  fifth  books  of  Virgil.  We  may  alfo 
look  upon  them  as  a  prelude,  opening  the  mind  by 
degrees  to  receive  the  miferies  and  horror  of  a  fu 
ture  war.  This  is  intimated  in  fome  meaiure  by 
the  derivation  of  the  word  Archemorus. 

Befides  the  reafons  above  mentioned,  we  have 
a  fine  opportunity  of  remarking  upon  chief  of  the 
heroes  who  muft  make  a  figure  hereafter  ;  this  is 
reprefented  to  the  eye  in  a  lively  iketch  that  dif- 
tributes  to  each  perfon  his  proper  lights,  with 
great  advantage. 

It  muft  certainly  be  an  infinite  pleafure  to 
perufe  the  moil  ancient  piece  of  hiftory  now  ex 
tant,  excepting  that  in  holy  fcripture.  This  re 
mark  muft  be  underftood  of  the  action  of  the 
Thebaid  only,  which  Statius,  without  queftion, 
faithfully  recited  from  the  moft  authentic  chro 
nicles  in  his  own  age.  The  action  of  the  Iliad  and 
OdyfTey  happened  feveral  years  after.  This  is 
evident  from  Homer's  own  words.  Agamemnon, 
in  the  4th  Iliad,  recites  with  great  tranfport  the 
expedition  of  Tydeus  :  and  Uiyfles  mentions  the 
ftory  of  Jt>cafta  (or  Epicafte,  as  he  calls  her)  in  a 
very  particular  manner.  It  is  in  his  defcent  to 
hell,  Odyfley  XI. 

§'  Qt&tiro&eu  i'^j 


tftfiv  Its  di'^c&o 
A^ii  <r%e>u.iy/i, 


'  ahftee, 


The  antiquity  of  the  Thebaid  may  be  confider- 
ed  alfo  in  another  view.  As  the  poet  was  oblig 
ed  to  conform  the  manners  of  his  heroes  to  the 
time  of  action,  we  in  juftice  ought  nU  to  be  fo 
much  fliocked.  with  thofe  infults  over  the  dead 


which  run  through  all  the  battles.  This  foftens 
a  little  the  barbarity  of  Tydeus,  who  expired 
gnawing  the  head  of  his  enemy  ;  and  the  impiety 
of  Capaneus,  who  was  thunderftruck  while  he 
blafphemed  Jupiter.  Whoever  reads  the  books 
of  Jofhua  and  judges  will  find  about  thofe 
times  the  fame  favage  fpirit  of  infolence  and 
jierte 

Ver*  4.  Tlie  Nemeaan  Games.]  I  beg  to  be 
excufed  from  giving  a  long  account  of  the  Ne- 
meaean  games.  What  the  world  calls  learning, 
differs  very  little  from  pedantry ;  and  I  am  fen- 
fibie  many  an  honeft  man  may  deferve  that  impu 
tation  when  he  means  no  manner  of  harm:  fo 
much  harder  it  is  to  conceal  knowledge,  than  nrft 
get  it.  The  bed  and  moft  ancient  information 
now  extant  is  to  be  collected  from  Pindar's  odes 
in  general.  However,  I  muft  juft  take  notice  of  a 
funeral  oration  fpoken  in  honour  of  Archemorus, 
as  it  is  mentioned  by  Clemens  Alexandrinus,  in 
his  Admonit.  ad  Gentes. 

Ver.  23.  The  youthful  fnilors  thus  with  early  care 
Their  arms  experience 

It  is  worth  while  here  to  take  notice  of  Stati- 
us's  fimiles  in  general.  They  are  fometimes  pro 
per,  but  not  often  :  a  common  fault  with  moft 
young  authors,  who  can  reject  nothing  ;  though 
a  more  judicious  writer  at  the  fame  lime  would 
either  fupprefs  the  thought,  or  at  moft  content 
himfelf  with  a  metaphor.  I  am  apt  to  think  fi 
miles  muft  feldorn  be  ufed,  'except  they  convey 
to  the  mind  fome  very  pieafing,  or  ftrong  piece  of 
painting.  For  all  fimiles  are  defcriptions  (or 
pictures)  whofe  only  beauty  proceeds  from  an  ex 
cellence  in  the  imagery.  In  thefe  cafes,  painting 
muft  always  be  confulted. 

Another  overfight  in  Statius,  is  want  of  purity 
in  the  circumftances :  but  this  is  owing  to  the  ir 
regularity  of  his  genius,  which  was  above  infilling- 
upon  particulars,  and  gave  only  fome  bold  ftrokes 
of  likenefs. 

If  a  trariflator  can  leave  out  fuch  fimiles  (or 
other  paffages)  in  Statius  as  are  not  proper,  with 
out  violating  the  context :  or  if  he  can  fupply  any 
of  their  defects  in  a  very  fliort  compafs,  I  think 
ke  ought.  Though  thefe  liberties  are  not  to  be 
taken  with  more  correct  writers. 

Ver.  31.  Swift  from  mankind  the  pow'r  of  fium- 
bers  flew. 

This  place  is  not  tranfhted  exactly  to  the  let 
ter,  nor  indeed  won  Id  our  language  bear  it.  The 
original  is  extremely  poetical,  and  correfpondent 
to  the  belt  paintings  in  thofe  times. 

cornu  fugiebat  fomnus  inani. 

For  Somnus  (or  deep)  was  reprefented  as  a  deity 
pcuriug  dews  cmt  of  a  hoin,  over  the  temples  of 
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the  fleeping  perfon.  Statius  alludes  to  this  in  an 
other  paffage,  upon  the  fame  occafion. 

cornu  perfuderat  ornni. 

This  remark  I  owe  to  Laftantius,  who  has  given 
us  the  only  tolerable  comment  upon  Statius.  Care 
has  been  taken  to  read  him  entirely  over,  though 
to  little  purpofe.  His  notes  are  learned,  fhort, 
and  clear,  but  feldom  poetical.  Moft  of  them  are 
like  the  old  Scholia  upon  Homer,  explaining  one 
word  by  another.  He  is  full  of  apoitroph.es  and 
exclamations,  yet  gives  no  reafons.  Such  as  ex- 
quijite  difium  .'  pi&um  egregie  !  See. 

Ver.  51.  Meanwhile  Adraitus  bears  the  friendly 

part, 
And  with  kind  words  confoles,  8cc. 

Chaucer,  who  was  perhaps  the  greateft  poet 
among  the  moderns,  has  tranflated  thefe  verfes  al- 
molt  word  for  word  in  his  Knight's  Tale.  I  fh-ill 
make  this  remark  once  for  all:  As  nothing  parti 
cularizes  the  fine  paffages  in  Homer  more  than 
that  Virgil  vouchfafed  to  imitate  them  :  fo  fcarce 
any  thing  can  exalt  the  reputation  of  Statius  high- 
er,  than  the  verbal  imitations  of  our  great  coun 
tryman.  I  prefer  this  to  a  volume  of  criticifms; 
no  man  would  imitate,  what  he  could  exceed. 

Ver.  70.  Inwoven  on  the  pall,  young  Linus  lay 
In  lonely  woods — — 

Linus  was  the  fon  of  Apollo,  and  the  nymph 
Pfamathe.  No  picture  could  be  introduced  with 
more  propriety  ;  his  death  was  almoft  exactly  the 
fame  with  that  of  Archemorus.  The  ftory  is  re 
lated  at  large  bv  Adraitus  in  the  firft  Thebaid ; 
and  admirably  tranflated  by  Mr.  Pope. 

How  mean  a  fate,  unhappy  child  !  is  thine  ? 
Ah  '.  how  unworthy  thofe  of  race  divine  ? 
On  flow'ry  herbs  in  fome  green  covert  laid, 
His  bed  the  ground,  his  canopy  the  fhade, 
He  mixes  with  ;.he  bleating  lambs  his  cries; 
While  the  rude  twain  his  rural  mufic  tries, 
To  call  foft  (lumbers  ori  his  infant  eyes. 
Yet  ev'n  in  thole  obfcure  abodes  to  live, 
Was  more,  alas  !  than  cruel  fate  would  give  ! 
For  on  the  graffy  verdure  as  he  lay, 
And  breath'd  the  frefhnefs  of  the  riling  day, 
Devouring  dogs  the  helplefs  infant  tore, 
Fed  on  bis  trembling  limbs,  and  lapt  the  gore. 

Ver.  90.  The  pious  mother  thus,  deceiv'd  too  late 
Like  her  fond  fpoufe 

I  fcarce  ever  met  with  a  more  incoherent  paf 
fage  than  this,  in  any  author.  The  fenfe  is  fine, 
and  eafily  apprehended  by  the  context  :  the  words 
are  obfcure  to  a  tault,  and  the  tranfition  too  fud- 
den  and  violent. 

Namque  illi  Sc  pharetras,  brevioraque  tela  di- 

carat 

Feftinus  voti  pater,  infontefque  fagittas. 
Jam  tune  Sc  nota  itabulis  de  gente  probatos 
In  nomen  palcebat  equos,  cinctufque  fonantes, 

Armaque  majores  expedlatura  lacertos 

Spes  avidae  !  quas  non  in  nomen  credula  veftes 
•Urgebat  ftodio  ?  &c. 


Spes  avida:  mutt  certainly  be  fpoken  of  the  mo 
ther,  or  elfe  credula  has  nothing  to  agree  with. 
In  fhort,  it  muft  never  be  defended,  but  by  one  of 
thefe  two  excufes,  either  that  Statius  left  his  po 
em  unfinifhed,  or  that  the  verfe  immediately  pre 
ceding  is  now  loft.  It  might  mean  perhaps  no 
more  than  this,  "  Thus  too  was  the  unhappy  mo- 
"  ther  deceived  !  With  what  cure — See."  This 
confideration  clears  the  fenfe,  and  folves  all  ob 
jections  at  once.  However  'tis  a  mere  conjecture, 
and  may  be  truer  to  the^author's  reputation,  than 
his  firft  meaning. 

All  grave  readers  will  reject  this  as  a  whimfical 
young  man's  notion ;  nor  do  I  lay  any  ftrefs  upon 
it.  To  fliow  I  can  be  ferious  upon  occafion,  I 
mail  juft  refer  them  to  Virgil's  Third  Georgic, 
where  will  be  found  a  tranfition  from  horfes  to 
cows,  as  obfcure  almoft  as  this  in  Statius. 

Gronovius  (without  any  authority)  thinks  we 
fliould  read  fpes  avidi,  inftead  of  avid*,  ftill  pre- 
ferving  the  context,  and  referring  credula  tofpfs. 
I  cannot  approve  of  this  emendation  for  many 
reafons ;  we  at  once  lofe  half  the  beauty.  Be- 
fides,  the  repetition  of  in  nomen  would  be  tauto 
logy,  if  it  did  not  refer  to  another  perfon  :  nor 
can  urgere  .vejles  be  fo  properly  applied  to  the 
father. 

Whoever  reads  this  pofitive  Dutchman's  Preface 
to  Ammianus  Marcellinus,  will  never  think  him 
to  be  a  man  of  fenfe  or  candour. 

Ver.  108.  Stretch'd  o'er  the  ground  the  tow'ring 
oaks  were  feen,  &c. 

This  defcription  is  inimitably  beautiful,  and  I 
might  fpend  a  whole  page  in  admirations.  'Tvvere 
eafy  alfo,  by  drawing  parallel  places  (a  common, 
but  unfair  practice),  to  prefer  Statius  to  all  the 
ancients  and  moderns.  Moft  of  the  poets  have 
exerciied  their  genius  upon  this  occafion ;  par 
ticularly  Ovid  in  the  loth  book  of  his  Metamor- 
phofis. 

Non  Chaonis  abfuit  arbos, 

Non  nemus  Heliadum,  non  frondibus   efculus 

altis : 

Non  tiliae  molles,  non  fagus..  &  innuba  laurus, 
Et  coryli  fragiles,  8c  fraxinus  utilis  haltis, 
Enodifque  abies,  curvataque  glandibus  ilex, 
Et  platanus  genialis,  acerque  coloribus  impar, 
Amnicolaeque  fimul  falices,  &  aquatica  lotos. 

As  alfo  Claudian,  in  the  rape  of  Proferpina, 
Book  II.  Chaucer  feems  to  have  a  particular  eye 
to  this  paffage  throughout  all  his  poems.  See  his 
Knight's  Tale,  the  Aflembly  of  Fowls,  and  Com 
plaint  of  the  Black  Knight.  I  am  alfo  much 
pleafed  to  find  this  paffage  finely  imitated  by  two 
other  of  our  ancient  Englilh  poets.  I  fhall  fiift 
cite  Fairfax,  who  underftood  the  harmony  of 
numbers  better  than  any  perfon  then  living,  ex 
cept  Spenfer.  All  the  world  kmnvs  his  excellent 
verlion  (or  paraphrafe  rather)  of  Taflb's  Giernfa- 
lem  libtrata.  The  other,  whom  I  mean,  is  Mr. 
Drayton,  whole  Fairy-tale  is  a  mafterpiece  m 
thofe  grotefque  writings. 

Down  fall  the  facred  palms,  and  afhes  wild-.. 
The  fun'ral  cyprefs;  holly  ever  green. 
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The  Weeping  fir,  thick  beech,   and  failing 

pine, 

The  married  elm  fell  with  his  fruitful  vine  ; 
The  (hooter-yew,  the  broad-ieav'd  fycamore, 
The  barren  platane,  arid  the  walnut  found  : 
The  myrrh  that  her  foul  fin  "doth  (till  deplore, 
The  alder,  owner  of  all  wat'rifli  ground, 
Sweet  juniper,  whofe  ftiadow  hurteth  fore, 
Proud' cedar ;  oak,  the  king  of  forefts  crown'd. 

FAIRFAX- 

The  tufted  cedar,  and  the  branching  pine  .  .  . 
Under  whofe  covert,  (thus  divinely  made) 
Phoebus'  green  laurel  flourifh'd  in  the  (hade  ; 
Fair  Venus'  myrtle,  Mars  his  warlike  fir, 
Minerva's  olive,  and  the  weeping  myrrh  ; 
The  patient  palm  that  ftrives  in  fpite  of  hate, 
The  poplar  to  Alcides  confecrate,  &c. 

DRAYTON. 

I  afk  pardon  for  the  tedioufnefs  of  this  note,  and 
the  reader  in  juftice  ought  to  acknowledge  I  writ 
it  to  gratify  my  pleafure,  rather  than  my  vanity  ; 
and  furely  no  perfon  who  has  the  leaft  tafte  can  be 
difpleafed  with  fo  much  variety.  I  infift  only  to 
produce  one  defcription  more  out  of  Statius.  The 
verfesare  extremely  natural,  and  carry  fomething 
with  them  as  awful  and  venerable  as  the  fubject. 

3ylva  capax  aevi,   validaqwe   incurva  fenecta, 

jEternum  intonfae  frondis,  ftat  pervia  nullis 

Solibus. 

Subter  opaca  quies,  vacuufque  filentia  fervat 

Horror,  &.  exciufje  pallet  mala  lucis  imago. 

Nee  caret  umbra  Deo. 

THEBAID  IV. 

Ver.  131.  Sacred  fo  heav'n  and  hell  the  mourner? 

rear 
Two  mafiy  altars — — 

It  may  be  afked  why  the  Grecians  raifed  two 
altars.  Lactantius  anfwers  that  one  only  was  for 
Archemorus,  and  the  other  for  the  ferpent  that 
killed  him. 

If  the  reader  fuppofes  this  to  be  too  much  ho 
nour  for  the  latter,  it  muft  be  remembered,  that 
thofe  creatures  were  almoft  always  efteemed  by 
the  ancients,  as  facred  to  fome  deity.  But  Sta 
tius  mentions  this  in  particular.  See  the  death  of 
Archemcrus,  in  the  5th  Thebaid. 

•  '• '  ••  Nemoris  facer  horror  Achaei 
Erigitur  Serpens. 

And  a  little  afterwards, 

Inachio  fanctum  dixere  Tonanti 

Agricolse 

So  Virgil,  fpeaking  of  the  two  ferpents  that 
ftrangled  Laocoon,  JEneid  the  ad. 

Their  talk  perform'd,  the  ferpents  quit  their 

prey, 

And  to  the  tow'r  of  Pallas  make  their  way  : 
Couch'd  at  her  feet  they  lie  protected  there 
By  her  large  buckler,  and  protended  fpear. 

PRYDEN. 


Ver.  137. In  mournful  ftrains 

The  mufic  of  the  Phrygian  fife  complains, 

The  Phrygian  meafure  in  mufic  was  made  ufe 
of,  to  call  the  fpirits  of  the  deceafed  from  Hades. 
Pelops  was  the  tuft  perfon  who  invented,  and  fet 
it  to  the  lyre,  and  from  him  it  came  to  the  Greci 
ans. 

LACTANTIUS. 

Ver.  147.  Behind  Hypfypile's  foft  forrows  flow 
Silent,  and  fail 

Nothing  can  be  more  finely  imaged  than  this 
.character  of  Hypfypile  ;  it  feems  a  perfect  picture 
of  beauty  in  diftrefs.  Her  very  filence  is  eloquent : 
She  knows  her  innocence,  but  muft  not  fpeak  one 
word  to  defend  it.  She  moves  along  br  herfelf 
the  very  laft  of  them  all,  while  every  eye  feems  to 
threaten  and  accufe  her.  And  even  after  all  this, 
there  is  ftill  a  dejected  fweetnefs,  a  tendernefs,  a 
confufion  that  cannot  be  exprefled.  I  know  not 
how  to  make  the  reader  any  ways  fenfible  of  my 
own  images,  except  I  refer  him  to  the  character  of 
Brifeis  in  Homer's  firft  Iliad,  and  the  picture  of  Si- 
figambisin  Darius's  tent. 

This  puts  me  in'  mind  of  fome  fine  ftrokes  in 
Spenfer,  thdugh  upon  a  different  occafion.  What 
I  mean  is  the  filence  and  confufion  of  Britomart, 
when  the  red-crofs  knight  difcovers  her  to  be  a 
lady,  and  inquires  after  her  adventures. 

Thereat  (lie  fighing  foftly,  had  no  pow'r 
To  fpeak  a  while,  ne  ready  anfwer  make, 
But   with   heart-thrilling   throbs,    and    bitter 

ftow'r, 

As  if  fiie  had  a  fever-fit,  did  quake, 
And  ev'ry  dainty  limb  with  horror  (hake  ; 
And  ever  and  anon  the  rofie  red 
Flafh'd  through  her  face,  as  it  had  been  a  flake 
Of  lightning,  through  bright  heaven  fulmined. 
FAIR*  QUEEN,  Lib.  III.  Cant,  ii, 

See  alfo  the  fame  canto,  ftanza  the  151!!. 
Ver.  153.  Speech  of  Eurydice. 

Statius  has  equally  ftiown  his  conduct  in  this 
fpeech  of  Eurydice.  She  is  injured,  and  indeed 
deferves  a  liberty  to  relent  it.  She  condoles,  (he 
repents,  (he  heightens  her  misfortunes,  and  then 
feems  to  wonder  why  providence  (houid  inflict 
them.  This  (he  aggravates  by  confidering  the 
profperity  of  her  neighbours,  which  certainly 
gives  the  deeped  remorfe  in  all  afflictions.  No 
thing  can  be  finer  than  thefe  two  laft  particulars. 
They  arife  immediately  from  human  nature,  and 
give  a  lively  picture  of  felf-refpect,  and  indul 
gence  to  oi/r  own.frail£ies.  What  follows  is  more 
abrupt  and  violent ;  (lie  draws  the  author  of  her 
mifery  in  the  moft  difagrceable  colours,  makes 
her  treacherous,  negligent,  and  even  infenfible  of 
gratitude  or  pity. 

Ver.  185.  Whofe  hands  fuftain'd  thee,  and  whofe 

mufic  charm'd, 
Whofe  eye  o'erfaw  thee * 

I  am  far  from  being  difgirled  with  thefe  little 
particularities  that  attend  the  moft  ferious  and 
noble  pafiions.  Nothing  has  a  better  eflfeCV  ifl 
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(whofe  chief  character  is  piety)  c'T.ld 

'P 
Lre'ufa. 


poetry  or  painting.  An  incident  may  be  fmal!, 
and  at  the  fame  time  not  trifling.  This  puts  me 
iu  mind  of  an  obfervation  in  Longinus  :  it  is  made 
upon  Sappho's  love-ode,  trar.flatt-d  afterwards  by 
CatuJlus.  "  The  poeiefs  (fays  he)  has  aflembled 
'*  with  admirable  Ikill  all  the  little  accidents  to 
'*  that  paffion.  Hjr  heart  beats  fait,  her  tongue 
*'  trembles,  her  fight  ieems  to  fwim,  and  her  co- 
«'  lour  vanifhes  all  in  one  moment." 

This  confufi  >n  fuits  admirably  well  with  the 
•wandering  irrefolutions  of  the  foul  upon  fuch  oc- 
cafions. 

LONGINUS,  Chap  viii. 

Ver.  209.  So  when  the  holy  prieft  with  curious 

eyes 
Booms  fome  fair  heifer. 

1  muft  not  forget  that  Statius  has  copied  this 
limile  from  Lucretius.  'Tis  hard  to  fay  which  is 
the  more  excellent.  Lucretius's  lines  are  thefe, 
after  he  has  defcribed  the  young  heifer  flaiu  in 
facrifice. 

At  mater  virideis  faltus  orbata  peragrans, 
Omnia  convifens  o'culis  loca,  fi  queat  ufquam 
Confpicere    amiiTuna  fcetum,  completque  que- 

retis 

Frondiferum  nemns  adfiftens,  &  crebra  revifit 
Ad  itabulum,  deliderio  perfixa  juvenci, 
Non  teneras  falices,  atque  herbae  rore  vigentes 
Fluminave  ulla  queunt  fummi^  labentia  ripis 
Obiectare  animum.  ftibitamque  avertere  curaffl: 
Nee  vitulorum  aliae  fpecies  per  pabula  laeta 
Derivare  queunt  aiio,  curave  levare. 

Lib.  ii. 

Ver.  217.  The  father  new  unbares  his  rev'rend 

head 
His  filver  locks  he  fcatters  o'er  the  dead. 

The  practice-of  cutting  off  the  hair,  and  ftrew- 
ing  it  over  the  deceafed,  was  fo  common  with  the 
ancient*,  that  all  teftimonies  are  needlefs.  It  pre 
vails  dnrmg  the  Sclavonians  to  this. day,  who  (as 
Lord  Bufbsq'.ie  obferves  in  his  £=1, files),  neque  r~o- 
do  cupilios,  fed  etiam  fupercuia  fibi  (in  lu&u) 
deinunt. 

Ver.  221.  If  Jove's  almighty  wifdom  can  deceive, 
Curs'd  is  the  man  who  fondly  will  believe  ! 

This  apoftrophe  contains  a  fine  picture  of  hu 
man  nature  in  diftrefs.  Heaven  itfelf  cannot 
efcape  our  cenfure  :  its  unerring  juftice  is  called 
into  queftion,  and  we  fancy  more  to  be  inflicted 
on  us  than  we  ought  to  fuflfer. 

Much  of  this  kind  is  the  fpeech  of  Afius  in  Ho 
mer's  1 2th  Iliad  Euftathius  makes  a  very  moral 
remark  upon  ,t,  which  I  fliall  tranfcribe,  as  I  find 
it  admirably  tranflated  to  my  hands.  "  The  fpeech 
**  of  Afius  is  very  extravagant:  He  exclaims 
"  againft  Jupiter  for  a  breach  of  promife,  not  be- 
*'  caufe  he  had  broken  his  word,  but  becaufe  he 
44  h;-.d  not  fulfilled  his  own  vain  imagination*. 
"  This  conduct,  though  very  blame-ible  in  Afius, 
'*  is  very  natural  to  perfons  under  difappoint- 
"  ments  who  are  ever  ready  to  blame  heaven, 
"  and  turn  their  misfortunes  into  a  crime."  Thus 
far  Euft  -thius. 

VOL.  IX. 


not  help  aCLufing   men    and   gods  when   h      1 
1  hough   iti  juftice  to  Virgil  it  <  upht 


loll 
to 


in   Ji 

be  obferved,  that  he  foitens,  or  rat'ru-r  disapproves 
of  the  impiety  at  the  fame  time  ;  for  fo  the  vvoid 
amens  rfiuft  be  underftuod. 

Qjjem  non  incufavi,  amens,  hominumque  deo- 
rumque  ? 

As  this  note  is  capable  of  very  feriou*  reflec-. 
tions,  it  may  not  J.IM  h;;ps  b:  amifs  to  look  a  little 
into  the  holy  fcripturcs  1'hr  impatience  o;  job's 
wife,  as  alio  the.  diffidence  and  trr<  iukn  i ,;i;s  ot 
David  in  the  Ixxui  ptalm,  ate  extrcioriLnaiy  :n- 
Itancesj  of  this  fort.  But  Jeremiah  carries  it  yet 
fanner  :  He  pro,  teds  to  an  ex;jotUiiHth'n  with  his 
Maker.  "  L^t  me  lalk  wirh  tliec.  O  I  ord,  of  thy 
"judgments.  Thou  halt  pla:  ted  (the  \\ /eked) 
"  yea,  they  have  taken  root  :  th^y  ^rovv,  yea, 
**  they  br.ng  forth  fruit.  B^t  tliou,  O  Lord, 
"  knoweii  me,  thou  halt  fecn  n;e,  ^nd  tiied  my 
"  heart  towards  thee.  1  have  forUken  my  Louie, 
"  Sec."  Chap  s.i.  i,  2.  3,  &  8. 

Laclantius  folves  the  exti  <iva;>ance  of  this  fpeech 
or  Lvcurgus  very  oddly,  by  a  relied . -:\> 
priefthood.  His  words  are  <h^ ft :  "  fik-fts  ,may 
"  be  as  angry  as  th  y  will/'  forfo'muft  he  be 
underrtood  according  to  the  pi:rporc  of  ih^  origi 
nal.  I  much  queftion  whether  h's  name  take 
would  have  allowed  this  ro-.cefiijn  to  the  ckrgy  : 
and  if  the  translator  may  have  leave  t*>  give  his 
opinion,  he  thinks  them  to  h.ive  lets  need  of  it, 
than  any  other  part  of  the  nation. 

Ver.  271.  Nine  times  his  courfe  bright  Lucifer 

had  roli'd 
And  ev'niiig  Vcfper  deck'd  his  rays  with  gold. 

This  particularity  is  fo  far  from  being  orna 
mental,  that  it  preUrves  a  valmblc  piece-  oi  anti 
quity  ;  namely,  the  eloling  of  the  furetvl  ;  ames 
.itter  nil  e  days  end  :  which  ceremony  the  old 
Romans  called  NovemUialia. 

BERNARTIUS. 

Ver.  297     Hieh  o'er  the  people  wrought    with 

lively  grace, 
Shine  the  fair  glories  of  their  ancient  race. 

I  do  not  rempmbrr  any  thins;  more  m:h!e  or  ]U- 
dicious  than  this  hilloiical  piclnre.  The  delcnp- 
t;on  of  a  fliield  was  already  worn  out  :  it  was  im- 
poffible  to  add  any  thinir  of  momer ' 
and  Virgil.  Nor  is  it  introduced  merely  for  or 
nament  ;  it  contains  no  lefs  than  the  O.ory  of  their 
am-citors,  ina^nnnhm:m  feries  antiqua  par  en.  urn. 
Its  effects  are  vifible  :  to  infpire  th^m  with  cou- 
ia^e  in  the  lunf-ral  g;nr>es.  Be  fides,  it  ha-piljr 
avoids  molt  of  the  objections  that  have  been  made 
a?ainft  the  fhields  of  \ch  lies  and  jE-u-as.  its 
fi/e  anfwers  nil  multiplicity  oi  f.gures  .  t.nd  .  ven 
every  figure  bears  a  plain  n-fe;  f  ibj.?dt 

t)f  action.  The  rul"s  of  painting  arc  c\,!cl!y  *;re- 
ferved  :  we  have  rot  only  a  contrail  of  paflions 
in  different  perfons,  but  variety  of  place  in  each 
diftirct  compartiment. 

It  is  reafonable  to  think  our  aethor  defigned 
this  as  a  compliment  to  a  common  cereaic 
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among  the  Romans,  who  ufed  at  all  folemn  fu 
nerals  to  carry  before  the  corpfe  or  the  deceafed 
the  pictures  of  their  ancestors.  Thus  Horace, 
Epode  the  8th. 

Funus  atque  imagines 

Ducunt  triumphales  tuum. 

See  alfo  Cicero's  oration  for  Milo,  and  the  35th 
book  of  Pliny.  Perhaps  Statins  owed  the  firft 
hint  of  his  hiftorical  picture  to  the  cuftom  we 
now  mention. 

Ver.  324.  Brave  Chorasbus  lifts  his  bleeding 

hands — 

Lactantius  gives  two  meanings  to  this  hemyf" 
tic  ;  the  venerable  or  undaunted  figure  of  Chorae- 
bus.  I  have  c  ho  fen  the  latter,  becaule  it  agrees 
bell:  with  his  character  in  the  firft  Thebaid.  The 
ftory  is  too  long  to  be  traufcribed. 

Ver.  331.    Here   Belus'  fons    at   Hymen's  altars 

it  and, 
And  join  with  hearts  averfe  the  friendly  hand. 

The  contract  of  Danaus  and  Egyptus  is  too 
well  known  to  be  repeated.  However,  for  the 
fake  of  the  curious,  I  fhall  not  pa  is  by  the  Epiitle 
of  Hypermneltra  vo  Lir:us,  and  lome  remarkable 
paffages  in  Pindar's  ninth  Pythizm  Ode.  Statius 
feems  pleafed  with  this  ftory,  and  has  chofen  it  in 
another  place  to  ornament  the  mield  of  Hippo- 
medon.  There  is  fornething  very  mafterly  in  the 
expreflion,  and  the  TQut-enfcmble  makes  a  fine 
piece  of  night-painting. 

— — humeros,  &  pectora  late 

Flammeus  orbis  habet vivit  in  auro 

Nox  Danai,  fontes  furiarum  lampade  nigra 
Quinquaginta  ardent  thaiami,  pater  ipfe  eru- 
entis  [fes. 

In  fonbus,  laudatque  nsfas,  atque  irifpitit  cn- 

THEBAID  IV. 

Ver.  349.  Swift  ilew  the  rapid  car,  and  left  be 
hind 
The  noife  of  tempefts,  and  the  wings  of  wind. 

Thefe  verfes  are  fomewhat  too  bold  in  the 
original. 

ftupuere  relicta 

Nubila,  certantes  Eurique  Notique  fequuntur. 

Whoever  tranfiates  Statius  muft  have  liberty  to 
foften  fome  of  thefe  hyperboles.  Yet  Lactantius 
was  of  another  opinion,  who  admires  this  place  in 
the  true  ipirit  of  criticifm.  Divb/e  diffum  !  dcdlt 
illis  in£lori<e  votuin,  fed-adcmit  ejfecium.  His  re 
mark  is  not  worth  tranflating. 

Ver  363.  So  fad  Apollo  with  a  boding  figh 
Told  his  fond  child 

We  may  perceive  fomething  very  remarkable 
in  this  fimile,  not  without  a  fine  commiferation 
for  unhappy  Polynices.  Inftead  of  accufing  the 
rafhnefs  or  folly  of  Phneton,  all  is  attributed  to 
faml  delliny.  As  much  as  to  fay,  Polynices  loft 
not  the  race  through  his  own  imprudence,  but  by 
the  iiuerpoiitiou  of  a  deity. 


Ver.  431.  Adttuttis*  Life,  bV.}  This  alludes 
chiefly  to  the  ftory  of  Alcefte,  Admetus's  wife, 
who  was  fo  honourable,  it  feems,  as  to  lay  down 
her  own  life  to  atone  for  her  husband's.  Juvenal 
makes  an  agreeable  ufe  of  this  female  gallantry. 

— — fpectant  fubeuntem  fata  mariti 
Alceften.  LACTANTIUS. 

Euripides  has  written  a  tragedy  upon  this  occa- 
lion.  I  am  afraid  few  modern  ladies  would  give 
fuch  an  example,  but  indeed  hufbands  are  much 
altered  fince  the  days  of  Admetus.  I  may  add, 
that  Statius  takes  notice  of  the  death  of  Alcefte 
in  his  Sylva,  intituled,  The  Teats  of  Etrulcus, 
lib.  iii.  I  the  rather  cite  this  poem  becaufe  it 
contains  fome  fine  ftrokes  of  humanity,  and  nliai 
affection.  Of  the  fame  nature  is  his  Epicedion  in 
Patrem.  I  wonder  thefe  two  admirable  copies 
have  never  yet  been  tranflated. 

Ver.  454.  "  Th'   impatient  courfers    pant    in 

every  vein, 

"  And  pawing  feem  to  beat  the  diftant  plain; 
"  The  vales,  the  floods  appear  already  croft, 
"  And  ere  they  ftart,  a  thoufand  fteps  are  loft.1' 

The  Latin  of  thefe  verfes  is  wonderfully  fine, 
as  Mr.  Dryden  acknowledges  in  his  preface  to 
Du  Frefnoy.  He  cites  them  as  a  true  image  of 
our  author. 

Stare  adeo  miferum  eft,  pereunt  veftigia  mille 
Ante  fugam,  abientemque  ferit  gravis  ungula 
campum. 

Which  would  coft  me,  fays  he,  an  hour  to  tranf- 
late,  there  is  fo  much  beauty  in  the  original. 
Since  that,  Mr.  Pope  has  imitated  thefe  verfes 
almoft  verbatim  in  his  Windfor-Foreft  :  And  I 
thought  fit  to  transfer  them  hither,  rather  than 
expole  my  own  weaknefs.  I  never  was  heartily 
mortified  before  ;  I  juft  know  how  to  admire  him, 
and  to  defpife  mylelf !  The  reader  may  be  allur 
ed,  I  durlt  not  prefume  to  do  this  without  that 
gentleman's  confent,  who  not  only  gave  me  leave 
to  ufe  his  tranflation,  but  alfo  to  alter  any  cir- 
cumiiances  that  might  not  correfpond  with  the 
original.  I  remember  a  paper  in  the  Guardian 
that  confifts  chiefly  of  parallel  defcriptions  upon 
this  occafion  ;  and  thither  I  refer  the  curious. 

Balde  the  Jefuit  has  fome  bold  ftrokes  in  an 
ode  whofe  title  1  forget,  though  it  is  written  part 
ly  in  imitation  of  the  war-horfe  in  Job.  I  men 
tion  this,  purely  to  do  justice  to  that  poet's  me 
mory,  who,  notwithstanding  fome  extravagancies, 
came  nearer  to  the  fpirit  and  abruptneis  of  Pin 
dar,  than  any  of  his  contemporaries. 

Ver.  6cO   Earth  opening  feem'd  to  groan  ("a 
fatal  fign!) 

Becaufe  Amphiaraus  was  afterwards  to  be  fwal- 
lowed  under  ground.  See  the  latter  end  of  the 
feventh  Thebaid. 

Ilium  ingens  haunt  fpecus,  et  tranfire  parentes 
Mergit  equos :  non  arma  maim,  non  friena  re- 

mifit 
Sicut  erat,  rectos  defert  in  Tartara  currus; 
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Refpexitque  cadcns  coelum,  campumque  coire 
Ingemuit  - 

I  take  this  to  be  one  of  the  moft  noble  dcfcrip- 
t'ions  I  ever  met  with  in  any  language. 

Ver.  630.  Loud  fhouts  each  chief  that  from  high 
Elis  leads 

His  native  train,  ficc. 

I  have  opened   this  pafiage   a   little,  but  with 
due  reipecft  to  geography.  "See  the  fourth  Theb. 
Rejupina  Elis,  dernijja  Pifa. 
Ver.  649.  Lives  there  a   warrior  in  the  world 
of  fame, 

Who  never  heard  of  Atalanta's  name  ? 

The  commentators  are  all  mighty  merry  upon 
thefe  verfes.  It  feems  Statins  hus  confounded  the 
fultory  of  Atalanta  (there  being  two  of  that 
name)  and  takes  the  wife  of  Hippomenes  for  that 
of  Pelops  ;  the  famous  racer  in  days  of  yore.  This, 
fay  they,  is  a  remarkable  overfight,  and  very  few 
of  them  can  heartily  forgive  it.  The  matter  is 
hardly  worth  debate  :  Poets  were  never  thought 
infallible.  Whoever  reads  the  critical  difcourfe 
upon  the  Iliad,  will  find  many  errors  even  in  Ho 
mer  ;  though  not  fo  many  as  La  Motte  fancied. 
Ariftotle,  Cicero,  and  Dionyfius  of  Halicarnaflus, 
were  feldom  right  in  their  quotations.  Macre;bius 
tells,  that  Virgii  ran  into  many  palpable  miftakts, 
purely  to  difengage  himfelf  from  too  much  exact- 
nefs,  ami  to  imitate  Homer.  -Monf.  la  Mothe-le 
Vayer  has  written  an  entire  treafife  upon  this  fub- 
jei5t  ;  and  I  think  it  worth  reading,  merely  as  a 
mortification  for  human  vanity. 

In  deference  to  the  above  mentioned  criticifm, 
I  thought  fit  to  leave  out,  <uefiigia  cun&is  ifidepr  en- 
fa  prods  ;  for  there  lies  all  the  confufion. 

Ver  j66.  Foot-race.}  I  muft  own,  I  think  this 
foot-race  an  inimitable  piece  of  poetry.  The  de- 
fign  itfelf  is  equally  as  juft  ;  the  circumftances 
perhaps  are  more  beautiful  than  thofe  upon  the 
fame  iubjecl  in  the  Greek  or  Roman  poet.  Had 
Statins  given  the  prize  to  Idas  (than  which  no 
thing  was  more  eafy),  I  cannot  but  think  the  mo 
ral  would  have  been  highly  defective.  Yet  Eu- 
ryalus  in  Virgil  wins  the  race  by  downright  frau- 
dulence.  In  the  defcriptive  parts  our  author  bor 
rows  nothing  considerable  from  either  of  the  above 
cited  poets.  I  wilh  he  had  taken  one  circum- 
ftance  from  Homer,  which  pleafes  me  cnucn.  It 
is  the  paffage  where  Ulyttes  follows  Ajax  : 


-  His  foe  he  plies, 

And  treads  each  footilep,  e'er  the  duft  can  rife. 
Ver.  909.  Thus  in  fome  ftorm  the  broken  bil 

lows  rife 

Round  the  vaft  rock  - 

'Tis  with  great  judgment  the  poet  introduces 
this  ilmile,  which  admirably  paints  the  (i/:e  and 
unmoveableneis  of  Capan-.-us.  I  have  endeavour 
ed  to  give  it  this  turn,  Adding  the  epithet  viii't,  to 
ftrengthen  the  idea.  A  iranflator  can  feklotn  do 
his  author  this  juftice,  and  ilce  M  ;:>in^ 

,•;'.       1^0  w- 

;.ii  alludes  only  to  the 
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noife  and  fudden  overflowing  of  the  waters.  It  is 
impoilible  to  give  a  more  lively  image  of  Alcida- 
mas.  Statius  has  comprifed  himfelf  alfo  into  a 
fhorter  compafs  than  ufual,  that  the  mind  might 
not  be  too  much  fufpended  in  the  midfl  of  fo  im 
portant  an  adliori.  tJelldes,  there  is  a  particular 
beauty  in  the  verification  :  it  feems  to  run  by 
ftarts,  fliort  and  violent : 

Xfiiiit,  ut  prseceps  cumulo  fcilit  unda,  minaccs 
In  fcopulos,  et  fradla  redit 

Ver.  066.  The  fight  cfthectejlus.]  I  have  tak 
en  notice  in  the  Foot-race,  that  Statius  has  varied 
from  Virgil  with  admirable  judgment.  The  fame 
may  be  advanced  here  in  refpect  to  Homer,  who, 
in  his  fight  of  the  cfeftus,  rewards  info'ence  and 
pride,  inftead  of  punifliing  them.  TJiere  is  an  ex 
act  parity  of  character  between  Capaneus  and 
Epeus  :  but  not  the  fame  1'uccefs.  The  boafter 
in  this  place  meets  with  the  moft  manifeft  difad-. 
vantage  :  A  great  improvement  of  the  moral. 

Upon  the  whole,  it  may  be  required  I  mould 
attempt  fomething  like  a  comparifon  between  thu 
defcriptions  of  this  game  in  iloiner,  Virgil,  and. 
Statius.  To  fpeak  my  own  fentiinents,  I  cannot 
but  prefer  the  latter,  not  only  for  its  greater  va 
riety  of  incidents,  but  for  the  character  of  arro 
gance,  which  is  wrought  up  to  much  more  per- 
legion  :  it  was  this  they  all  laboured  at.  Capu-* 
neus  is  fa  far  blinded  with  his  own  admiration, 
that  he  ftill  fancies  himfelf  the  conqueror,  though 
the  odds  appeared  vifibiy  againft  him;  fo  apt  is 
pride  to  magnify.  This  is  fuperadded  to  the  cha- 
raclers  in  Homer  and  Virgil,  and  I  think  it  a  moft 
natural  improvement. 

Ver.  994.  The  mouritain-cyprefs  thus,  that  firm 
ly  ftood 

From  age  to  age 

Originally, 

Ille  autem  Alpini  veluti  regina  cupreflus 
Verticis 

I  have  read  in  one  of  our  modern  critics,  or  hi 
fome  book  of  travels,  that  no  cyprefles  grow  upon 
the  Alps.  The  author  upon  this  takes  occafiort 
to  fall  foul  upon  an  eminent  Roman  poet,  and 
wonders  at  his  ignorance.  It  is  no  matter  where 
I  met  with  this  remark,  it  not  being  of  much* 
confequence  :  Yet  1  thought  fit  to. leave  out  Al- 
pinus,  and  added  a  more  indefinite  epithet. 

Since  my  writing  this  note,  I  chanced  to  rei:d 
Bernartius's  comment  upon  Statius.  lie  is 
much  chagrined  at  this  overfight.  As  ?.  i'^ev.  i.nen 
of  his  humanity  and  tafte  for  criticifm,  I  ihall 
transcribe  his  own  words  at  length  :  "  Attigit  ut 
"  videtur  Papinius  hie  guttam  e  flumine  Lethes. 
«'  Nam  in  Alpibus  nufquam  cupreffi  :  niii  forte 
"  fpeciem  pro  genere  poiuit,  quod  non  inepte  af- 
"  firmare  poffumus.'1 


Ver.  T00(5.   Not  half  fo  bloody,  or  with  half  fuch 

rage, 
Two  mighty  monarchs  of  the  herd  engage. 

Statius  fee  ins  to  hive  copied  this  fimile  from 
-ibat  of  Hercules  and  Achelous,    in  th--; 
ninth  009^  of   Ovid'i  Mstamorphofes.      I  fliail 
Z  H  ii 
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pleafure  the  reader  with  them  both.     And  firft 
Uvid: 

Non  aliter  vidi  fortes  concurrere  tauros, 
Cum  pretium  pugnce,  toto  nitidiflima  faltu 
Expetitur  conjux  :  fpectant  armenta,  paventq. 
Nei'cia  quern  tanti  maneat  victoria  regni. 

Non  fie  ductores  gemini  gregis,  horrida  tauri 
Bella  movent :  medio  conjux  flat  Candida  prato 
Victorem  expectans ;  rumpunt  obnixa  furentes 
Pedlora 

The  latter,  in  my  opinion,  is  far  more  natural 
than  the  former.  There  is  a  beautiful  contrail, 
or  variation  of  numbers,  very  tender  and  flow 
ing,  in 

medio  conjux &c. 

Which  is  fomewhat  faintly  preferved  in  the  tranf- 
Iition. 

Spenfer  has  a  limile  fomething  of  this  nature  in 
the  combat  between  the  Red-Crofs  Knight  and 
Sansfoy,  Lib.  I.  Canto  ii. 

Ver.  1029.  Nor  breath'd  its  fpirit  to  congenial 
ikies. 

Or  to  congenial  ftars  more  literally,  according 
to  the  philotbphy  of  Pythagoras.  The  wicked, 
foys  Lactantius,  were  punifhed  by  their  ftars  (ab 
ipfis  a/Iris,  ftellifq.  are  his  words)  the  good  enjoy 
ed  their  light  for  ever.  For  a  farther  explication 
of  this  ancient  doclrine,  I  refer  the  reader  to  Ser- 
vius  and  Ruaeus's  notes  upon  the  2271)1  line  of 
Virgil's  fourth  Georgic,  Syderis  wnumerum,  &c. 
See  alib  Plato  in  Timaso. 

Ver.  1040.  So  Hercules,  who  long  had  toil\l 
in  vain, 

Heav'd  huge  Antheus. 

I  cannot  but  admire  this  noble  fimile ;  befides 
the  parity  of  circumftances,  the  favage  character 


of  Antheus  fuits  admirably  well  with  the  brutaf 
fury  of  Agylleus :  nor  is  it  a  fmall  compliment  to 
little  Tydeus,  to  compare  him  with  Hercules  for 
ftrength.  I  fancy  Spenfer  drew  the  ftory  of  Ma- 
leger  at  large  from  this  picture.  I  am  the  more 
inclined  to  think  fo,  becaufe  in  the  combat  of 
Prince  Arthur  and  Pyrrhocles,  he  tranflates  al- 
moft  literally  from  Statins  thofe  verfes  that  de- 
fcribe  Agylleus  after  his  fall ;  though  it  muft  be 
owned,  he  has  interwoven  a  limile  that  much  im 
proves  them. 

Nought  booted  it  the  paynim  then  to  ftrive, 
But  as  a  bittonr  in  an  eagle's  claw, 
That  may  not  hope  by  flight  to  'fcape  alive, 
Still  hopes  for  death,  with  dread  and  trembling 

awe, 

So  he  now  fubject  to  the  victor's  law 
Did  not  once  move,  nor  upwards  caft  his  eye. 

Here  end  the  funeral  games,  which  are  put  off 
(as  in  Virgil)  by  a  prodigy,  foreboding  that  none 
of  the  feven  captains  fliould  return,  except  Adraf- 
tus :  As  tkat  in  Virgil  foretold  the  burning  of  the 
(hips  by  the  Trojan  matrons. 

To  conclude,  whofoever  will  read  the  original 
impartially,  will  find  Statins  to  be  a  much  better 
poet  than  the  world  imagines.  What  the  tranf- 
lation  is,  I  know  not ;  nor  can  the  notes  be  ex 
traordinary,  when  no  body  has  written  any  thing 
tolerable  before  me.  The  reader  may  believe  or 
dilbelieve  them  as  he  pleafes;  I  deliver  conjec 
tures,  not  doctrines.  If  my  prefent  verfion  has 
the  fortune  to  pleaie,  I  may  perhaps  proceed  far 
ther :  if  not,  I  cannot  but  think  m'yfelf  happy  in 
reviving,  at.  leaft,  fo  fine  a  piece  of  poetry.  1  have 
but  juft  given  the  Jfketch  of  a  picture,  it  remains 
for  others  to  deepen  the  ftrokes,  and  finifh  the 
whole.  Whoever  can  take  fuch  pains,  will  oblige 
me,  as  much  as  the  world. 


DIVINE      POEMS. 


DEDICATION. 

To  the  Reverend  Mr.  Hildrop,  Mafter  of  Marlborough-School  (under  whom  I  had  the  honour  of 
receiving  my  education)  thefe  Divine  Poems  are  humbly  dedicated  by  his 

molt  obliged, 

and  obedient  Servant, 

w.  HARTE. 


PSALM  CIV.  PARAPHRASED. 

AWAKE,  my  fcul  !  in  hallow'd  raptures  praife 
Th'  Almighty  God,  who  in  th'  empyreal  height 
Majeflic  fhines,  too  glorious  to  behold. 
'Me thinks  the  broad  expanfion  of  the  fky 
O'erfprearls  thy  throne:  in  air  thy  chambers  hang 
Eternal,  and  unmov\l.  Clouds  roli'd  on  clouds 
Thy  chariot  form  ;  in  thund'rings  wrapt  and  fires 
Thou  walk'ft,  incumbent  on  the  wings  of  wind. 
•    Active  as  flames,  all  intellect,  God  forms 
Ante's  of  efl'ence  pure,  whofe  finer  parts 
Tuvffibl.e,  and. half  diflblv'd  in  light, 


Should  fleet   through   worlds   of  air.     Th'    Al- 

mighty  hand 

Fix'd  earth's  eternal  bafis,  and  prefcrib'd 
Its  utmoft  limits  to  the  raging  main. 

Forth  from  their  deeps  a  world  of  waters  rofe 
And  delug'd  earth.    He  fpoke,  the  waves  obey'd 
In  peace,  fubfiding  to  their  ancient  fprings. 
Part  murmur  headlong  down  the  mountain's  fides : 
Part  through  the  vales  in  flow  meanders  play, 
As  pleas'd,  yet  loath  to  leave  the  flow'ry  fcene. 

Thither  by  inftind  favage  beafts  repair 
To  flake  their  thirft.     Along  the  margin  trees 
Wave  in  the  wat'ry  gleam,  amid  whof  '<?  boughs 


NOTES  UPON  THE  SIXTH  THEBAID  OF  STATIUS. 


The  winged  fongfters  chaunt  their  Maker's  pow' 

God  with  prolific  dews,  and  genial  rain 
,     Impregnates  earth,  then  crowns  the  fmiling  field 
With  lively  green  :  the  vegetative  juice 
Flows  brifldy  through  the  trees ;  the  purple  grap 
Swells  with  nectareous  wines  t'  infpire  the  foul. 
With  verdant  fruits  the  cluft'ring  olive  bends, 
Whofe  fprightly  liquor  fmooths  the  mining  face. 

On  Lebanon  the  facred  cedar  waves, 
And  fpiry  fir-tree,  where  the  ftork  conceals 
Her  clam'rous  young.  The  rocks  bare,  unadorn'd 
Have  ufcs  too :  there  goats  in  queft  of  food 
Hang  pendulous  in  air,  there  rabbits  form     - 
Their  mazy  cells — In  conltant  courfe  the  moon 
Nocturnal  ftieds  her  kindly  influence  down, 
Marks  out  the  circling  year,  and  rules  the  tides. 

In  conftant  regularity  the  fun 
Purples  the  rofy  eaft,  or  leaves  the  fkies. 
Then  awful  night  o'er  all  the  globe  extends 
Her  fable  fhades  :  the  woods  and  defarts  ring 
With  hideous  yell,  what  time  the  lions  roar 
And  tear  their  prey;  but  when  the  glimm'ring 

morn 

Dawns  o'er  the  hills,  their  depredations  ceafe, 
And  facred  filence  reigns.  Then  painful  man 
Commences  with  the  fun  his  early  toil, 
With  him  retires  to  reft-     O  pow'r  fupreme, 
Ho\v  wonderful  thy  works !  the  bounteous  earth 
Pours  from  its  fruitful  furface  plants  and  herbs 
Adapt  for  ev'ry  ufe  :  its  bowels  hold 
Rich  veins  of  iilyer,  and  the  golden  ore. 

Unnumber'd  wonders  in  the  deeps  appear, 
Incredible  to  thought.     There  tow'rs  of  oak 
Float  o'er  the  furges;  there  enormous  whales 
In  awkward  gambols  play,  th'  inferior  fry 
Sportive  through  groves  of  fliining  coral  glide. 
Thefe  with  observance  due,  when  hunger  calls 
Expect  their  meat  from  God,  who  fometimes  gives 
A  juft  fufficiency,  or  more  profufe 
Show'rs  down  his  bounty  with  a  copious  hand. 
When  God  withholds  his  all-fuftaining  care, 
To  duft,  their  former  principle,  they  fall. 
Then  thy  prolific  fpirit  forms  anew 
Each  undecaying  fpecies.     Mighty  God, 
How  great,  how  good  thy  pow'r;  that  was,  and  is, 
And  e'er  (hall  be  immutably  the  fame! 

Earth  at  thy  look  with  reverential  fear, 
Ev'n  to  the  centre  (hakes :  the  mountains  blaze 
Beneath  thy  touch!  Hail  awful  pow'r  of  heav'n, 
Eternal  Three  and  One  I  The  flaves  of  vice 
Thy  vengeance,  like  a  fudden  whirlwind's  rage, 
Sweeps  from  mankind.     My  mufe,  thrice  glorious 

talk! 

While  my  bleft  eyes  behold  the  cheerful  fun, 
While  life  fhall  animate  this  mortal  frame, 
In  heavenly  flights  fliall  fpread  a  bolder  wing, 
And  ling  to  him,  who  gave  her  firft  to  iing  1 

PSALM  CVII.  PARAPHRASED. 

MORTALS,  rejoice  '  with  raptures  introduce 
Your  grateful  fongs,  and  tell  what  mercies  God 
Deigns  to  beftopw  on  man  :  but  chiefly  you 
The  progeny  of  David,  whom  the  Lord 
Selected  from  each  region  of  the  globe 
Beneath  the  Arctic  or  Antarctic  pole  : 
Or  where  the  purple  fun  with  orient  beams 


Strikes  parallel  on  earth,  or  prone  dcfcends 
T'  illumine  worlds  beyond  th'  Hefperian  main. 

With  weary  feet,  and  mournful  eyes  they  palsM 
Erroneous  through  the  dreary  wafte  of  plains, 
Immeasurable  :  the  broad  expanfe  of  heav'n 
Their  canopy,  the  ground  of  damp  malign 
Their  bed  nocturnal.     Thus  in  wild  defpair 
Anxious  they  fought  fome  hofpitable  town. 
In  ihame  and  bitternefs  of  foul,  once  more 
They  recogniz'd  the  Lord,  and  trembling  cry'd 
Have  mercy  on  us !  he,  the  font  ce  of  mercy, 
Kindly  revifited  hisfav'rite  race, 
Confol'd  their  woes,  and  led  the  weary  train 
Through  barren  wilds  to  the  long  prpmis'd  land, 
Then  plac'd  'em  there  in  peaceful  habitations. 

Chorus. 

"  O  that  the  fons  of  men  in  grateful  fongs 
';  Would  praife  th'  unbounded  goodnefs  of  the 

«'  Lord, 

"  Declare  his  miracles,  and  laud  his  pow'r  !" 
He  cheers  the  fad,  and  bids  the  famifli'd  foul 
Luxuriant  feaft  till  nature  craves  no  more. 
He  often  faves  th'  imprifon'd  wretch  that  lies 
Tortur'd  in  iron  chains  no  more  to  fee 
The  cheerful  light,  or  breathe  the  purer  air. 
(The  due  reward  imperious  mortals  find, 
When  f well'd  with  earthly  grandeur  they  defpife 
The  pow'r  fupreme)  thus  jefle's  facred  leed 
Elated  with  the  num'rous  gifts  of  heav'n, 
Slighted  the  giver:  then  the  wrathful  Lord 
Withheld  his  hand.     They  impotent  to  fave 
Their  forfeit  lives,  in  piercing  accents  cry'd 
Help  Lord,  we  die  1  he  foon  with  afpect  mild 
Commiierates  their  anguifh,  and  reliev'd 
Thole  limbs,  which  fedeqtary  nmnbnefs  erft 
Had  crampt,  when  they  in  doleful  (hades  of  death, 
Sate  inconiolable — V  O  then  that  men 
"  Would  praife  th'   unbounded   goodnefs  of  th$ 

"  Lord, 
'  Declare  his  miracles,  and  laud  his  power  !" 

Man,  thoughtlcfs  of  his  end,  in  anguifh  reaps 
The  fruits  of  folly,  and  voluptuous  life. 
Sated  with  luxury  his  ftomach  loaths 
YIoft  palatable  meats:  with  heavy  pain 
Flis  eyes  roll  (lowly  ;  if  he  drops  to  reft, 
Fie  ftarts  delirious,  and  (till  feems  to  fee 
Horrible  fiends,  that  tear  him  fron!  mankind. 

ulhing  cheeks  now  glow  like  flames  of  fire  : 
chill'd,  he  trembles  with  extremes  of  cold 
That  (hoots,  like  darts  of  ice,  through  every  vein. 
Ev'n  then,  when  art  was  conquer'd,  pray'rs  and 

vows 

enient  of  anger  foon  appeas'd  the  Lord, 
Whole  faving  providence  reftor'd  his  health, 
And  fnatch'd  th'  expiring  from  the  jaws  of  death. 

But  moftly  they  who  voyage  o'er  the  deeps 
Obferve  the  works  of  God.  Sudden,  from  high 
)own  pours  a  rufliing  ftorm,  more  dreadtul  made 
Bydarknefs:  fave  what  light  the  flafhing  waves 
)ifclofe.     The  veflel  rides  fublime  in  air 
High  on  the  ("urging  billows,  or  again 
'rc-cipitous  through  yawning  chaims  defcends. 
Heart-thrilling   plaints,   and  hands  up-rear'd  to, 

heav'n 

peak  well  their  anguifli,  and  defires  to  live, 
hock'd  by  each  buriiing  wave  that  whirls  V% 
round, 


THE    WORKS    OF    HAUTE. 


They  dagger  in  amaze,  like  reeling  men 

Intoxicated  with  the  fumes  of  wine. 

Yet  when  they  cry  to  God,  hisfaving  powY 

Hufhes  the  winds,  and  bids  the  main  lubfide. 

In/lead  of  Itorms  the  whifp'ring  zephyrs  fan 

The  filent  deep,  and  wave  their  pendent  fails. 

Then  ev'ry  heart  exults:  joyous  repofe 

Dignifies  each  terrific  thought,  when  once 

(At  heav'n's  command)  the  weary  vefiel  makes 

Her  long-expected  haven.     "  O  that  men 

"  Would   praile   th*  unbounded  goodnefs  of  the 

"  Lord, 
V  Declare  his  miracles,  and  laud  his  pow'r  !" 

To  him  cfice  more  r.ddrefs  your  fongs  of  praife 
In  every  temple  facred  to  his  name, 
Or  where  the  reverend  fenators  conven'd 
Jn  council  fit.     He  turns  the  limpid  ftreams, 
And  flow'ry  meadows  to  a  dreary  wafte. 
Where  corn  has  grown,  and  fragrant  rofes  fill'd 
The  fkies  with  odoriferous  fweets,  he  bids 
The  baleful  aconite  uplift  its  head. 
(The  curie  of  impious  nations)  and  again 
In  lonely  o-lefarts  at  his  hi^abehefts 
Soft-purling  rills  in  fportive  mazes  glide 
Meander'd  through  the  valleys  :  there  he  bids 
The  hungry  fouls  increafe  and  multiply. 
Kis  bounteous  hand  the  while  pours  gooclnefs  down 
Ineffable,  and  guards  their  num'rous  herds. 
Though  thoufands  fall,  his  ir.ercy  ftill  renews 

The  never-ending  race When  tyrants,  proud 

Of  arrogated  greatnefs,  without  law- 


Unpeople  realms,  and  breathe,  but  to  tleflroy; 
Then  God  his  high  prerogative  aiTerts, 
Refumes  his  pow'r,  and  blafts  their  guilty  heads  z 
Then  raifes  from  the  duft  the  humble  foul 
Who  meekly  bore  indignities  and  woe. 

TO    MY  SOUL. 

FROM  CHAUCER. 

;  FAR  from  mankind,  my  weary  foul  retire, 

!  Still  follow  truth,  contentment  ftill  defire* 

';  Who  climbs  on  high,  at  beft  his  weaknefs  mows, 

|  Who  rolls  in  riches,  all  to  fortune  owes. 

j  Read  well  thyfelf,  and  mark  thy  early  ways, 

I  Vain  is  the  mule,  and  envy  waits  on  praile. 

j  Wav'ring  as  winds  the  breath  of  fortune  blows, 
No  pow'r  can  turn.it,  and  no  pray'rs  compofe. 
|  Deep  in  fome  hermit's  folitary  ceil 
;  Repofe  and  eafe  and  contemplation  dwell. 
Let  confcience  guide  thee  in  the  days  of  need; 
Judge  well  thy  own,  and  then  thy  neighbour's 
deed. 

What  heav'n  beftows  with  thankful  eyes  receive  • 
Firft  alk  thy  heart,  and  then  through  faith  believe! 
Slowly  we  wander  o'er  a  toilfome  way, 
Shadows  of  life,  and  pilgrims  of  a  day. 
'*  Who  wreftles  in  this  world,  receives  a  fall ; 
"  Look  up  on  high,  and  thank  thy  God  for  all !'» 


FABLES,  VISIONS,  EMBLEMS,  &c. 


— jjEus  ORA  MOVET;  SEQUAR  ORA  MOVENTEM 

RITE  EEUM  !-  -    '    • 


PREFACE. 


I  SHALL  riot  trouble  the  public  with  excufes  for 
venturing  to  fend  thefe  Religious  Poem's  into  the 
world ;  having  long  fince  obferved,  that  all  apo 
logies  made  by  authors,  far  from  gaining  the  end 
propofed,  ferve  only  to  fuppiy  an  ill-natured  cri 
tic  with  weapons  to  a;tack  them.  Th.s  being  the1 
cafe  it  fhailfuffi.ee  me  to  fay,  that  I  diew  up  the 
prefent  writings  for  my  own  private  confqlation, 
under  a  lingering  and' dangerous  flate  of  health, 
i  it  h:-is  pleaied  God  to  make  my  portion : 
No:  had  J  any  better  opportunity  or  power  of  dif- 
charging  the  duties  of  my  profeffion  to  mankind. 
The  goodnefs  of  my  caufe  may  perhaps  fuppiy  the 
defects  of  my  poetry  ;  rmce,  in  this  fe^fe,  the  very 
gleanings  of  the  "grapes  of  Epraiin  will  be  better 
than  the  vintage  or  Abiezer.  I  promife  my  read- 
ei3  no  extraoH.nary  art  in  compofifion  or  ftyle  ; 
but  flatter  myfelf  they  will  find  ibme  nature,  fome 
flame,  and  fo/nc  truth. 


Parables,  Fables,  Emblematic  Vifions,  &c.  are 
the  moft  ancient  method  of  conveying  truth  to 
mankind.  Upwards  of  forty  of  the  fineil  and  moft 
poetical  parts  of  the  Old  and  New  Teilament  are 
of  this  caft,  and  force  their  way  upon  the  mind 
and  heart  irreliflibly,  though  they  are  written  in 
prcfe. 

"From  a  jufl  fenfe  of  this  humble  iimplicity,  I 
have  here  tranflated  the  plainer!  and  leail  figura 
tive  parable  that  our  blefied  Saviour  has  delivered 
to  us,  relating  only  to  a  few  unornamented  cir- 
cumftances  ;n  agriculture. 

To  exprcis  fuch  humble  allufions  with  clearnefs, 
propriety,  and  dignity,  was,  it  muft  be  confefled, 
one  of  the  hardeil  pieces  of  poetry  I  ever  yet  un 
dertook;  neverthelefs,  •!  myfelf  that  I, 
was  in  fomc1  degree  mailer  of  one  part  of  the  fub- 
je6t,  [namely,  the  culture  of  land]  upon  which  the 
parable  is  founded, 


FABLES,  VISIONS,   &c. 


Yet  the  great  and  real  difficulty  flill  recurred : 
Difficile  eft  proprit   ommunia  dlcere.      •• 

How  far  I  have  fucceeded  in  this,  or  any  other 
particular,  is  more  than  I  fhall  take  upon  me  to 
conjecture.  Nor  fhall  it  be  difiembled,  but  that  I 
had  a  great  inclination  to  give  a  paraphrafe  (or 
metaphrafe  rather)  of  the  xxviiith  chapter  of 
Deuteronomy;  which,  I  believe,  hath  never  yet 
been  turned  into  Englifh  verfe.  It  is  doubtlefs 
one  of  the  nobleft  pieces  of  poetry  in  holy  fcrip- 
ture  ;  being  at  the  fame  time  fublime,  and  yet 
plain ;  feemingly  familiar,  and  yet  richly  diverfi- 

In  this  chapter,  the  change  of  ideas  and  events 
from  a  ftate  of  obedience  to  a  ftate  of  difobedience, 
exhibits  3  power  of  language,  imagery,  and  juft 
thinking,  which  no  uninfpired  writings  ever  have 
laid  claim  to  with  juftice,  or  ever  fhall.  But,  when 
I  came  to  take  a  clofer  view  of  the  precipice  and 
its  dangers,  my  heart  trembled,  as  Job  fays,  and 
was  moved  out  of  its  place ;  I  threw  down  the 
pencil  in  defpair,  and  left  the  undertaking  to  fome 
abler  hand ;  namely,  to  fome,  future  Milton,  Dry- 
den,  or  Pope. 

Upon  the  whole,  I  may  perhaps  venture  to  per- 
ftiade  myfelf,  that  the  intention  of  the  prefent 
work  is  commendable,  and  that  the  work,  when 
periled,  may  prove  ufeful  (more  or  lefs)  to  my 
lellow  Chrifiians. 

Confcious  of  my  own  inabilities,  and  being  de- 
firous  that  the  reader  may  receive  fome  advantage 
by  cafting  his  eyes  over  thefe  poems,  I  have  add 
ed,  in  a  few  notes,  the  moft  remarkable  paffages 
I  had  an  eye  to  in  the  holy  fcriptures,  and  in  the 
writings  of  the  primitive  fathers;  they  being  the 
only  compafs  and  charts  which  I  have  made  uie  of 
in  my  navigation. 

A  mixture  of  pleafing  and  inflructive  poetry 
cannot  fail  to  engage  the  attention  of  all  rational 
and  feriqus  readers  .  For,  as  it  is  hurtful  to  drink 
wine,  or  water  alone  ;  and  as  wine  mingled  with 
water  is  pleafant,  and  delighteth  the  tafte ;  even 
fo  fpeech,  finely  framed,  delighteth  the  ears  of 
them  that  read  the  ftory. 

a  Maccab.  ch.  ult.  v.  ult. 


CHRIST'S  PARABLE  OF  THE  SOWER. 

I  will  incline  mine  ear  to  a  parable  :  1  will  open  my 
dark  faying  upon  the  harp.  Pfalm  xlix.  4. 

AH  thcfe  things  fpake  Jefus  unto  the  multitude  in 
parables.  Withoutt  a  parable  fpake  he  not  un 
to  them.  Matth.  xiii,  34. 

A  wif  man  will  hear,  and  increafe  learning,  and 
a  man  of  understanding  fhall  attain  unto  wife 
counfels  :  To  underftand  a  proverb  (a  parable) 
and  the  interpretation  ;  the  words  of  the  wife, 
and  their  dark  fayings.  Prov.  i.  5.  6. 

INTRODUCTION. 

LONG  e'er  th'  Afcrean  *  bard  had  learnt  to  Ting, 
Or  Homer's  finger-  touch'd  the  fpeaking  firing ; 
Long  e'er  the  CupplementaJ  arts  had  found 
Th'  embroid'ry  of  auxiliary  fouud  ; 


iofe:^ 
ife!  5 


The  heav'n-born  mufe  the  paths  of  nature  chofe  -. ' 
Emblems  and  fables  her  whole  mind  difclofe, 
Victorious  o'er  the  foul  with  energy  of  profe 

True  poetry,  like  Ophir's  gold,  endures 
All  trials,  yet   its  purity  fecares  ; 
Invert,  disjoint  it,  change  its  very  name, 
The  eflence  of  the  thoughts  remains  the  fame. 
Something   there  is,  which   endlcis  charms.    af-» 

fords; 
And  ftamps  the  majefty  of  truth  on  words. 

The  fon  of  Gideon  *,  'nr'dft  Cherizim's  mow, 
Unfkill'd  in  numbers  taught  the  ftream  to  flow, 
With  confcious  pride  difdain'd  the  aids  of  art, 
And  pour'd  a  full  conviction  on  the  heart: 
His  cedar,  fig-tree,  and  the  brier  convey 
The  highef^  notions  in  the  humbleft  way  f . 

In  Nathan's  fable  ftron^and  mild  confpire, 
The  fuppHant's  me.eknefs  und  the  poet's  fire  : 
Till  waken'd  nature  bade  the  tears  to  flow, 
And  David's  mufe  afTum'd  the  vpice  of  woe  \. 

The  wife,  all-knowing  Saviour  of  mankind 
Mix'd  eafe  \vith  flrength,  and  truth  with  emblem 

join'd : 

Omnifcience,  vefled  with  full  pow'r  to  choofe, 
O'erlooks  the  flrong,  nor  does  the  weak  refufe  §„ 
Leaves  pageantry  of  means  ro  feebler  man, 
And  builds  the  nobleft,  on  the  plainefl  plan  : 
Divine  fimplicity  the  work  befriends,. 
An4  humble  caufes  reach  fu.blimeft  ends. 

True  flame  of  verfe,  O  fanctifying  fire  j|  ! 
Warm  not  my  genius,  but  my  heart  infpire  ! 
On  my  cleans'd  b'ps  permit  the  coals  to  dwell 
Which  from  thy  altar  on  li'aiah  fell  f  ! 
Cancel  the  world's  applaufe  ;  and  give  thy  grace 
To  me,  the  meaneft  of  the  tuneful  race. 
Teach  me  the  words  of  Jefus  to  impart 
With  energy  of  pow'r,  but  free  from  art. 
Thy  emanations  light  and  heat  difpenle ; 
The  fuckli:igs  fpeech,  to  children  eloquence  !— 
Like  Habakkuk  **,  i  copy,  not  indite  ; 
Tim'rous  like  him,  I  tremble  whilfl  I  write  ! 
But  Jeremiah  with  new  boldnefs  fung, 
When  infpiration  ruih'd  upon  his  tongue  f  f 
The  povv'rs  of  facred  poefy  were  giv'n 
By  him,  that  bears  the  fignature  of  heav'n  f  £ 


IJ  ARABLE, 

WHEN  vernal  fhow'rsand  funfhine  had  unbound 
The  frozen  bofom  of  the  torpid  ground, 
When  breezes  from  the  weftern  world  repair 
To  wake  the  flow'rs  and  vivify  the  air, 
Th'  induftrious  pcafant  left  his  early  bed, 
And  o'er  the  fields  his  feeds  for  harveft  fpread* 


i*.  7,  21. 


*   Jotbam. 

f   See  theivhole  '•arable,  Jua^-  —-  ,, 

\   On  this  occafion  David  compofed  the  JO/i  pfalm. 

§  It  is  the  uniform  doftrine  of  fcrrpture,  "  ff>at 
flight  fiall  pcrifn  from  the  f  wife,  a,i.l  the  Jlrong  Jba'J 
'not  jjrenvtbcn  his  force,  neither  flail  the  mighty  <Ar-» 
liver  himfdf^  Amos  ii.  14. 

||    Rom.  XV.  16.       3  The/,  ii.  13.      I  Pet.  I  2, 

^   Ifaiah  vi.  6. 

**   fT^.  ii.  2. 

ff  y,r.  i.  6,  &c.  8,  9. 

||  y»/&»  vi.  2,7. 
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Wkh  equal  hand,  and  at  a  diflance  due,  } 

(Impart  ally  to  evVy  furrow  true;  C 

The  iife-fupporting  grain  he  juftly  threw"*.         j 

As  was  the  culture,  fuch  was  the  return ; 

Of  weeds  a  foreft,  or  a  grove  of  corn. 

Buc,  where  he  dealt  the  gift  on  grateful  foils, 

Harvefts  of  induliry  o'er-paid  his  toils. 

Some  feeds  by  chance  on  bralhy  •]•  grounds  he 

threw, 
And  fome  the  winds  to  flinty  head-lands  blew : 

:->n  they  mounted,  premature  of  birth, 
B  t    pin'd  and  ficken'd,  unfupply'd  with  earth: 
Whii it  burning  funs  their  vital  juice  exhaPd, 
And,  as-the  toots  decay'd,  the  foliage  fail'd. 

Some  f'eds  he  ventur'd  on  ungrateful  lands, 
Tough  churlifh  clays,  and  loofe  unthrifty  lands; 
The  ftep  dame  foil  refus'd  a  nurfe's  care : 
The  plants  were  fickly,  juicelefs,  pale,  and  bare. 

On  trodden  paths  a  cafual  portion  fell:  ~) 

Con-'emn'd  in  fcanly  penury  to  dwell, 
And  half-dcriv'd  the  matrix  of  a  cell :  j 

While  other  feeds,  lefs  fortunate  than  they,        ~) 
Slept —  .arv'd  and  naked  on  the  hard  high-way,  t. 
From  frofts'de'encelefs,  and  to  birds  a  prey.        J 
Here  dau  s  with  riotous  exceffes  feed, 
And  cho;  ghs,  the  cormorants  of  grain,  fucceed  ; 
Next  wi.y  pigeons  take  their  fiient  ftand, 
And  fparrows  laft,  the  gleaners  of  the  land. 

Another  portion  mock'd  the  feedfman's  toil, 
Difpens  d  upon  a  rich;  but  weedy  fo'il : 
Fat  unctuous  juices  gorg'd  the  ra  'k-fed  root ; 
A  id  plethories  of  fap  produc'd  no  fruit. 
Hence,  where  the  life-fupplying  grain  was  fpread, 
The  rav'nous  dock  uprears  its  milcreant  head; 
Infatiate  thiftles,  tyrants  of  the  plains; 
An:!  lurid  hemjock,  ting'd  with  pois'nous  ftains. 
What  thefe  might  ipare,  th'  encroaching  thorns 

demand  ; 
Exhsuft  earth's  virtue,  and  perplex  the  land  \ . 

At  iaft,  of  precious  gra  n  a  chofen  fhare 
Was  fown  on  predilectcd  land  with  care  : 
(<v.  ci  Itur'd  fpot,  aecufiom'd  to  receive 
AH  previous  aids  that  in  'ufiry  can  give  ;) 
Th;>  weH-tiirn'd  foil  with  auburn  brigtmiefsfhone, 
Mellow  d  with  nitrous  air  and  genial  fun  : 
An  harmony  of  mold,  by  nature  mixt  I 
Not  light  as  air,  nor  as  a  cement  fix'd  : 
Ju  I  firm  enough  t'  embrace  the  thriving  root, 
Yet  give  free  expanfe  to  the  fibrous  {hoot ; 
Dilating,  when  difturb'd  by  lub'ring  hands, 
And  fmellingfwcet,  when  ihov/rs  refrelhthe  lands. 
Scarce  cou'd  the  reapers'  arms  the  fheaves  contain, 
And  tlve  full  garners  f\vell'd  with  golden  grain  ; 
(ilnii'ke  the  hur-vefts  of  t!egen'rate  days,)    - 
O  le  omer  fown,  one  hundred  fold  repays: 

R  ch  product,  -o  a  bountiful  e.vtefs  ;  - 

Nor  ought  we  more  to  alk,  nor  more  poffefs ! 

^*  "  S'efs  God,  trio  b  tl  ^-jcnihee  the  tiro  dena- 
ri'.  namely,  the  laic  and  t! c  (tofff!,  in  n-com fenfe  for 
My  fubmjffioii  and  lab^r;\  CUKYSOST.  Horn. in  Luc. 

^  |  Brsfly  lands,  in  an  lufiandiy-fenfi,  [ig'-ify  'ands 
thai  a  c  dry ,  fial'oiv*  gravel  I  ,  am!  pebbly.  Such  fort 
ofg'Ounds  the  r//  Romans  called  "lareons  .• 

— "• —  J'juna  quidem  clivof:  ';.'.,-  ea  run's  . 

,    VlRG.    Gc-ore.  II. 
4  See  Hofea  X.  4.  and  8. 


The  harveft  overcomes  the  reapers*  toil : 
So  feeble  is  the  hind,  fo  ftrong  the  foil  *. 

Man's  Saviour  thus  his  parable  exprefs'd : 
He  that  hath  ears  to  hear,  may  feel  the  reft. 


INTERPRETATION. 


THE  gift  of  knowing  is  to  all  men  giv'n  f ; 
All  know,  but  few  perform,  the  will  of  heav'n. ; 
They  hear  the  found,  but  mifs  the  fenfe  convey *d, 
And  lofe  the  fub.!  ance,  whilft  they  view  the  fhade. 

When  fpecious  doctrines  hover  round  a  mind 
Which  is  not  vitally  with  heav'n  conjoin'd, 
The  vifionary  objects  float  and  pafs 
Tranfient  as  figures,  gliding  o'er  a  glafs : 
Each  but  a  momentary  vifit  makes, 
And  each  fuppiies  the  place,  th?  laft  forfakes.— 
hatan  for  ever  fond  to  be  employ'd, 
(And  changing  minds  ev'n  afk  to  be  deftroy'd  J)f 
Marks  well  th'  infirm  of  faith ;  and  foon  fuppiies 
Phantoms  of  truth,  and  fubftances  of  lies : 
Killing  the  dying,  he  a  conqueft  gains ; 
And,  from  a  little,  fteals  the  poor  remains. 
Reafon,  man's  guardian,  by  neglect,  or  ileep 
Lofes  thac  caftle,  he  was  meant  to  keep. 

The  feeds  upon  a  flinty  furface  call, 
Denote  the  worldly-wife,  who  think  in  hafte  : 
Who  change,  for  changing's  fake,  from  right  to 

wrong, 

Conftant  to  nothing,  and   in  nothing  long; 
To-day  they  hear  the  word  of  God  with  joy, 
To-morrow  they  the  word  of  God  dellroy  ; 
Indiff 'rent,  to  affcrt,  or  to  deny : 
With  zeal  they  flatter,  and  with  zeal  decry. 
Such  is  the  fool  of  wit !  who  ftrives  with  pains 
To  lofe  that  paradife  the  peafant  gains.'  - 

Whenever  adverfe  fortune  chokes  the  way, 
When  danger  threats,  or  clouds  o'ercafl  the  day, 
This  plant  of  cafualty,  unfix'd  at  root, 
Shakes  with  the  biaft,  and  cafts  his  unripe  fruit ;  j 
But,  when  the  florins  of  poverty  arife, 
And  perfecution  ev'ry  virtue  tries, 
Mindlefs  of  God,  andtrufiing  to  himfelf  ||, 
He  ftrands  heav'n's  freightage  on  a  dang'rous  fhelf. 
Averfe  to  learn,  and  more  averfe  to  bear, 
He  finks,  the  abject  victim  of  defpair  ! 

The  men  of  pow'r  and  pomp  refemble  feeds 
•  own  on  rich  earth,  but  chok'd  with  thorns  and 

weeds. 

Religion  Trikes  them,  but  they  fhun  the  thought ; 
Behold  the  profit,  and  yet  profit  nought. 

*   Irrltecilllor  colomis  q*  aw  aver.      CoLUMELLA. 

•j-  "  To  fin  agQinjl  knoivkdge  h  a  greater  offence  than 
an  ignorant  trefpajs ,  in  proportion  as  a Jaitlt^  ivhicb 
is  capable  of  no  excufe,  is  more  heinous  than  a  fault 
lubich  admits  of  a  toleraile  defence"  J.  MART.  Refp*' 
ad  Ortbod. 

"  Ignorance  ivill  twi  sxcufefm^  ii-hen  it  is  a  fin  in 
**j*tf;  Anon.  Vet. 

|   He  that  is  idle  tempts  Satan  to  fit  him  to  it'ork.^ 
CllRYSOST.  Horn, 

Pious  Jvremy  Taylor  once faidto  a  lady,  "  IViadam^ 
if  \ou  do   not  employ  your  children^  the  dwil  tuill." 
The  fnn    'f  Siracb   fives    aifo  the  fallowing    advice: 
Send  thy  fen   to  L -.botir,  that  he  be  not  idle  ;    for  idle" 
nefs  tcac'heth  much  ev!."*  C.  Xxxiii.  V.  27. 

|j  "  J^/'e  are  all  careful  about  finall  matters,  and  ne 
gligent  in  the  greaitji ,  of  ii-hicb  this  is  -the  r?afont 
7tv  know  not  where  true  felicity  is."  St.  HIERON. 


FABLES,  VISIONS,   &c. 


Heav  Vs  high  rewards  they  iilently  contemn, 

And  think  the  prefent  world  luffices  them. 

Meanwhile  ambition  leads  the  foul  aftray, 

Far  from  its  natal  walk,  th'  ethereal  way; 

Int'refl  affaffins  friendihip  ev'ry  hour, 

Truth    warps   to    cuftom,   conference    bends    to 

row'r, 

Till  all  the  cultivating  hand  receives 
Is  empty  bloffom,  and  death-biafted  leaves. 
Idiots  in  judgment;   baffled  o'er  and  o'er  ; 
Still  the  fame  bait,  ftill  circumvented  more  ; 
Seif-vidtims  of  the  cunning  they  adore  ! 
Wife  without  wifdom,  buly  to  no  end  ; 
Man  ftill  their  foe,  and  heav'n  itfelf  no  friend  ! 

The  chofen  feed,  on  culi.ur'd  ground,  are  they 
Who  humbly  tread  the  evangelic  way. 
The  road  to  heav'n  is  uniform  and  plain  : 
All  other  paths  are  ferpentine  and  vain. 
The  true  difciple  takes  the  word  reveal'd, 
Nor  nifties  on  the  fan&uary  concealed, 
Whilft  empty  reas'ner's  emptied  arts  employ; 
Nothing  they  build,  and  all  things  they  deftroy ! 


The  provident  of  heav'n  unlocks  his  ftore, 

To  clothe  the  naked,  and  to  feed  the  poor : 

To  each  man  gen'rous,  and  to  each  man  juft, 

Confcious  of  a  depofitary  truft. 

Patient  of  cenfure,  yet  condemning  none  : 

Placid  to  all,  accountable  to  one. 

Ev'nin  profperity  he  fears  no  lofs, 

Expects  a  change,  and  ftarts  not  at  the  crofs. 

All  injuries  by  patience  he  furmounts; 

All  fuff  'rings  God's  own  med'cines  he  accounts*  ; 

Studious  of  good,  and  penitent  for  ill, 

Still  fliprt  of  grace,  yet  perfevering  ftill ; 

As  juft  and  true  as  erring  nature  can, 

(For  imperfeclion  fets  its  {lamp  on  man.) 

Heav'n  marks  the  faint,  her  manfions  to  adorn, 

And,  having  purg'd  the  chaff',  accepts  the  corn. 

*  The  Preacher  ivritet  beautifully  upon  tkisfubjetfl. 

Ecclus.  ii. 

In  like  manner  St.  Cbryjoflom  informs  z/j,  "  Thatt  in 
proportion  as  God  adds  to  our  tribulation^  be  adds 
likeiuifc  to  our  retribution" 


THE  ASCETIC:  OR,  THOMAS  A  KEMPIS. 

A    VISION. 

Ifz  omnibus  requiem  qu£ji<vi,  et  mifquam  inveni,  nifi  in  angulis,  et  libellis. 

Symbol.  Kempifiaa, 


At  nunc,  difcufia  rerum  caligine,  verum 
Afpicis  5  illo  alii  rurfus  ja&antur  in  alto, 
At  tua  fecuros  portus,  Mandamque  quietem 
Intravit,  non  quaffa  ratis. 


STAT.  Syto.  L.  IL 


ADVERTISEMENT  TO  THE  READER. 

AT  the  end  of  the  Xllth  ftanza  in  this  poem,  I 
had  feveral  inducements  for  venturing  to  change 
the  ode  into  heroic  meafure.  The  firtf  was,  that 
I  might  diverfify  the  doctrinal  part  from  the  de- 
fcriptive.  The  fecond  was,  that  our  excellent 
and  moll  learned  poet,  Coxvley,  had  given  me  his 
authority  for  making  this  change,  in  his  poem  de 
Plantis.  But  the  third  and  truer  reafon  was,  that 
I  found  it  next  to  impracticable,  to  deliver  fhort, 
unadorned,  didactical  fentences  confidently  with 
the  copiouiiieis,  irregularity,  and  enthufiafm  pecu 
liar  to  ode-writing— -Let  the  reader  only  make 
the  experiment,  and  I  flatter  myfelfhe  will  join 
with  me  in  opinion — Nor  have  I  departed  any 
further  than  in  a  metaphor  or  two  from  that  ori 
ginal  fimplicity  which  characterizes  my  author, 
however  difficult  and  feludenying  fuch  an  under 
taking  might  be  in  a  poetical  competition.  What 
gave  me  warning  wa:,  that  Caftalio  and  Stanhope 
had  borh  foiled  Thomas  a  Kempis  by  attempting 
to  adorn  him  with  rlowery  language,  fcilfe  ele 
gance,  and  glaring  imagery.  And,  by  the  way, 
tothiscaufem.lv  be  attributed  the  mifcar. '  g«s 
of  many  poets  (<)ther\vii'.>.  confefledly  eminent), 
in  their  paraplua.  *  of  thi  pfalms  of  David,  the 
book  of  Job,  iXc.  "i" :;C  g;  .'.,idsur  of  fcriptural  fub 


limity,  or  fimplicity,  admits  of  few  or  no  embel- 
lifhrnents.  George  Sandys,  in  the  reign  of 
Charles  I  feeins  only  to  have  known  this  fecret. 

And  in  the  morning,  rifing  up  a  great  while  be 
fore  day,  he  went  and  departed  into  a  folitary 
place,  and  there  prayed.  MARK  i.  35. 

DEEP  in  a  vale,  where  cloud-born  *  Rhyne 
Through  meads  his  alpine  waters  roll'd, 
Where  panfies  mixt  with  dailies  fhine, 
And  afphodels  inftar'd  with  gold  ; 
Two  forefts,  Ikirting  round  the  feet 
Of  everlafting  mountains,  meet, 
Half-parted  by  an  op'ning  glade  ; 
Around  Hercynian  oaks  are  ieen.— 
Larches  f,  and  cyprefs  ever-green, 
Unite  their  hofpitable  fliade. 

Impearl'd  with  dew,  the  rofy  morn 
Stood  tip-toe  *  on  the  mountain's  brow  ; 

*  This  river  takes   its  rife  from  one  of  the 
highe/l  ice-mountains  in  Switzerland.  • 

f  Tie  fpecies  of  Ia>-cb-trce  hers  meant  is  cal 
led  Semperuirens :  the  other  larches  are  decidui>; 
foliis. 

*  Tip-toe.     Sbckfpearc* 
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Gleams  following  gleams  the  heav'ns  adorn, 
And  gild  the  theatre  below  : 
Nature  from  needful  flumber  wakes, 
And  from  her  mifty  eye-balls  makes 
The  balmy  dews  of  foi't  repofe  : 
The  pious  lark  with  grateful  lays 
Aicends  the  fkies,  and  chants  the  praif? 
Which  man  jto  his  Creator  owes  f. 

When  lo  !  a  venerable  fire  appears, 

With  fprightly  footfteps  haft'ningo'er  the  plain  j 

His  trefles  bore  the  maiks  of  fourfcore  years, 

Yet  free  from  ficknels  he,  and  void  of  pain  : 

His  eyes  with  half  their  youthful  clearneis  (hone  |. 

Still  on  his  cheeks  health's'  tincture  gently  glow'd, 

His  aged  voice  retain'd  a  manly  tone, 

His  peaceful  blood  in  equal  tenor  flow'd  ; 

At  length,  beneath  a  beechen  fhade  reclin'd, 

He  thus  pour'd  forth  to  Heav'n  the  tranfports  of 

his  mind. 

^(  Gome  unto  me"  (Mefllah  cries.) 
"  All  that  are  laden  and  opprefs'd :" 


f  "  Before  we  engage  in  worldly  litfinefs,  or 
any  cowman  amufements  cf  life,  let  its  be  care 
ful  to  confecrate  the  jirjl -fruits  of  the  day,  and 
the  very  beginning  of  our  holy  thoughts  unto  the 
fervice  of  God."  ST.  KASIL. 

|  Thomas  a  Ketnpis  had  ?io  manifejl  infirmities 
cf 'old age,  and  retained  his  eye-Jight  perfeft  to  the 
laft. 

All  that  I  have  ever  been  able  to  learri  in  Ger 
many ',  upon  good  authority,  concerning  him,  is  as 
follows :  he  'was  born  at  Ketnpis,  or  Kempeti,  a 
ftnall  availed  tuwn  m  the  dutrly  ofCieves,  and 
diocej'e  of  Cologn.  His  family-name  'was  Hamer- 
lein,  vuh'ifbjtgnififs,  in  the  German  language,  a 
little  hamper.  We  find  alfo  that  his  parents  were 
named  John  and  Gertrude  Hamerlein,  He  lived 
chiefly  in  the  mofiajtcry  of  Mount  St.  Agnes ; 
'where  his  effigy,  together  'with  a  profpefl  of  the 
monajtery,  ivas  engraven  on  a  plate  of  copper  that 
lies  over  his  body.  The  f aid  monadery  is  now 
called  Bergh-Cloofter,  or,  as  ive  might  fay  in 
Englijh,  Hill  Cloyjler.  Many  Jtrangers  in  their 
travels  vifit  it.  Kempis  -was  certainly  one  of  the 
Itfl  and  greateft  men  fmce  the  primitive  ages. 
His  Book  of  the  Imitation  of  Chrift  has  feen  near 
forty  editions  in  the  original  Lat:n,  and  above  fixty 
Tran/lations  have  been  made  from  it  into  modern 
languages. 

Our  author  died  ^luguft  the  &tb,  1471,  aged  91 
years. 

In  the  engraving  on  copper  above-mentioned, 
and  lying  over  his  grave,  is  re  preferred  a  per  Jon 
refpefyullypcefentmg  to  him  a  label,  on  which  is 
'written  a  verfe  to  this  ejfeft  : 

"  Oh  !  where  is  Peace  ?  for  Thou  its  paths 
haft  trod."— 

To  'which  Kempis  returns  another Jtrip  ofpa- 
$er,  infcribed  as  fellows : 

"  In  poverty,  retirement,  and  ivith  God.*'     , 

He  'was  a  canon  regular  of  Augufti?is,  andfub- 
friot  of  Mount  St.  Agnes?  monajiery.  He  com- 
pofed  his  treatife  On  the  Imitation  of  Chri/t,  in  the 
Jixty-frjt  year  of  his  age,  as  appears  from  a  note 
•fhis  own  writing  in  the  library  of  his  ^convent. 


To  thee  I  come"  (my  heart  replies) 

O  Patron  of  eternal  reft  !" 

Who  walks  with  me"  (rejoins  the 

In  pureft  day-light  fhall  rejoice, 

Incapable  to  err,  or  fall." 
With  thee  J  walk,  my  gracious  God ; 
Long  I've  thy  painful  footfteps  trod, 
Redeemer,  Saviour,  Friend  of  all  *  1 

Heav'n  in  my  youth  beftow'd  each  good 

Of  choicer  fort :  in  fertile  lands 

A  decent  patrimony  flood, 

Sufficient  for  my  juft  demands. 

My  form  waspleafing;  health  refin'd 

My  blood  ;  a  deep-difcerning  mind 

Crown'd  all  the  reft  ;  — The  fav'rite  child 

Of  unaffected  eloquence, 

Plain  nature,  unfcholaftic  fenfe — 

And  once  or  twice  the  mules  fmil'd  ! 

Bleft  with  each  boon  that  fimpler  minds  defire, 

Till  Heav'n  grows  weary  of  their  naufeous  pray'rs, 

I  made  the  nobler  option  to  retire  f, 

A.nd  gave  the  world  to  worldlings  and  their  heirs ; 

The  warrior's  laurels,  and  the  ftatefman's  fame, 

The  vain  man's  hopes  for  titles  and  employ, 

The  pomp  of  ftation,  and  the  rich  man's  narfle, 

I  left  for  fools  to  feek,  and  knaves  t'  enjoy  \  ; 

An  early  whilper  did  its  truths  impart, 

And  all  the  God  conceal'd  irradiated  my  heart, 

Happy  the  man  who  turns  to  Heav'n, 

When  on  the  landfcape's  verge  of  green 

Old-age  appears,  to  whom  'tis  giv'u 

To  creep  in  light,  but  fly,  unleen  !• 

Stealer  of  marches,  iubtile  foe, 

Sinon  of  ftratagem  and  woe  ! 

Thy  fatal  blows  ah!  who  can  ward  ? 

Around  the  lurks  a  motely  train 

Of  wants,  and  fears,  and  chronic  pain, 

The  hungry  Croats  of  thy  guard. 

(Thus  on  the  flow'r-enamel'd  lawn, 

Unconfciout.  of  the  leaft  furprife, 

In  thoughtlefs  gambols  fportsthe  fawn, 

Whil'c  veilM  in  grafs  the  tygrefs  lies. 

The  lilent  trait'reis  crouches  low, 

Her  very  lungs  iurceafe  to  blow  : 

At  length  ilie  darts  on  hunger's  wings  ;—* 

Surej  other  diftauce  and  fuccefs, 

Where  Newton  could  but  only  guefs, 

She  never,  mifles,  when  fhe  fprings  §.). 

*  Imitation  of  Chrift,  Lib.  I.  C.  i. 

f  "  Solitude  is  the  bejlfchool  wherein  to  learn 
the  <way  to  Heaven.'1''  ST.  JEROM. 

"  Worldly  honours  are  a  trying  Jnare  to  men 
of  an  exalted  Jlation  ;  of  courje  their  chief  care 
muft  be,  to  put  tbemjelves  out  of  the  reach  of  envy 
by  humility'".  KEPOTIAN. 

"  The  pleafures  of  this  world  are  only  the  mo 
mentary  csfuforts  of  the  miferable,  and  not  the  re 
wards  of  the  happy."  ST.  AUGUST. 

\  Cieterafoiicittf  pcciofa  incommoda  vita 
Permijijlultis  qucerere,  habere  mails. 

COULEIUS  de  Plant. 

§  This  parenthejis  was  inferted  by  nvay  of  imi 
tating  the  famous  parenthejis  in  Horace's  Ode^ 
which  bfg  ns 

Qualsm min'iftrumfidirvri'.s  alitcint  ^V. 


THE  ASCETIC :  OR,  THOMAS  A  KEMPIS. 


.  More  truly  wife  the  man,  ivhofe  early  youth  * 
Is  offer'd  a  free  oft'ririg  to  the  Lord, 
A  felf-addicted  votary  to  truth, 
Servant  through  choice  dilciple  by  accord  ! 
Heav'n  always  did  th'  unblemiih'd  turtle  choofe, 
Where  health  conjoin *d  with  fnint  moft  abounds. 
Heav'n  feeks  the  young,  nor  does  the  old  refufe, 
But  youth  acquits  the  debt,  which  age  compounds ! 
Awkward  in  time,  and  four'd^with  feif-difgrace, 
The  fpendthrift  pays  his  all,  and  takes  the  bank 
rupt's  place. 

Thus  fpoke  the  venerable  fage, 
Whone'erimbib'd  Mseonian  lore, 
Who  drew  no  aids  from  Maro's  page, 
And  yet  to  nobler  flights  could  ibar. 
Taught  by  the  Solimean  maid; 
With  native  elegance  array 'd 
He  gave  his  eafy  thoughts  to  flow ; 
The  charms  which  anxious  art  deny'J 
Truth  and  fimplicity  fupply'd, 
Melodious  in  religious  woe. 

Poet  in  fentiment !  He  feels 
The  flame ;  nor  feeks  from  verfe's  aid  ! 
The  veil  which  artful  charms  conceals, 
To  real  beauty  proves  a  made. 
When  nature's  out-iines  dubious  are, 
Verfe  decks  them  with  a  flight  cymarr  f  ; 
True  charms  by  art  in  vain  are  dreft. 
Not  icy  profe  could  damp  his  fire  : 
Intenfe  the  flame  and  mounting  high'*, 
Brightly  victorious  when  opprelt ! 

By  this  time  morn  in  all  its  glory  fhone  ; 
The  fun's  chafte  kifs  abforb'd  the  virgin  dew  : 
Th'  impatient  peafant  wifli'd  his  labour  done, 
The  cattle  to  th'  umbrageous  ftreams  withdrew  : 
Beneath  a  cool  impenetrable  Ihade, 
Quiet,  he  mus'd.     So  Jonas  fafelyfate 
(When  the  fwift  gourd  her  palmy  leaves  difplay'd) 
To  fee  the  tow'rs  of  Minus  bow  to  fate  }:. 
Th'  Afcetic  then  drew  forth  a  parchment-fcroll, 
And  thus  pour'd  out  to  Heav'n  th'  effufions  of  his 
foul 

THE  MEDITATION  OF  THOMAS  A  KEMPIS. 

(i.)  'Tis  vanity  to  wifh  for  length  of  dajs  ; 
The  art  of  living  well  is  wife  men's  praife. 
If  death,  not  length  of  lite,  engag'd  our  view, 
Life  would  be  happier,  and  death  happier  too  (rt). 
Nature  forelhows  our  death  :  'tis  God's  decree  j 
The  king,  the  infect  dies :  and  fo  mud  we. 
What's  natural,  and  common  to  us  all, 
What  neceflary  —  none  fhouid  evil  call. 
Check  thy  fond  love  of  life,  and  human  pride  ; 
Shall  man  repine  at  death,  when  Chrift  has  dy'd  ? 

*  "  Even  from  the  flower  till  the  grape  'was 
ripe,  hath  my  heart  delighted  in  wifdotn" 

ECCLUS.  li.  1 5. 

f  A  thin  covering  of  the  gaufe,  or  farcenet-kind. 
DRYD.  Cymon  b'  Iphigen. 

\  JONAH,  iv.  6. 

(«)  This  and  the  following  pajfctges  marked 
with  a  note  of  reference  are  extracted  almojl  ver 
batim  from  Kempis^s  Book  of  the  Imitation  of 
&rif.  Lib.  I.  C.  i.  2.  See  al/b  Lib.  I.  C.  19.  23. 


(2.)  He  that  can  calmly  view  the  mafk  of  death» 
Will  never  tremble  at  the  face  beneath  : 
Probationer  of  Heav'n,  he  ftarts  no  more 
To  fee  the  laft  fands  ebb,  than  thoie  before* . 

(3.)  in  vain  we  argue,  boaft,  elude,  defcant;— 
No  man  is  honeft  that's  afraid  of  want. 
No  blood  of  confeffors  that  bofom  warms  f , 
Which  ftarts  at  hunger,  as  the  worft  of  harms.  (£) 

(4.)  The  man  with  Chriftian  perfeverance  firdf, 
Check'd  but  not  ft  opp'd  ;  retarded  but  not  tir'd ; 
Straiten'd  by  foes,  yet  fure  of  a  retreat, 
In  Heav'n's  protection  refts  fecurely  great  §  : 
Hears  ev'ry  fharp  alarm  without  difmay ; 
Midft  dangers  dauntlefs,  and  midft  terrors  gay ; 
Indignant  of  obftruction  glows  his  flame, 
And,  ftruggling,  mounts  to  Heav'n,  from  whence 

it  catne  : 

Opprefs'd  it  thrives ;  its  own  deftroyers  tires, 
And  with  unceafing  fortitude  afpires  (<r). 
When  man  defponds  (of  human  hope  bereft, 
Patience  and  Chriftian  heroifm  are  left  (d~). 
Let  patience  be  thy  tir(t  and  laft  concern ; 
The  hardeft  tafk  a  Chriftian  has  to  learn  |j  ! 
Life's  pendulum  in  th'  other  world  fhall  make 
Advances,  on  the  fide  it  now  goes  back. 

By  force,  a  virtue  of  celeftial  kind 
Was  never  Itorm'd  ;  by  art  'tis  undermin'd  ^[. 

(5.)  All  feekfor  knowledge.  Knowledge  is  no 

more 

Than  this ;  to  know  ourfelves,  and  God  adore. 
Wouldft  thou  with  profit  feek,  and   learn  with. 
Unknown  thyfelf,inioiitude  remain  (f).  [gain?— 
Virtue  retires,  but  in  retirement  blooms, 
Full  of  good  works,  and  dying  in  perfumes  **, 

*  '*  Death)  when  compared  to  life,feems  to  be 
a  remedy,  and  not  a  pumjbment"  ST.  MACAR. 

On  the  fame  point  another  primitive  Chriftian 
hath  obferved,  "  'That  the  Supreme  Being  made 
lifejhort  ;  Jince,  as  the  troubles  of  it  cannot  be 
removed  from  us,  <we  may  the.  fooner  be  removed^ 
from  them."1  ST.  BERNARD. 

f  "  Dojl  thou  fear  poverty  ?  Chriji  calls  the 
poor  man  blejfed. — Art  thou  afraid  of  labour? 
Pains  are  productive  of  a  crown. — Art  thou  hun 
gry  ?  A  true  confidence  in  God  fears  no  famine  : 
—for  the  Supreme  Governor  of  the  world  be- 
holds  thy  warfare  ;  and  prepares  for  thee  a  crown 
of  glory  and  c'verlajling  rejt" — 

HIE  RON.  in  Epift, 

(b)  L.  II.  Thorn,  a  Kempis. 

J  Perfeverance  is  an  image  of  eternity '." 

ST.  BERNARD. 

§  "  The  greatejlfafety  man  can  have  is  to  fear 
nothing  but  God."  SENZC. 

"  HiimanfeardepreJ/'es.thefearofGod  exhila 
rates."  CASSIAN. 

(c}  Imitat..  ofChr'fl,  L.  III.  C.  5.  Ibid.  C.  19, 
No.  i. 

(<0  Ibid.  C.  35.  No.  2.  Ibid.  C.  18.  No.  2. 

||  See  alfo  Caitjjirfs  Hcly  Court,  Part  L  L.  3. 
Sect.  32.  Fol.  1650. 

^[  *'  True  Chriftian  piety  was  never  made  a  real 
capfive  ;  it  may  be  killed^  but  cannot  be  conquer 
ed.'"  ST.  JEROM. 

0?)  Imitat.  ofChriJl.  L.  I.  C.  20.  L.  II.  C.  10. 

**  "  The  retired  Cbri/iian,  in  feek'mg  after  an 


THE   WORKS    OF  HARTE. 


In  thy  own  heart  the  living  waters  rife  *  ; 
Good  confcience  is  the  wifdom  of  the  wife  (/)  ! 
Man's  only  confidence,  unmixt  with  pride, 
Is  the  firm  truft  (#)  that  God  is  on  his  fide  f  ! 
Like  Aaron's  rod,  the  faithful  and  the  juft, 
Torn  from  their  tree,  lhall  bloflbm  in  the  duft. 

(6.)  God,  fays  the  chief  of  penitents  J,  is  one 
Who  gives  Himfelf,  his  Spirit,  and  his  Son. 

"  Is  hunger  irkfome  ? — Thou  by  him  art  fed 
"  With  quails  miraculous,  and  heav'nly  bread. 
*'  Is  thirft  opprefiive  ?— Lift  thy  eyes,  and  fee 
"  Gat'ra<5ls  of  water  fall  from  rocks  for  thee. 
"  Art  thou  in  darknefs  .'—Uncreated  light 
"  'Is  all  thy  own,  and  guides  thy  erring  fight. 
"  Is  nakednefs  thy  lot  ? — Yet  ne'er  repine, 
"  The  veftments  of  eternity  are  thine. 
*'  Art  thou  a  widow  ? — God's  thy  confort  true. 
*'  Art  thou  an  orphan  ? — He's  thy  father  too." 

(7.)    The    men  of  fcience  aim.  themfelves  to 

fliow  j|, 

And  know  juft  what  imports  them  not  toknow  (#). 
(Once  having   mifs'd   the    truth,    they    farther 

ftray  : 

As  men  ride  fafteft  who  have  loft  their  way)  ; 
Whilft  the  poor  peafant  that  with  daily  care 
Improves  his  lands,  and  offers  heav'n  his  pray'r, 
With  confcious  boldnefs  may  produce  his  face 
Where  proud  phiJofophers  fliall  want  a  place  (/). 
Philofophy  in  anxious  doubts  expires  : 
Religion  trims  her  lamp,  as  life  retires  (£). 
True  faith,  like  gold,  into  the.  furnace  caft, 
Maintains  its  fteiiing  purenefs  to  the  iaft. 


happy  life,  actually  enjoys  one  ;  and  pojfeffes  that 
Already 'which  he  only  fancies  he  is  purjuing." 

ST.  EUCHER. 

*  "  Drink  'waters  out  of  thine  own  ci/lerns. 
PROV  v.  15.  See  alfo  REV.  xxii.  i.  "  And  he 
Jbowed  me  a  pure  river  of  'water  of  life,  clear  as 
cry/lal"  See  JOHN.  vii.  38. 

(/)  Imitat.  ofjefus  Chrift.  L.  I.  C.  6. 

(g)  Imitat.  of  Jefus  Chrijl.  Lib.  II.  C.  10. 

f  "  .The  only  means  of  obtaining  true  fecurity 
is  to  commit  all  our  interejls  to  God,  who  conflant- 
ly  knows,  and  it  e*ver  wilting  to  beftow  good  things 
on  them  that  ajk  him  as  they  ought."  CASSIAN. 

"  Security  is  no  'where  but  in  the  lo'ue  and 
fer^iice  of  God.  It  is  neither  in  heaven,  nor  para- 
dife,  much  lefs  in  the  prefent  world.  In  heaven 
the  angels  fell  from  the  divine  prefence  :  In  pa- 
radife  Adam  lojt  his  abode  of  pleafure  :  In  the 
•world  Judas  fell  f torn  thefchool  of  our  Saviour.". 

ST.  BERNARD. 

J  St.  Augvft.  The  ten  lines  marked  with  in 
serted  commas  are  a  literal  t ran/I 'at ion  from  him. 

j[  "  It  is  good  to  know  much  and  live  'well : 
fait  ifwe  cannot  attain  both,  it  is  better  to  dcfire 
piety  than  learning  ;  for  knowledge  makes  no  man 
truly  happy,  nor  doth  happinefs  confijt  in  intel- 
leftual  acquifitions.  The  only  valuable  thing  is  a 
religious  life."  Sti.  GREG.  Magn.  Moral. 

And  again,  "  That  only  is  the  be/I  knowledge 
which  makes  us  better.^ 

(»  Imitat   ofChrift. 

(0  Ibid. 

(filmitat.  ofjefus  Chrift,  L.  II.  C.  10. 


Confcience  will  ev'ry  pious  act  atteft  * : 
A  filent  panegyrift,  but  the  beft  1 

(8.)    All    chaftifements    for   private   ufe    are 

giv'n; 

The  revelations  perfonal  of  heav'n  (/)  f  : 
But  man  in  mifery  miitakes  his  road, 
Sighs  for  loft  joys,  and  never' turns  to  God  (m). 
Heav'n  more  than  meets  her  child  with  forrows 

try'd; 

Her  dove  brings  olive,  e'er  the  waves  fubfide  (;z). 
Man  gives  but  once,  and  grudges  when  we  fue  ; 
Heav'n  makes  old  gifts  the  precedents  for  new. 

(9.)  Afflictions  have  their  ufe  of  ev'ry  kind  ; 
At  once  they  humble  and  exalt  the  mind  : 
The  ferment  of  the  foul  by  juft  degrees 
Refines  the  true  clear  fpirit  from  the  lees  (o). 
Boalt  as  we  will,  and  argue  as  we  can, 
None  ever  knew  the  virtues  of  a  man, 
Except  affliction  lifts  the  flour  from  bran  Q>) : 
Say,  is  it  much  indignities  to  bear, 
When  God  for  thee  thy  nature  deign'd  to  wear  ? 
If  flander  vilifies  the  good  man's  name, 
It  hurts  not,  bdt  prevents  a  future  fhame. 
The  cenfure  and  reproaches  of  mankind 
Are  the  true  Chriltian  mentors  of  the  mind. 
No  other  way  humility  is  gain'd  ; 
No  other  way  vain-glory  is  reftrain'd. 
Nor  worfe,  nor  better  we,  if  praife  or  blame 
Lift  or  deprefs— The  man  is  ftill  the  fame  (<?). 
The  happy,  if  they're  wife,  muft  all  things  fear  ; 
Nor  need  th'  unhappy,  if  they're  good,  defpair. 

(10.)  Hard  is  the  tafk  'gainft  nature's  Itrength 

to  ftrive  : 

Perfection  is  the  lot  of  none  alive  ; 
Or  grant  frail  man  could  tread  th'  unerring  road, 
How  could  we  iuffer  for  the  fake  of  God  (r)  ? 
Affliction's  ordeal,  fharp,  but  brightly  fhines;    ', 
Sep'rates  the  gold,  and  ev'ry  vice  calcines. 
In  adverfe  fortune,  when  the  ftorm  runs  high, 
And  ficknefs  graves  death's  image  on  the  eye, 


*  As  in  water  face  anfwereth  to  face,  fo  the 
heart  of  man  to  man.  PROV.  xxvii.  19.  "  Thou, 
canjl  avoid,  fooner,  or  later,  "whatever  molfjietb 
thee,  except  thy  own  conference" 

AUGUSTIN.  in  Pfalm  xxx. 

(/)  Imitat.  ofjefus  Cbri/t,L.  I.  C.  13. 

f  Job  xxxvii.  13.  '*  It  is  the  work  and  pro- 
videtice  of  God's  fecret  counfcl,  that  the  days  of 
the  eleft  Jfjould  be  troubled  in  their  pilgrimage. 
This  prefent  life  is  the  way  to  our  eternal  abode  : 
God  therefore  in  his  J'ecret  wijdom  afflicts  our 
travel  with  continual  trouble,  left  the  delights  of 
our  journey  might  take  away  the  dejire  of  our 
journey 's  end."  Sti.  GREG.  M-ig- 

"  No  fewa?it  of  Chri/l  is  without  affliction.  If 
you  expefl  to  be  free  from  peifeciitioti,  you  have 
not  yetfo  much  as  begun  to  be  a  Chri/lian. 

ST.  AUGUST. 

(//;)  Imitat.  of  Chri/l,  L.  I.  C.'II. 

(/z)  Imitat.  ofChrift,  ibid.  See  atfoGcn.  viii.  II. 

(o)  Imitat.  of  Chrijl,  L.  I.  €.13. 

(/>)  Ibid.  Lib.  I.  C.  16.  Lib.  III.  C.  12.  See 
alfo  Amos  ix.  3.  and  Luke  xxii.  v.. 

(?)  Ibid.  L.  ill.  C.  J. 

(r]  Ibid. 
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Nor  wealth,  nor  rank,  nor  pow'r,  affuage  the  grief, 
Alk  God  to  fend  thee  patience  or  relief  (j). 
The  infant  Mofes  'fcap'd  his  watery  grave  *, 
Heav'n  half-o'erwhelms  the  man  it  means  to  fave  ! 

(n.)  Th'  ambitious  and  the  covetous  defire 
More  than  their  worth  deferves,  or  wants  require: 
Not  merely  for  the  profit  things  may  yield, 
But  ah,   their  neighbour's  pittance  maims  their 

field: 

Thus,  gain'd  by  forre,  or  fraudulent  defign, 
The  grapes  of  Naboth  yield  them  blood  for  wine  f . 

(12.)  Nothing  but  truth  can  claim  a  lafting 

date  (?)  ; 

Time  is  truth's  fureft  judge,  and  judges  late  : 
And,  for  thy  guide,  be  he  alone  believ'd, 
Who  never  can  deceive,  nor  is  deceiv'd  \  ! 
Thus  fafe  through  waves  the  fons  of  Is'rel  trod  ; 
Their  better  magnet  was  the  lamp  of  God  : 
And  thus  heav'n's  ftar,  earth's  humble  fliepherds 

led 
To  their  MefTiah  in  his  humbler  bed. 

(i3-)FlattTy  and  fame  at  death  the  vain  forfake, 
And  other  knaves  and  fools  their  honours  take  || 

(14.)  Teaze  not  thy  mind  ;  nor  run  a  reftiefs 

round 

In  fearch  of  fcience  better  loft  than  found. 
Still  teach  thy  foul  a  fober  courfe  to  try, 
And  flmn  the  track  of  lingularity  ! 

( i£.)  Prefumptuous  flights  and  fceptical  debates 
Foretel  (Caflandra  like)  the  fall  of  ftates. 
So  Greece  and  Rome  loon  monlder'd  to  decay, 
"When  Epicurus  fyftem  gain'd  the  day. 
But  thofe  who  make  profanenefs  ftand  for  wit, 
Defp'rate  apply  the  pigeons  to  their  feet : 
Bankrupts  of  fenfe,  and  impudently  bad  ; 
Their  judgment  ruin'd,  and  their  fancy  mad  ! 
Like  Daniel's  ^f  Goat  in  **  th'  iuiolence  of  youth, 
Stars  they  difplace,  and  overturn  the  truth. 

(16.)  He,  who  adopts  religions,  wrong  or  right, 
Is  not  a  convert,  but  an  hypocrite : 

(j)  Imitat.  ofChrfi,L.  iii.'C.  5. 

*  Exod.  ii.  5. 

f  "  Ahalfs  excufe  to  Naboth,  'when  he  faid, 
Give  me  thy  vineyard  that  1  mav  make  it  a  garden 
of  herbs,  represents  in  a  lively  manner  the  pre 
tences  that  aiiaricittus  an.l  ambitious  men  ufe, 
•when  they  want  co  ?nake  new  acquifit ions.  They 
lie  to  their  conferences ;  a/king  a  feeming  trifle, 
and  meaning  to  obtain  fame  thing  very  valuable.*' 

ST.  AMBROSE. 

(0   Imitat.  ofjrfus  Chri/l,  L.  I.  C.  3. 

J Nequc  decrpitur,  neque  deciplt  unquam. 

MANIL. 

||  "  There  is  no  work  that  flows  more  art  and 
induftry  than  the  texture  of  a  fpider1  s  web.  The 
delicate  threads  are  fo  nicely  difpofed,  andfo  cu- 
rioujly  interwoven  one  with  another,  that  you 
would  think  it  produced  by  the  labour  of  a  celef- 
tial  being;  yet  nothing  in  the  event  is  morefragil 
and  unfuli/lantial.  A  breath  of  wind  tears  it  to 
pieces,  and  carries  it  away,  jfu/tfo  are  'worldly 
acquijitions  made  by  men  in  exalted  (lations,  and 
reputedly  wife  and  cunning"  ORIGEN. 

Tf  Dan.  viii.   10.  ii 

The  prophet  here  meant,  by  the  Goat^  the 
king  of  Greece i  the  region  ofvainphtiofophy. 


Him,  feeming  what  he  is  not,  man  efteems ; 
God  hates  him,  for  he  is  not  what  he  feems. 
The  bull-rum  thus  a  fpecious  outfule  wears, 
Smooth  as  the  fhining  rind  the  poplar  bears: 
But  ftrip  the  cov'ring  of  its  polifh'd  fkin, 
And  all  is  unfubftantial  fponge  within. 
When  not  a  whifper  breathes  upon  the  trees, 
Unmov'd  it  Hands,  but  bends  with  every  breeze. 
It  boafts  th'  ablution  of  a  filver  flood, 
But  feeds  on  mire,  and  roots  itfelf  in  mud. 

(17.)  Self-love  is  foolilh,  criminal,  and  vain*; 
Therefore,  O  man,  fuch  partial  views  rellrain : 
And  often  take  this  counfel  for  a  rule, 
To  pleafe  one's  felf  is  but  to  pieafe  one  foolf. 

(13.)   The  alms  we  give,  we  keep :  The  alms 

we  fave 

We  lofe  :  Poffefiing  only  what  we  gave  J. 
But  if  vain-glory  prompts  the  tongue  to  boaft, 
In  vain  we  itrive  to  give,  the  gift  is  loft, 
Wealth,  unbeftow'd,  is  the  fool's  alchymy ; — 
Mifers  have  wealth,  but  tafte  it  not ; — and  die. 

In  ev'ry  purfe  that  th'  avaricious  bears, 
There's  ftill  a  rent,  which  wily  Satan  tears  || : 
A  man  may  mend  it,  at  returning  light, 
But  the  arch  fiend  undarns  the  work  at  night. 
Uielefs,  O  miter,  are  thy  labours  found  ; 
And  all  thy  vintage  leaks  on  thirfty  ground  §. 
Chimeric  nonfenfe  !  Riches  unemploy'd 
In  doing  good,  are  riches  unenjoy'd. 
The  flave  who  fets  his  foul  on  worthlefs  pelf, 
Is  a  mere  Dioclefian  to  himfelf ; 
A  wretched  maityr  in  a  wretched  caufe  ; 
Alive,  unhonour'd  ;  dead,  without  applaufe  ! 
Boaft  not  of  homage  to  earth's  monarchs  giv'n  ;— «• 
A  Paula's  **  name  is  better  known  in  heav'n. 

(19.)  Riches  no  more  are  ours,   than  are  the 

waves 

Of  yonder  Rhyne,    which  our    Mount- Agnes  •{•{• 
laves. 


*  "  He  that  loveth  himfelf  mofl,  hath  of  all 
men  toe  happinefs  of  finding  the  fewejl  rivals" 

ANON.  Vet. 

f  "  He  that  pleafeth  himfelf ,  pleafeth  a  fool  " 

|  "  The  riches  which  thou  treafurejl  zip,  are 
loft ;  thofe  'which  thou  charitably  beftoweji,  are 
truly  thine.'"  ST.  AUGUST. 

||   Baggai  i.  6. 

§ Ibi  omnis 

Ejfufus  labor.    •  •  •         VIRG. 

**  Paula  was  a  Roman  lady  defcendscL  from  the 
Gracchi  and  Scipios.  Her  hit/band  was  of  the 
Julian  race.  After  his  deceafe  Jhe  gave  mojl  of 
her  poffeflions  to  the  poor,  and  retired  from  Rome 
to  a  folitude  at  Bethlehem.  That  incomparable 
-virgin  Eujlochiurn  was  her  daughter.  Both  their 
hi/lories  are  drawn  at  large  by  St.  Jerom,  and 
addrejijed  to  Eujljchium.  Paula  has  writtenfome 
excellent  <uerfes  on  religious fubjefts. 

She  built  a  temple  at  Etnmans  in  honour  of  our 
bleffed  Saviour.     Her  tomb  is  at  Bethlehem.     The 
|  infcription  for  her  and  her  daughter  was  written 
by  St.  Jerom. 

SANDY'S  TRAV.  Fol.  135,  13$,  Sec. 

ft  The  name  of  the  monaftery  where  Kempis 
rejided* 


he  load  again. 
:arce  is  o'er  ;   "I 
ver  eas'd  the  f 
[floor,  f 
:p  it  from  the_) 


16?,  THE   WORKS 

Th'  impatient  waters  no  continuance  make  ; 
Adopt  new  owners,  and  their  old  forfake. 

As  thofe  who  call  for  wines,  beyond  their  mare, 
Refund  the  draughts  which  nature  cannot  bear  ; 
(Whilft  bile  and  gall  corroding  in  their  breaft 
Demand  a  paffage,  and  admit  no  reft  :) 
Juft  fo  rapacious  mifers  fwell  their  ftore  ; 
To  di'monds  di'monds  add,  and  ore  to  ore  ; 
They  gulp  down  wealth,  and,  with  heart  piercing 

pain, 

And  clay-cold  qualms,  difcharge  the  load  again. 
Death  burfts  the  calket,  and  the  farce  is  o'er  ; 
(Curft  is  that  wealth,  which  never 

poor  !     - 

Whilft  fools  and  fpendthrifts  fweep 
The  gold  of  Ophir  *  dazzles  their  weak  eyes, 
Turquoifes  f  next  their  weaker  minds  furprife, 
Rich,  deeply  azur'd,  like  Italian  ikies. 
Then  are  the  fiery  rubies  f  to  be  feen, 
And  em'ralds§  tinclur'd  with  the  rainbow's  green: 
Tranfluce  it  beryl  j|,  flame  -ey'd  chryfolite  f  , 
And  fardonyx  **  refreflier  of  the  fight  ; 
With  thefe  th'  empurpled  amethift  combines  ff, 
And  opaz  J  J,  vein'd  with  riv'lets,  mildly  Ihines. 

All  firft  turns  into  riot,  then  to  care  :^  - 
WhirPd  down  th'  impetuous  torrent,  call'd  an  heir. 

(i9.)Religion'sharbour,like  th'  Etrurian  bay  §§, 
Secure  from  ftorms  is  land-lock'd  ev'ry  way. 
Safe,  'rnidft  the  wreck  of  worlds,  the  vefiel  rides, 
.Nor  minds  the  abfent  rage  of  winds  and  tides  : 
Whilft  from  his  prow  the  pilot,  looking  down, 
Surveys  at  once  God's  image  and  his  own  |j  |j  ; 
Heav'n's  favour  fmoothes  th'  expanfe,  and  calm- 

nefs  fleeps 

On  the  clear  mirror  of  the  filent  deeps  (#). 
.  (20.)  No  man  at  'once  two  Edens  can  enjoy  ^[: 
Nor  earth  and  heav'n  the  felf-fame  mind  employ. 

*  Gold  ofOpkir.  See  i  Kings  ix.  28.  i  Chron. 
xxix.  4.  2  Chron.  viii.  18.  Pjalm  xlv.  9.  Ifaiah 
xiii.  12. 

f  Turquoifes.  "  The  true  oriental  turquoife 
comes  out  of  the  old  rock  in  the  mountains  of  Pi- 
rijkua,  about  eighty  miles  from  the  town  of  Mof- 
'* 


HTST.  OF  GUST.  ADOLPH.  Vol.  II.  p.  342. 

J  Rubies.  "  Nay>arites,  more  ruddy  than  ru 
th-  j."  LAM.  iv.  7.  .  ' 

§  Emeralds.  "  A  rainbow  in  fight  like  an 
emerald."1*  REV.  iv.  3. 

(I  Beryl.     DAN.  x.  6.     RKV.  xxi.  20. 

^Chryfolite.     EZEK.  xxviii. 
*  Sardonyx.     REV.  xxi.  20. 

ff  Amethijl.     Exod.  xxviii.  19.  Ibid.  xxxix.  12. 

it  ILnek  xxviii,  13.  and  Rev.  xxi.  20. 

f§  The  port  of  Leriche,  in  Tuff  any. 

Ijjj  One  -way  to  know  God  is  perfeSlly  to  know 
%ne"s  felf.  HUGO  de  anima. 

Why  dojl  thou  wonder,  0  man,  at  the  height 
cf  the  /lars,  or  depth  of  the  fea  ?  Examine  ra 
ther  thine  own  foul,  and  winder  there* 

ISIDOR. 

(u)  Imitat.  ofChri/l,  L.  II.  C.  1—3. 

«J7^["  If  is  not  only  difficult,  but  impoflible  to 
enjoy  heaven  here  and  hereafter  ;  or,  in  other 
words,  to  live  in  pleafure  and  difflpation^  and 
(it  the  fame  time  attain  fpit  iiual  iia££insfs,  £?Q 


OF   HARTE. 

Two  difF'rent  ways  th'  unfocial  objects  draw  ; 
Flefli  ftrires  with  fpirit,  nature  combats  law  : 
Reafon  and  revelation  live  at  ftrife, 
Though   meant  for  mutual   aid,  like   man   and 
wife  (-if). 

Religion  and  the  world  can  ne'er  agree  : 
One  eye  is  facrific'd,  that  one  may  fee. 
Canals,  for  pleafure  made,  with  pleafure  ftray; 
But  drain  at  length  the  middle  ftream  away. 

(21.)  Life's  joys  and  pomp  at  diftance  Ihould 

appear, 

Poflefiion  brings  the  vulgar  duwbing  near. 
Who  can  rejoice  to  tread  a  devious  road, 
Led  by  falfe  views,  and  ferpentine  from  God  (,r)  ? 
Would'ft  thou  be  vitally  with  Chrift  conjoined  ? 
Copy  his  deeds,  and  imitate  his  mind  (j). 
No  man  can  worldly  happinefs  enture  ; 
Heav'n's  coniolation  all  men  may  procure  (*)• 

(22.)  When  pafiidns  reign  with  arbitrary  fway, 
Refinance,  not  compliance,  wins  the  day  (a). 
Here  av'rice,  there  ambitious  fchemes  prevail ; 
Who  can  quench  flames  when  double  winds  afiail  ? 
Bdait  as  we  will,  our  Chriftian.glories  lie 
In  humble  fuff'ring,  not  proud  apathy  (£). 
Submiflion  an  eternal  crown  procures* 
Heav'n's  hero  conquers  moft,  who  mod  endures. — 

Like  the  four  ch-"rubs  in  Ezekiel's  dream  *, 
(What  time  the  prophet  flept  by  Chebar's  ftream) 
The  Chriftian,  mov'd  by  energy  divine, 
Walks  forward  ftill,  in  one  unvarying  line  f  : 
Nor  wealth, nor  pow'r,  attract  his  wand'ring  fight; 
He  fwerves  not  to  the  left  hand*  nor  the  right. 
Humbly  he  eats,  and  finds  the  proffer'd  fcroll 
Sweet  to  the  tafte,  infpiring  to  the  foul  f. 
So  when  Saul's  weary'd  fon  his  fafting  broke 
With  honey  dropping  from  Philiftian  oak, 
Returning  ftrength  and  fprigbtli^efs  arife, 
Glow  on  his  cheeks,  and  fparkle  in  his  eyes  §. 

When  fortune  fmiles  within  doors  and  without, 
Man's  heart,  well-pleas'd,  may  think  itfelf  devout : 
But,  when  ill  days,  and  nights  of  pain,  fucceed, 
Let  him  bear  well,  and  he's  devout  indeed  (f ). 

(23.)  Thofe  who  revenge  a  deed  that  injures 

them, 

Copy  the  very  fin,  which  they  condemn  |j. 
Impioufly  wand'ring  from  the  Chriftian  road, 
They  fnatch  God's  own  prerogative  from  God  \ 

man  hath  faffed  from  one  paradife  to  another : 
No  man  hath  been  the  mirror  of  felicity  in  both 
worlds,  nor  fh  one  with  equal  glory  inearth  and 
in  heaven.  HIERON. 

(w)  Imitat.  ofChri/l,  L.  I.  C.  24. 

(*)  Hid  L.  I.  C.  21. 

00  M't. 

(%)  Ibid. 

(a}  Ibid.  L.  I.  C.  6. 

(£)  Ibid.  L.  II,  C.  3. 

*   See  Ezet.  i. 

f  Ev,ek.  i.  1 2.  %  Ibid.  iii.  I,  2,  3. 

§   i   Sam.  xiv.  29. 

(0  Imitat.  of  Chrift.  L.  II.  C-  3. 

|j  To  return  one  injury  for  another  is  to  re 
venge  like  man :  Whereas  to  revenge  like  God  ii 
to  love  our  enemies.  It  is  a  great  happinefs 
not  to  be  able  to  hurt  ones  neighbour,  nor  to 
hais  the  power  and  parts  to  UQ  mifcbief.  The 
7. 
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Michael  in  bitternefs  of  ftrife  confign'd 
The  final  verdidl  to  th'  unerring  mind  *.— — 
From  turbulence  of  anger  wifely  keep  ; 
The  hind  who  foweth  winds,  fhall  whirlwinds 
reap  f. 

(24.)  The  worldling,  temper  of  himfelf,  purfues 
Idols  of  his  own  making  ;  idiot's  views ; 
(Unhappy  wretch '.  wrapt  up  in  thin  difguife  I 
Where  ail  that  is  not  impious,  is  unwife  !) 
See,  how  he  broods  from  night  to  morning's  dawn, 
On  eggs  of  bafiliiks,  and  fcorpion-fpawn  J  : 
And,  after  all  the  care  he  can  impart, 
His  foiler'd  mifcreants  fting  him  to  the  heart ; 
Swift  through  each  vein  the  myitic  poifons  roll, 
Fatal  alike  to  body  and  to  foul  §  ! 

(25.)  Perfect  would  be  our  nature  and  our  joy 
If  man  could  ev'ry  year  one  vice  deftroy  (d)  ||, 
Withdraw  thee  from  the  fins  that  moft  afTail, 
And  labour  where  thy  virtues  leaft  prevail  (f ). 

(26.)  Falf6  joys  elate,  and  griefs  as  laife  con- 
The  little  pifmire  with  an  human  foul  ^[:  [troul 
Oh,  were  he  like  th'  unreas'ning  ant,  who  ftrives 
For  folid  good,  and  but  by  inftincl:  lives. 

(27.)  To  wail  and  not  amend  a  life  mifpent 
Means  to  confefs,  but  means  not  to  repent : 
Tongue-penitents,  like  him  who  too  much  owes, 
Rim  more  in  debt,  and  live  but  to  impoie. 

(aS.)  Deem  not  th'  unhappy,  vicious;  nor  de 
vote 

To  farcafm  and  contempt  the  thread-bare  coat. 
Oft  have  we  feen  rich  fields  of  genuine  corn 
Edg'd  round  with  brambles,  and  begirt  with  thorn. 
The  pow'rs  of  Zeuxis'  pencil  are  the  lame, 
Enclos'd  in  gilded,  or  in  fable  frame. 

(29.)  The  down  that  fmoothes  the  great  man's 

anxious  bed, 

Was  gather'd  from  a  quiet  poor  man's  (lied  : 
Content  and  peace  are  found  in  mean  eftate, 
And  Jacob's  dreams  on  Jacob's  pi  I  ow  wait. 
So  L'ekoa's  fwain,  by  no  vain  glories  led, 
Nurtur'cl  his  herds  with  leaves,  and  huinhly  fed**. 

(30  )  Good  turns  of  friends  we  fcrib'ole  on  the 
But  injuries  engrav'd  on  marble  Hand  f  f .  [fand, 

ingenuity  of  {what  we  call)  men  of  the  world, 
conji/ts  in  knowing  ho-w  to  injure  others,  and 
revenge  ourfel'ues  when  injia  cd  Whereas,  on 
the  contrary,  not  to  return  evil  fur  e-vil  ts  the 
true  honour  and  vital  principle  of  the  gofpel. 

LEON. 

*  Jude  9.  Zech.  iii.  2. 

f  Hjfea  v'ii.  7.  Hindis  the  head  fervant  in 
hufbandry  matters-  Chaucer,  Drydtn,  and  in  the 
•weft  of  England  at  prefent. 

^  Ifaiah  lix.  4. 

§'  Matth.  x.  28. 

[d)  Imitat.  ofChrift,  L.  I.  C.  xi.     L.  II.  C.  xxiii. 

f  In/lead  of  (landing  Jlill,  going  backward,  or 
deviating,  always  add,  always  proceed:  j\otio 
advance,  info"tc  Ccnfe  is  to  retire-  It  is  better  to 
creep  in  the  r.ght  way,  than  Jiy  in  the  wrong 
way.  St.  A.UGUST.  in  Serin. 

£<?)  Tmitat.  ofChrijl,  L.  I.  C.  xxv. 

~~  Man.  **  Amos  vii.  14. 

ff  Ke'npifii  di&um  commune.  Beneficia  pul- 
veri ;  fi  quid  mali  patimurt  marmori  infculpi- 


(31.)  With  pray' rs  thy  ev'ning  clofe,  thy  morn 

begin  ; 
But  heav'n's  true  Sabbath  is  to  reft  from  fin. 

(32.)  An  hermit  once  cry'd  out  in  private  pray'r, 
"  Oh,  if  I  knew  that  I  mould  perfevere  1" 
An  angel's  voice  reply'd,  in  placid  tone, 
"  What  would'ft  thou  do,  if  the  great  truth  were 

known  ? 
"  Do  now  *,  what  thou  intended  then  to  do, 

"  And  everlafting  fafety  fhall  enfue."  (/) 

To  chooie,  implies  delay  ;  whilft  time  devours 
The  fickly  bloffoms  of  preceding  hours. 
Reperitence,  well  perform'd,  confirms  the  more  ; 
As  bones,  well  fet,  grow  ftronger  than  before. 

(33.)  When  heav'n  excites  thee  to  a  better  way, 
Catch  the  foft  fummons,  and  the  call  obey. 
Thus  Mary  left  her  folitude  and  tears. 
When  Martha  whifper'd,Lo  thy  Chrift  appears  (g")  ! 
(34.)  The  virtues  of  the  world,  which  inoft  men 

move, 

Are  lay'rs  from  pride,  or  graftings  on  felf-fove  f  ; 
Whatever  for  itfelf  is  not  efteem'd, 
Proves  a  falfe  choice,  and  is  not  as  it  feem'd  \. 

(35. )  The  tracl  to  heav'n  is  intricate  and  fteep  ; 
Narrow  to  tread,  and  difficult  to  keep  : 
On  either  hand  fliarp  precipices  lie, 
And  our  fteps  faulter  with  the  fwerving  eye  j 
That  paifage  clear'd,  a  level  road  remains, 
Through  quiet  valleys  and  refrefhmg  plains  (*). 
(36.)  Moft  would  buy  heav'n  without  a  price 

or  lofs ; 

.They  like- the  paradife,  but  fhun  the  crofs  (/). 
Many  participate  of  Chrift's  repaft; 
Few  chooie  his  abftinence,  or  learn  to  faft  (£). 
Few  relifh  Chriftianity  ;  and  moft  [coaft  §  : 

(In   private   wilh   their  Lord  would  leave    their 
Thoufands  may  counterfeit  th'  apparent  part ; 
And  thout'ands  may  be  G-Tgefenes  at  heart  |j. 


(/' 
(g 


*  A  Chriftian  hath  no  to-morrow  ;  that  is  to 
fay,  a  Chriftian  fiould  put  off  no  duty  till  to 
morrow  TERTULL; 

')  Imitat.  ofChrijl,  L.  I.  C.  25. 

Imitat.  of  Chriji,  L.  it.  C.  28.      See  John 
ii.  28, 

f  There  is  a  fort  of  feet/ting  good,  'which,  if 
a  rational  mind  loves,  it  finneth  ;  inafmvch  as 
it  is  an  objefi  beneath  the  confederation  of  '  fach 
a  mind.  St.  AUGUST,  dc  ^er.^Relig. 

Whatever  is  not  loved  on  account  of  its  oijuft. 
intrinfic  'worth,  is  not  properly  loved. 

IDEM  in  Soliioq.  L.  L  C.  13. 

t  ///  this  life  there  is  no  -virtue  but  in  lr>T.»'ni£ 
th'tt  which  is  truly  amiablf.  To  choofe  tbi.,  is 
prudence;  to  be  averted  from  it  by  no  terrifying 
circu'fijl  'nces,  is  fortitude  To  be  vifi'ient-  •/  by 
of  temptation  is  temperance  ;  find  to  be 
affe&eit  by  no  ambitio2ts  itie-ws,  -is  conjii'ering 
the  thing  with  impartial  jnftice  as  we  ought  to 
do.  IDEM,  de  VL>r.  Yelicitat.  L.  II* 

(A)  Imitat.  ofChri/t,  L.  II.  C.  n.  JS°.  I. 

(0  Ibid. 

h}  ibid. 

§   Matth.  viii.  34.  ||  Ibid. 

It  is  common  for  man  to  ajk  every  bleQing 
that  God  can  be/low^  but  he  rarely  dejires  to 
poj/efs  God  himfelf*  '"  AUGUST,  in  Ffalm  Ixxvi, 
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All  in  ChrifTskingdom  would  the  thrones  partake; 
Few  have  the  faith  to  fuffer  for  his  lake.  (/) 

(/)  Imitat.  ofChri/t,  L.  II.  C.  a.  N°.  i. 


His  tafteful  bread  by  many  months  is  fought ; 
Few  choofe  to  drink  his  pailion's  bitter  draught,  (m) 

(m)  Ibid.     See  alfo  G   12. 


CONTENTMENT,  INDUSTRY,  AND  ACQUIESCENCE 
UNDER  THE  DIVINE  WILL. 


AN    ODE. 


Written  in  the  Alpine  parts  ofCarniola,  1749. 


The  wildernefs  and  folitary  place  (hall  be  glad 
for  them  (the  children  of  the  Lord)  :  and  the 
defert  fiiall  rejoice  and  bloflbm  like  the  rofe. 
It  fhall  bloflbm  abundantly,  and  rejoice  even 
with  joy  and  ringing :  The  glory  of  Lebanon 
fliall  be  given  unto  it,  the  excellency  of  Carmel 
and  Sharon  :  They  fiiall  fee  the  glory  of  the 
Lord,  and  the  excellency  of  our  God. 

ISAIAH  xxxV.  i,  a. 

WHY  dwells  my  unoffended  eye 
On  yon  blank  defart's  tracklefs  wafte  ; 
All  dreary  earth,  or  cheerlefs  (ky, 
Like  ocean  wild,  and  bleak,  and  vaft  r 
There  Lyfidor's  enamour'd  reed 
Ne'er  taught  the  plains  Eudofia's  praife  : 
There  herds  were  rarely  known  to  feed, 
Or  birds  to  fing,  or  flocks  to  graze. 
Yet  does  my  foul  complacence  find  ; 
All,  all  from  thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Corrector  of  the  mind  *  1 

The  high  arch'd  church  is  loft  in  fky, 
The  bafe  \  with  thorns  and  bry'rs  is  bound; 
The  yawning  fragments  nod  from  high, 
With  clofe  encircling  ivy  crown'd  : 
Heart-thrilling  echo  multiplies 
Voice  after  voice,  creation  new  I 
Beafts,  birds  obfcene,  unite  their  cries  : 
Graves  ope,  and  fpeclres  frees  the  view. 
Yet  nought  difmays  j  and  thence  we  find 
*Tis  all  from  thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Compofer  of  the  mind  1 

Earth's  womb,  half  dead  to  Ceres'  {kill, 

Can  fcarce  the  cake  of  off 'ring  give  ; 

Five  acres'  corn  can  hardly  fill 

The  peaiant's  wain,  and  bid  him  live. 

The  ftarving  beldame  gleans  in  vain, 

In  vain  the  hungry  chough  fucceeds : 

They  curfe  the  unprolirk^  plain, 

The  fcurf-grovvn  mofs,  and  tawdry  weeds. 

Yet  Hill  fufficiency  we  find  ; 

All,  all  from  thee, 

Supremely  gracious  Deity, 

Corrector  of  the  mind  1 

*  To  be  fatisfied    is  the  highejl  pitch    of  art 
man  can  arrive  to.  St.  GREGOR.  Horn. 

\Bafeforbafis*     See  Zecbar.  v.  a. 


December's  Boreas  i  flues  forth, 
In  fullen  gloom  and  horror  dreft, 
Charg'd  with  the  nitre  of  the  north, 
AJahorr'd  by  man,  by  bird,  and  b£aft. 
All  nature's  lovely  tint  embrown'd 
Sickens  beneath  the  putrid  blaii  : 
Deftrudlion  withers  up  the  ground, 
Like  parchment  into  embers  caft  *. 
Yet  health,  and  ftrength,  and  eafe  we  find: 
All,  all  from  thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Cpmpofer  of  the  mind  ! 

Tremble,  and  yonder  Alp  behold  f, 
VVhefe  half  dead  nature  gafps  beloW, 
Viclim  of  everlafting  cold, 
Entomb'd  alive  in  endleis  fnow. 
The  northern  fide  is  horror  ail; 
Againft  the  fouthern  Phce.ms  plays  ; 
In  vain  th'  innoxious  glimm'rings  fait, 
The  froft  outlives,  out-ihines  the  rays. 
Yet  confolation  (till  I  find  ; 
And  all  from  thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Corrector  of  the  mind  1 

Blefs  me  1  how  doubly  fharp  it  blows, 
From  Zemblan  ami  Tartarian  coafts  i 
In  fuilen  filence  fall  the  fnows, 
The  oniy  luftre  nature  boafts; 
The  nitrous  pow'r  with  tenfold  force 
Half  petrifies  earth's  barren  womb, 
High  arch'd  cafcades  fufpend  their  force, 
Men  freeze  alive,  and  in  the  tomb. 
Yet  warmth  and  happinefs  we  find  ; 
All,  all  from  thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Compofer  of  the  mind  ! 


* inamabile  frigus  Adurit*      VIRG« 

Mi:cl-  to  the  fame  purpofe  is  apajfage  in  the  •$ .// 

of  Sirach  : "  It  devouretb  the  mountain,  and 

burneth  the  ijuiidernefs,  and  confumcth  the  graft 
ivit/jjire.     Chap,  xliii.  19.  21. 
f  A  glaceiere,  or  ice-mountain, 
Ciin&ci  gelu.  canaque  sternum  grandine  te&a, 
Atque  «*•'•;.  i  giaciem  cohibent :  ri^et  ardua  montif 
JEthenii facie s,  fur gcntique  oh%iia  Phcebo 
Duratas  nefcitfiamniis  mollire  pruinas 
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Then,  in  exchange   a  month  or  more. 
The  fun  with  fierce  folfticial  gleams 
Darting  o'er  vales  his  raging  pow'r, 
Like  ray-collecting  mirrors,  beams. 
Torrents  and  cataracts  a"e  dry. 
Men  feek  the  fcanty  fhades  in  vain  : 
The  folar  darts  like'lightning  fly, 
Tranfpierce  the  fkull,  and  fcorch  the  brain. 
Yet  ftill  no  reftlefs  heats  we  find  ; 
And  all  from  thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Corrector  of  the  mind  ! 

For  nature  rarely  form'd  a  fin! 
Where  diligence  fubfiflence  wants: 
Exert  but  care,  nor  fpare  the  toil, 
And  all  beyond,  th'  Al mighty  grants. 
Each  earth  at  length  to  culture  yields, 
Each  earth  its  own  manure  *  contains: 
Thus  the  Corycian  nurft  his  fields  •}-, 
Heav'n  g;we  Ui:  iucreafe,  and  he.  the  pains, 
Th'  induftrious  peace  and  pknty  find  ; 
All  due  to  thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Compofer  of  the  mind  I 

Scipio  fought  virtue  in  his  prime, 
And,  having  early  gain'd  the  prize, 
Stole  from  th'  ungrateful  world  in  time^ 
Contented  to  be  low  and  wife  ! 
He  ferv'd  the  ftate  with  zeal  and  force, 
And  then  with  dignity  retir'd  ; 
Difmounting  from  th'  unruly  horfe, 
To  rule  himfclf,  as  fenfe  requir'd- 

Without  a  figh,  he  pow'r  refign'd. • 

All,  all  from  thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Corrector  of  the  mind  1 

When  Dioclefian  fought  repofe, 

Cloy'd  and  fatigu'd  with  naufeous  pow'r, 

He  left  his  empire  to  his  foes, 

For  fools  t'  admire,  and  rogues  devour  : 

Rich  in  his  poverty,  he  bought 

Retirement's  innocence  and  health, 

With  his  own  hands  the  monarch  wrought, 

And  chang'd,a  throne  for  Ceres'  wealth. 

Toil  footh'd  his  cares,  his  blood  refin'd 

And  all  from  thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Compofer  of  the  mind  ! 


*    Du  Hamel ;    Elem.   tfAgricult.   Pattullo ; 
JWeliorat.  des  Terres. 

}  Virg.Georg.lv.  127,^ 
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He  *,  who  had  rul'd  the  world,  exchang'd 
His  fceptre  for  the  peafant's  fpade, 
Poftponing  (as  through  groves  he  rang'd) 
Court  fplendour  to  the  rural  fliade. 
Child  of  his  hand,  th'  engrafted  thorn 
More  than  the  victor  laurel  pleas'd  : 
Heart's  cafe  f,  and  meadow  fvveet  f,  adorn 
The  brow,  from  civic  garlands  eas'd. 

Fortune,  however  poor,  was  kind. 

AH,  all  from  thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Corrector  of  the  mind  1 

Thus  Charles,  with  jufti.ce  ftyl'd  the  great  § 

For  valour,  piety,  and  laws; 

Refign'd  two  empires  to  retreat, 

And  from  a  throne  to  lhades  withdraws  ; 

In  vain  (to  footh  a  monarch's  pride) 

His  yoke  the  willing  Perfiaivbore  : 

In  vain  the  Saracen  comply'd, 

And  fierce  Northumbrians  ftain'd  with  gore? 

One  Gallic  farm  his  carts  confin'd ; 

And  all  from  thee, 

Supremely  gracious  Deity, 

Compofer  of  the  mind  ! 

Obfervant  of  th'  almighty  will, 
Prefcient  in  faith,  and  pleas'd  with  toil, 
Abram  Chaldea  left,  to  till 
The  mofs-grown  Haran's  flinty  foil  f|  : 
Hydras  of  thorns  abforb'd  his  gain, 
The  commonwealth  of  weeds  rebell'd, 
But  labour  tam'd  th'  ungrateful  plain, 
And  famine  washy  art  repell'd  ; 

Patience  made  churlifli  nature  kind. 

All,  all  from  thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Corrector  of  the  mind  ! 

Farmidine  nullo. ; 

Quippe  in  corde  Deus. <• 

Stat.  Theb.  IV.  v.  489. 

*  Dioclef.an. 

t  Hearfs-eafe,  viola  tricolor ;  called  alfo  by 
mir  old.  poets,  love  and  idlenefs  y  Panfy  (frotrt 
the  French  penfee,  or  the  Italian  penfieri :)  Three 
faces  -under  a  hood,  Herb  Trinity,  Look  up  and  Hfs 
me,  Ktfs  me  at  the  gate,  &c. 

j:  Spiraea,  named  alfo  in  ancient  EngHJJ.>  poetry, 
Mcad-fwcrt,  Queen  of  the  meads,  Bride-*wortt 
tfc. 

§  Charlemagne. 

||  GEN.  xii.  31.  NEHEM.  ix.  7.  JUDITH  v.  7, 
ACTS  vii.  i — IT. 
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THE    VISION    OF   DEATH. 


Imperfefta  tibi  elapfa  eft,  ingrataque  vita : 
Er  nee  opinanti  Mors  ad  caput  adititit,  ante 
Quam  fatur,  ac  plenus  poffis  difcedere  rerum. 


Luc  RET*. 


Mille  modis  lete  miferos  Mors  una  fatigat. 

STAT.  Theb.  IX.  v.  aSO. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


As  this  poem  is  an  Imperfe&  attempt  to  imitate 
t)ryden's  manner,  I  have  of  courfe  admitted  more 
triplets  and  Alexandrine  verfes  than  I  might  o- 
therwife  have  done.  Upon  the  wholr,  many  good 
judges  have  thought  (and  fuch  was  the  private 
opinion  of  my  much  honoured  friend  Elijah  Fen- 
ton  in  particular)  that  Oryden  has  too  many  Alex 
andrines  and  triplets,  and  Pope  too  few.  The 
one  by  aiming  at  variety  (for  his  ear  was  excel 
lent)  was  betrayed  into  a  carelefs  diffufion  ;  and 


the  other,  by  affecting  an  over  fcrupulous  regu 
larity,  fell  into  famenefs  and  reftraint. 

We  fpeak  this  with  all  due  deference  to  the  two 
capital  poets  of  the  laft  and  prefent  century  ;  and 
fay  of  them,  as  the  fucceffbr  of  Virgil  faid  of  Am- 
phiaraus  and  Admetus: 

AMBO  BONI,  CHARiqUE  AMBO. • 

Thcb.  vi, 


INTRODUCTION'. 

DRYDEN,  forgive  the  mufe  that  apes  thy  voice, 
Weak  to  periorm,  but  fortunate  in  choice. 
Who  but  thyfelf  the  mind  and  ear  can  pleafe 
With  ftrength  and  foftnefs,  energy  arm  cafe  ; 
Various  of  numbers,  new  iri  ev'ry  'train, 
DirTus'd,  yet  terfe,  poetical,  though  plain: 
Diverfify'd  'midft  unifon  of  chime; 
Freer  than  air,  yet  manacled  with  rhvme  ? 
Thou  mak'ft  each  quarry  which  thou  feek'ft  thy 

prize, 

The  reigning  eagle  of  Parnaffian  flues  ; 
!Kow  foaring  'midft  the  tra<fts  of  light  and  air, 
And  now  the  monarch  of  the  woods  and  lair  *.— — 
TWO  kingdoms  thy  united  realm  cnmpofe, 
The  land  of  poetry,  and"  land  of  profe. 
Each  orphan-mufe  thy  abfcnce  inly  mourns; 
Makes  fhort  exctirfions,  and  as  q-uick  returns  : 
No  more  they  triumph  in  their  fancy'd  bays, 
"But,  crown'd  with  woodbine  dedicate  their  lays. 

Thy  thoughts  and  mufic  change  with  ev'ry  line; 
J^n  farnenefs  of  a  prattling;  ft'ream  is  thine, 
Which  with  one  unifon  of  murmur  flows; 
Opiate  of  inattention  and  repofe  ! 
(So  Huron-leeches  when  their  patient  lies 
In  fev'riih  feftleffnefs,  with  unclqs'd  eyes, 
Apply  with  gentle  ftrokes  their  ofier  rod, 
And  tap  by  tap  invite  the  fleepy  god  f.) 

*  Layer,  lair,  and  fay,  the  fur  face  of  arable  or 
grafs-lands.  Chaucer,  Folkingham,  16 to;  Dry- 
den.  Loire  alfo  Jignifies  the  place  'where  beq'fts 
Jlecp  in  the  fields,  ana  where  they  leave  the  mark 
of  their  bodies  on  young  corn,  graft  t  &c. 

|  Voyages  du  Baron  La  Ho  titan* 


No — 'tis    thy    pow'r    (thine    only),   though   in 

rhyme, 

To  vary  ev'ry  paufe,  and  ev'ry  chime ; 
Infinite  defcartt  *!  fweetly  wild  and  true, 

Still  drifting,  ftill  improving,  and  ftill  new  ! - 

In  queft  of  clafiic-plants,  and  where  they  grow, 
We  trace  thee,  like  a  lev'ret  in  the  fnow. 

Of  all  the  pow'rs  the  human  mind  can  boaft, 
The  powYs  of  poetry  are  lateft  loft  : 
The  falling  of  thv  trefles  at  threefcore, 
Gave  room  to  make  thy  laurels  mow  the  moref . 

This  prince  of  poets,  who  before  us  went, 
Had  a  vaft  income,  and  profufely  fpent : 
Some  have  his  lands,  but  none  his  treafur'd  (tore, 
Lands  unmanur'd  by  us,  and  mortgag'd  o'er  and 

o'er  ! 

"  About  his  wreaths  the  vulgar  mufes drive, 
"  And  with  a  touch  tfyeir  withered  bays  revive  \  !*' 
They  kifs  his  tomb,  and  are  enthufiafts  made  ; 
So  Statius  flept,  infpir'd  by  Virgil's  fhade  §. 
To  Sperifer  much,  to'Milton  much  is  due  ; 
But  in  great  Dryden  we  prefervc  the  two. 


f  The  verfes  of  Robert  JVaring  (a  friend  of 
Dr.  Lcnne''*}  on  a  poet  in  the  beginning  of  the 
laft  century,  may  be  applied  to  Dryden  .• 

"  Tounger  'with  years,    with  Jlndies  frefoer 
grown,  [  it>'-wn" 

"  Still  in  the   bud.  Jlill   blooming,   yet  full- 
\  Dry  den's  prologue  to  Trotlns  and  CreJJUa. 

§  — tenues  iwnavo  polllce  chordas 

Pulfo,  Maroneique  fedens  in  margine  templi 
Sumo  animum^  et  magni  tumults  accanto  ma- 
giftre.  SYLV.  Lib.  IV. 
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What  mufe  but  his  can  nature's  beauties  hit, 
Or  catch  that  airy  fugitive  call'd  wit  ? 

From  limbs  of  this  great  Hercules  are  fram'd 
Whole    groups  of   pigmies,   who   are  verfe-men 

,    nam'd : 

Each  has  a  little  foul  he  calls  his  own, 
And  each  enunciates  with  a  human  tone  : 
Alike  in  fhape  ;  unlike  in  ftrength  and  fize; 
One  lives  for  ages,  one  juft  breathes  and  dies. 

O  thou,  too  great  to  rival  or  to  praife  ; 
Forgive,  lamented  fhade,  thefe  duteous  lays. 
Lee  had  thy  fire,  and  Congreve  had  thy  wit ; 
And  copyifts  here  and  there,  fome  likenefs  hit ; 
But  none  poffefs'd  thy  graces  and  thy  eafe ; 
In  thee  alone  'twas  natural  to  pleafe  ! 

More  ftill  I  think,  and  more  I  wifh  to  fay  ; 
But  bus'nefs  calls  the  mufe  another  way. 

IN  thofe  fair  vales  by  nature  form'd  to  pleafe, 
Where  Guadalquiver  ferpentines  with  eafe, 
(The  richeft  trac~l  the  Andalufians  know, 
Fertile  in  herbage,  grateful  to  the  plough), 
A  lovely  villa  flood  (fuppofe  it  mine), 
Rich  without  coft,  and  without  labour  fine ; 
Indulgent  nature  all  her  beauties  brought, 
And  art  withdrew,  unafk'd  for,  and  unfought. 
For  lo,  th'  Iberians  by  tradition  found 
That  the  whole  diftricl  once  was  claffic  ground  ; 
Here  Columella  firft  improv'd  the  plains, 
And  fbow'd  Afcrean  arts  to  fimple  fwains  : 
Taught  by  the  Georgic  mufe  the  lyre  he  fining, 
And  fung  what  dying  Virgil  left  unfung  *. 

Fatigu'd  with  courts,  and  votary  to  truth, 
Hither  I  fled,  philofopher,  and  .youth: 
And,  leaving  Olivarez  to  fuftain 
Th'  encumbering  fafces  of  ambitious  Spain, 
(As  once  rafh  Phaeton  ufurp'd  a  day, 
Milled  the  feafons,  and  miftook  his  way), 
I  chofe  to  wander  in  the  file.nt  wood, 
Or  breathe  my  afpirations  to  the  flood, 
Studying  the  humble  fcience  to  be  good. 
From  the  brute  beads  humanity  I  learn'd, 
And  in  the  panfy's  life  God's  providence  difcernM. 

'  Fwas  now  the  joyous  feafon  of  the  year  : 
The  fun  had  reach'd  the  Twins  in  bright  career ; 
Nature,  awaken'd  from  fix  month's  repofe, 
Sprung  from  her  verdant  couch  ;  and  adlive  rofe 
Like  health  refrelh'd  with  wine  j  fhe  fmil'd,"! 
array'd   ,  [glade,  / 

With   all  the  qharms  of  fun-fhine,  ftream,  and  f" 
New  dreft,  and  blooming  as  a  bridal  maid.         _) 

Yet  all  thefe  charms  could  never  lull  to  reft 
A  peevifh  irklbmenefs  which  teaz'd  my  breaft  ; 
The  vernal  torrent,  murm'ring  from  afar, 
W7hifper'd  no  peace  to  calm  this  nervous  war; 
And  Philomel,  the  fyren  of  the  plain, 
Sung  foporific  unifons  in  vain. 
I  fought  my  bed,  in  hopes  relief  to  find  ; 
But  reftleffnefs  was  miftrefs  of  my  mind. 
IVIy  wayward  limbs  were  turn'd,  and  turn'd  in  vain, 
Yet  free  from  grief  was  I,  and  void  of  pain. 
In  me,  as  yet,  ambition  had  no  part ; 
Pride  had  not  four'd,  nor  wealth  debas'd  my  heart. 


E.t  qua 


Virgilius  nobis  pojlfe  memoranda  reliqtnt. 

COLUM.  de  Hortis.  L.  X. 


I  knew  nor  public  cares,  nor  private  ftrife  ;  \ 

And  love,  the  blefling,  or  the  curie  of  lite, 
Had  only  hover'd  round  me  like  a  dream; 
Play'd  on  the  furface,  not  difturb'd  the  ftream. 

Yet  ftill  I  felt,  what  young  men  often  feel ; 
(Impoflible  to  tell,  or  to  conceal), 
When  nothing   makes  them  fick  but  too  much 

wealth, 

Or  wild  o'erboiling  of  ungovern'd  health  ; 
Whole  grievance  is  fatiety  of  eafe, 
Freedom  their  pain,  and  plenty  their  difeafe. 
By  night,  by  day,  from  pole  to  pole  they  run  ; 
Or  from  the  fetting  feek  the  rifing  fun  : 
No  poor  deferting  foldier  .makes  iuch  hade, 
No  doves  purfu'd  by  falcons  fly  fo  fa'ft  ; 
And  when  Automedon  at  length  attains 
The  place  he  fought  for  with  fuch  coft  and  pains, 
Swift  to  embrace,  and  eager  to  purfue, 
He  finds  he  has  no  earthly  thing  to  do  ; 
Then  yawns  for  fle.ep,  the  opium  of  the  rr.ind, 
The  laft  dull  refuge  indolence  can  find  *. 

Moft  men,  like  David,  wayward  in  extremes, 
Languifh  for.  Ramah's  cifterns,  and  her  11  reams  : 
The  bev'rage  fought  for  comes ;  capricious,  they  .. 
Lothe  their  own  choice,  and  wifh  the.  boon  away  f , 

Such  was  my  date.     "  O  gentle  Sleep/'  I  cry'd, 
"  Why  is  thy  gift  to  me  alone  deny'd  ? 
"   Mildeft  of  beings,  friend  to  ev'ry  clime, 
"   Where  lies  my  error,  what  has  .been  my  crime  i1 
"  Beads,  birds,  and  cattle  feel  thy  balmy  rod  ;    . 
"  The  cirowfy  mountains  wave,  and  feem  to  nod: 
"  The  torrents  ceafe  to  chide,  the  feas  to  roar, 
"  And  the  hufh'd  waves  .recline  upon  the  fliore.'* 
Perhaps  the  wretch,  wh'ofe  God'  is  wealth  and 

care, 

Rejects  the  precious  objedl  of  my  pfay'r  : 
Th*  ambitious  ftatefman  ftrives  not  to  partake 
Thy  bleffings,'but  defires  to  dream  awake  : 
"  The  lover  rudely  thrufts  thee  from  his  arms, 
"   And  like  Ixion  clafps  imagin'd  charms. 
"•  Thence  come  to  me.— Let  others  afk  for  more  • 
"  I.  afk  the  flighted:  influence  of  thy  pow'r: 
"  Swiftetl  in  flight  of  all  terreftriai  things, 
"  Oh  only  touch  my  eyelids  with  thy  wings  \  I7* 

*  Currit  agens  mamios  ad  villain  hie  preecipi- 
tanter, 

AuxiHum  tettis  qnafi  frne  ardent  tins  infiarts. 

Ofcitat  extempft  ietigit  cum  limina  v<t/a, 

Aut  abit  ififomnumgrdvis,  atqiie  oblivia  qivtrit* 
LUCRET.  L.  III.  v.  1076. 

f  See  Sandys' 's  Trav.  p.  137,  and  i  Chron.  xi. 
17,  &c. 

I  All  the  vcrfes  in  thif  paragraph  marked  -Juitb 
inverted  commas  are  imitated  from  a  famous  paf- 
fagc  in  Statius,  never  yet  tra?jjiated  into  cur 
language.  The  original  perhaps  is  as  fine  a  morfe'l 
of  poetry  as  antiquity  can  boafi  of. 

Crimlne  quo  mcrui  juvenis  placidijpnie  divuj?it 

fuove  error e  mifer,  donis  -utfulus  egerem 
nine  tuis  ?    Tacet  omne  pec  us,  volucrcfque, 

fer aeque  ; 

Et  fimi/Iant  /e;/os  curvata  cacummafomms. 
Nee  trucibus  jluiriis  idem  forms.   Occidit  horror 
JE-quoris,  et  ten  is  maria  (icclinata  qiiiffcunt* 
At  mine  heus  aliquis  longafub  n<,fle  puellte 
Brachia  nsxd  tenens>  -ultra  te  Strnne  repcilit. 
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So  fpoke  I  reftiefs  ;  and,  then  fpringing  lights 
From  my  tir'd  bed,  walked  forth  in  mere  defpite. 
What  impulfe  mov'd  my  fteps  I  dare  not  fay  ; 
Perhaps  feme  guardian  angel  mark'd  the  way. 
By  this  time  Phofpher  had  his  lamp  withdrawn, 
And  rifing  Fhcebus  glow'd  on  ev'ry  lawn. 
The  air  was  gentle  (for  the  month  was  May), 
And  ev'ry  fcene  look'd  innocent  and  gay. 
In  pious  matins  birds  with  birds  confpire, 
Some  lead  the  notes,  and  fome  afiift  the  choir. 

The  goat-herd,  gravely  pacing  with  his  flocks, 
Leads  them  to  heaths  and  bri'rs,  and  craggs  and 

rock?. 

Th'  impatient  mower  with  an  afpccl  blythe 
Surveys  the  fainfoin-fields  *,  and  whets  his  fcythe. 
Ynoila,  Sanchia,  Beatrix,  prepare 
To  turn  th'  Alfalfa-iVarths  f  with  anxious  care. 
(No  more  for  Moorifh  farabands  they  call, 
Their  caftanets  hang  idle  on  the  wall :) 
Alfalfa,  whofe  luxuriant  herbage  feeds 
The  lab'rirg  ox,  mild  fheep,  and  fiery  fteeds: 
Which  ev'ry  fummer,  ev'ry  thirtieth  morn, 
Is  fix  times  reprcduc'd,  and  fix  times  fhorn. 
The  Cembran  pine-trees  ^  form  an  awful  fhade, 
And   their   rich  balm  perfumes  the  neighboring 

glade  ; 

(Whilft  humbler  olives,  intermix'd  between, 
Had  chang'd  their  fruit  to  filamotte  from  green:) 
The  Punic  granate  §  op'd  its  rofe-like  fiow'rs  ; 
The  orange  breath'd  its  aromatic  pow'rs. 

Wand'ring  ftill  on,  at  length  my  eyes  furveyd 
A  painted  feat,  beneath  a  larch-tree's  fhade. 
I  fate,  and  try'd  to  dofe,  but  flumber  fled ; 
I  then  effay'd  a  book,  and  thus  I  read  ||  : 

"  Suppofe,  O  man,  great  nature's  voice  fhould 

call 

To  thee,  or  me,  or  any  of  us  all ; 
What  doft  thou,  mean,  ungrateful  wretch  !  thou 

vain, 

Thou  mortal  thing,  thus  idly  to  complain  ? 
•If  all  the  bounteous  Wettings  I  could  give  "1 

Thou  hadft  enjoy 'd;    if  thou  hadft  known  to  f 
live,  [fieve  ;)  C 

(And  pleafure  not  leak'd  through  thee  like  a  J 


!nde  vcni.     Nee  ie  iotas  inf under  e  £en?;as 
Luminibus  cornpello  mtis  (J)Oc  turbo,  precatur 
Lxticr}  ,-  exircnio  me  fangc  C'icumine  vifg.e 
Sujficit ;  aut  leviierfttfpenfo  poplite  tranji. 

SYLV.  L.  V. 

*  Ti;e  bejlfpecies  of  this  graft,  hitherto  known, 
is  in  A^r.lcJ.uJia. 

f  Alfalfa  (  from  the  eld  Arabian  nvord  alfalfa- 
fat)  Lucerne-grafs.  At  prefent  the  Spaniards 
call  it  alfo  En-aye. 

\  A  fort  cf  ever-green  laryx :  Finns  Cembra. 
This  beautiful  tree  grows  wild  on  the  Sf\\'?:f/}j 
ves,  and  is  raifed  by  culture  in  lefs  ;no:i?i" 
tenuous  places.  What  name  the  natives  gii-e  it 
I  have  forgotten  ;  but  tbt  French  in  the  firiarrcois 
call  it  meleze,  and  the  Italians  in  the  bijli^nick 
of  Trente,  in  Fivme,  &c  give  it  the  itaiae  of 
cirmoli,  not  )anche. 

P(jr:.egranate. 

The  Sp^vijh  author  iritroduce.!  the  following 
?.'i  Lucretius* 


Why  doft  thou  not  give,  thanks  as  at  a  plenteoti* 
feaft,  [thy  reft  >: 

Cramm'd  to  the  throat  with  life,  and  rife  and  take 
But,  if  my  buffings  thou  haft  thrown  away, 
If  indigefted  joys  pafs'd  through  and  would  not 

nay, 

Why  doft  thou  wifli  for  more  to  fquander  ftil!  3 
If  life  be  grown  a  load,  a  real  ill, 
And  I  would  all  thy  cares  and  labours  end, 
Lay  down  thy  burthen,  fool :  and  know  thy  friend. 
To  pleafe  thee,  I  have  empty'd  all  my  ftore,      "1 
I  can  invent  and  can  fupply  no  more  :  £ 

But  run  the  round  again,  the  found  I  ran  be-V* 
fore.  J 

Suppofe  thou  art  not  broken  yet  with  yea'rs, 
Yet  ftill  the  felf-fame  fcene  of  things  appears, 
And  would  be  ever,  couldil  thou  ever  live  ; 
For  life  is  ftill  but  life,  there's  nothing  new  to  givev 
What  can  we  plead  againft  fo  juft  a  bill  ? 
We  ft  and  convicted,  and  our  caufe  goes  ill. 
But  if  a  wretch,  a  man  opprefs'd  by  fate, 
Should  beg  of  nature  to  prolong  his  date, 
She  fpcaks  aloud  to  him,  with  more  difdain  ; 
Be  ftill,  thou  martyr-fo6l,  thou  covetous  of  pair. 
But  if  an  old  decrepid  lot  lament  ; 
What,  thou  !  Ihe  cries,  who  haftdiitliv'd  content  ? 
Doft  thou  complain,  who  haft  enjoy'd  my  ftore  ?— * 
Bat  this  is  ftill  th'  eiTedl  of  wifliing  more  ! 
Unfatisfy'd  with  all  that  nature  brings, 
Loathirig  the  prefent,  liking  abfent  things. 
From  hence  it  comes,  thy  vain  cfefires  at  ftriie 
Within  themfelves,  have  tantalized  thy  life  ; 
And  rhaftiy  death  appear'd  before  thy  fight 
E'er  thou  haft  gorg'd  thy  foul  and  fenfes  with 

delight. 

Now  leave  thofe  joys,  unfuiting  to  thy  age, 
To  a  frefli  comer,  and  refign  the  ftage.  [thy  head. 
"  Meantime,  when  thoughts  cf  death  difturb 
Confider,  Ancus,  great  and  good,  is  dead  : 
Ancus,  thy  better  far,  was  born  to  die  : 
And  thou,  doft  thou  bewail  mortality  *  ?'** 

Charm'd  with  thefe  lines  of  reafon  and  good 

fenfe, 

(No  matter  who  the  author  was,  nor  whence), 
I  ftopp'd,  and  into  contemplation  Fell; 
Air.az'd  an  impious  wit  mould  think  fo  well ; 
Who  often  (to  his  own  and  reader's  coft) 
To  fhow  the  atheift,  half  the  poet  loft. 
(Knowing  too  much,  makes  many  a  mufe  unfit  • 
'  Tis  r.ot  the  bloom,  but  ;.lethory  of  wit. — ) 
At  length  a  drowlinefs  arrofted  thought, 
And  ileep  (as  is  her  cuftom)  came  unfought. 

Now  liften  to  the  purport  of  my  tale. 
Methought  I  wander'd  in  a  fairy  Vale  : 
Replete  with  people  of  each  fex  and  age; 
Good,  bad,    great,    fmall,    the   fooliih,    and  ths 

fage : 

Whilft  on  the  ground  promifcuoufly  were  laid 
Stars,  mitres,  rags,  the  fceptre,  and  the  fpade. 

At  length  a  haughty  dame  approath'd  my  view',. 
Whom  by  no  jingle  attribute  I  knew ; 
For  all  that  painters  feign,  and  bards  devize, 
Is  mere  mock-imag'ry,  and  artful  lyes. 
Boldly  {he  look'd,  like  one  of  high  degree; 
Yet  never  feem'd  to  cafl  a  glance  on  me ; 

*  Lucret.  L.  III.  tranjlated  by  Erydcnt 
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At  which  I  inly  joy'd  ;  for  truth  to  fay, 
I  felt  an  unknown  awe,  and  fomc  difrnay. 
She  pafs'd  rue  :  her  fide-face  was  fijiooth  and  fair  ; 
(Much  as  fine  women,  turn'd  of  forty,  are)  : 
When,  turning  fhort,  and  unpercciv'd  by  me, 
She  grafp'd  my  throat,  and  fpoke  v/ith  ftern  au 
thority  : 

"Him  whom  I  feek,  art  thou  !  Thy  race  is  run: 
"  My  journey's  ended,  and  thy  bufinefs  done. 
"  Surrender  up  to  me  thy  captive-breath, 
"  ]\ly   pow'r   is   nature's    pow'r,    my   name    is 
Death!" 

Have  you  e'er  feen  th'  affrighted  peafant  grafp 
(Searching  for  flow'rs  or  fruits)  th'envenom'd;;ip  ? 
Or  have  you  ever  felt  th'  impetuous  fhock, 
When  the  fwift  veffel  fplits  upon  a  rock  ? 
Or  mark'd  a  face  with  horror  overfpread, 
When  the  third  apoplex  invades  the  head  ? 
Then  form  fome  image  of  my  ghaftly  frighf, 
Fear  ftopp'd  my  voice,  and  terror   dimm'd  my 

light: 

My  heart  flew  from  its  place  *  in  confirmation, 
And  nature  felt  a  fhort  annihilation  :'  [eyes 

Then — with  a  plunge — 1  fobb'd  • — r.Tid  witli  Taint 
Look'd  upwards,  to  the  ruler  of  the  ikies  f. 

At  length — recov'ring—in  a  broken  tone-r- 
Princefs — I  cry'd, — Thy  pris'ner  is  undone. — • 

Defpair  and  mikry  fucceed  to  fear  : 

Oh  had  I  kuovvn  thy  prefence  was  fo  near ! 

Abrupt  th'  inexorable  pow'r  reply'd,       [fide  :) 
(Then  turn'd  her  face,  and  fhow'd  the  hideous 
i'ool !   'tis  too  late  to  wifn,  too  late  to  pray  :       "~i 
Thou  hadft  the  means,  but  not  the  will  to  pay ;  % 
Jtiach  day  of  human  life  is  warning-day.     ;         j 
The  prefent  point  of  time  is  ail  thou  haft, 
The  future  doubtful,  and  the  former  pail ! 
Yet,  as  I  read  contrition  in  thy  eyes, 
And  thy  breafl  heaves  with  terror  and  furpvize, 
(I*  who  ns  yet  was  never  known  to  fliow 
37alft-  pity  to  premeditated  woe} 
Will  gracioufly  explain  great  nature's  laws, 
And  hear  thy  fophifms  m  fo  plain  a  caufe. 
There  is  a  rcafcn,  (which  tp  time  I  leave) 
Why  I  give  thee  alone  this  fhort  reprieve  f. 
Banifh  thy  fears,  urge  all  thy  wit  can  find, 
Suppofe  me  what  I  am,  fuppofe  thyfclf  mankind  ! 

She  fpoke,  and  led  me  by  a  private  way, 
Where  a  fmall  winding  path  half-printed  ]ay: 
Then  turning  fhort,  an  avenue  we  'fpy'd, 
J  -ong,  fmoothly  pav'd,  magnificently  wide. 
Dark  cypreffes  the  fkirtirig  fides  adorn'd, 
And  gloomy  yew-trees,  which  for  ever  rnourn'd : 
Whilft,  on  the  margin  of  the  beaten  road, 
Irs  pallid  bloom  fick-fnielling  henbane  fhow'd; 
emblematic  rofcmary  appear'd, 
i'Hd  hemlock  its  ftairi'd  ftalks  uprear'd, 
(God's  fignature  to  man  in  evil  hour  ! — )  "} 

Nor  were  the  night-fhades  wanting,  nor  the   T 
pow'r  C 

Of  thoin'd  Stramonium,  nor  the  fickly  flow'r   J 


*   Jo.b  xxxvi  i,  i. 

f  From  Stati:ts. 

S:abat  anhela  mctutfolum  natvra  tonantew 

Refpi siens Adnl.  I    ver.  487. 

\   T"bc  reafcn  jj,  that  what  here  happens  is  a  i('^o 
and  ft  of  a  reality. 


Of  cloying  mandrakes;  the  deceitful  root 

Of  the  monk's  fraudful  cowl  *,  and  Plinhn  fruit-} . 

Hypericon  was  \  there,  the  god  of  war,, 

Pierc'd  tlirough  witli  wounds,  and  feam'd  with 

many  a  fear ; 

Add  pule  n\mphea§  with  her  clay-cold  breath; 
And  poppies  which  fuborn  t!;e  ficep  of  death. 
This  avenue  (myfterious  to  relate) 
Surpriz'd  me  much,  and  waru'd  me  of  my  fate. 
Its  length  at  firft  approach  enormous  feem'd; 
Full  half  a  thoufand  ftadia  |j  as  1  deem'd: 
But  then  the  road  was  fmooth  and  fair  to  fee  •. 
(With  luch  infcnfible  declivity) 
That  what  men  thought  a  tedious  courfe  to  run, 
Was  finifh'd  oft  the  hour  it  firft  begun.  ' 

Sudden,  arriving  at  a  palace-gate, 
I  faw  a  fpeclre  in  the  portal  wait : 
An  ill-fhap'd  mor.-.ler,  liideous  to  be  feen; 


She  feem'd,  mcthonght,  the  mother  of  the  queen  < 

Openi:":'"  their  valves,  feif-niov'd  on  either 
* 


f  j 
fide, 


The  adamuntine  doors  expanded  wide  : 
When  death  commands  they  dole,  when  death 

commands  divide. 
Then  quick  we  enter'd  a  magnific  hall, 
Where  groups  of  trophies  over-fprea'd  the  wall. 
In  fable  fcrawls  I  Nero's  name  pcrus'd. 
And  Herod's,  with  a  fanguine  ftain  fufFus'd ; 
While  Numa's  name  adoni'd  a  radiant  place, 
And  that  of  Titns  deck'd  a  milk-white  fpace. 
Now,  cry'd  the  Pow'r   of  Death,  furvey  me 

well: 

Thy  fhame,  'remorfe,  and  nifappointment  tell ; 
Why  cloft   thou   tremble   ftill,  and   whence  thy 

1  -  t  i    •* 

dread  ? 

Why  fhake  thy  lips,  and  why  thy  colour  fled  ? 
Speak,  vafiai,  recognize  thy  fov'reign  queen  : 
Haft  thou  ne'er  feen  me  ?  Know'ft  thou  not  me, 

feen? 

"  jLiege-miftrefs,  whom  the  greatcft  kin 
I  own  my  homage,  and  confefs  thy  pow'r. 
Alone,  that  fov'reignty  on  earth  is  thine, 
Which  juftly  proves  its  claim  to  right  divine: 
Thine  is  the  old  hereditary  fvvay, 
Which  mortals  ought,  and  mortals  muft  obey. 
But,  emprefs,  thou  haft  not  the  form  I  deem'd : 
Velafquez  4-  painted  lies,  and  Camoens4-  dream'd: 
I  thought  to  meet,  (as  kite  as  heav'n  might  grant !) 
A  fkcleton,  ferocious,  tall,  and  gaunt ; 

*  Napdhts ;  monk's-hood,  friar*  s-coii-l ;  the  nioji 
danger oi1  s  firt  <f  aconite. 

•f  Atnomiim  Plinii. 

\  St.  John's  Wort.  See  Gondibcrt,  L.  I.  Canto  6. 
This  plant  i.t  called  by  ns  the  herb  cfiuar,  ant  merely 
beCauje  its  juice  is  of  a  bloody  colour ,  but  bt'caiiff  it  •  ••  one 
of  the  principal  vulnerary  herbs  tij'ed  in  making  the  fa 
mous  arquebufade  it\;tcr.— And  araitt,  as  its  leaves  are 
full  of  little.  pur.Eturc;  and  holes,  it  is  named  by  Latin 
ivriiers  Porofa,  and  Perfoii.1ta  :  the  French  call  if 
Mille  Pertuis,  and  the  Italians  Perforata. 

§    Water-lily. 

})  About  threefcore  mid  ten  miles  :  cmllemat'ual  of  tie 
Pftilmiji's  duration  of  human  life. 

^   Sin. 

4-  7*71-0  Spaniards,  tht  one  a  famous  painter,  and 
tbc  ctbtr  a  edf brat fd feet* 

3  *  ij] 
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Whofe  loofe  teeth  in  their  naked  fockets  fhook, 

And  grinn'd  terrific,  a  Sardohian  look  *. 

I  thought,  bcfides,  thy  right-hand  aim'd  a  dart, 

Refiitlefs,  to  trariipierce  the  human  heart, 

And  that  thy  likenefs  of  a  head  fuftain'd 

A  regal  cro\vn  f  :  but  all  was  falfe,  or  feign'd. 

"  I  fee  thee  now,  delufive  as  thou  art, 
Without  one  fyinbol  to  alarm  the  heart : 
*vct  ev'n  upon  thy  flowing  veil  is  fhown 
An  emblematic  dart,  or  charnal-bone ; 
)  rather-  fee  it,  glorious  to  behold, 
With  rubies  edg'd,  and  purfied  o'er  with  gold : 
Gay  annual  flow'rs  adorn  each  vacant  fpace, 
Of  fhort-hVd  beauty,  and  uncertain  grace. — 
Artificer  of  fraud  and  deep  difguife  ! 
Prompt  to  pefform,  ingenious  to  furprize  : 
In  ev'ry  light  (as  far  as  man  can  fee 
By  thy  confent)  fu'preme  hypocrify  ! 

Punifn  thy  "hopeleis  captive  if  he  lies.- 

Iriftead  of  a  fculp'd  ikull,  and  empty  eyes, 
Bones  without  iiefh,  and  (as  we  all  fuppofe) 
Vacuity  of  lips,  and  cheeks,  and  nofe, 
i(So  dextrous' is  thy  forcery  and  care  !) 
I  fee  a  woman  tolerably  fair. 

"  Infhead  of  fable  robes  and  mournful  geer,    T 
Catheleon-like,  a  thoufand  garbs  you  wear, 
Nor  bear  the  black  and  foiemn  thrice  a  year ;     J 
Dreft  in  gay  robes,  whofe  fhifting  colours  fhow  ' 
The  varying  glories  of  the  fhow'ry  bow, 
Glowing  with  waves  of  gold;  fea-tindlur'd  green, 
Rich  azure,  and  the  bloomy  grideline  f . 

"  Thus  in  appearances  you  cheat  us  all, 
Plan  our  disgraces,  and  contrive  our  fall; 
Something  you  fhow,  that  ev'ry  fool  may  hit, 
With  m>-h  you  treat,  and  bait  that  mirth  with 

wit  •.  . 

?alfe  hopes,  the  loves  and  graces  of  your  train, 
(Pimps  to  the  great,  th'  ambitious,  and  the  vain,) 
Summon  your  gueits,  and  in  attendance  wait ; 
"While  you,  like  eailern  queens,  conceal'd  in  ftate, 
O'erlook  the  whole :  th"  audacious  jeft  refine, 
Smile  on  the  feaft§,  and  fparkle  in  the  wine. 
Arachne  thus  in  ambufh'd  covert  lies  ; 
Wits,  atheifts,  jobbers,  flatefnien,  are  the  flies. 
Doom'd  to  be  loft,  they  dream  of  no  deceit, 
And,  fond  of  ruin,  overlook  the  cheat ; 
Pride  Hands  for  joy,  and  riches  for  delight : — 
Weak  ttien  love  weaknefa,  in  their  own  defpite  ; 
And,  finding  in  their  native  funds' no  cafe, 
Aflume  the  garb  of  fools,  and  hope  to  pleafc. — 
W retches,. when  fick  of  life,  for  ratfbaiie  call: 
'Twere  worth  our  while  t£  give  them  foolbane  all: 
Since  by  degrees  each  mifcohceiving  elf 
1*  ruin'd,  not  by  nature,  but  himfelf.  . 

*  According  to  tie  ancients  the  herba  fardoa,  or 
apium  rifus,  (by.fomefupfiofed  to  be  the  water  croiv 
foot]  brought  on,  ofter  being  eaten ,  fuck  horrid  cunvul- 
funs,  that  the  party  died  .grinning)  through  the  cx.tr e- 
ptiiy  of  agony. 

f   Milton's  Pamdife  Loft,  L.  II.   V.  6yz. 
1   'Br\den  s   Flower    and   Leaf.    "  Bright    crimjbn 
mr.d pure  whits,  fweeily  mixed  in  waves   and  melting 
*ne  into  tie  other,  make   the   colour   ivhich   our  ancient 
pods  called  grideline" 

§  Jnfpeculh  mars  atrafeJet,  dominique Jilentis 

jidnumerzi  populos .- 

Stat.  Theb.  L.  IV.  V.  527, 


"  Too  late  I  fee  thy  fraiidful  face  entire : 
One  half  halfmimics  health;  halfmeans  defire ; 
And,  though  true  youth  and  nature  have  ho  part, 
Yet  paint  enlivens  it,  and  wiles,  and  art ; 
Colours  laid  on  with  a  true  harlot-grace ; 
They  only  (how  themfelves,  and  hide  the  face. 
The  other  half  is  hideous  to  behold, 
Ugly  as  grandame-apes,  and  full  as  old. 
There  time  has  fpent  the  fury  of  his  courfe, 
And  plough'd  and  harrow'd  with  repeated  force  : 
One  blinking  eye  with  fcalding  rheum  fuffus'd, 
A  leg  contracted,  and  an  arm  difus'd; 
An  half-liv'd  emblem,  fit  for  man  to  fee  ; 
An  hemiplegia  of  deformity  ! 

"  But,  princefs,  to  thy  cunning  be  it  known," 
This  emblematic  fide  is  rarely  fhown ; 
Man  would  flart  back  if  wedded  to  the  crone. 
Side-long  it  is  your  cuftom  to  advance, 
Show  the  fair  half,  and  hide  the  foul,  afkance ; 
And,  like  a  vet' ran  tempter,  caft  an  eye 
Of  glancing  blandifhment  in  paffing  by. 

"  By  ftealing  fide-ways  with  a  fiient  pace, 
Man  rarely  fees  the  moral  of  your  face  : 
And  (what's  the  c'ang'rous  frenzy  of  the  whim) 
Concludes,  you've  no  immediate  call  for  him. 
Adjoin  to  this,  your  necromantic  pow'r, 
Contracting  half  an  age  to  half  an  hour. 
Juft  ib  the  cyphers  from  the  unit  fled, 
When  Malicorn  the  demon's  contra cl  read  *. 
The  unit  in  the  foremofl  column  flood, 
And  the  two  cyphers  were  obfcur'd  with  blood  f. 

"  Two  other  miftrefs-arts  you  make  your  own ; 
To  Circe  and  Urgarida  arts  unknown  : 
When  men  look  on  you,  and  your  Heps  furvey, 
You  feem  to  glide  aflant  another  way : 
But  the  firft  moment  they  withdraw  their  eye, 
Swift  you  take  wing,  and  like  a  vulture  fly, 
Which  fnuffs  the  diflant  quarry  in  the  wind, 
And  marks  the  carcafe  fhe  is  fure  to  find. 
The  next  deception  is  more  wondrous  iiill ; 
O  grand  artificer  of  fraud  and  ill ! 
When  the  fick  man  up-lifts  the  falh  t'  inhale 
Th'  enlivening  breezes  of  the  weflern  gale, 
To  match  one  glimpfe  of  eafe  from  flow'ry  fields^ 
And    (fancying)    tafle    the    joy    which    nature 

yields ; 

Far  as  the  landfcape's  verge  admits  his  view, 
He  fees  a  phantom,  and  concludes  it  you. 
A  gleam  of  courage  then  relieves  his  breaft, 
Be  calm  my  foul,  he  cries,  and  take  thy  reft  \  : 
When  at  that  moment,  dreadful  to  relate, 
(For  all  but  he  that  ought  obferve  his  fate), 

*   D.  ofGuife,  a  Tragedy.     Dryden. 

•f*  Ivlaiicorn  ivas  an  aflrologer  advanced  in  yenrs^ 
but,  being  ambitious  of  making  a  great  figure  in  this 
ivorkly  made  over  his  foul  to  Satan,  upon  condition  that 
he  enjoyed  earthly  grandeur  for  1C©  yt'ars  more.  The 
central?  tuas  ivnttcn,  figned  and  fettled  in  Jue  form, 
ivlien  to,  at  the  expiration  of  one  year*,  the  evilfpirit 
entered  Mialicorn 's  chamber, .preceded  by  thunder  and 
lightning,  and  demanded  him  as  his  forfeit.  The  ajtro- 
loger  ivas  exceedingly  terrified,  and, '  after  making  many 
remonfirances,  infilled  on  feeing  the  original  contra ff ; 
but  the  cyphers  in  number  IOO  ivere  ivritten  with  eva~ 
nefceni  ink,  and  the  figure  I  only  remained  legible.  The 
moral  of  this  fiction  is  incomparable.  Sss  Aift  V,  S*\  $* 

%  LUKE  xii,  13. 


THE   VISION   OF   DEATH. 
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The  wife,  the  fon,  the  friend  perceive  thee  ftand 
Behind  his  curtains  with  up-lifted  hand, 
Thee,  real  thee  !  to  drive  the  deadly  dart, 
And  at  one  fudden  ftroke  tranfpierce  the  heart !" 

"  Culprit,  thou  haft  thy  piteous  ftory  told, 
As  trite  as  Priam's  tale,  and  twice  as  old, 
Reply'd  the  Qj_een  :  painters  and  bards,  'tis  true, 
Have  neither  lung  me  right,  nor  juftly  drew : 
I  am  not  the  gaunt  Ipectre  they  devile       [eyes. — 
With   chop  fall'n  mouth,  and  with  extinguilh'd 
Whether  enlighten'd  with  a  heavenly  ray, 
Or  whether  thou  haft  better  gueiV  d  than  they, 
1  lay  not ;  yet  thus  much  I  muft  confefs, 
Thy  knowledge  is  fuperior,  or  thy  guefs. 
I  own  the  fei_n'd  retreat,  th'  oblique  advance, 
The  flight  I  take  unfeen,  th'  illufive  glance, 
The  blandifhments  of  artificial  grace, 
The  found,  the  palfy'd  limbs,  and  double  face. 
All  I  contend  for  (there  the  queftion  lies)  ~) 

Is  this ;  let  men  but  look  through  wifdom's  eyes,  > 
And  death  ne'er  takes  them  by  a  falfe  furprifc.  j 
"   Did  not  thy  Maker,  when  he  gave  thee  birth, 
Create  thee  out  of  periihable  earth  ? 
Where  hot  and  cold,  the  rough,  and  lenient  fight, 
The  hard,  and  foft,  the  heavy,  and  the  light  • 
Whilft  ev'ry  atom  fretted  to  decay 
The  heterogeneous  lump  of  jarring  clay  ? 
Was  not  juft  death  entail'd  on  thee  and  all, 
(Such  the  decree  of  heav'n)  in  Adam's  fall? 
The  parent-plant  receiv'd  a  taint  at  root, 
Hence  the  weak  branches,  hence  the  fickly  fruit. 

"  Thus  with  fpring's  genial  balm  and  funfhine 
The  annual  flow  ret  lifts  its  tender  head,       [fed 
In  fummer  blooming,  and  at  winter  dead ; 
Nay,  if  by  chance  a  lafting  plant  be  found, 
Whofe  roots  pierce  deep  th'  inhofpitable  ground ; 
Whofe  verdant  leaves  (life's  common  autumn  paft) 
Bid  fair  t'  outlive  the  bitter  wintry  blaft, 
And  green  old  age  predicts  a  vernal  (hoot  ;— 
I  lend  my  hand  to  pluck  both  branch  and  root. — 
Man  is  no  more  perennial  than  a  flow'r  ; 
Some  may  live  years,  ibme  months,  and  fome  an 

hour. 

When  firft  thou  gav'ft  the  promife  of  a  man, 
When  th'  embryon-fpeck  of  entity  began, 
Was  not  the  plaftic  atom  at  a  ftrife, 
'Twixt  death  ambiguous  and  a  twilight  life, 
Struggling  with  dubious  (hade  and  dubious  light, ~) 
Like  the  moon's  orb;  whilft  nations  in  affright  > 
Hope  for  new  day,  but  fear  eternal  night  ?         j 

When  motionlefs  the  half-form'd  foetus  lay, 
And  doubtful  life  juft  gleam'd  a  glinim'ring  ray, 
When  nature  bade  the  vital  tide  to  roll, 
I  cloth'd  with  cruft  of  flefh  that  gem  the  foul ; 
JVIy  mortal  dart  th'  immortal  ftream  defil'd, 
And  the  fire's  frailties  flow'd  into  the  child. 
The  very  milk  his  pious  mother  gave 
Turn'd  poifon,  and  but  nurs'd  him  for  the  grave  *. 
In  ev'ry  atom  that,  his  frame  compos'd 
I  weak  to  iirong,  unfound  to  found  oppos'd. 
Cruel,  and  proud  of  a  deputed  reign, 
I  ting'd  the  limpid  ftream  with  gloomy  pain  ; 

*  Coti/iJcr,  0  man,  lu'at  thou  ivert  before  thy  birth, 
•what  t/jou  art  from  thy  birth  to  thy  death,  and  ii-bat 
tku  Jhalt  lie  after  death,  'Thou  ivajl  made  f.f  an  iw- 
purefubjlant?)  and  ilrtbed  $nd  fimriJbrJ  in  ihy  mother's 

Mood.  ST.  AUGUST, 


Nor  yet  contented,  in  the  current  threw 

Difcolour'd  fickneis  of  each  difmal  hue. 

Thus  from  the  fource  which  firft  life's  waters 
gave,. 

Till  their  laft  final  home  the  ocean-grave, 

Infection  blends  itfelf  in  ev'ry  wave  -. 

Marafmus    atrophy,  the  gout,  and  ftone  ; 

Fru'ts  of  our  parent's  folly,  and  our  own  ! 
'  To  live  in  health  and  eafe  you  idly  feign ; 

Man's  fprightlieft  days  are  intermitting  pain. 

Changing  for  worfe,  and  never  warn'd  by  ill, 

Stil  the  fame  bait,  the  fame  deception  ftill! 

Youth  has  new  times  for  change,  and  may  com-. 

Age  ventures  all  upon  a  lofing  hand.  [mand; 

The  liberty  you  boaft  of  is  a  cheat : 

Licentioufnefs  lurks  under  the  deceit. 

Plenty  of  means  you  have   and  pow'r  to  choofe  ; 

Yet  ftill  you  take  the  bad,  the  good  refufe. 

The  freedom  of  the  tempefts  vou    njoy, 

Born  to  o'erturn,  and  br  athing  to  dcftroy. 

Thefe  injure  not  themfelves    the  reas'ning  elf 

Injures  alike  both  others  and  himfelf. 

Sour'd  in  h  s  livelieft  hours,  infirm  when  iirong. 

Unfure  at  fafcft,  and  but  fhort  when  long. 

"  Haft   thou  with   anxious  care    and    ftridleft 
thought 

Made  that  nice  eftimate  of  time  you  ought  ? 

Time,    like    the    precious    di'niond,    ihould   be 

weigh'd : 
Caracas,  not  pounds,  muft  in  the  fcale  be  laid. 

Know'ft  thou  the  value  of  a  year,  a  day, 

An  hour,  a  moment,  idly  thrown  away  ? 

Then  had  thy  life  been  bleffedly  emplpy'd, 

And  all  thy  minutes  fenfibly  enjoy'd  ! 

What  are  they  now,  and  whither  are  they  flown  ? 

Th'  immortal   pain  fubfifls,  the  mortal  pleafure's 

gone  ! 

Canft  thou  recall  them  ? — Impotent  and  vain ! 
Or  have  they  promis'd  to  return  again  ? 
Call  <  if  thou  canft)  the  winged  arrow  back, 
Which  lately  cut  through  air  its  viewlefs  track; 
Or  bid  the  cataract  afcend  its  fource,         [courfe; 
Which  pour'd   from  Alpine  heights  its   furious 
Ah  no-— 'lime's  vanifh'd !  and  you  only  find 
A  cold,  unfatisfying  fcent  behind  ! 

"  Foe  to  delays,  ceconomift  of  time, 
Thrice  happy  Titus,  virtuous  in  thy  prime  ! 
In  whom  the  noon-day — or  the  fetting  fun 
Ne'er  faw  a  work  of  goodnefs  left  undone.— 
Old  age  compounds,  or  (more  provoking  yet) 
Sends1  a  fmall  gift,  when  heav'n  expe6ts  the  debt. 
Bring  not  the  leavings  of  thy  faint  defires 
To  Him  who  gives  the  beft,  and  beft  requires; 
Man  mocks  his  Maker,  and  derides  his  law  : 
Satan  has  the  full  ears,  and  God  the  ftraw. 

"  Behold  the  wretch,  who  long  has  health  en 
joy'd, 

With  gold  unfated,  and  with  pow'r  uncloy'd ; 
Saimoneus-like,  to  fancy'd  grcatnefs  rais'd, 
With  flaves  furrounded,  and  by  fiatt'rers  prais'd; 
See  him  againfl  his  nature  vainly  ftrive, 
The  bufieft,  perteft,  proudeft  thing  alive ! 
f  As  if  beyond  the  patr-archal  date 
Exceptive  mercy  had  prolong  d  his  fate). 
When  lo,  behind  the  variegated  cloud, 
En  wrapt  in  mifts,     nd  mi'.riied  in  a  fhrowd, 
The  diifolution  of  old  age  comes  on, 
Gouts,  paliies,  afthjnas,  jaundice,  and  the  ftonc ; 
3  *  "ij 


THE    WORKS    OF   HARTE. 


An  hungry,  nicrcilefs,  infatiate  band, 
Eag.2r  as  Croats  for  death's  laft  command  .l 
Which  ftili  repeat  .their  mercenary  flrain,  • 
Lead  us,  to  add  the  living  to  the  flain.         [well : 

"  Then  mark  the  worldling,  and  explore  him 
His  grief,  his  fname,  and  felf-convidlion  tell ; 
Weak  were  my  joys,  he  cries,  and  fhort  their  flay  : 
Pride  mark'd  the  race,  and  folly  pick'd  the  way. 
Can  1  revoke  my  mifdire&ed  pov/'r  ?          [hour  ? 
Where's  my  loft  hope,   and  where  the  vanifh'd 
Curft  be  that  grcatnefs  which  blind  fortune  lent ; 
Curft  be  that  wealth  which  fprung  not  from  con 
tent  1 

Still,  fliil,  my  confcious  memory  prevails  ; 
And  underftanding  paints  where  mem'ry  fails ! 

"  Allow  me  next  with  confidence  to  fay, 
(As  fafely  with  the  ftricteft  truth  I  may  ;} 
Why  doft  thou,  ideot,  fenfeleisly  complain, 
(Fond  of  more  life,  and  covetous  of  pain,) 
That  I,  a  tyrant,  feize  thee  by  furprize  ? — 
Flames,  as  fhe  fpoke,  fhot  fiafhing  from  her  eyes. 
Dotard !  I  gave  the  warning  ev'ry  hour ; 
Announc'd  my  prefence,  and  proclaim'cl  my  pow'r. 
One  only  buftnefsin  ihe  world  was  thine, 
Born  but  to  die  !  T'  exa&  the  payment  mine. 
If,  atbeift-like,  you  blame  the  juft  decree, 
Attack  thy  maker,  but  exculpate  me  ! 
Mortality's  coeval  with  thy  breath  ; 
Life  is  a  chain  of  links  which  lead  to  death. 
Sleep— wake — run — creep — alike    to    death   you 

move ; 

Death's  in  thy  meat,  thy  wine,  thy  fleep,  thy  love. 
Know'ft  thou  not  me,  my  warnings,  and  alarms? 
Thou  who  fo  oft  haft  fiumber' d  in  my  arms ! 
Tor  ever  feeing,  canfl  thou  nought  defcry  ? 
»I)cad  ev'ry  night,  and  yet  untaught  to  die  ? 

"  How  dar'ft  thou  give  thy  impious  murmurs 
Thyfelf  a  breathing,  fpeaking  monument  ?   [ventj 


No  death  is  fudden  to  a  wretch  like  thee; 
The  emblem  of  his  own  mortality ! 
Above,  beneath,  within  thee,  and  without, 
All  things  forelhow   the   flroke,    and   clear  the 
The  very  apoplex,  thy  fwifteft  foe,  [doubt- 

Forewarns  his  coming;  and  approaches  flow  ; 
Sudden  confufions  interrupt  thy  brain  ,          [pain; 
Swift  through  thy  temples  {hoots  the   previous 
Sufpicion  follows,  and  mifgiving  fear.-— 
Death  always  fpeaks,  if  man  would  ftrive  to  hear. 

"  Acquit  me  then  of  fraudulent  furprize  : 
Leave  fophiftry  to  wits;  be  truly  wife; 
For,  as  the  cedar  falls,  it  ever  lies    ! 
Start  not  at  what  we  call  our  lateft  breath ; 
The  morning  of  man's  real  life  is  death  f." 

So  fpake  the  pow'r,  who  never  felt  controul. 
Fear  fmote  my  heart,  and  confcience  ilung  my 

foul ; 

Rcmorfe,  vexation,  fhame,  and  anger  ftrive.— 
I  wak'd: — and  (to  my  joy)  I  wak'd  alive. 
Never  was  human  tranfport  more  fincere  ;— — 
And  the  boil  men  may  find  inftrucHon  here,. 


MORAL. 

WHO  puts  off  death  to  the  laft  moments  driv'c, 
Is  near  the  grave,  but  very  far  from  heav'n  f. 
He  who  repents,  and  gain?  the  wifh'd  reprieves 
Was  fit  to  die,  and  is  more  fit  to  live. 
Choofe  a  good  convoy  in  an  hoftile  courfe  ; 
Right  forefight  rever  makes  a  danger  worfe« 


*  ECCLES.  xi.  3. 

4-  i  -  Sterile*- iraiifwi/Ttmus  annos ; 

Hac  a,"vi  mihi  prima  u&t :   ha;c  limina  •uiLv. 

STAT.  Sylv.  L.  4, 
\  A  faying  of  pious  Jenmy  'Taylor, 


THE   COURTIER   AND   PRINCE: 


A    FABLE. 


Put  not  your  truft  in  princes,  nor  in  the  fon  of 
mau,  in  whom  there  is  no  help. 

PSALM  cxlvi.  3. 

Now  behold,  thou  trufteft  upon  the  ftaff  of  a 
bruifed  reed— on  which  if  a  man  lean,  it  will  go 
through  his  hand  and  pierce  it :  fo  is  Pharaoh, 
king  of  Egypt,  unto  all  that  truft  in  hini. 

2  KI^GS,  xviii.  21. 

\V'TR  diffidence,  O  mufe,  a*vake  the  ftring; 
Proba  *,  herfelf  a  mufe,  commands  to  fmg : 

'*  A  Roman  young  lady  of  quality  and  a  Cbrijlian 
convert  She  after-wards  married  Adelpbus,  ivho  ivas 
a  firoconf  in  the  reign  of  Honor ius  and  The<jdofiusjun. 
Sbe  •  >n  £  .'  ri  bijlory  of  the  Old  and  New  Tejlament 
|«  *verfe.  Her  epitapL  on  her  hujband  is  much  admired. 
$oth pieces  toete  printed  at  Francfort  ; »  I  <4I. 

Hsr  name  at  lertgio  ivas  Proba  falfria  falconia. 


Diveft  thyfelf  of  thy  pretended  bays,  [lays  t 

And  crown'd  with  fh.ort-liv'd  ilow'rs  prcfcnt  thy 
From  female  archives  ftol'n,  a  tale  dilclofe, 
Vei if  tortur'd  into  rhymes  from  honeft  profe. 
Short  fables  may  with  double  grace  be  told  ; 
So  fmalleft  glaffes  fweeteft  effence  hold. 

Antonia  fomewhere  *  does  a  tale  report, 
Of  no  fmall  ufe  to  rifmg  men  at  court : 
(Who  feek  promotion  in  the  worldly  road, 
And  make  their  titles  and  their  wealth  their  god)  ; 
Antonia!  who  the  hermit's  fiery  fram'df: 

A  tale   to  profe-men  known  },  by  verfe-men 
fam'd  jj . 


*   Traitefur  la  pietefolide.     Epit.  XX.  far 
Antoinette  de  Bourignon. 

•j-  Epit.  de  Boiirivnon.    Partie  Secondc^  Epit.  XVJi 
\  L'r.  I- -Atr\dS  "Parable  of  the  fii^rita. 
|  Parnelle'j'  He 
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A  courtier  of  the  lucky  thriving  fort, 
Rofe  like  a  meteor,  and  eclips'd  the  court ; 
By  chance  or  cunning  ev'ry  ftorm  outbraves : 
Topmoil  he   rode,  midft  flioals  of  fools   and 
knaves, 


Health  join'd  her  opium  to  delude  the  mindf  ; 
Whilft  f  ride  was  gratify 'd  in  ev'ry  view, 
And  pow'r  had  fcarce  an  obje«3:  to  purfue;  ' 
Cramm'd  to  the  throat  with  happinefs  and  eafe, 
Till  nature's  fclf  could  do  no  more  to  pleafe.— — 
Vain-glorious  mortal,  to  profufion  bleft ! 
And  aimoft  by  profperity  diilreft ! 
Whim  poets,  the  woril  pandarsof  the  age, 
Hymn'd  his  no-virtues  in  each  fiatt'ring  page ; 
True  parafitic  plants  J,  which  only  grow 
Upon  their  patron-trees,  like  mifl'eito  : 
So  pella-mountain  on  the  flax  appears, 
And  thyme,  th'  epithimy§,  (her  baftard)  rears; 
Juft  fo  th'  agaric  from  the  larix  fprings, 
And  fay'rites  fatten  on  perfpiring*  kings. — 
More  might  be  faid;  but  this  we  leave  untold, 
That  better  things  their  proper  place  may  hold. 

Our  mirror  of  good  luck,  whom  Chance  had 

claim'd 

As  her  own  offspring,  was  Amariel  nara'd. 
At  his  firft  horofcopc  the  goddefs  fmil'd, 
And  wrapp'd  in  her  own  mantle  her  own  child ; 
Then,  as  a  wit  upon  th'  occafion  faid 
(Not  lefsa  wit,  we  hope,  for  being  dead), 
"  Gave  him  her  bleffing,  put  him  in  a  way, 

;p  the  farce,  and  iatigh'd  at  her  own  play." 

Fortune,  the  miftrefs  of  the  young  and  bold, 
Efpims'd  him  early,  but  carefs'd  him  old; 
Duteous  and  faithful  as  an  Indian  wife, 
She  made  appearance  to  be  true  for  life : 

*  The  tenth  it>avet  "when  rivers  arefivollen  byjioods^ 
or  agitated  by  Jlormt,  'u  called  in  fame  parts  of  England 
an  eygre.  iSWDKYDEN's  Threnod.  Augufl. 

f  Prof  heroes  health  anJ  uninterrupted  eafe  are  often 
tie  occafion  of fome  fatal  misfortunes.  Thus  a  long  peace 
mahs  men  unguarded,  and fomctimes  unmindful,  in  mat 
ters  ofivar:  It  being  obferved,  that  the  mojlfignal  over 
throw  is  ufually  given  us,  'when  an  unexpected  znany 
furprifeth  us  in  the  deepjlesp  of  peace  and fecurity ." 
ST.  GREGOR.  the  Great. 

\  Parafilical  plants ,  according  to  the  lang-i-i!^  of 
liiianijls,  ivill  not  groiv  in  the  common  matrix  of  the 
ejrtij ;  but  their  feeds,  being  difperfid  by  ivinds,  take  root 
in  the  excrementitious  parts  of  a  decayed  tree,  or  arife  as 
an  excrescence  from  the  exfudatipns  of  fame  tree  or  plant. 
'Thus  the  dodder  (cnfcuta)  formerly  called  pella-moun- 
tain,groivs  ufually  on  flax  ;  and  therefore  the  Italian 
fc.jf.att  calls  it  podagra  dilinio. 

§  The  Arabians  and  Italians  (imitating  the  Greek 
tuord  foftftjfuevj  call  this  adfdiitious  plant  elitimo 
and  epithimio  ;  but  very  feiv  of  our  Englijh  bnian'ifls 
make  mcniirn  of  it.  As  far  as  I  have  hitherto  feen, 
enly  one  of  our  htrbalifls  has  touched  upon  it,  namely 
Pttcr  Tr  ever  is,  ivhojlwiri/hed  about  the  reign  of  Henry 
fll.  He  calls  it  epithimy.  For  ?ny  oivn  part,  not 
taring  to  nvent  new  ivords  in  poetry,  I  have  thought 
proper  to  retain  the  luordivhich  be  (Tre'vcrisj  has  tfjlif, 
as  :!  ;s  tv-:. '-founding)  and  not  intlegunt* 


And  kept  her  love  alive  and  lilce  to  laft, 
Beyond  the  date  her  Pompcy  was  difgrac'd. 
But  nothing  certain  (as  the  wife  man  *  found) 
Is  to  be  deetn'd  on  fubluriary  ground. 

Join'd  to  good  fortune,  'twas  our  courtier's  lot 
To  ftrve  a  prince  who  ne'er  his  friends  forgot : 
Humane,  difcreet,  compaffionate,  and  brave; 
Not  milder  when  he  lov'd,  than  when  forgave. 
Gen'rous  cf  prornife,  punctual  in  the  deed ; 
GracM  with   more  candor  than  moil  monarch? 
A  milkinefs  of  bipod  his  heart  poffefs'd ; 
With    grief   he    punifh'd,    and  With    tranfport 
blciV'df. 

As  noblcft  metals  are  mofl  dudile  found, 
Great  fouls  with  mild  compailion  moft  abound. 
The  golden  dye  with  foft  complacence  takes 
Each  i peaking  lineament  th'  engraver  makes, 
And  wear?  a  faithful  image  for  mankind, 
True  to  the  features,  truer  to  the  mind  : 
Whilft  flubborn  iron  (like  a  barren  foil 
To  lab'ring  hinds)  eludes  the  artift's  toil; 
To  ev'ry  itroke  ungrateful  and  unjuft, 
Cf-rrodes  itfelf,  or  hardens  into  rull. 

riood-nature,  in  the  language  from  above  {, 
L  univerfal  chanty  and  love  : 
Patient  of  vvrongs,  and  enemy  to  flrife  ; 
Bafis  of  virtue,  and  the  ftaff  of  liic ! 
Whilft  av'rice,  private  cenfijre,  public  rage, 
Are  th'  olci  man's,  hobby-horfe,  and  crutch  of  age. 
Party  conducts  us  to  the  meaneft  ends; 
Party  made  Herod  and  a  Pilate  friends  §. 

Scorn'd  be  the  bard,  and  banifh'd  ev'n  froin 

fchools, 

Who  firft  immortaliz'd  man-killing  fools  ; 
Blockheads  in  council,  bloody  in  command  : 
Warriors — not  of  the  head,  but  pf  the  hand; 
True  brethren  of  the  iroii-patcd  Swede  jj  : 
They  fight  like  Ajax,  and  like  Ajax  read. 

Of  all  the  great  and  harmlefs  things  below, 
Only  an  elephant  is  truly  fo. 

(Thus  writes  a  wit  <!>  v/dl-kno'.vn  a  ccnt'ry  paft  ; 
Forgotten  now  ;  yet  ftill  his  fame  fl-iall  laft). 
Kings  have  their  follies;  flatefmen  have  their" 

arts; 
Wealth  fpoils  the  great ;  beauty  enfnarcs  our 

1  ,'.:'.rts; 

/Vnd  wits  are  doubly  dup'd  by  having  parts. 
iSome  have  ten  times  the  parts  they  ought  to  ufe  j 
"  A  great  wit's  grea^eft  work  is  to  refufe  }  !" 
Never,  O  bards,  the  warning  voice  defpife;— 
To  add  is  dang'rous,  to  retrench  is  wife. 
Poets,  inftead  of  faying  what  they  could, 
Muft  only  fay  the  very  thing  they  fhculd. 
Tills  mighty  ETPHKA  rcferv'd  for  few, 
Virgil  and  Boileau,  Pope  and  Dryden  knew. 

(Thus  by  the  way.)    Now,  Muie,  rcfume  thy 

courfe; 
There  is  no  wand'rer  like  the  poet's  horfe : 


'if  Sirach. 

f  "  Qountifultieft  is  a  iroft  beautiful garden,  and mer- 
•    'b  for  ever."  ECCJLUS. 

|   E^oxiac.     MATTH.  ii.  14. 
§  IJUKK  xxii.  12. 

j|    Dsmir-bafi,  or  iron-beaded :  A  name  given  by  the 
Turks  to  Charles  XII.  of  Sweden . 

\  Dr.  Donne's  Letters  in Profe,l2Tl\O,  Lond.  1591. 
4-  Sir  John  Birkiihead's  EpijUf  to  Carter rgbf,  1658, 
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Who  quits  the  folid  road,  and  well-beat  lanes,    "} 
(Sick  of  his  track,  and  punifh'd  for  his  pains),   > 
To  mimic  galloping  on  green-fwarth  plains.        j 
So,  in  the  daily  work  fhe  labours  at, 
The  f  wallow  toils,  and  rifes  with  a  gnat.  — 

It  chanc'd  as  through  his  groves  our  monarch 

ftray'd, 

T'  enjoy  the  coolnefs  of  a  fummer  fhade, 
Wrapt  up  in  virtuous  fchemes  of  means  and  ends, 
To  reconcile  his  foes  or  blefs  his  friends, 
He  ipy'd  a  figure,  which  by  ihape  he  knew, 
In  a  lone  grotto  half-conceal'd  from  view  ; 
Thither  the  prudent  wanderer  had  retir'd, 
As  modefty  and  well-bred  fenfe  requir'd  : 
Studious  of  manners,  fearful  to  intrude 
On  precious  hours  of  royal  folitude. 

Arnariel,  cry'd  the  Prince,  I  know  thee  well, 
Invelop'd  in  the  umbrage  of  a  cell  : 
I  like  thy  modefty,  with  manners  fraught  ; 
But,  as  my  fpirits  aflc  a  p'aufe  from  thought, 
Walk  with  thy  matter,  and  with  him  inhale 
The  cooling  freihnefs  of  the  weftern  gale. 

Amaricl,  added  he,  and  gently  fmil'd, 
This  grove's  my  kingdom,  and  each  tree  my  child  : 
(Forgive  the  vanity,  which  thus  compares 
Myfelf  to  Cyrus,  and  his  rural  cares)  *•; 
My  ready  pencil  iketch'd  the  firft  defign, 
Thefe  eyes  adjufled  ev'ry  fpace  and  line  ; 
Thefe  hands  have  fixt  th'  inoculated  fhoots, 
Train'd  the  loofe  branches,  and  reform'd  the  roots. 
Happy  the  monarch  of  the  town  and  field, 
Where  vice  to  laws,  and  weeds  to  culture  yield  ! 

My  human  realms  a  ten-fold  care  demand  ; 
Reluctant  is  the  ilaple  f  of  the  land  : 
Sour  are  the  juices,  churlifh  is  the  foil, 
Of  rule  impatient,  and  averfe  to  toil. 
In  vain  I  cheriih,  and  in  vain  replace  ;  [face. 

Th*  ungrateful  branch  flies  back,  and  wounds  my 
Courtiers  are  like  th'  hyena,  never  tame  ; 
No  bounties  fix  them,  and  no  arts  reclaim  : 
Frontlefs  they  run  the  muck  J  through  thick  and 

thin; 

Not  poorer,  if  they  lofe  ;  —  and  they  may  win. 
Patriots  of  their  own  iut'reft,  right  or  wrong  : 
Foes  to  the  feeble,  flatt'rers  to  the  ftrong. 
Stiff  complaifance  thro'  their  beft  homage  fpreads, 
So  turn-foles§  court  the  fun  with  'wry-neck'd 

.    hcadi. 

True  as  a  dial,  when  their  patrons  fhine  ; 
But  blank,  if  the  faid  patrons  pow'r  refign. 
Like  good  Sir  Martin  j|  ,  when  he  loft  his  man, 
They  grieve—  and  get  another  as  they  can. 
Yet,  (though  fmall  real  comfort  is  enjoy'd 
Where  man  the  ruler  is,  and  men  employ'd), 
Of  all  my  friends  and  fervants,  you  alone 
Have  pleas'd  me  beft,  and  moft  reliev'd  the  throne. 


*  XENOPHONT.  Qecwunic.  C.  iv.  \2?c. 

•j-  'The  jiafie  of  the  foil,  in  a  bujlandry-fenfe,  is  the 
vpper  earth,  -which  lies  ivithin  the  reach  of  the  plough 
und  influence  of  the  atmofphere. 

'Thus  ive  call  ivoot,  ivith  relation  to  England,  a 
ftaple  commodity. 

\   Dry  dens  Hind  and  Panther. 

§  'J'Lt'  Heliotrope,  orfiin-floivtr^  called  by  the  Ita 
lians^  orologio  dei  cortegiani. 

|!  Sir  Met  tin  Marr-all^  in  a  comedy  of  Dry  din  s 
w;  iting, 


Whatever  then  my  bounty  can  provide  * 
Whatever  by  my  friendfhip  be  fupply'd; 
As  far  as  faith  can  bind,  or  ipeech  can  fay, 
Alk,  and  I  meet  thy  wifhes  half  the  way. 

The  fervant  bow'd,  and  gratkude  exprefs'd; 
Such  gratitude  as  dwells  in  courtier's  breaft : 
Pleas'd  to  the  height  of  tranfport  he  retir'd ; 
His  fears  were  calm'd,  and  his  ambition  fir'd. 
Unhappy  man,  in  both  his  objedls  wrong; 
The  weak  he  trufted,  and  forgot  the  ftrong ! 

Six  years  were  paft,  when  lo,  by  flow  degrees, 
A  fever  did  his  limbs  and  fpirits  fcize : 
Advancing  gently,  no  alarm  it  makes, 
(Like  murd'ring   Indians    gliding    through    the 

brakes :) 

But,  having  mark'd  her  fure  approaches  well, 
She  ftorms,  and  nothing  can  her  force  repell. 
Inftant,  a  liquid  fire  inflames  the  blood, 
Whilft  fpafms  impede' the  felf-refining  flood: 
fetechial  fpots  th'  approach  of  death  proclaim, 
Redd'ning  like  comets  with  vindictive  flame ; 
Whilft  wand'ring  talk,  and  moppings  wild,  pre- 

fage 

Moon-ftruck  illufion,  and  conclude  in  rage. 
Inevitable  death  alarms  the  heart ; 
Nature  ftands  by,  and  bids  her  aim  the  dart. 

The  fick  man,  ftupify'd  with  fear  and  woe, 
Had  hardly  words  to  fpeak,  or  tears  to  flow  ; 
At  length  in  broken  founds  was  heard  to  cry, 
Grant  me  to  fee  my  mafter,  ere  I  die. 
The  mafter  came      Ah,  prince,  Amariel  faid. 
Now  keep  thy  promife,  and  extend  thy  aid; 
Unfurl  my  tangled  thread  of  human  breath, 
And  call  me  back  one  year,  before  my  death. 

The  prince  (for  he  was  wife,  and  good  withall)* 
Stood  like  a  ilatue,  mortiz'd  to  the  wall: 
At  length,  recov'ring  from  amazement,  broke 
An  awful  filence,  and  thus  gravely  fpoke  : 
Amariel,  fure  thy  pangs  difturb  thy  brain : 
The  boon  you  aflc  is  blafphemous  and  vain  : 
Am  I  a  god,  to  alter  death's  decree  ? 
That's  the  prerogative  of  heav'n,  not  me  ! 

Then,  cried  Amariel,  with  a  hafty  tone, 
Gain  me  a  week,  three  days,  or  gain  me  one. 

Impoffible  again  !  the  prince  reply'd  ; 
Sure  thy  difeale  to  madneis  is  ally'd: 
Alk  me  for  riches — freely  I  refign 
A  third  or  half,  and  bid  thee  make  them  thine. 
Whate'er  the  world  can  human  greatnefs  call, 
Pow'r,  rank,  grants,  titles,  I'll  bellow  them  all. 
Then  die  in  peace,  or  with  contentment  live, 
Nor  afk  a  gift  no  mortal  pow'r  can  give. 

With  eyes  that  flaih'd  with  eagernefs  and  fire 
The  fick  man  then  propos'd  a  new  defire : 
"  As  deaths  dread  tyranny  has  no  controul, 
"  Can  you  enfure  the  fafety  of  my  foul  ?" 
Anxious  and  doubtful  for  my  future  ftate, 
I  read  the  danger,  but  1  read  too  late. 
The  prince  flood  mute  ;  compafiion  and  amaze 
Tore  his  divided  heart  ten  thoufand  ways  : 
And,  having  rightly  weigh'd  the  fick  man's  pray'r. 
Thus  he  replied  in  forrow  and  defpair  : 

"  Salvation  of  the  foul  by  grace  is  giv'n ; 
"  Unalienable  is  the  grace  of  Heav'n. 
"  I  tremble  at  the  raih  requeft  you  make, 
"  Which  is  not  mine  to  grant,  or  yours  to  take.'\ 

Amariel  then,  with  difappointment  fpent, 
Turn'd  from  hi*  prince  in  mournful 
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And,  lifting  up  to  heav'n  his  hands  and  eyes, 
Thus  in  a  flood  of  tears  obtefts   the  fides : 

"  Wretch  that  I  am,  unworthy  of  my  breath  ; 
"  Deceiv'd  when  living,  and  deceiv'd  in  death  ! 
"  Why  did  1  wafte  my  ftrength,  my  cares,  my 
fame 

"  To  ferve  a  mafter mafter  but  in  name  ? 

"  An  ethnic  idol,  for  delufion  made ; 
"   Eyes  without  fight,  protection  without  aid  ? 
"  Unable  to  beftow  the  good  we  want, 
**  And  ready,  what  avails  us  not,  to  grant ! 
"  Deceitful,  impotent,  unufeful  pow'r  ; 
"  Which  can  give  di'monds,  but  not  give  an  hour ! 
tc  At  Rimmon's  flirine  no  longer  will  I  bow, 
"   But  thus  to  th'  all-pow'rful  King  addrefs  my 
"  vow : 

"  O  thou,  the  only  great,  and  good,  and  wife, 
"  Ruler  of  earth,  and  monarch  of  the  fkies  ; 
"  Thou  whom  th'  intents  of  virtuous  actionspleafe ; 
"  Whofe   laws   are  freedom,  and  whofe  fervice 

"  eafe*: 

"  Whofe  mercy  waits  th'  offender  to  the  grave, 
"  Willing  to  hear  ;  omnipotent  to  fave  ! 
"  Who  ne'er  forgot  one  meritorious  deed, 
*'  Nor  left  a  fervant  in  the  hour  of  need. 
"  To  mercy  and  to  equity  inclin'd  ; 
**  Who  mind' ft  the  heart  and  tenor  of  the  mind  f. 
"  Forgive  my  error,  and  my  life  reftore  ; 
"  Thee  will  1  ferve  alone,  and  thee  adore ! 
"  Farewell  earth's  deities  and  idols  all ! 
"  Moloch  and  Mammon,  Chion  } ,  Dagon,  Baal : 
«'  Whofe  Chemarims  §  tread  their  fantaftic  rounds 
*'  O'er  Aven's  |j  plains,  and  dance  to  Tyrian  founds. 

"  Hence  falfe  Aftarte  *[,  who  the  world  fuborns ; 
"  Life's  lambent  meteor  glifl'ring  round  her  horns. 
"  Let  Thammuz  moan  his  felf  inflicted  pain, 
"  And  Sidcn's  ftream  run  purple  to  the  main. 

"  No  ftar  of  Remphan  **  fhall  attract  my  fight, 
"  Shorn  of  its  beams,  and  gleaning  fickly  light : 
*'  Malignant  orb!  which  tempts  bewilder'd  i'wains 
'"  To  gulfs,  to  quickfands,    and  wafte    tracklefs 

"  plains ! 

"  By  thee  the  falfe  Achitophel  was  led ;       [bed. 
"  And  Hainan  -f-f  dy'd  aloft,  and  made  a  cloud  his 

"  From   worldly  hopes  and  falfe    dependance 

"  freed, 

«  I'llfeek  no  fafety  from  a.fplinter'd  reed; 
«'  Which  caufes  thofe  to  fall,  who  wifh  to  ftand  ; 
*'  Or,  if  it  aids  the  fteps,  gangrenes  the  hand  jj:. 

"  How  vain  is  all  the  chemic  wealth  of  pow'r  ! 
"  Sought  for  an  age,  and  fquander'd  in  an  hour ; 
"  Full  late  we  learn,  in  ficknefs,  pains,  and  woe, 
"  What  in  high  health  'twas  poflible  to  know. 

*  Idicerofer-uifumus,  ut  liberi  ejfc  pojfimu$. 

CICERO. 

f  Bijhop  Jer.  Taylor. 

\  Clmin ^probably  from  KTnN.'  ^u.tfnotAnubis. 
See  alfo  AMOS  v.  26.  I  KINGS  xi.  32. 

§  For  the  Chemarims  of  13aalfieli.OSEA  X.  5.  in 
Marg.  2  KINGS,  xxiii.  5. 

"I)  Alien.  HOSE  A  X.  8.  Plains  of  Aven.  AMOS 
»•  5- 

f  Perhaps  tie  fame  as  AJlarrtb,  or  J^ntis,  the 
(SeJdefs  of  the  Sidonians. 

**  ACTS  viii.  43. 
ESTHER  vii.  9. 
ISAIAH  xxxvi.  6, 


"  Two  ages  may  have  two  Elifhas  feen ; 
"  Groups  of  Gehazis  *  choke  the  fpace  between  : 
"  Who  live  unthinking  and  obdurate  die, 
"  Nor  heed  their  own  or  children's  leprofy  f. 
"  Sin-born  and  blind !  Who  change,  proteft,  and 

"  fwear, 

"  With  the  fame  eafe  they  draw  the  vital  air. 
"  Proud  of  the  wit,  and  heedlefs  of  the  fin, 
"  They  ftrip,  and  fell  the  Chriftian  to  the  fkin  $. 
"  Charms  irrefiftible  the  dupes  behold 
"  In  vineyards,  farms,  and  all  compelling  gold. 
"  Others  (ftiil  weaker)  fet  their  truth  to*~fale 
"  For  a  mere  found,  and  cut  of  heav'n's  entail : 
"  Whilft  he,  who  never  fails  his  imps,  fupplies 

"  Prompt  treachery,  and  frefh  created  lies. 

"  Time-lervers  are  at  ev'ry  man's  command 
**  For  loaves  and  fifh  on  Dalmanthua's  ftrand  §." 

He  fpoke  :  And,  with  a  flood  of  tears  opprefs'd 
Gave  anguifh  vent,  and  felt  a  moment's  reft. 
Heav'n  with  compaffion  heard   the.   fick  man 

grieve  ; 

And  Hezekiah  gain'd  the  wifli'd  reprive  ||.~ 
Once  more  his  blood  with  equal  pulfes  flow'd 
And  health's  contentment  on  his  vifage  glow'd- 
Places  and  honours  he  with  joy  refign'd ; 
(  Peace-offerings  to  procure  a  tranquil  mind  ^  !) 
Gave  all  his  riches  to  the  fick  and  poor, 
And  made  one  patriarch-farm  his  only  ftore. 
To  groves  and  brooks  our  new  Elijah  ran, 
Far  from  the  monfter  world,  and  traitor  man. 
Thus  he  furviv'd  the  tempeft  of  the  day, 
And  ev'ning  funfhine  fhot  a  glorious  ray. 
Difeafes,  ficknefs,   difappointments,  forrow, 
All  lend  us  comfort,  whilft  they  feem  to  borrow. 

Here  I  might  paint  him  in  a  life  retired, 
Ennobled  by  the  virtues  he  acquir'd ; 
But  the  true  tranfports  of  the  wife  and  good 
Are  beft  by  implication  underftood  ; 
Except   the  mufe  with  Dryden's  itrength  could 

foar : 

Me,  humble  prudence  whifpers  **  to  give  o'er. 
A  fufe  retreat ;  plann'd  and  perform'd  with  care ; 
Stands  for  a  vict'ry  in  poetic  war. 
So  when  the  warbling  lark  has  mounted  high 
With  up-right  flight,  and  gain'd  upon  the  Iky, 
Grown   giddy,    Ihe   contracts    her    flick'ring- 

wings : 

Thrids  her  defcending  courfe  in  fpiral  rings, 
LefPning  her   voice ;  but   to  the   ground   file 

fings : 

Refolving,  on  a  more  aufpicious  day, 
Higher  to  mount,  and  chaunt  a  better  lay  f  f . 


*  2  KINGS  v.  20. 
f  Ibid.  ult. 

\  "  They  pull  off  the  robe  tvlth  the  garment"  MIC. 
ii.  8. 

§  MARK  viii.  10. 
||   2  KINGS  xx. 
f    Tranquil  mind.      SHAKES. 
*    Me,  mea  Calliope,  euro,  leviore  vagantemt 
"Jam  rei'OCaty  parvoque jubet  decurrare  ^yro, 

CoLUM.EL.de  Hortis,  L.  IO. 
ff  nojlra  fatifcit, 

Laxatnrq.    clielys  :   vir/s  injligat,  alitq. 
Temfcjiiva  Cities  ;  major poji  otia  virtus. 

SYLV,  L.  4. 
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THE   WORKS   OF    HARTE. 


How  few  can  flill  their  readers  mind  engage  ? — 
One' Pope  is  the  How  child-birth  of 'one  age. 
Others  write  verfes,  bu.t-il>ey  write  unbleil  ; 
Some  few  good  lines  {land  'fponfers  for  the  reft  : 
They  mifs  wit's  depth,  and  on  the  furface  ikim; 
(He  who  feeke  pearls,  mull  dive3as  well  asfwirn.) 

Bad  bards,  worfe  critics Thus  we  multiply 

Poems  and  rules,  but  write  no  poetry. 

Ev'n  Pope,  like  Charlemagne,  wi:h  all  his  fire 

Made  Palladium but  not  an  hoft  entire  *. 

Far  as  its  pow'rs  could  go,  thy  genius  went : 
Good  fenfe  flill  kept  thie  in  thy  own  extent  |. 

*  An  anfiaer  made  ly  Boccace,  ivhen  it  ivc. 
fo  him,  tbat  fame  of  his  novels  hud  not  fbefpirit  oj  ihe 
rejl. 

f  AmoKgjl  Mr.  Pope  s  great  intelleclital  abilities) 
good  fenfe  ivas  his  mofl  dijlingui/bing  character  :  for  be 
tntiu  precifely,  and  as  it  icere  by  a  fort  of  'intuition ,  ivbat 
be  had  potver  to  do,  and  tuhal  he  could  not  do. 

He  often  itfed  to  fay,  tbat  for  ten  years  together  he 
Jirmly  refijled  the  importunity  of  friends and  Jlattcrfrs, 
ivhen  theyfolicited  him  to  undertake  a  tra:-J!aiion  of  Vir 
gil  after  Dry  den.  Nor  did  he  ever  mijlake  the  extent  <y[ 
£>is  talents ,  but  in  tbefolloiuinv  trivial  inftance  ;  and  iLat 
•was*  ivhen  be  ivrii  his  (Jdeto  Miific  on  St.  Cecilia's  day, 
induced  perhaps  by  a  fecret  ambition  of  rivalling  the  in 
imitable  Dryden.  In  ivhhb  cafe,  if  he  hath  not  exceeded 
tie  original  (for  there  is  alivays  Jofne  advantage  in 


Rare   wifdom !     both   t'    enjoy   and    knew   thy 

ftore  ; 

Mofl  wits,  like  mifcrs,  always  covet  more. 
Leave  me,  lov'd  hard,  inftruccor  of  my  youth, 
Leave  me  the  founds  of  -verfe,  and  voice  of  truth ; 
So  when  Elias  dropp'd  his  mantle,  ran 
Elifna,  and  a  prophet's  life  began  *. 

Add,  that  the  mules,  nurft  in  various  climes, 
Yield  difF'rent  produce,  and  at  diff 'rent  times. 
Italian  plants,  in  nature's  hot-bed  plac'd, 
Bear  fruits  in  fpring,  and  riot  into  wafte. 
French  flow'rs  lefs 'early  (and  yet  early),  blovy: 
'!  heir  pertnefs  is  a  grcen-houle  from  the  fnow. 
Cold  northern  wits  demand  a  longer  date  ; 
Our  genius,  like  our  ciimate,  ripens  late. 
The  fancy's  folltice  is  at  forty  o'er, 
The  tropic  of  our  judgment  fees  threefcore. 
Thus  fummer  codlings  yield  a  poignant  draught, 
Which  frilks   the   palate,  but   ne'er  warms   the 

thought : 

Rough  cackagces  (four  months  behind  them  ca#), 
Take  all  bad  weatherjand  through  autumn  laft : 
Mellow'd  from  wild  auflerity,  at  length 
They  taile  hke  neclar,  and  adopt  its  itrength 

ivriiingfirji),  be  hath  at  leaf;  furpajjld  (and perhaps  svir 
ivUl  furpafsj  tbnfe  that  came  after  him,  and  attempt  ,'f 
make  the  fame  experiment. 

*  2  KINGS  ii. 


THE  ENCHANTED  REGION;  OR,  MISTAKEN 

PLEASURES. 


The  miftrefs  of  witchcrafts. 


NAHUM  iii.  4. 


Draw  near  hither,  ye  fons  of  the  forcerefs. 

ISAIAH  Ivii.  3. 

According  to  their  pafture,  fo  were  they  filled ; 
they  were  filled,  and  their  heart  was  exalted  ; 
Therefore  have  they  forgotten  ME. 

Ho  SEA  xiii.  6. 

EMPTY,  illufory  life, 

Pregnant  with  fraud,  in  mifchiefs  rife  *  ; 

Form'd  t'  enfnare  us,tand  deceive  us: 

Nahum's  enchantrefs  !  which  beguiles 

Wit!-,  all  her  harlotry  of  wiles  ! 

Firft  (he  loves,  and  then  ihe  leaves  us! 


Erring  happinefs  beguil 
The  wretch  that  ftrays 


s  o'er  Circe's  ifles ; 


*  "  Art  tboit  arrived  to  maturity  oflij'c  ?  Leo/;  back 
and  thou.  fealt  fee  the  frailty  of  thy  youth ,  the  folly  of 
thy  childhood,  andtbeferjelefs  dij/ipc.fion  of  thy  infancy  ! 

Look  forivard  and  thm Jbalt  btbcld-tbe  infincerity 

tfthe  -world  and  cares  of  life ,  the  difeafes  oj  thy  body  anal 
the  troubles  of  thy  mind"  PI  A  N  o  N.  VET, 

"   In  this  ivor  id  death  is  e'verywhet  e^>  >  ief  everytubtrt) 
and  defolation  everywhere.      The  iwldjlidb  HS^ 
tvcfollc'w  it :   Itfalletb,  and  ive  adhere  to  it,  fall  ivith 
•!}  a  nl  attempt  to  enjoy  it  falling" 

St.  GREGOR.  Horn. 


All  things  fmile,  and  all  annoy  him  ; 
The  rofe  has  thorns,  the  doves  can  bite; 
Riot  is  a  fatigue  till  night, 
Sleep  an  opium  to  deftroy  him. 

Louring  in  the  grovqs  of  death 
Yew  trees  breathe  funereal  breath, 
Brambles  and  thorns  perplex  the  fhade  •: 
Afphaltic  waters  creep  and  refl ; 
Birds  in  guady  plumag  ••  :'rell, 
Scream  unmeaning  through  the  glade  *. 

Earth  fallacious  herbage  f  yields, 
And  deep  in  grafs  its  influence  fliields ; 
Acrid  juices,  fcent  annoying ; 
Corrofive  crow-feet  choke  the  plains, 
And  hemlock  ftrip'd  with  lurid  flams, 
An,d  iucious  mandrakes, 'life-deftroying. 

Gaudy  bella-donna  |[  blowing, 
Or  with  glolly  berries  glowing, 
Lures  th'  unwife  to  tempt  their  doom : 


*  It  >s  remarkable  that  birds  adorned  'with  rich  plum 
age,  as  peacocks,  parrots>  &c.  have,  generally  fpeal:- 
:ng,  •'inmi'ftcal  voices. 

•f-  '  "fallax herba  vsnen't.  VlRG* 

\  The  bella-donna  lily,  or  deadly  nigbt-Jkadi.  (Attrt~ 
pa  Linn&i.) 


THE  ENCHANTED  REGION. 


Love"  •  -&s  the  fruit  of  death ; 

Sick  henbane  murders  with  her  breath, 
Aftea  f  with  an  harlot's  bloom. 

One  plant  |  alone  is  wrapt  in  ihade  ; 
Few  eyes  its  privacy  invade  ; 
Plant  of  joy,  of  life,  and  health  ! 
More  than  the  fabled  lotos  fam'd, 
Which  (tafted  once)  mankind  reclaimed 
From  parents,  country,  no  v'r,  and  wealth  §. 

On  yonder  Alp  I  fee  it  rife, 

Afpiring  to  congenial  fkies, 

But  cover'd  half  with  ivy-walls;—— 

There,  whore  Eufebio  ||  rais'd  a  fhrine, 

Shatch'd  from  the  gulf  by  pcv/r  divine, 

Where  Rciga's  tumbling  torrent  falls  f . 

Compar'd  with  tbee,  how  dimly  {hows 

Poor  Anacreon's  lifekfs  rofe  ? 

What  is  Homer's  plant  **  to  thee  ? — *. 

tn  vain  the  Mantuan  poet  try'd 

To  paint  Amellus'  ilarry  ff  pride, 

Emblem  of  wit's  futility  ! 

Men  faw,  alas,  and  knew  not  thee, 
Myftic  evangelic  tree  ! 
Thou  hadft  no  charms  for  paynim-eyes  ; 
Till,  guided  by  the  lamp  of  heav'n, 
To  chafte  Urania  pow'r  was  giv'n 
To  fee,  t'  admire,  and  moi'alize. 

All-beauteous  flow'r,  whofe  centre  glows 
With  fluds  of  gold;  thence  ftreaming  flows 

*   Amomufa  Pit nii. 

f  A8ea  ;    Herb  Chriftopber. 

\    The  pajjlon  floivf.r. 

§    See  Hewer's  OtyTey  L.  ix.   94.  &V. 

||    T/JS  Baron  de  Bdtoni. 

\    This  alludes  to  a  ivell-knoivn  faft  in  the  dtacby  of 
Garniota    ivhere  tbeprejent  ode  ivas  written. 

About  the  year  1675,  a  nobleman  luas  rid'mv  at  nigbi 
upon  a  road  which  goes  nsar  tie.  edge  of  the  precipice  here 
mentioned.  Rlijiakinv  Lit  ii  <-'v  (a:id  that  for  a  feivjleps 
only)  his  horfe  flopped jcirt,  and  refufed  to  gf  on;  tij.on 
which  the  rider,  who,  in  allpral)iil':!ity  tvas  heated  ivith 
liquor  (othcriv'tff  he  ought  to  h»i~je  knoivfi  the  precipice 
better )  it  being  not  far  from  his  oivn  c/jji!e),  lr,jl  hot}:,  bis 
temper  and  prudence,  and  f  purred  the.  horfe  ivitb  great 
anger;  upon  ivbich  the  poor  Ltajl  tuck  a  defperate  leap, 
intending,  as  ivas  imagined,  to  have  reached  another  angle 
cf  the  precipice  012  the  fame  fide  which  the  road  lay.  The 
horfe  fell  dirwfily  into  the  torrent,  ttvo  or  three  hundred 
feet  beneath,  and  teas  hurried aivay  iviihfach  rapidity 
that  the  boa'y  tans  never  found.  The  nobleman  ivas  dif- 
eovered  next  day  in  an  opening  if  the  rocx,  abo-tt  half- 
ivay  doivn,  ivhsre  aftiv  bujkcs  gre iu  ;  and  as  tbe fuddle 
ivas  found  not  far  from  him,  it  ifs.t  fuppoftti  that  the 
Lorfe,  by  the  violence  of  the  effort  he  made,  bi-rjl  the 
faddle-girihs.  Tie  rider  lived  many  years  after  this 
wonderful  if  cape,  and,  out  if grailiude  to  God,  erefled  a 
beautiful  chaple  on  the  edge  of  the  precipice,  dedicated 
(iflmiftakc  not)  to  St.  Ai-thony  of  Pjth'.a. 

I  made  a  dtaiuing  of  the  chvple,  precipice^  torrent, 
and  nobleman  s  ciijlle  ;  ofiihich  a  copy  ivas  taken  after- 
ivards  by  the  celebrated  drafifman  pri/entiniy  at  Venice, 
in  1 750. 

**  Molly.     HOMER'S  ODYSSEY,  L.  XI.  305. 
|f  AJier  Atticus,  er  (purple  Italian )Jlar-ivort. 
G£0£G.IV.    ZI. 


Ray-like  effulgence.     Next  is  feen 

A  rich  expanfe  of  varying  hue, 

Enfring'd  with  an  impurpled  blue, 

And  ftreak'd  with  young  Pomona's  green  % 

High  o'er  the  pointal,  deck'd  with  gold, 
(Emblem  myfterious  to  behold), 
A  radiant  crofs  its  form  expands;    -  .. 
Its  op'iiing  arms  appear  t'  embrace 
The  whole  collective  human  race, 
Refuge  of  all  men  in  all  lands  ! 

Grant  me,  kind  heav'n,  in  profp'rous  hour 
To  pluck  this  confecrated  flow'r, 
And  wear  it  thankful  on  my  breafl ; 
Then  fnall  my  fteps  fecurely  ftray, 
No  pleafures  mall  pervert  my  way  f , 
No  joys  feduce,  no  cares  moleft. 

Like  Tobit  (when  the  hand,  approv'd 
By  heav'n,  th'  obftru&ing  films  remov'd  f) 
I  now  fee  objccls  as  I  ought: 
Ambition's  **  hideous;  pleafure  vain 
Av'rice  **  is  but  a  blockhead's  gain, 
PoiTeiling  all,  be  flowing  nought. 

Paffions  and  frauds  furround  us  all, 
Their  empire  is  reciprocal ; 
Shun  their  blandiiliments  and  wiles ; 
Riches  but  fe'rve  to  fteel  the  heart; 
Want  has  its  meannefs  and  its  art ; 
Health  betrays,  and  ftrength  beguiles, 

In  highed  ftations  fnares  mifguide ; 

Midi!  iblitude  they  nurture  pride, 

Breeding  vanitv  in  knowledge; 

A  poilbn  in  delicious  meat, 

Midft  wines  a  fraud,  midit  mirth  a  cheat, 

In  courts,  in  cabinet,  and  college. 

The  toils  are  fixt,  the  fportfmen  keen  : 
Abroad  unfafe,  betray'd  within, 
Whither,  O  mortal !  art  thcu  flying  ? 
Thy  refolutions  oft  are  fnares, 
Thy  doubts,  petitions,  £'ifts,  and  pray'rs  j— • 
Alas,  there  may  be  fnares  in  dying  ! 


particular  ftucies  cf  green  tSatlctfoy 
the  French  pomms-verte,  or  apple-green. 

•f  "  My  heart  is  a  vain  and  ivandsrinp  heart,  ivhen~ 
ever  it  is  led  by  its  oivn  determinations.  It  is  bufy  to  no 
''ii'.rpcfe ,  and  occupied  to  no  end,  ivhenever  it  is  not  guided 
\y  divine  influence  :  It  ftekeih  reji  andfindeth  none  :  It 
agreetb  not  iviih  itfelf :  It  alters  refoluticns,  cbungetb 
'udgmeVt,  frames  neiv  thoughts,  andfupprrflcs  old  ones  ; 
pulls  Joivn  every  thing,  and  rebui'detb  nothing  ;  injbortt 
t  never  continueth  in  tbefutaeftateC* 

St.  BERNARD.  Medita^ 

"  Seejl  ihon  the  luminary  cf  the  greater  ivorld  in  the 
tjghcfl  pitch  of  meridian  glory  ;  ivhere  it  coaiinuetb  not, 
ut  defcends  in  the  fame  proportion  as  it  offended?  Look 
text  and  conjidcr  if  the  light  of  this  loiusr  ivcrld  is  more 
jermsnent?  Continuance  is  the  child  of  eternity,  and  not 
f  time"  Ex.  VET.ASCET. 

TOEIT  iii.  17. 

'  "  All  vices  iv ax  old  by  age  :   Covetoufnefs  (anJt 
ambition)  alone  groiv go-jngS* 

£.  VET.  A»c:r. 


Deceiving  none,  by  none  enfnar'd, 
O  Paraclete  *,  be  thou  my  guard, 
Patron  of  ev'ry  juft  endeavour  ! 


THE  WORKS  OF  HARTK, 

The  crofs  of  Chrift  is  man  s  reward  *  ", 
No  heights  obftru6t,  no  depths  retard ; 
Chriftian  joys  are  joys  for  ever  ! 


*  IIAPAKAHTO2  :  The  Comforter ;  the  Holy 
Spirit.  JOHN  xiv.  16 — 26. 

Dry  den  frjl  introduced  the  ivord  Paraclete  into  the 
Englijb  language,  in  his  tranflation  of  the  hymn  Veni 
Creator  Spiritus  :  as  alfo  irt  bis  Britannia  Rediviva  : 


"   Lajlfoletnnfabbathfaiu  the  church  attend; 

The  Paraclete  injiery  pomp  defcend. 

But  'when  bis  ivond'rous  oElavc  rolled  again. 
ROM.  viii.  39. 


EtfLOGIUS :  OR,  THE  CHARITABLE  MASON. 

AN  HISTORICAL  FABLE: 
Taken  from  the  Greek  of  Paulus  Syllogiis,  Lib.  III. 


Nos,  vilis  turba,  caducis 


Defefvire  bonis,  femperq;  optare  parati, 
Spargimur  in  cafus.  STAT.  Sylvae.  L.  II. 

God  gives  us  what  he  knows  our  wants  require. 
And  better  things  than  thofe  which  we  defire, 

DRYD.  Palam.  &  Arc. 


€?IVE  me  neither"  poverty  nor  riches ;  feed  me 
with  food  convenient  for  me  :  Left  I  be  full  and 
deny  thee,  and  fay,  Who  is  the  Lord  ?  Or  left  I 
be  poor  and  fteal,  and  take  the  name  of  my 
God  in  vain.  AGUE'S  Prayer. 

Prov.  XXX.  8,  9. 

INTRODUCTION. 

PERMIT  me,  Stanhope*,  as  I  form'd  thy  youth 
To  claffic  tafte  and  philosophic  truth, 
Once  more,  thy  kind  attention  to  engage, 
And,-  dying,  leave  thee  comfort  for  old  age  ; 

This  hiil'ry  may  eternal  truths  fuggeft : ; — 

I've  feen  thee  learn'd,  and  would  leave  thee  bleft ! 
One  grain  of  piety  avails  us  more 
Than  PrulFia's  laurels,  or  Potofi's  ftore. 

How  blindly  to  our  mifery  we  run; 
Dup'd  by  falfe  hopes,  and  by  our  pray'rs  undone  ! 
We  want,  we  wifh  ;  we  change,  we  change  agen ; 
Yet  know  not  how  to  afe,  nor  what,  nor  when. 
Juft  fo,  mifted  by  liquor,  drunkards  ftray, 
They  know  they  have  a  road,  but  mifs  their  way; 
Th'  exiftence  of  their  home  admits  no  doubt ; 
Th'  uncertainty is  where  to  find  it  out  f. 

Zimri  afic'd  wealth,  and  wealth  o'erturn'd  his 

parts.  • 

Parents  for  children  pray,  which  break  their  hearts. 
Contractors,  agio-men,  for  villas  figh  ; 
To-day  they  purcha'fe,  and  to  morrow  die. 

*  PLil';p  Stanhope,  Efq.  late  member  of  parliament 
for  St.  Germain's  in  Cornwall,  and  at  prefent  envoy  ex 
traordinary  to  the  Court  of  DrefJen  and  the  circle  of 
Loiver  Saxonv,  &c. 

•\   V£  temfori  illi  yuando  non  Deum  cognovimns  ! 
AUGUST.  Soliloq.  C.  31. 


Six  cubic  feet  of  earth  are  all  their  lot  * ° 
Mourn'd  with  hypocrify,  with  eafe  forgot. 
Their  Chriftian-heirs  the  pagan-rites  employ. 
And  give  the  fun'ral  ilicet  with  joy. 

Lelio  f  would  be  th'  Angelic  %  of  a  fchool ; 
Kneels  down  a  wit,  and  rifes  up  a  fool, 
Weak    hands     affecSl    to     hold     the    ftatefman's 
fcale : 

As  well  the  fhrimp  might  emulate  a  whale. 

Clamb'ring,withftarsaverfe,  to  fortune's  height"! 
Ambitious  Omri  rofe,  and  dropp'd  down-right.      > 
His  paunch  too  heavy,  and  his  head  too  light,    j 
Like  fall'n  Salmoneus,  he  perceiv'd,  at  length, 
The  mean  hypocrify  of  boafted  ftrength  : 
To  deal  like  Dennis  his  vain  thunder  round, 

And  imitate  inimitable  found. 

Both  ways  deceitful  is  the  wine  of  pow'r, 
When  new,  'tis  heady,  and,  when  old,  'tis 
lanthe  pray'd  for  beauty  ;  lucklefs  maid  ! 
An  idiot-mind  th'  angelic  form  betray 'd. 
Nature  profufely  deck'd  the  out-fide  pile, 
But  ftarv'd  the  poor  inhabitant  the  while. 


*  "   Hie  tili  mortis  erunt  metis  ;  Domus  altafub  Idc'y 

LyrneJJl  domus  alta  ;—Solo  Lauraitefetndchrum. 
VlRG.  Mneid.  XII. 

"  A  fmall  fpace  of  ground  after  death  contains  both 
rich  and  poor.  ]Sfat:ire  producetb  us  all  alike,  and maker 
no  dijlinflion  at  death.  Open  the  grave,  view  the  dead 
bodies,  move  the  ajhes,  you  ivillfind no  difference  between 
the  patrician  and  the  feafant,  except  tints  far  ;  that  l>^ 
the  magnificence  of  the  tomb  of  the  former,  you  may  per 
ceive  he  had  much  more  to  rejtgn  and  lofe  than  the- latter** 
ST.  AMBROSE. 

f  Late  Lord  B  *  *  *.'  £  Doflor  Angelicas,. 


EULOGIUS:  OR,  THE    CHARITABLE   MASON. 


tlyf 


D' Avenant  implor'd  the  niufes  for  a  tongue : 
The  mufes  lent  him  theirs.  He  fweetly  fung 
And — (but  for  Milton  *)  had  more  fweetly 

f  fwung. 

Learn  hence,  he  cry'd,  "  my  merry  brethren  all  {," 
Tyburn's  agaric  ftanches  wit,  and  gall. 

Others  mount  Pegafus,  but  lofe  their  feat : 
And  break  their  necks,  before  they  end  the  heat. 
Libanius  try'd  the  ftreams  of  eloqueuce, 
But  plummet-deep  he  funk,  unbuoy'd  with  fenfe. 
Soncinas  §  afk'd  the  knack  of  plotting  treafon 
•*  Againft  the  crown  and  dignity  of  reafon  |j." 
By  his  own  art  th'  artificer  was  try'd, 
And  lawyers  beat  him  on  the  quibbling  fide. 
Now  haften,  poet,  to  begin  thy  fong  : 
"  A  tale,"  fays  Prior,  "  ne'er  fhould  be  too  long." 
Ill-judging  is  the  bard,  who  flacks  his  pace 
And  feeks  for  flow'rs,  when  he  fhould  run  the 

race; 

Or,  wand'ring  to  enchanted  caftles,  fleeps 
On  beds  of  down ;  or  Cupid's  vigils  keeps  ; 
Whilft  the  main  action  is  by  pleafures  croft, 
And  the  firft  purport  of  th'  adventure  loft. 
(Great  wits  may  fcorri  the  dry  poetic  law  ; 
Nor  from  the  critic,  but  from  nature,  draw ; 
Each  feeming  trip,  and  each  digreffive  ft  art, 
Difplays  their  eafe  the  more,  and  deep-plann 

art: 

(All  ftudy'd  blandifhments  t'  allure  the  heart 
Like  Samuel's  ^j  ftream,  gliding  through  flow'ry 

plains, 
Th'  effects  are  feen  :  The  fource  unknown  remains. 


.n'd/ 
t->   3 


IN  ancient  times,  fcarce  talk'd  of,  and  lefs  known  > 
When  pious  Juftin  **  fill'd  the  eaftern  throne, 
In  a  fmall  dorp  f  f  till  then  for  nothing  fam'd, 
And  by  the  neighb'ring  fwains  Thebais  nam'd, 
Eulogius  liv'd  :  an  humble  mafon  he ; 
In  nothing  rich,  but  virtuous  poverty. 
From  noiie  and  riot  he  devoutly  kept, 
Sigh'd  with  the  fick,  and  with  the  mourner  wept; 
Half  his  earn'd pittance  to  poor  neighbours  went. 
They  had  his  alms,  and  he  had  his  content. 
Still  from  his  little  he  could  fomething  fpare 
To  feed  the  hungry,  and  to  clothe  the  bare. 

*  Milton  interceded,  ar.dfaved  Davenant,  ivben  be  ivas 
tjlate-prtfoner  at  Coive's  cajlle  in  the  JJle  of 'Wight ',  anno 
1650:  Davenaiit,  in  return,  preferred  Milton  at  the 
Reparation. 

f  Alluding  to  a  pafjctge  in  Dryden  :  *'  A  man  may  be 
capable,  as  "Jack  Ketch  t  kvtfefaid  of  his  fer>vant,  of  a 
plain  piece  of  ivOrk,  bare  hanging;  but,  to  make  a  ma- 
lefa£lor  die  fitieetly,  teas  only  belonging  to  her  hujb.ind" 

DEDICATION  to  Juvenal. 

\   From  an  Old  Poem.        §    A    Spanifi  Cafaijt. 
|f   Logic :   So  defined  by   our  venerable  poet  Francis 
Quarlff,  1638. 

^   Alluding  to  bis  famous  infcription  : 

^!ta>  dat  aquas  faxo  latet  bofpita  nympbafub  into  ; 
Sic  tu,  cum  dederls  dona,  laterc  veils. 

SANTOL.  Poem. 
**  About  the  year  DXXVI. 
•ff   Dorp,  a  village,  or  more  properly  an  bamlet. 

DRYDEN. 

It  is  a  German  ivord,  and  adopted  by  our  befi  writers 
in  the  beginning  and  middle  oftbelajl  century. 


He  gave,  whilft  aught  he  had,  and  knew  no  bounds; 
The  poor  man's  drachma  ftood  tor  rich  men's 

pounds, 

He  learnt  with  patience,  and  with  meeknefs  taught 
His  life  was  but  the  comment  of  his  thought. 
Hence,  ye  vain-glorious  Shaftefburys,  allow 
That  men  had  more  religion  then  than  now. 
Whether  they  nearer  liv'd  to  the  blefl  times 
When  man's  Redeemer  bled  for  human  crimes; 
Whether  the  hermits  of  the  defart  fraught 
With  living  practice,  by  example  taught  ; 
Or  whether,  with  t  ran  fmi  (five  virtues  fir'd, 
(Which  Chryfofloms  all-eloquent  infpir'd,) 
They  caught  the  facred  flame — !  fpare  to  fay1. 
Religion's  fun  ftill  fhot  an  ev'ning-ray. 
On  the  fouth  afpecl  of  a  floping  hill, 
Whbfe  fkirts  meand'ring  Penus  wafhes  ftill, 
Our  pious  lab'rer  pafs'd  his  youthful  days 
In  peace  and  charity,  in  pray'r  and  praife. 
No  theatres  or  oaks  around  him  rife,  [fkies ; 

Whofe  roots  earth's  centre  touch,  whofe  head  the 
No  flately  larch-tree  there  expands  a  fhade 
O'er  half  a  rood  *  of  Larifiean  giade  : 
No  lofty  poplars  catch  the  murm'ring  breeze, 
Which  loit'ring  whifpers  on  thecloud-capp'd  trees; 
Such  imag'ry  of  greatnefs  ill  became 
A  namelefs  dwelling,  and  an  unknown  name  ! 
Inftead  of  forefl-monarchs,  and  their  train, 
The  unambitious  rofe  bedeck' d  the  plain  : 
Trifoliate  cytifus  reftrain'd  its  boughs 
For  humble  fheep  to  crop,  and  goats  to  browze. 
On  fkirting  heights  thick  ftood  the  cluft'ring  ving 
And  here  and  there  the  fweet-leav'd  eglantine ; 
One  liliac  only,  with  a  ftatelier  grace, 
Prefum'd  to  claim  the  oak's  and  cedar's  place, 
And,  looking  round  him  with  a  monarch's  care., 
Spread  his  exalf^d  boughs  to  wave  in  air. 

This  fpot,  for  dwelling  fit,  Eulogius  chofe, 
And  in  a  month  a  decent  home-ftall  rofe, 

Something,  between  a  cottage  and  a  cell. 

Yet  virtue  hfere  could  fleep  and  peace  could  dwell, 
From  living  ftone  (but  not  of  Parian  rocks), 
He  chipp'd  his  pavement,  and  he  fquar'd  his  blocks: 
And  then,  without  the  aid  of  neighbours'  art, 
Perform'd  the  'carpenter's  and  glazier's  part. 
The  fite  was  neither  granted  him,  nor  giv'n; 
'Twas   nature's;    and   the  ground-rent    due    t» 

heav'n. 

Wife  he  had  none  :  Nor  had  he  love  to  fpare  ; 
An  aged  mother  wanted  all  his  care. 
They  thank'd  their  Maker  for  a  pittance  fent, 
Supp'd  on  a  turnip,  flept  upon  content. 

Four  robms,  above,  below,  this  maufion  grac'd, 
With  white-wafh  deck,  and  river-fan d  o'er-caft : 
The  firft,   (forgive  my  verfe  if  too  diffufe,) 
Perform'd  the  kitchen's  and  the  parlour's  ufe  : 
The  fecond,  better  bolted  and  immur'd, 
From  wolves  his  out-door  family  fecur'd : 
(For  he  had  twice  three  kids,  befides  their  dams; 
A  cow,  a  fpaniel,  and  two  fav'rite  lambs:) 
A  third,  with  herbs  perfum'd,  and  rufhes  fpread, 
Held,  for  his  mother's  ufe,  a  feather 'd  bed  : 
Two  mofs-matrafTes  in  the  fourth  were  fhown  ; 
One  for  himfelf,  for  friends  and  pilgrims  one, 

*  Set  tbt  nott  to  page  880. 


THE   WORKS    OF   HARTE. 


A  ground-plot  fquare  five  hives  of  bees  contains ; 
Emblems  of  induftry  and  virtuous  gains  *  ! 
Pilafter's  jas'mines  'twixt  the  windows  grew, 
With  lavendar  beneath,  and  fage  and  rue. 
Pulfe  of  all  kinds  diffus'd  their  od'rous  powers, 
When  nature  pencils  butterflies  f  on  flow'rs: 
Nor  were  the  cole-worts  wanting,  nor  the  root 
Which  after-ages  call  Hybernian  fruit.     , 
There,  at  a  wifh,  much  chamomile  was  had  ; 
(The  confcience  of  man's  ftomach  good  or  bad ;) 
Spoon-wort  \  was  there,  fcorbutics  to  fupply  ; 
And  centaury  to  clear  the  jaundic'd  eye  ; 
And  that  §,  which  on  the  baptift's  vigil  fends  •  . 
To  nymphs  and  fwains  the  vifion  of  their  friends. 
Elfe  phyfical  and  kitchen-plants  alone 
His  {kill  acknowledge,  and  his  culture  own, 
Each  herb  he  knew,  that  works  or  good  or  ill,. 
More  learn'd  than  Mefva  II,  half  as  learn'd  as 

Hill;    ..,. . 

For  great  the  man,  and  ufeful,  without  doubt, 
Who  feafons  pottage — or  expels  the  gout ; 
Whofe  fcience  keeps  life  in,  and  keeps  death  out!  J 

No  fleih  from  market-towns  our  peafant  fought; 
He  rear'd  his  frugal  meat,  but  never  bought : 
A  kid  fometimesfor  feftivals  he  flew  ; 
The  choicer  part  was  his  lick  neighbour's  due  ; 
Two  bacon-flitches  made  his  Sunday's  cheer  ; 
Some  the  poor  had,  and  fome  out-liv'd  the  year  : 
For  roots  and  herbage,  (rais'd  at  hours  to  fpare), 
With  humble  milk,  compos'd  his  ufual  fare. 
(The  poor  man  then  was  rich,  and  liv'd  with  glee ; 
Each  barley-head  untaxt,  and  day*li^ht  free  :) 
All  had  a  part  in  all  the  reft  could  fpare, 
The  common  water  f,  and  the  common  air  **. 

Meanwhile  God's blefiings made  Eulogiusthrj>c, 
The  happieft,  moft  contented  man  alive. 
His  confcience  checr'd  him  with  a  life  well-fpent,"} 
His  prudence  a  fuperfluous  fomething  lent,  ,  / 
Which  made  the  poor  who  took,  and  poor  who  f 
gave,  content.  j 

Alternate  were  his  labours  and  his  reft, 
For  ever  blefiing,  and  for  ever  bleft. 
Such  kindnefs  left  men  nothing  to  require, 
Prevented  wifhing,  and  out-ran  defire. 
He  fought,  not  to  prolong  poor  lives,  but  fave  : 
And  that  which  others  lend,  he  always  gave. 
Us'ry,  a  canker  in  fair  virtue's  rofe, 
Corrodes,  and  blafts  the  blofibm  e'er  it  blows : 

*  "   Nitl'tifj  cum  per  ccelum  liciiit,  otio  periit  dies." 

PLIN.   Htfl.  Natural.  L.  I. 

•}"  Allleaiiifiinous  plants  are,  as  the  learned  Jay ,  papi 
lionaceous,  or  bear  butterjUedjlclvers. 

|    Cochlsaria,     Spoon-ivort  is  the  old  Enplijh  ivord 
for  fcurvy-grafs. 

§  In  imitation  of  Virgil : 

" Conon,   Ij'.qnis  fuit  alter 

"   Dcfcripfit radio?   &c" 
j|    An  Arabian  phyfician,  ic ell Jk; lied  in  botany . 
^[   "  Quid prohibetis  aqua s  ?  Ufus  communis  aquarum 
ffl"  Ovin.  Met. 

**  ".,         Et  cunftis  undamque  anramque patentem" 

VIRG.  JEn.  vii. 
Jlitt  Ovid  is  fill  more'explic't.  Met.  I. 

"          >  Campum 

"   Commiinemfji  pr'uis ,  ecu  himina  foils,   & 


So  fierce,  O  lucre,  and  fo  keen  thy  edge  :     . 
Thou  tak'ft   the  poor    man's    mill-ftones    for    a 

pledge  *  ! 

Eufebius,  hermit  of  a  neighb'ring  cell, 
His  brother  Chriftian  mark'd,and  knew  him  well : 
With  zeal  uncnvying,  and  with  tranfport  fir'd, 
Beheld  him,  prais'd  him,  lov'd  him,  and  admir'd. 
Convinc'd,  that  noifelefs  piety  might  dwell 
In  fecular  retreats,  and  flourifh  well  ; 
And  that  Heavn's  king  (fo  greater  a  mafter  he) 
Had  fervants  ev'rywhere,  of  each  degree. 
"  All-gracious  pow'r,"  he  cries,  "  for  forty  years 
"  I've  liv'd  an  anchorete  in  pray'rs  and  tears  : 
"  Yon5  ipring,  which  bubbles  from  the  mountain's 
"  Has  all  the  luxury  of  thirft  fupply'd  :      ["  fide, 
"  The  roots  of  thiftles  have  my  hunger  fed,        ~\ 
"  Two  roods  -}-  of  cultur'd  barley  give  me  bread,  >> 
"  A  rock  my  pillow,  and  green  mof&  my  bed.     J 
"  The  midnight-clock  attefts  my  fervent  pray'rs, 
"  The  rifing  fun  my  orifons  declares, 
"  The  live-long  day  my  afpiration-3  knows, 
."  And  with  the  fetting  fun  my  vefpers  clofe ! 
"  Thy  truth,  my  hope :  Thy  providence  my  guard ; 
"  Thy  grace,  my  ftrength :    Thy  heav'n,  my  laft 

"  reward  !" 

"  But,  felf-devoted  from  the  prime  of  youth 
"  To.h'fe  ferjuefter'd,  and  afcetic  truth, 
"  With  fafting  mortify'd,  worn  out  with  tears, 
"  And  bent  beneath  the  load  of  fev'nty  years, 
"  I  nothing  from  my  induftry  can  gain 
"  To  eafe  the  poor  man's  wants,  or  fick  man's  pain: 
"  My  garden  takes  up  half  my  daily  care, 
"  And  my  field  afks  the  minutes  I  can  fpare ; 
"  While  bleft  Eulogius  from  his  pittance  gives 
"  The  better  half,  and  in  true  practice  lives. 
"  Heav'n isbut cheaply  ferv'dwithwordsand  fhoWj 
"  I  want  that  glorious  virtue — To  beftow  ! 
"  True  Chriftianity  depends  on.  fact : 
"  Religion  is  not  theory,  but  act. 
"  Men,  feraphs,  all,  Eulogius'  praife  proclaim, 
"  Who  lends  both  fight  and  feet  to  blind  and  lame  : 
"  Who  foothes  th'  afperity  of  hunger's  fighs, 
"  And  diflipates  the  tear  from  mournful  eyes; 
"  Pilgrims  or  wand'ring  angels  entertains ; 
"  Like  pious  Abraham  on  Mamre's  plains. 
"  Ev'n  to  brute  beafts  his  righteous  care  extends  f, 
"  He  feels  their  fufF 'rings,    and  their  wants  be- 

"  friends;       , 

"  From  one  fmall  fource  fo  many  bounties  fpring-, 
"  We  lofe  the  peafant,  and  fuppofe  a  king ; 
"  A  king  of  heav'n'sownftamp,  not  vulgar  make  ; 
"  Bleffed  in  giving,  and  averfe  to  take  f        [h've^ 
"  Not   fuch  my  pow'r  !  Half-nfelefs   doom'd  to 
"  Pray'rs  and  advice  are  all  I  have  to  give  : 
"  But  all,  whate'er  my  means  or  ftrength  deny, 
"  The  virtues  of  Eulogius  can  fupply. 
"  Each,  in  the  compafs  of  his  pow'r  he  ferves  ; 
"  Nor  ever  from  his  gen'rous  purpofe  fwerves :; 
"  Ev'n  enemies  to  his  protection  run, 
«  Sure  of  his  light,  as  of  the  rifing  fun. 

*  "   No  manjkall  take  the  nether  or  upper  mill-Rone 
to  pledge  ;  for  he  taketh  a  man's  life  J9  fledge  " 

Dent.  xxiv.  6. 

f   Tivo  roods,  i.  e.  half  an  acre. 

\   "   The   righteous   man  regardetb   the  life   of  his 
haft*  JProv.  xii.  I0* 


EULOGIUS  :    OR,    THE 

Ct  What  pity  is  it  that  fo  gr,  at  a  foul, 

"  An  heart  fo  bountiful,  Ihould  feel  controul  ? 

"  Warm  in  itfelf,  by  icy  fortune  danipt, 

*'  And  in  the  effort  of  exertion  crampt ; 

*«  Beneficent  to  all  nu-n,  juft,  and  true  : 

"  As  nature  bounteous,  and  impartial  too. 

"  Thus  fometimes  have  I  feen  an  angel's  mind 

*'  In  a  weak  body  wretchedly  confin'd  : 

'<  A  mind,  O  Conftantine,  which  from  thy  throne 

*'  Can  take  no  honours,  and  yet  add  her  own  ! 

"  Then  hear  me,  gracious  Heav'n,  a.nd  grant 

"  my  pray'r  ;    . 

"  Make  yonder  man  the  fav'rite  of  thy  care  : 
"  Nouri/h  the  plant  with  thy  celeftiai  dew, 
"  Like  manna  let  it  fall,  and  flill  be  new : 
"  Expand  the  bloffoms  of  his  gen'rous  mind, 
"  Till  the  rich  odour  reaches  half  mankind. 
"  Give  him    Bizantium's  wealth,    which  ufelefs 
"  Sicilian  plenty,  and  the  Indian  mines;      [Ihines, 
*'  Inttead  of  Pcntus,  let  Paclolus  lave 
"  His  garden's  precincls  with  a  golden  wave  ; 
"  Then  may  his  foul  its  free-born  range  enjoy, 
*'  G  ve  deed  to  will,  and  ev'ry  pow'r  employ  : 
"  In  him  the  fkk  a  fecond  Luke  fliall  find  ;       "1 
"  Orphans  arid  widows,  to  his  care  confign'd,      > 
"  Shall  biefr  the  father,  and  the  hiifband  kind:J 
"  Juit  fieward  of  the  bounty  he  receiv'd, 
*'  And  dying  poorer  than  the  poor  reliev'd  !" 

So  pray"d  he,  whilft  an  angel's  voice  from  high 
Bade  him  furceafe  to  importune  the  Iky  : 
Fate  ftopp'd  his  ears  in  an  iil-omen'd  day, 
And  the  winds  bore  the  warning  founds  away  ; 
Wild  indiitinclion  did  their  place  fuoply  ; 
Half  heard,  half  loft,  th'  imperfect  accents  die. 
Little  fore-faw  he  that  th'  Almighty  pow'r, 
Who  feeds  the  faithful  at  his  chofen  hour, 
Confults  not  tafte,  but  wholefomenefs  of  food, 
N,or  means  to  pleate  their  fenle,  but  do  them  good. 
Great  was  the  miracle,  and  fitter  too, 
When  draughts  from  Cherith's  brook  Elijah  drew*: 
And  w.ng'd  purveyors  his  fharp  hunger  fed 
With  frugal  fcraps  of  flefh,  and  maflin-bread  f . 
On  quails  the  humble  prophet's  pride  might  fwell, 
And  high  fed  lux'ry  prompt  him  to  rebell. 

*  I   Kings  xvii.  4.  &c- 

t  Maflin  bread,  i.  e.  mifcellane,  or  mifccllane- 
ons  bread)  an  ancient  Euglr/h  word,  given  to  a 
plain  fort  of  houfehold  bread.  When  people  in  (t 
middling  Jlution  nfed  it,  they  generally  mixed  two 
gallons  of  oats  a/id  rye,  with  fix  gallons  of  wheat. 
'The  poorer  people  mixed  in  equal  quantities  'wheat, 
larley,  cats,  rye,  luck-wheat,  pulfe,  i3c.  But 
fitch  is  the  luxury  of  the  prefent  age  (even  a- 
mong/t  the  poor],  that  not  only  thf  thing,  but  the 
very  name  is  forgotten  ;  and  a  preference  given 
to  a  'whiter,  but  more  unwholejomejort  of  bread, 
if  alum  enters  into  the  compojltion  ;  which,  indeed, 
fannot  be  concealed. 

One  of  the  fir Ji  cares  of  a  prime-miivjler  (who 
ought  alfo  to  be  conjidered  as  proved  it  ot -general 
of  a  kingdom},  is  to  fee  the  people  Jupplicd  with 
bread,  and  of  an  whulefdme  nature,  at  as  reaf on- 
able  price  as  pojjible. 

Hence  the  great  Gujlavus  vfed  to  fay,  "  That 
it  required  more  talents  to  feed  a  large  army 
in  (be  field,  upon  enfy  terms,  in  times  of  ivur, 
than  to  condufl  the  "fabting  part:'' 
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Nor  dreamt  our  anchorite,  that,  if  his  friend 
Should  reach,  O  virtuous  poverty  !   thy  end, 
That  confcience  and  religion  foori  might  fly 
To  fome  forfakeu  clime  and  diftant  fky. 

Ign'rant  of  happinefs,  and  blind  to  ruin, 
How  oft  are  our  petitions  our  undoing  ! 

Jephtha,  with  greater  fenfe  of  vi&'ry  fir'd, 
Made  a  rain  vow,  and  thought  the  vow  infpir'd  : 
In  piety  the  firft,  his  daughter  ran, 
To  hail  wuh  duteous  voice  the  conqu'ring  man  : 
Weil-meaning,  but  unconlcious  of  iier  doom, 
She  fought  a  bkffing,  and  Ihe  found  a  tomb  *  ! 
The  pow'r  fupreme  (my  author  fo  declares), 
Heard  with  concern  the  erring  hermit's  pray'rs : 
Heard  difapprovmg  ;  but  at  length  inclin'd 
To  give  a  living  leffon  to  mankir:d  ; 
That  men  thenceforward  Ihould  fubmiffive  live  ; 
And  leave  omniicience  the  free  pow'r  to  give. — 
For  wealth  or  poverty,  on  man  beitovv'd, 
Alike  are  bitrlin^s  from  the  hand  of  God  ! 
How  often  is  the  foul  eninar'd  by  health  ? 
How  poor  in  virtue  is  the  man  of  wealth  ? 

The  hermit's  pray'r  permitted,  not  approv'd  ; 
Soon  in  an  higher  fphere  Euiogius  mov'd  : 
Each  fluice  of  affluent  fortune  optn'd  ioon, 
And    wealth  fiow'd  in    at  morning,   night,    and 

noon. 

One  day,  in  turning  fome  nncultur'd  ground, 
(In  hopes  a  free-It  one  quarry  might  be  lounci), 
His  mattock  met  reiiflance,  and  behold 
A  cafket  btirft,  with  di'znonds  fillM,  and  gold. 
He  cramm'd  his  pockets  with  the  precious  itore, 
And  ev'ry  night  reviexv'd  it  o'er  and  o'er  ; 
Till  a  gay  confciuus  pride,  unknown  as  yet, 
Touch'd  a  vain  htart,  and  taught  it  to  forget : 
And,  what  ftill  more  his  itagg'nng  virtue  try'd, 
His  mother,  tut'reis  of  that  virtue,  dy'd. 

A  neighb'ring  matron,  not  unknown  to  fame 
(Hiltorians  give  her  Teraminta's  name), 
i'he  parent  of  the  needy  and  dHtrefs'd, 
With    large  demelnes    and  well   fav'd    treafure 

bleft  j 

(For  like  th'  Egyptian  prince  f  flie  hoarded  ftore 
To  feed  at  periodic  dearths  the  poor)  ; 
This  matron,  whiten'd  with  good  works  and  age, 
Approach'd  the  fabbath  of  her  pilgrimage  ; 

Her  ipirit  to  hiinfelf  th'  Almighty  drew  ; 

Breath'd  on  th'  alembic,  and  exhal'd  the  dew. 
In  fouls  prepar'd,  the  pa  (Tag  e  is  a  breath 
From  time  t'  eternity,  from  life  to  death  J. 
But  firft,  to  make  the  poor  her  future  care, 
She  left  the  good  Eulogiusfor  her  heir. 

Who  but  Eulogius  now  exuits  for  joy  ? 
New  thoughts,  new  hopes,  new  views   his  mind 

employ. 

Pride  pufh'd  forth  buds  at  ev'ry  branching  moot, 
And  virtue  ihrunk  almoft  beneath  the  root. 


*  Judges  xi:  31. 
f  Ge/i.  xji.  35.  d^c. 

j  The  time  in  nuhich  <u>e  now  Ihe  is  borrowed 
run  the  Jpacc  of  our  exigence :  What  is  pajl  i; 
it'it-i!  and  ^anijbed  ;  what  remaineth  is  dtiily  made- 
tfs  and  lefi  ;  infonnich  that  the  whole  time  of  our* 
is  nothing  but  a  pn/age  to  death" 

ST.  AU.GUST.  de  Civitat.  Ds^X* 
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High  raisM  on  fortune's  hill,  new  Alps  he  fpies, 
O'erfhoots  the  valley  which  beneath  him  lies, 
Forgets  the  depths  between,  and  travels  with 

his  eyes. 

The  tempter  faw  the  danger  in  a  trice, 
(For  the  man  flidder'd  upon  fortune's  ice)  : 
And,  having  found  a  corpfe  half  dead,  half  warm, 
Koviv'd  it,  and  affum'd  a  courtier's  form  : 
Swift  to  Thebais  urg'd  his  airy  flight  ; 
And  niealiir'd  half  the  globe  in  half  a  night. 

With  flowing  manners  exquifitely  fY-ign'd, 
And  accent  foft,  he  foon  admifllon  <<ain'd  . 
Survsy'dcach  out-work  well,  and  mark'd  apart 
£ach  winding  avenue  that  rcachM  the  heart; 
Displaying,  like  th'  illuflve  fiend  oi 
Thrones  deckt  with  gems,  and  realms  of  living 
.Bad  fpirits  oft  intrude  upon  the  good  ;         [g°^  % 
Adonis'  grot  near  Chrift's  prefepio  flood  f. 

Th'  artificer  of  fraud  (though  here  he  fail'd), 
Strait  chang'd  approaches,  and  the  ear  aliaii'd  ; 
'Ihis  only  chink  accefHble  he  finds; 
For  fiatf  ry's  oil  pervades  ev'n  virtuous  minds. 
Virtue,  like  towns  well  ior'r'fy'd  by  art, 
Has  (ipite  of  forefigbt)  one  deficient  part. 

With  lenient  artifice,  and  fluent  tongue. 
(For  on  his  lips  ih'e  dews  of  Hybla  hung), 
Libanius  like  |,he  play'd  the  fophift's  part, 
And  by  foft  marches  ftoie  upon  the  heart : 
Maifitain'd  that  rlation  gave  new  birth  to  fenfe, 
And  call'd  forth  manners,  courage,  eloquence  : 
Then  touched  with  fpritely  dailies  here  and  there, 
(Correctly  ftrong,  yet  feeming  void  of  care), 
The  mafter-fopic,  wnich  may  inoft  men  move, 
The  charms  of  beauty  and  the  joys  of  love  ! 
Eulogius  faultei'd  at  the  firft  alarms, 
And  icon  the  'waken'd  pafiions  buzz'd  to  arms ; 
Nature  the  clam'rous  bell  of  diicord  rung, 
Arid  vices  from  dark  caverns  fwi ft  up  fprung. 
So,  when  hell's  monarch  did  his  fummons  make, 
The  flumb'ring  demons  darted  from  the  lake. 

Eulogius  faw  with  pride,  or  feem'd  to  fee, 
(Not  yet  in  act,  but  in  the  pow'r  to  be), 
Great  merit  lurking  dormant  in  his  mind  : 

He  had  been  negligent but  nature  kind  : 

Till  by  degre.es  the  vain,  deluded  elf, 

Grew  out  o£  humour  with  his  former  felf. 

He  thought  his  cottage  fmall,  and  built  in  hafte  ; 

It  had  convenience,  but  it  wanted  talte. 

His  mien  was  awkward  ;  graces  he  had  none ;  "1 

Provincial  were  his  notions  and  his  tone  ;  J- 

His  manners  emblems  of  his  own  rough  ftone.    J 

Then,  flavifh  copyift  of  iris  copying  friend, 
He  ap'd  him  without  fldll,  and  without  end  : 
LarirTa's  gutturals  convuls'd  his  throat ; 
Ke  fmooth'd  his  voice  to  the  Bizantine  note. 


*  Mattb.  v.  8. 

I  See  Sandys'  s^Travels  into  the  Holy  Land,  fol. 
P-  US. 

Prtfepio  is  an  Italian  word,  taken  from  tie 
Latin,  uiidjignifies  a  ftable  or  manger.     Jt~  is  noiv 
become  a  term   of  art,  and  denotes  any  p; 
drf&h-  ;t,  where  Cbrijl  is  reprefcnted  as 

born  in  ajlalu-,  or  lying  ':••?.  tbc  manger. 

%  A  famous  Greek  rhetorician   in  tic 
ccnturyt  whofe  {/rations  are  foil  extant* 


is  face ;          "1 

grimace^       f 
ough'd   with  l" 


With  courtly  fupplenefs  unfuil'd  his  face  ; 
Or  fr n?\v'd  it  to  the  bonno  mine  of 
With   dignity   he  fneez'd,   and  cough'd 

grace. 

The  pious  mafon  once,  had  time  no  more 
To  mark  the  wants  and  mis'ry  of  the  poor  I 
Sufpicious  thoughts  his  penfive  mind  employ, 
A  fuller,  gratitude,  and  clouded  joy. 
In  days  of  poverty  his  heart  was  light : 
He  flinty  his  hymns  at  morning,  noon,  and  night. 
Want  Sharpens  poefy,  and  grief  adorns; 
Tliefpink*  chauntsfweete'T:  in  a  hedge  of  thornsf. 
TiiYi  of  an  houfe  too  little  for  his  pride, 
Tir'd  of  himlclf,  and  country  friends  befide, 
He  fometimcs  thought  to  build  a  manfion  fit 
For  ftate,  and  people  it  with  men  of  wit ; 
Knowing  (by  fame)  fmall  poets,  fmall  muficians, 
Small  painters,  and  ftill  frnaller  politicians; 
Nor  was  the  fee  often  fcore  minae  wanting, 
To  purchafe  tafte  in  building  and  in  planting. 

A  critic  too  he  was,  and  ral'd  the  ftage  ; 
The  fafliionable  judgment  \  of  his  age  : 
When  Crito  once  a  panegyric  fliow'd, 
He  beat  him  with  a  Itaff  §  of  his  own  ode. 
Ah  what,  h'e  cry'd,  are  Pindar's  flights  to  me  ? 
I  love  foft  home  made  fing-fong,  duty  free. 
Write  me  the  ftyle  that  lords  and  ladies  fpeak  ; 
Or  give  me  paftorals  on  Doric  Greek  : 
I  read  not  for  instruction,  but  for  eafe  ; 
The  opium  of  the  pen  is  fure  to  pleafe  :     [bright ; 
Where  limpid   ftreams   are  clear,    and  funfliine 
Where  vvoos  and  coos,  and  loves  and  doves  unite  : 
Where  flrnply  married  epithets  are  feen, 
With  gentle  Hyphen  keeping  peace  between, 
Whipt  cream  ;  unfortify'd  with  wine  or  fenfe  t 
Frcth'dby  the  flattern  mufe,  indifference  ; 
And  deck'd  (as  after  ages  more  lhall  fee) 
With  poor  hedge-flow'rs,  y-clept  fimplicity  ! 
Pert,  and  yet  dull ;  tawdry  and  mean  withall ; 
Fools  for  the  future  will  it  nature  call. 

He  learnt  his  whims,  and  high  flown  notions"^ 
too,  ( 

Such  as  fine  men  adopt,  and  fine  men  rue  :          T 
(Mere  firigularity  the  point  in  view.)  3 

Julian  with  him  wasftatefman,  bard  and  wit ;  "1* 
Julian,  who  ten  times  mifs'd,  and  one  time  hit;  > 
Who  reafon'd  blindly,  and  more  blindly  writ.  J 

Julian,  wholov'd  each  fober  mind  to  fhock  ;- ' 

Who  laugh'd  at  God,  and  offer 'd  to  a  cock. 

Ke  learn'd  no  fmall  regard  for  Arius  tco : 
And  hinted  what, — nor  he,  nor  Arius  knew. 
But  moft  (as  did  his  pregnant  parts  become) 
He  lov'd  th'  old  pageantry  of  pagan  Rome. 
Pompous  idolatry  with  him  was  faihion  ; 
Nay,  he  once  dream'd  of  tranfubftantiation.— 


*  Spinl,  the  old  poetical  name   for  finclcs  of 
every  fort.     See    Country  Farm,  by  Surflet   ami 
Mar kba m,  folio,  printed  in  1616. 
f  Sic  0  rig. 

j:  Critics  in    the  reign  of  Charles  II.    called 
!ve  s  judgments.     Hence  Dry  da  if  ays, 

" li  A  In-other  judgment  fpare, 

"  He  is,  like  you,  a  very  nvo/f,  or  bear." 
§  Staff,  i.  c.  Stttnz-a.     Sev  Shakfpeare,  Cowley, 
a::d  Dr\dc;is  Rival  Ladies,  Afi  I.  Scene  a. 


EULOGIUS  :    OR,   THE 

Now,  mufe,  return,  and  tread  thy  courfe  again ; 
I  only  tell  the  ftory  of  a  fwain. 

Pirafmus  (for  that  name  the  demon  bore 
Who  nurs'd  our  fpark  in  fafhionable  lore) 
Lik'd  well  this  wayward  vanity  of  mind,  ~) 

But  thought  a  country  ftage  a  niche  confin'd  ;      > 
Too  cold  for  lux'ry,  nor  to  folly  kind  :  J 

Bizantium's  hot-bed  better  ferv'd  his  ufe, 
The  foil  lefs  ftubborn,  and  more  rank  the  juice. 

My  Lord,  he  cries,  (with  looks  and  tone  com- 

pos'J, 

Whilft  he  the  mifchief  of  his  foul  disclos'd). 
Forgive  me,  if  that  title  I  afford  • 
To  one,  whom  nature  meant  to  be  a  lord  ; 
How  ill  mean  neighbourhood  your  genius  fuits? 
To  live  like  Adam  midft  an  herd  of  brutes  ! 
Leave  the  mere  country  to  mere  country  fwains, 
And  dwell  where  life  in  all  life's  glory  reigns. 

At  fix  hours  diftan.ce  from  Bizantium's  walls, 
(Where  Bofphorus  into  the  Euxine  falls) 
In  a  gay  d'tdricT:,  call'd  th'  Eiyfian  vale  *, 
A  furnifli'd  villa  ftands,  propos'd  for  fale  : 
Thither,  for  fummer  fhade,  the  great  reibrt ; 
Each  nymph  a  goddefs,  and  each  houfe  a  court :    < 
Be  mafter  of  the  happier  Lares  there, 
And  tafte  life's  grandeur  in  a  rural  air. 

He  fpoke.     Eulogius  readily  agreed, 
And  fign'd  with  eager  joy  the  purchafe  deed. 
Biv'd  in  the  Theban  vales  an  home-fpun  fwain, 
And  rofe  a  tawdry  fop  in  Ada's  plain. 
Dame  nature  gave  him  comelinefs  and  health, 
And  fortune  (for  a  paffport)  gave  him  wealth. 
The  beaus  extoll'd  him,  the  conquets  approv'd: 
For  a  rich  coxcomb  is  by  inftincl  lov'd. 

Swift  Atalanta  (as  the  ftory's  toldf) 
Felt  her  feet  bird-lim'd  to  the  earth, with  gold  : 
The,.youth  J  had  wealth,  with  no  unpleafing  face  ; 
That,  and  the  golden  apples,  won  the  race; 
Had  he  been  fwifter  than  the  fwifteft  wind, 
And  a  poor  wit — He  ftill  had  figh'd  behind. — 

Here  Satan  vanifh'd : He  had  frefh  com 
mands — 
And  knew  his  pupil  was  in  able  hands. 

And  now,  the  treafure  found,  and  matron's  ftore, 
Sought  other  objects  than  the  tatter'd  poor  ; 
Part  to  humiliated  Apicius  went, 
A  part  to  gaming  confeffors  was  lent, 
And  part,  O  virtuous  Thais,  paint  thy  rent. 
Poor  folks  have  leifure  hours  to  faft  and  pray ; 
Our  rich  man's  bus'nefslay  another  way  : 
No  farther  intercourfe  with  heav'n  had  he, 
But  left  good  works  to  men  of  low  degree  : 
Warm  as  himtelf  pronounc'd  each  ragged  man, 
And  bade  diftrefs  to  proiper  as  it  can : 
Till,  grown  obdurate  by  mere  dint  of  time, 
He  deem'd  all  poor  men  rogues,  and  want  a  criane.J. 

*  Sic  Orig. 

f  O-vid,  Met.  L.  x.  666. 

$  Hippovicucs. 

§  Why  dojl  thou  doat  on  the  image  of  a  king 
Jlamped  on  coin,  and  defpifcth  the  image  of  God 
that  Jhines  in  human  nature  ?  ST.  AUGUST. 

Mmutiin  R'/Yv  addrejis  limfclf  -ncry  patheti 
cally  to  great  and  opulent  men  devoid  of  charity 
(indaimfgic 

"  doiiw"  fays  bf,  c<  .••/,£„•  tread  ofyox.-r- 
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j       By  chance  he  ancient  amities  forgot, 
Or  elfe  expung'd  them  with  one  wilful  blot : 
Nor  knew  he  God  nor  man,  nor  faith  nor  friends, 
But  for  bye  purpofes  and  worldly  ends. 
No  fingle  cjrcumftance  his  mind  difaiay'd, 
But  his  low  extract,  and  once  humble  trade ; 
Thefe  thoughts  he  ftrove  to  bury  in  expence,  - 
Rich  meats,  rich  wines,  and  vain  magnificence: 
Weak  as  the  Roman  chief,  who  ftrove  to  hide 
His  father's  cot  (and  once  his  father's  pride), 
By  cafing  a  low  flied  of  rural  mold 
Wivh  marble  walls,  nnd  roof  adorn'd  with  gold  %» 
Who  but  Eulogius  now  is  prais'd  and  known, 


The  very  ignusfatuus  of  the  town  ? 

Our  ready  fcholar  in  a  fingle  year 

Could  he,  forget,  fwear,  flatter,  and  forfwear  f. 

Rough  to  the  tim'rous,  timid  with  the  brave ; 

'Midft  wits  a  witling,  and  with  knaves  a  knave. 

Fame,  not  contented  with  her  broad  highway, 
Delights  for  change,  through  private  paths  toftray; 
And,  wand'ring  to  the  hermit's  did  ant  cell, 
Vouchfaf 'd  Eulogius'  hiftory  to  tell. 

At  night  a  dream  confirm.' d  the  hermit  more  ; 
He  darted,  fcream'd,  and  fweat  from  every  pore. 
He  dream'd  that  on  his  throne  th'  Almighty  fat 
In  th'  awful  valley  of  Jehofhaphat  \, 
Where,  underneath  a  fpreading  cedar's  (hade, 
He  'fpy'dhis  friend  on  beds  of  roles  laid  ; 
Round  him  a  crowd  of  threat'ning  furies  ftands, 
With  inftruments  of  vengeance  in  their  hands. 

The  Judge  Supreme  foon  caft  a  ftedfaft  eye, 
(Stern,  yet  attemper'd,  with  benignity), 
On  the  rafli  hermit,  who  with  impious  pray'r 
Had  been  the  fponfor  of  another's  care. 
"  Wretch,  thou  art  loft  in  part,  and  in  the  whole  I 
"  Is  this  the  mortgage  for  thy  brother's  foul  ?'' 

An  apoplex  of  dread  Eufebius  (hook  : 
Defpairing  Judas  glar'd  in  all  his  look. 
Trembling  he  fell  before  th'  Almighty  throne  ; 
Importunate  as  Abraham  §  t'  atone 
For  others  crimes :  O  Power  Supreme  faid  he, 
Grant  me  once  more,  th'  ungrateful  wretch  to  feei 
Sufpend  thy  doom  till  then :  on  Chriftian  ground 
No  gracekis  monfter,  like  my  friend,  is  found. 

Ke  fpokc,  and  wak'd  aghall :  He  tore  his  hair, 
And  rent  his  fackcloth  garments  in  defpair  ; 
Walk'd  to  Conftantinople,  and  inquir'd 
Oi  all  he  met ;  at  length  the  houfe  deiir'd 


your  horfes    champ  upon  bridles  nvhofe  bits  are 
gilt  'with  gold,  the.  people  die    ivith   hunger :— « 
whereas    one  of  your  diamonds  might  fuve  the 
lives  of  an  bundled  families."' 
*  Sic  Orig. 

t  Thefe  who  arc  accujlotned  to  Jkuear  often^ 
may  fomctime  s  by  chance,  happen  to  for/wear  •'  as 
be  that  indulges  his  tongue  in  talking  frequently 
("peaks  that  which  he  blu/Lesfor  in  jilence. 

ST.  CURYSOST. 

;:iin,   St.  Jerotn  adds,  Let  thy  tongue   be  a 
:-r  to  lying  a??d fw earing  ;  on  the  contrary, 
let  tise  lo-vc  of  truth  be  fo  flrongly  in  tnee*  that 
cqunteft  whatever  thou  fay  eft  to  be  failed, 
w':ib  a.'.'  cxt/j. 
|   J'tel  iii.  12. 
§  GV.7.  xviii.  23. — 33. 

'       3^  ij 
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•By  chance  Ke  found,  but  no  admifllon  gain'd  ; 
A  Thracian  Have  the  porter's  place  maintain'd, 
(Sworn  ioe  to  thread-bare  fuppliants),  and  with 

pride 
His  mafter's  prefence,  nay,  his  name,  deny'd. 

Thert  walk'd  Eulebiu.s  'at  the  dawn  of  light, 
There  walk'd  at  noon,  and   there  he  walk'd  at 

night. 

In  vain. — At  length,  by  providence's  care, 
He  found  the  door  unclos'd,  nor  iervants  near. 
He  enter'd,  and  through  fev'ral  rooms  of  ftate 
Pdfs'd  gently  ;  in  the  laft  Eulogius  fat. 
O'ld  man,  good  morrow,  the  gay  courtier  cry'd  ; 
God'give  you  grace,  my  fon,  the  lire  reply'd; 
And  then,  in  terms  as  moving  and  as  ftrong, 
As  clear,  as  ever  fell  from  angel's  tongue, 
•Befbught,  rep-rov'd,  exhorted,  and  condemn'd  :— 
Eulogiusknevv  him, and,  though  knowncontemn'd. 

The  hermit  then  aiTum'd  a  bolder  tone  ;  •- 
His  r^ge  was  kindled,  and  his  patience  gone. 
"Without  refpecl  to  titles  or  to  place, 
3  call  thee  (adds  he)  mifcreant  to  thy  face. 
My  pray'rs.cjrew  down  heav'n's  bounty  on  thy 
And  iri  an  evil  hour  my  wifties  fped.  [head, 

Ingratitude's  black  curfe  thy  fteps  attend, 
Momier  to  God,  and  faithlefs  to  thy  friend  ! 

With  all  the  rage  of  an  infulted  man 
The  courrier  call'd  his  flaves,  who  fwiftly  ran  ; 
*'  Androtipn,  Geta,  feize  this  aged  fool, 
*'  See  him  well  fcourg'd,  and  fend  him  back  tp 

"  fchool. 

*'  Teach  the  Ql.d  Chronicle,  in  future  times 
'  To  bear  no  mem'ry  but  of  poor  rogues'  crimes." 

The  hermit  took  the  chaftifement,  arid  went 
!B*ck  to  Thebais  full  of  difcontent ; 
Saw  his  once-impious  raflmefs  more  and  more, 
And,  victim  to  convinc'd  contrition,  bore 
With  Chriftian  thankfulnefs  the  marks  he  wore. 
And  then'Oii  bended  knees  with  tears  and  fighs 
He  thus  invok'd  the  Ruler  ot'thefkies: 
*'  My  late  fequeft,  All-gracious  Power  forgive  ! 
4v  And— that  .yon  mifcreant  may  repent,  and  live, 
"  Give  him  that  poverty  which  fuits  him  beft, 
"  And  leave  difgrace  apd  grief  to  work  the  reft." 
So  pray'dthe  hermit,  and  with  reafonpray'd. — 
Some  plants  the  "funfliine  aik,  and  fome  the  fhade. 
At  night  the  nure-trees  fpread,  but  check  their 

bloom 

.At  morn,  and  lofe  their  verdure  and  perfume. 
The  virtues  of  moft  men  will  only  blow, 
Like  coy  auriculas,  in  Alpine  fnow  *  :     , 
Tranfplant  them  to  the  equinoctial  line, 
Their  vigour  fickens,  and  their  tints  decline.— 
Heav'n  to  its  predilecled  children  grants 
The  middle  fpace  'twixt  opulence  and  wants. 

Meanwhile  Eulogius,  unabafh'd  and  gay,       ~) 
Purfu'd  his  courtly  tract  without  difmay  :  / 

Remorfe  was  hood-wink'd,  conscience  charni'dl" 
away.  J 

Reafon  the  felon  of  herfelf  was  made, 
And  nature's  fubftance  hid  by  nature's  fhade  ! 

'  Our  fine  man,  now  completed,  quickly  found 
Congenial  friends  in  Afiatic  ground. 


This  flower  ivas  Jirji  difcG^cred  under  tie 
,  at  the  foot  offline  ice  mQuntalas  umvngft  the 


Th'  advent'rous  pilot  in  a  fingle  year 

Learu'd  his  ftate  cock-boat  dext'roufly  to  fleer  j 

Verlatile,  and  iharp-piercing  like  a  fcrew. 

Made  good  the  old  pafTage,  and  ±lill  forc'd  a  new  : 

For,  juft  as  int'reft  whiffled  on  his  mind, 

He  Anatolians  left,  or  Thracians  join'd  ; 

Caught  ev'ry  breeze,  and  fail'd  with  every  tide  ; 

But  ftill  was  mindful  of  the  leeward  fide  : 

Still  mark'd  the  pinnacle  of  fortune's  height, 

And  bark'd — to  be  made  turnfpit  of  the  ftate. 

By  other  arts  he  learns  the  nack  to  thrive  ; 
The  moft  obfequious  parafite  alive  : 
Chamelion  of  the  court,  and  country  too  ; 
Pays  Cefar's  tax,  but  gives  the  mob  their  due  ; 
And  makes  it,  in  his  confcience,  the  lame  thing 
To  crown  a  tribune,  or  behead  a  king: 

All  things  to  all  men; and  (himfelf  to  pleafe) 

Am'mulates  *  each  colour  which  he  fees. 

If  patriots  pay  him,  willow-wreaths  he  bears, 

And  coats  of  rilamotte  f  complexion  wears  ; 

If  ftatefmen  pay  him  better,  a  frefli  hue 

Brightens  his  garb ;  more  brilliant  as  more  new ; 

Court-turquoife,  and  irideliable  of  blue. 

Thus  weather-cocks  by  ev'ry.  wiiul  are  blown, 

And  int'reft  oils  a  motion,  not  their  own. 

How  ftrangely  crowds  mifplace  things,  and  mif- 

call 
Madnefs  in  one  is  liberty  in  all  ! 

On  lefs  important  days,  he  pafs'd  his  time 
In  virtuofo-fhip,  and  crambo-^rhyme  :  < 
In  gaming,  jobbing,  fidling,  painting,  drinking, 
And  ev'ry  art  of  uling  time,  but  thinking. 
He  gives  the  dinners  of  each  upftart  man, 
As  coftly,  and  luxurious,  as  he  can  ; 
Then  weds  an  heirefs  of  fuburbian  mold, 
Ugly  as  apes,  but  we'll  endowed  with  gold  ; 
There  fortune  gave  him  his  full  dofe  of  ftnfe. 
A  fcolding  woman,  and  a  jealous  wife  ! 

T'  increafe  this  load,  fome  fycophant  report 
Deftroy'd  his  int'reft  and  good  grace  at  court. 
At  this  one  ftroke  the  man  look'd  dead  in  law  ; 
His  flatt'rers  fcamper,  and  his  friends  withdraw  f. 
Some  men  (as  holy  writ  foretelleth  right) 
Have  one  way's  entrance,  but  have  fev'n  ways 
flight  §. 

"  I  never  lik'd  the  wretch,"  fays  one  :  another 
Opines   in  the  fame  ||  language  with  his  brother  : 
A  third,  with  my/tic  ihrug  and  winking  eye, 
Sufpecls  him  for  a  dervife  and  a  fpy. 


*  "  Protinus  affunvlat  tetigit  quofcunque  co- 
lores"  OVID.  Met.  XV.  411. 

f  Fillamotte  (Dfyrfcn)  is  that  "  clouded  mix 
ture  of  crimfoiz,  yellow,  and  umber  colours,  which 
are  fecn  in  the  beginning  of  <w inter  on  a  falling 
leaf."  Filarnotte,  quaji  ftiL'il/e  morte.  Ibu.r 
Ifabella  colour  denotes  a  certain  grave  colour 
ivorn  by  the  Infanta  IJabelta  Clara,  Eugenia, 
Arcb-ducbefs  of  Ai.jlria,  isc,  1623.  Forgrideline, 
fee  the  V-jJiori  of  Death, 

\  "  A  friend  cannot  be  known  in  profpcrity,  and 
an  enemy  cannot  be  hidden  in  adverjity" 

ILCCLUS.  xii, 
§  DEUT.  xxviii.  7. 

||  Opines,  i.  e.  given  his  opinion.  Mr.  Popes 
frcm  the  French. 

$ 


EULOGIUS:    OR,    ttiE   C 

<?  Pray,  Sir,  the  crime  ?"— The  monarch  frown'd 

-No  more, 

The  fellow's  guilty,  and  his  bus'nefs  o'er  *. 

And  now  (to  fhorten  my  difaft'rous  tale) 
Storms  of  affronts  pour'd  in  as  thick  as  hail. 
Each  fcheme  for  fafety  mifchievoufly  fped, 
And  the  drawn  fword  hung  o'er  him  by  a  thread. 
Child  he 'had  none.     His  wife  with  farrow  dy'd  ; 
Few  women  can  furvive  the  lofs  of  pride. 

Meanwhile  the  derrion,  who  was  abfent  far, 
(Engag'd  in  no  lei's  work  than  civil  war) 
Perceiv'd  th'  approaching  wreck  ;  and,  in  a  trice 
Appearing,  gave  both  comfort  and.  advice. 

"  Great  geniufes,"  he  cry'd,  "  muft  ne'er  def- 

pair; 

"  The  wife  and  brave  orarp  on  fortune's  care  ! 
"  The  unexhaufted  funds  of  homan  wit 
*'  Oft  mifs  one  object,  and  another  hit  5 
"  The  man  of  courts,  who  tiuftsto  one  poor  hole, 
"  Is  a  low  foolifh  fool  f,  and  has  no  foul : 
*•  Difgraces  my  refpected  patronage,  [age  J  ! 

*'  And,  gaining  Heav'n,  becomes  the  jeft  of  th' 
*'  Court- loyalty  is  a  precarious  thing  :  [&ngi 

'*  When  the  king's  trump,  time-fervers  ferve  the 
"   But,  when  he's  out  of  luck,  they  ihift  their  fail, 
"   And  popularity's  the  fav'rite  gale  : 
"   Vain  popularity  !  which  fancy  ihrouds, 
"  Like  Juno's  (hade,  in  party-colour'd  clouds. 
*'  Each  man  will  go  a  mile  to  fee  you  crown'd  ~\ 
"  With  civic  wreaths,  till  earth  and  ikies  re-  / 

found  ; 
"  And  each  man  will  go  two  to  fee  you  drown'd._J 

"  Whoever  hopes  in  dang'rous  times  to  rife, 
"  Muft  lea'h  to  fhoot  i'wift  fortune  as  fhe  flies  : 
"  Capricious  phantom  !  never  at  a  ftay  ; 
"  Jult  feen,  and  lo'lt ;  when  neareft,  far  away  ! 
"  But,   to   be   brief,    (and   mark  my  judgment 

well)  ; 
"  Your  fortune's  totter 'd,' when  old  Juftin  fell; 

* • Nunquam,  fi  quid  mibi  crelis, 

Huncce  hotninem.     Sed  quo  cecidit  fub  crimi- 
Delator.s  IQuibvs  irtdiciiit  quo  tejle  frobavit5 
Nil  horum.  Verbofa,  et  grandis  epijiola  vertt't 

A  Capreis.  Benehabet,nilp!itsititerrogo" 

JUVEN.  Sat.  X.  68. 

To  fuch  fort  of  worldly  connexions  may  be  ap 
plied  the  golden  faying  of  St.  Cbryfo/totn,  "  meum 
a/ii/iuum  are  dlmo/t  incomputable  words." 

ORAT.  in  PHILAGON. 
f  "  A  fool  in  his  folly." 

PROV.  o/'SoLOM.  xvii.  12. 

\  The  f  on  of  Sirach,  in  oppojition  to  thefe  falfe 
and  dangerous  notions,  jnJHy  remarks:  "  Ob- 
ferve  the  opportunity,  and  beware  of  e<uil :  be  not 
{ijhamed  when  it  concerneth  thy  foul." 

ECCLUS.  Iv.  20.' 

Ifaiah^s  advice  is  'very  noble :  "  Fear  not  the 
reproach  of  men,  neither  be  ye  ajfr&id  of  their  rc- 
1'ilings' ;  for  the  moth  J  hall  cat  them  up  as  a  gar 
ment,  and  the  worms  Jhall  eat  them  like  wool  • 
iizrtmy  fatoation  fiall  be  for  ciJer."  Ch.  li.  7,  S. 

"  /,  even  I,  am  he  that  comfortcth you.  Why 
Jl.iQuldeft  thou  be  afraid  of  a  man  thatfoall  die, 
and  forgcttejl  the  Lord  thy  Maker,  who  Jlretcheth 
forth  the  heavens  f"  Ibid.  i'u,  13 
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His  fucceffor  *,  as  you  and  all  men  know, 
Is  kind,  when  friend ;  and  unappeas'd,  when  foej 
Some  ITy  court-vermin,  wriggling  in  his  ear, 
Has  whifper'd,  what  predicts  your  ruin  near  : 
Then  caft  thy  die  of  fortune  all  at  once  ; 
Learn  to  be  any  thing  but  dupe  or  dunce. 
Fortune  affjfts  the  brave.     Plunge  boldly  in  ; 
T'  attempt ,  and  fail,  is  a  poor  fnea'king  fin. 
Hypatius  (with  pretenfions  not  the  word) 
AfFeCls  the  throne  :   b^  thou  to  i'oin  the  tirft : 

'Tis  not  a  crime  too  worldly-wife  to  be  ; • 

Or  (if  it  is)  difcharge  the  crime  on  me." 
Thus  weak  Eulogius,  by  falfe  greatnefs  aw'd, 
Liften'd  — -unto  th'  artificer  of  fraud  :' 
The    doctrine    came   not   from   th'   all-righteous 
When  Satan  tells  a  lie,  'tis  all  his  owrt  f   [throne  % 

He  fpoke,  and  vanifli'd.     Swift  Eulogius  fled, 
And  to  the  Emulous  of  empire  fped. 

Here,  were  it  not  too  long  J  might  declare 
Th'e  motives  and  fucceffes  of  the  war, 
The  prowefs  of  the  knights,  their  martial  deeds, 
Their  fwords,  their  finelds,  their  iurcoats  \   and 

their  fteeds; 

Till  Belifarius  at  a  iingle  blow 
Supprefs'd  the  faction  and  repell'd  the  foe. 
By  rv  quick  death  the  traitors  he  reliev'd  ; 
Condemned,  if  taken  ;  famifli'd,  if  repriev'd. 
Now  fee  Eulogius  (who  had  all  betray'd 
Whate'er  he  knew)  in  loathfome  dungeon  laid; 
A  pris'ner,  firft  of  war,  and'  then  of  (late  : 
Rebel  and  traitor  aik  a  double  fate  f 
But  good  Juftinian,  wriofe  exalted  mind 
(In  fpite  of  what  Pirafmus  urg'd,  inclin'd 
To  mercy,  foon  the,  forfeit-life  forgave, 
And'  freed  it  from  the  ihackles  of  a  Have. 
Then  fpoke  with  mud,  but  in  majeftic 
Repent,  and  hafte  thee  to  Larifla's  plain. 
Or  wander  through  the  world,  anothei 
Thy  lands  and_  goods  ihall  be  the  poor  man's  lot,' 
Or  feed  th' e  orphans',  you've  fo  long  forgot.' 
Forlaken,  helplefs,  vecognizM  b"y  none, 
Profcrib'd  Eulogius  left  th'  dbprofp'rous  town  : 
For  fuccour  at  a  thoufand  doors  he  knock'd  ; 
Each"    heart  was  harden'd,   and  each   door   was 

lock'd. 

A  pilgrim's  ftafFhe  bore,  of  bnrnMe  thorn  ; 
i'ervious  to  winds  his  coat,  and  fadiy  turn  \ 
Shoes  he  had  none  :  a  beggar  gave  a  pair, 
Who  faw  feet  poorer  than  his  own,  and  lure. 
He  drank  the  flream,  on  dew-berries  he  fed, 
And  wildings  harfh  fupply'd  the  place  of  bread; 
T!H:S  homeward  urg'd  his  ibi't-ary  way; 
(Four  years  had  he  been  abfeut  to  ati.iy.) 

Fame  through  Thebais  his  arrival  fpreacl. 
Half  his  old  friends  reproach'd  him,  and  hadf  fled  3' 
Of  help  and  common  countenance  bereft, 
No  creature  own'd  him,  but  a  dog  he  left. 
Compunction  touch'd  his  foul,  and,  wiler  made 
By  bitter  fuff'rings, he  rclum'd  his  trade  : 
Thank'd  HeavM  for  want*  of  pcw'r'  and   wnr.t  of" 
That  he  had  loft  the  world,  and  found  himfeif. 
Conference' and  charity  rcviv'd  their  purr, 
Aiid  irue  humility  enrich'd  the  heart, 

*  Jtijiinian.  f  JOHN  viii.  44^ 

\  Surcoat,  an  upper  garment  of  defence. 


.ve, 

:  ftrain,'  ~tf 

ain.  > 

>r  Cain.  J 
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While  grace  celeftial  withenliv'uing  ray 

Beam'd  forth,  to  gild  the  ev'ning  of  his  d«iy. 

His  neighbours  mark'd  the  change,  and  each  man 

ftrove 

By  flow  degrees  t'  applaud  him,  and  to  love. 
So  Peter,  when  his  tim'rous  guilt  was  o'er, 
Emerg'd,  and  Hood  twice  firmer  than  before  *. 

Eufebius,  who  had  long  in  fllence  mourn'd,, 
Rejoic'd  to  hear  the  prodigal  return'd : 
And,  with  the  eagernefs  of  feeble  age, 
Made  hafte  t'  exprefs  his  joy  and  griefs  afiuage. 

'*  My  fon,"  he  cry'd,  "  once  more  contemplate 
me  : 

Behold  th'  unhappy  wretch  that  ruin'd  thee  ; 

My  ill-judg'd  pray'rs  (in  lucklefs  moments  fped) 

Brought  down  the  curfe  of  riches  on  thy  head. 

No  language  can  exprefs  one  fingle  part 

Of  what  I  felt,  and  what  ftill  racks  my  heart. 

Vainly  I  thought,  that,  to  increafe  thy  ftore, 

Was  to  increafe  Heav'n's  manna  for  the  poor. 

Man's  virtue  cannot  go  beyond  its  length; 

God's  gifts  are  ftill  proportion'd  to  our  iftrength. 

The   Scripture-widow  f  gives  her   well-fav'ci 

mite 

"  With  affluent  joy,  nor  fears  to  fuffer  by't : 
*'  Whilft  Dives' heaps  (the  barter  of  his  foul) 
"  Lie  buried  in  fome  bale  inglorious  hole, 
"  Or  on  the.wings  of  pomp  and  luxury  fly, 
'*  Accurft  by  Heav'n,  and  dead  to  charity  f  ! 
"  The  charitable  few  are  chicfiy  they 
*'  Whom  fortune  places  in  the  middle  way  § ; 


*  See  LUKE  xxii.  55—62. 

.     "  Peter  flood  wore  firmly,  after  he  had  foment- 
cd  his  fall,  than  before  he  fell'  '  ST.  AMB  R  o  s  *  . 

f  LUKE.  xxi.  a.      ^.  COR.  viii.  12. 

t  "  God  is  not  honoured  with  our  expending 
that  money  which  is  bedewed  with  the  tears  of 
the  oppre/ed.'"  ST.  CHRYSOST. 

§  The  truly  charitable  man  (who  happens  to 
be  neither  rich  nor  poor),  is  well  painted  by  an 
ancient  clajjic.  I  quote  the  verfes,  becaufe  I  nevtr 
faw  them  quoted  : 

Cujus        [femper 


frQntem  *uertere   mints  ;  fed  eandida 
Gaudia,  W  in  vultu  cm  arum  ignara 
tas. 


"  Juft  rich  enough,  with  eeconomlc  cafe, 
"  To  fave  a  pittance,  and  a  pittance  fpare  : 
"  Juft  poor  enough  to  feel  the  poor  man's  moan, 
''  Or  fhare  thofe  fuft 'rings  which  may  prove  their 

"  Great  riches,  with  infinuating  art,    [own  ! • 

"    Debate  the  man,  and  petrify  the  heart. 

"  Let  the  fa  lie  friend,  like  Satan,  be  withftood, 

'*  Who  willies  us  more  wealth-— to  do  more  good  ! 

"   To  this  great  trial  fome  are  equal  found  ; 

"  Moft  in  th'  umlavigab'e  ftream  are  drown'd*  ." 

He  fpoke  :  and,  with  a  flood  of  tears  oppreft, 
Left  his  Eulogius  to  divine  the  reft.  [fmii'd) 

"  Father,''  he   cry'd,  (and  with  complacence 
"  Heav'n's  trialshave  at  length  reclaim'd  its  child. 
"  Crunifcience  only  can  our  wants  foreknow, 
"  And  all -beneficence  will  belt  beftow. 
"  Some  few  God's  bounty  on  the  poor  employ  : 
f<  There  are-— whom  to  promote,  is  to  deftroy  ! 
"  Rough,  thorny,  barren,  is  pale  virtue's  road  ; 
"  And  poifons  are  true  cures  when  giv'n  by  God. 
"  Spontaneous  I  refign,  with  full  accord,  ~l 

"  The  empty  nothings  wealth  and  pow'r  afford ;  f 
"  My  mind's  my  all,  by  Heav'n's  free  grace  re-  l" 
ftor'd.  J 

"  O  Pow'r  Supreme  !  unftarchable  thy  views ! 
"  Omnifcient,  or  to  give,  or  to  refufe  ! 
"  Grant  me,  as  I  begun,  to  end  my  days 
"  In  acts  of  humble  charity  and  praife; 
tc  In  thy  own  paths  my  journey  let  me  run, 
"  And,  as  in  Heay'n,  on  earth  thy  will  be  done1." 

Thushe  maintain'd  Almighty  Wifdonvscaufe."! 

The  fun  flione  forth The  hermit  pleas'd  with-  ^ 

draws— 
And  nature  wore  an  afpedl  of  applaufe. 


T 
j 


1  Non  tibi  fepofitas  infelix  Jlrangulat  area 
Diijitias  ;    a-'jidtve  aninium    dffpendia   tor* 
qtccnt 

•  Fcenoris  expojiti  cenfus  ;  fed  dofta  fruendi 
Tetnperies,"  ifc. 

*  Hugo,  in   his  excellent  treatife  De   Anhna, 
makes  -the  following  remark  upon  greatnefs  and 
ambition  : 

"  The  human  heart  is  a  f  mall  thittg,  and  yet 
dejireth  great  matters.  It  is  barely  fit  fflcient  for 
a  kite*s  dinner  \  a/id  yet  the  whole  world  fufficeth 
it  not" 


MACARIUS:  OR,  THE  CONFESSOR. 


Da  vocem  magno,  Pater,  ingeniumque  dolori. 


STAT.    Epiced.  Patris. 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  THE  REV.  DR.  ROBERT 
HORT, 

CANON  OF    WINDSOR. 

Ait  fober  poets,  with  thy  bard  *  agree, 
Who  fung,  "  That  truth  v,ras  true  ft  poetry."-— 
Alike  to  me,  and  the  deceas'd,  a  friend  } 
O  Hort,  to  thefe  my  pious  ftrains  attend. 

*  COWLKY.  Sie  his  Davideis* 


Thou  knew'ft  the  man ;  and  thy  good  fenfe  is 

fuch, 

I  dare  not  fay  too  little,  or  too  much. 

Under  his  eye  the  felt-fame  views  combin'd 

Our  ftudies,  and  one  horofcope  conjoin'd. 

He   check'd   th'   impatient    wand'rings    of    our 

youth, 

And  grafted  on  our  fancy  facts  and  truth. 
Together  we  amus'd  our  youthful  prime, 
Days  feem'd  but  hours,  and  time  improv'd  on  timci 
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Mind'efs  of  cares  (and  how  they  pafs'd  or  came), 
Onr  f  ports,  our  labours,  and  our  reft  the  fame  *. 

See'ft  thou  yon'  yews,  by  penfive  nature  made 
For  tears,  and  grief,  and  melancholy  {hade; 
Wide  o'er  the  church  they  fpread  an  awful  light, 
Than  day  more  ferious,  half-composM  us  night, 
(There,  where  the  winding  Kennet  gently  laves 
Britannia's  Lombardy  f  with  fifvferwaves)  ; 
There  fleeps  Macarius,  foe  to  pomp  and  pride  ; 
Who  liv'd  contented,  and  contented  dy'd. 

Say,  fhall  the  lamp  where  Tullia  was  entomb'd, 
Burn  twice  lev'n  ages,  and  be  un?onfum'd  ? 
And  not  one  verfe  be  facred  to  a  name 
Endear'd  by  virtuous  deeds  and  filent  fame  ? 
True  fame  demands  not  panegyric  aid  ; 
The  fun'ral  torch  burns  brighter):  in  the  fliade  ; 

Too  faft  it  blazes,  fann'd  by  public  air  ; • 

Thus  blofloms  fall,  before  their  tree  can  bear. 
True  fame,  like  porc'hiin  earth,  fcr  years  mult  lay 
Bur/M,  and  mix'd  with  elemental  day  f. 

His  younger  days  were  not  in  trifling  ipent, 
For  pious  Hail  ||  a  kind  infpectibn  lent : 
He    Ihow'd   him    \vhat    to   feek,    and   what    to 

flvjn: 

Harcourt  §  with  him  the  thorny  journey  run, 
Companion  of  his  iludies  ;  and  a  friend  i  * 

Sincere  in  youth,  and  ftedfaft  to  the  end. 

Courts  and  the  world  he  knew,  but  not  admiv'd  ; 
He  travelPd  through  them  wifely,  and  retir'd  : 
Giving  to  folitude  and  heav'nly  care 
Thofe  moments  which  the  worldling  cannot  Fpare, 
Thus,  half  a  century,  his  courfe  he  run 
Of  pray'r  and  praifes,  daily,  like  the  fun  : 
Happy  !   Who  truth  invariably  purfues, 
And  well-earn'd  fame  by  better  fame  renews  ^f ! 

His  books,  like  friends  were  chofen,  few  and 

good; 

Conftantly  us'd  and'traly  underftood. 
The  Sacred  Scriptures  were  his  chief  delight  **  ; 
Tudc  of  the  day,  and  vifion  of  the  night: 

*  Thcfe  eight  lines  arc  imitated  from  bfathout 
'pajjuqc  in  Pcrjitis,  Sat.  V.  too  'well  known  to  Lc 

rejtj  inted      It  begins • 

*'  Geminos  horrfcope"         &c. 

t  Berkfaire. 

|  It  is  reported  that  the  Chinefe  beat  find  mix 
thoroughly  together  the  compojition  that  makes 
porcelain,  and  then  bury  it  in  a  deep  led  cf  clay 
for  an  hundred  years*  See  Dr.  Bonne's  letters. 
See  alfo  the  dif cover y  of  PI  id  den  Treafnre,  4  to, 
London  1656,  p.  89;  (a  wry  ftarce  and  curious 
'work,  by  the  famous  Gabriel  Plattes.) 

||  Mr.  Jf'ln  Hall,  mnjler  of  Pembroke  College, 
Oxford,  in  1667,  find  AV?.?r  of  St.  Aldate's  in  the 
fame  uni-usrfity.  Created  T).  I),  in  1669  ;  eleft- 
Margaret  Prof  cf]  or  in  1^76;  and  confc< 
Bijbtif  of  Briftol  the  iith  of  June,  1691.  All 
which  preferments  he  enjoyed  together. 

§  Mr.  Simon  Harcotnt,  afterwards  Lord  Chan 
cellor  Harcourt,  offered  him  a  Bi/boprick  from 
Queen  Anne,  many  .  the  Revolution  ; 

but  the  favour  was  declined  with  grateful  ac- 
kno  wledgemcn  t  s . 

T[   iVifd.  of  Sol.  Kill  I. 

**  He  employed  ten  or  twelve  hours  a-day  in 

JlxJy,  without  any  inicrmj>ihn  (but  'that  of  ca 


Truth's  fecond  fouroes  he  wit;:  rave  furveyM, 
And  walk'd  \vitli  Hermas  in  the  rural  fha.de  *. 

yprian  \vlth  awful  gravity  hj  foi:ght  • 
And  true  fimplicity  Ignatius  brought  ;' 
Lively  Mis'ucius  did  his  hours  beguile  ; 
L.a<51antius  chami'd  with  elegance  of  flyle: 
3ut  moftly  Chryfoirom  engag'd  his  mind  : 
jeat  without  labour,  withput  art  reiln'd  \ 
STou*  fee  his  gentle  elocution  flows, 
Soft  as  the  flakes  »f  heav'n-dofcending  fnows  ; 

Wow  fee  l\im,  like  th'  impetuous  torrent,  roll  ; 

re  in  his  diction,  purer  in  his  foul  : 
By  few  men  equatl'd,  and  lurpafi'd  by  none  -, 
A  Tully  and  Demofthenes  in  one  f  ! 

Something  at  cheerful  intervals  was  dus 
To  Roman  ciaffics,  and  Athenian  too. 
Plato  with  raptures  did  his  foal  infpire  ; 
Plotimis  fann'd  the  Academic  \  fire. 
Then  came  the  Stagyrite  ;-~whofe  cxceller.ce 
Beams  fort!«i  in  cjearnef;,  brevity,  at\l  iVnfc  ! 

Next,  for  amufement's  fake,  he  turn'd  his 
To  them,  whom  we  defpnii,  -ir.d  th.fr.  .lefpif 
Foremoft     of    thefe,     unrivall'J     Shakfpeare- 
ftands  ;  f 

With    Hooker,   Raleigh,    Chillingwotth,  -  and  <-. 
Sands  I  •  -  i 

(For  in  thofe  days  "  were  giants  in  our  lands  I")-' 

fual  ficknefs},  for  fifty  years  fucce/jtvely.     His 

ncipal  bujlnefs  was  in  re,'  ,  'cult 

part  of  Scripture  to  thofe  particular  tajfages  in  the 
Fathers,  arid  eminent  modern  diiints,  who  Lad 
explained  them  exprefsly  or  occajlon: 

*  Alluding  to  a  work  intituled  the  Shepherd  cf 
Hernias.  Hermas  itu-f  contemporary  with  fame. 
cftbe  Apofdcs. 

f  In  order  to  judge  a  little  ofthsfe  two  a$'?r~ 
tions,  be  pleafcd  only  to  read  S1-.  Chryfoftont^s  tfo- 
m;!y  on  St.  Matthew  •  and  his  Orations  to  tie. 
People  ofAntioch  REPI  ANAPIANTHN. 

See  alfo  Ferrar:us  de  Condom  Vcterum,  and 
the  Eloquence  Creticnm  of  M.  Gijbsrt  :  The  iajl 
of  which  works  was  a  favourite  book  with  ths 
late  Lord  Seiners,  and  wrought  a  great  ejfeft  on, 
his  fa  furs  way  oftbixting. 

T/.is  anecdote  was  imparted  to  me  by  the  late 
Mr.  Elijah  Fenton,  as  matter  of  faff,  on  his  own 


$  Academic  is  nfcd  in  the  Horaihn  fcjtfe  of  tie 
word  : 

"  Afiite  inter  fyh<as  Academi  quarere  vcrum." 

§  F.'.hvyn  $.<>/:!ys,  Archbi/hop  of  York,  was  one 
of  the  fir  ft  crnrirxt  Refor.ners,  not  only  of  our 
holy  n  -.us), 

but  jf  our  la,:^-:-'(i^c  (-L-shich  circvrnjiunce  fcwper~ 
fon  s  are  apprised  of}.  His  ft*  time 

who:  he  preacbedthcr:  -onjiJsred],  may 

bf  looked  tipon  as  n  rnqjltrpicce  cf  eloquence  and 
fine  -  vi  itlug.  'They  wer  e  chiefly  preached  between. 
irs  1^50  and  1575. 

His  fo'ri  George  (and  here  let  me  be  undcr/lood 

to  refer  chiejly  to  his  Paraphrafe  on  Job)  knew 

the  <•  .      •••  nf  the  Englijb  Heroic  Couplet 

!  efore  Deubam  a?il  Waller  took  up  the.  pen  ; 

and  pnfiT-i'cd  that  harmony  mere  uniformly.     Va 

riety  perhaps  was  wanting  ;  which   Dryden  af~ 

tcrwardsf  applied)  lut  not  till  he  came  to  the  for' 

3  &  iiij 
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Thus,  like  the  bee,,  he  fuck'd  from  ev'ry  fiow'r, 
Arrd  hour  furpafs'd  the  predeceffor-hour. 
Latrmer's  father  *  was  his  type  of  yore  ; 
Little  he  had,  but  fomething  tor  the  poor  : 
And  oft  on  better  days  the  board  was  fpread 
With  wholefome  meat  and  hotpita:  le  bread. 
Poor  in  himfelf,  men  poorer  he  relieved, 
And  gave  the  charities  he  had  receiv'd. 

The  midnight-lamp,  in  cryftal  cafe  enclo^'d, 
Beams  bright  ;  nor  is  to  winds  nor  rains  expus'd  : 
A  watch-tow'r  to  the  wand'rers  of  mankind  ; 
Toriorn.  belated,  and  with  pafiions  blind  f, 
Who  tread  the  foolifh  round  their  fathers  trod, 
And,  'midft  life's  errors,  hit  on  death's  by-road  f. 

'Midfl  racking  pains  §   his  mind  was  calm"} 
and  ev'n  ;  / 

Patience  and  cheerfulnefs  to  him  were  giv'n  ;     f 
Patience  !  the  choiceft  gift  on  this  fide  Heav'n  Ij 
His  ftrength  of  parts  lurviv'd  the  fev'ntieth  year, 
And  then,  like  northern  fruits,  left  off  to  bear; 
Nought  but  a  Vettal  fire  fach  heat  contains  ; 
Age  feldom  boafts  fo  prodigal  remains  ||. 
Some  few  beyond  life's  uiua.1  date  are  c  tfl  : 
Prime  clufters  of  the  grape  f[  till  winter  laft. 
To  thefe  a  facred  preference  is  giv'n  : 
Each  fhaft  ispolifh'd,  and  th'  employer  Heav'n  **. 

Jeffries  (if  that  were  podible)  reitrain'd 
His  fury,  when  you  mournfully  complain'd  ff . 

ty-fifth  year  ef   bis  age ;    namely,    till  the  time 

he  pubi'ijhed  Aurci2gy>ebe. 

*   l.ijbop  Hugh  Latimer  (whom  I  quote  only  by 

memory,  not  having  the  original  at  hancT)  fays,  in 

one  of  his  fermons  preached  at  St.   Paulas  Crcfs, 

abort*  the  year  ,  "  that  though  his  father 

PGffeff€^  no  more  than  40  acres  of  free  I  find,  or 
thereabouts,  yet  he  bad  a/ways  jo'nelbittg  to 
give  to  the  poor,  and  now  and  then  entertained 
his  friends  ;-  —  tbat  he  portioned  out  three  daugb- 
ters,  at  $  /.  a-piece,  ad  '>red  up  a  fan  at  thi 
un'iverjity ;  otherunfe"  adds  he,  "  /  jbould 

'*  7wt  bane  b,ad  the  honour  of  appearing  in  this 

"  pulpit  before  the  king's  majefty" 

Note,   The  original  edition  fays  4  acres,  which 

miijl  hs  an  error  of  the  prefs .  injlead  0/40  acres. 

Old  Latimer  lived-  in  gooa  repute  about,  the  year 

1470,  in  <wbi-cb  year  his  fan  tiugb  was  born. 
\  Palantejque  homines  p(ijjiintac  rationis  egen- 

fes, 
Defpetfare  procul.  OVID.  MET. 

Sed  ml  dulcius  eft,  ben e  qi  am  munita  tenere 
Editd^otirina  Sapienium  te;npln?nferena} 
Jje/piccre  -unde  qncas  alios, pnjjimque  lidere 
Erf  are,  atqne  \\iim  paiautss  qn^rcrc  ^ce. 

LUCRET.  L.  II.  6. 
\  Wifduth  of  Schmoti,  i;  12. 
^>  ///  the  lajl  years  of  his  life  Macarius  nvas 
rievoufiy  f[fflifted  'with  nephritic  pains 

j| ''  Cni  viv  certa-i'erit  ulla 

Aut  tanium  Jluere,  out  totidem  dnrare  per 
annos." 

VIRG.  Georg.  2. 
*J[  2  Efdras  xii.  42. 
**   Ifnah  xhs.  2. 

ft  When  Jzidge  Jeffries  came  to  Taunton-af- 
iftes,  in  the  year  1685,  to  execute  his 


And  Kirk's  barbarians,  hard  as  harden'cl  fteeT, 
Forgot  their  Lybia,  and  vouchlaf'd  to  feel. 

When  crowns  were  doubtiul,  and  when  nura* 

bers  fteer'd 

As  honour  prompted,  or  felf-int'reft  veer'd  ; 
(Times  f  when  the  wtfeft  of  mankind  might  err, 
And,  loft  in  lhadows,  wrong  or  right,  prefer)  ; 
The  tempter,  in  a  vapour's  form  *,  arufe, 
And  o'er  his  eyes  a  dubious  twilight  throws, 
To  lead  him,  puzzling,  o'er  fallacious  ground, 
Suborn  his  paffions,  and  his  lenie  confound  : 
Pomp  to  foretafte,  and  mitres  prf-d-fcry; 
(For  mills  at  once  enlarge  and  multiply) : 
Our  hero  paus'd — and,  weighing  either  fide, 
i  ook  poverty  ;   and  confcience  lor  his  guide  : 
For  he,  who  thinks  he  fuffers  for  his  God, 
Deferves  a  pardon,  though  he  feels  the  rod. 
Yet  blarn'd  he  none  :   (Himfelf  in  honour  clear)-$ 
That  were  a  crime  had  coft  his  virtue  dear  \ 
Thus  all  he  lov'd  \  and  party  he  had  none> 
Except  with  charity,  and  Heav'n  alone. 
IP  his  own  friends  fotne  frailties  he  allow'd  ; 
Thefe  were  too  (ingular,  and  thofe  too  proud. 
Rare  fpirit  !  In  the  mid  it  of  party-flame, 
To  think  well-meaning  men  are  half  the  fame  I 

B lometimes  would  to  thy  cottage  tend; 

An  artful  enemy,  but  feeming  friend  : 
Confcious  of  having  plann'd  tny  worldly  fate  f , 
He  could  not  love  thee,  and  he  durit  not  hate. 
But  then  feraphic  Ken  was  ail  thy  own  ; 
\hd  he  |,  who  long  dechn'd  Ken's  vacant  throne. 
Begging  with  e^r  .eit  zeal  to  be  deny'd  ;--- 
By  woiidhngs  laught  at,  and  by  fools  decry 'd : 
Dodwellwas  thine,  the  humble  and  refign'd  ; 
Nelfon,  with  Cnnilian  elegance  of  mind  j 


npon  the  unfortunate  people  .concerned  in 
moutlf  s  rebellion,  the  petjon  here  jpoken  of,  being 
ininijler  of  St.  JVlury  J\dugdalenrj  Church  at  Tau«- 
ton,  'waited  on  him  in  private,  and  r emoiift rated- 
much  againji  bis  J.c  Demies.  The  judge  Hjlened  to 
him  calmly,  ami  <with  fame  attention  ,•  and,  though 
be  had  never fecii  him  before^  advanced  him  in  a 
few  moiitb-s  to  a  PrebenduL  Stall  in  the  Cathedral 
Church  of  B.i/tol- 

*  S  e  Sandys' s  Paraphrafe  on  Job,  where  Sa 
tan  arifes  inform  of  an  exhalation. 

f  hii/'op  Ken  jifed  to  fuy,  that  King  Williatn 
and  Ohteejr  Mary  ivould  gladly  have  permitted 
the  nofijuring  bifoops  and  clergy  {nvho  had  jtijt 
before  Jignaii<&ed  thtmjelvcs  in  a  Jieady  oppojition 
to  popery)  to  have  enjoyed  their  preferments  till 
death r  upon  their  purol-e  of  honour  given,  that 
'hey  would  ?ie ver  dijlurb  the  government;  wbicb 
ju-ix'jiir  would  have  been  thankfully  accepted  of., 
and  complied  with,  by  the  ajorefaid  bijhops,  &c.  ; 
but  fj melody  here  alluded  to  (at  Icajt  as  Maca~ 
rius  thought}  iruvcifcd  their  majtjliss  gracious 
intentions.  In  prooj  of  this,  Hi/bop  Ken  perform 
ed  the  funeral  fervue  over  Mr. '  Kettlewetl  in  the 
year  i^ps,  and  prayed  for  King  Witiiam  and 
Queen  Mary. 

|  /  r  George  Hooper.  JV  B.  It  mujl  here  alfo 
be  remembered,  that  Dr.  Beveridge  refi:fed  to 
f-iccced  Bijhop  Ken  in  i6pi,  and  then  the  offer 
was  made  to  JR..  Kider  2}.  JJ, 
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And  he  *,  whofe  tranquil  milclnefs  from  afar 

Spoke  him  a  diftant,  but  a  brilliant  ftar. 

Thefe  all  forfook  their  homes — Nor   figh'd    nor 

wept; 

Mammon  they  freely  gave,  but  God  they  kept. 
Ah,  look  on  honours  with  Macarius'  eyes. 
Snares  to  the  good,  and  dangers  to  the  wife  ! 
In  filence  for  himfelf,  for  friends  in  tears, 
He  wander'd  o'er  the  defart  forty  f  years. 
The  cloud  and  pillar  (or  by  night  or  day) 
Reviv'd  his  heart,  and  afcertain'd  che  way  |. 
His  fandals  fail'd  not ;  and  his  robes  untorn, 
Efcap'd  the  bramble  and  entangling  thorn  §. 
Heav'n  purify'ti  for  him  th'  embitter'd  well  ||, 
And  manna  from  aerial  regions  fell  ^[. 
At  length,  near  peaceful  Pifgah  **  he  retir'd, 
And  found  that  reit  his  pilgrimage  requir'd  : 
Where,  as  from  toils  he  lilentiy  withdrew, 
Half  Paleitina  f f  open'd  on  his  view  : 
Go,  pious  hermit,  groves  and  mountains  cry'd  ; 
Enter,  thou  faithful  Icrvant,  Heav'n  reply 'd. 

Mild  as  a  babe  reclines  himfelf  to  reit, 
And  fmiling  ILeps  upon  the  mother's  bread, 
Tranquil,  and  with  a  patriarch's  hopes,  he  gave 
His  foul  to  Heav'n,  his  body  to  the  grave ; 
And  with  iuch  geatlenefs  refign'd  his  breath, 
That  'twas  a  fott  extinction,  and  not  death. 
Happy  I  who  thus,  by  unperceiv'd  decay, 
Abfent  themfelves  from  life,  and  fteal  away  §§. 

*  Mr.  John  Kettlewell,  Vicar  of  Celejlill  In 
Warwick/lire. 

f  See  Exodus  paj/itn.  Pfalm  xcv.  iO.  Heb 
rews  iii.  17. 

\  Exod.  xiii.  21. 
Deut.  viii.  4. 
Waters  of  Marah.     Exod.  xv.  23—25. 

«f[  Ibid.  xvi.  15  and  35. 

**  Deut.  xxxiv.  i. 

ft  Pale/lina  is  thefcripture-ivordfor  Pale/line. 
Ifuiah  twice,  xiv.  29,31.  Exod  xv.  14. 

§§  Macarius  {yubto  "was  born  the  2$th  of  OEio- 
ter  1650)  was  dij'poffejj'ed  of  his  preferments  in 
1691,  and  remaned  deprived  till  the  time  of  his 


Accept  this  verfe,  to  make  thy  mem'ry  live, 
Lamented  made  ! — ' Tis  all  thy  ion  can  give. 
Better  to  own  the  debt  we  cannot  pay, 
Than  with  falfe  gold  thy  fun'ral  rites  defray. 
Vainly  my  mufe  is  anxious  to  procure 
Gifts  unavailing,  empty  fepulture  *  ; 
\s  vainly  ihe  expands  her  flutt'ring  wings  : 
She  is  no  fwan,  nor,  as  fhe  dies,  flie  fings. 
He,  that  would  brighten  ancient  diamonds,  muft. 
Clear  and  repolifli  them  with  diamond-dull ; 
That  talk  is  not  for  me :  The  Mufes  lore 
Is  l<;ft  ;— -For  Pope  and  Dryden  are  no  more  ! 

O  Pope  !  too  great  to  copy,  or  to  praife  ; 
(Whom  envy  finks  not,  nor  encomiums  raife)  ; 
Forgive  this  grateful  tribute  of  my  lays. 
Milton  alone  could  Eden  loft  regain ; 
And  only  thou  portray  Meffiah's  reign. 
O  early  loft  !  with  ev'ry  grace  adorn'd ! 
By  me  (to  Heav'ns  ordain  it)  always  mourn'd. 
By  thee  the  good  Macarius  was  approv'd  : 
Whom  Fenton  honour'd,  and  Philotheus  lov'd  f , 

My  firft,  my  lateft  bread,  I  owe  to  thee  : 
Thou,  and  thy  friends,  preferv'd  my  mufe  and  me, 
By  proxy,  from  a  gen'rous  kindred  fpread, 
I  hy  Cragg's  bounty  fell  upon  my  head  \  : 
Thy  Mordaunt's  §  kindnefs  did  my  youth  engage, 
And  thy  own  Chelterfield  protects  my  age. 


death,  'which  happened  in  February  1735,-  An d 
(which  is  remarkable  enough}  the  hi/hops  Kidder, 
Hooper,  and  Wynne,  all  contrived  that  Macarias 
jbouid  receive  the  little  profits  from  his  prebend 
of  fVells  as  long  as  he  lived.  A  circumjiance  to 
their  honour  as  ivellasbis. 

"  tiutic  f  alt  em  accumulem  donis,  £^  fungar 

inani 

«'  Munt-e.  VIRS. 

t  Philotheus,   Fifoop  Ken. 
j   The  lute  Mrs.  Nugent — —and  Edward  E- 
llot  of  Port-Eliot,  Efq.  \sfc.  &f. 

§  Charles  late  Earl  of  Peterborough,  General 
in  Spai/it  i$c. 


BOETIQS;  OR,  THE  UPRIGHT  STATESMAN. 

A   SUPPOSED   EPISTLE    FROM    BOET1US    TO   HIS    WIFE   RUSTICIANA. 


-PecTrore  magno 


Spemque  metumque  domat,  vitio  fublimior  omni  ; 
Exemptus  fatis  ;  indignantemque  repeilit 
Fortunam  ;  dubio  quern  non  in  turbine  rerum 
Deprendit  fuprema  dies,  fed  abire  paraturn, 
Ac  plenum  vita. 


STAT.  SYLV.  Lib.  L 


ARGUMENT. 

BOETIUS  flouriflied  in  the  former  part  of  the  focth 
century.  He  was  defcended  from  the  Manlian 
family,  and  was  one  of  the  firft  perfons  of  Rome 
in  fortunes  and  dignity.  He  received  his  edu 


cation  at  Athens;  after  which  he  was  thrice 
conful,  and  ahv  a)  s  renowned  for  his  eloquence 
in  the  fenate.  He  was  upon  all  occafions  in 
flexibly  honeft  and  veracious. 


THE   WORKS    OF   HARTS. 


His  book,  intituled  the  Confolation  of  Philofophy, 
may  be  looked  upon  as  a  mafter-piece  of  fine 
writing.  The  poetry  of  it  is  equal  to  moft 
compofitions  in  the  Auguftan  age  ;  and  that 
even  in  the  claffkal  purity  of  ftyle  :  but  fome- 
thing,  which  manifefts  the  declenfion  of  the 
Roman  language,  may  be  discovered  in  the 
profe  part. 

Jn  his  profe  writings  he  made  Ariftotle  his  model ; 
and,  like  him,  is  always  clear,  though  concife  : 
leaving  an  infinite  fund  for  the  mind  of  the 
reader'to  work  upon.  Many  works  pafs  tinder 
his  name  :  feme  are  genuine;  and  forae  are  look 
ed  upon  as  fupofititious. 

This  book  of  Philofophical Confolation  (from  which 
a  large  part  of  the  prefent  epiftle  is  extracted) 
has  been  univerfaliy  admired  in  all  ages,  info- 
much  that  there  are  many  more  fine  manufcripts 
extant  of  it,  than  of  Virgil,  Horace,  and  Cicero, 
all  taken  together.  The  work  we  here  fpeak 
of  has  been" the  particular  delight  and  ftudy 
of  princes  and  good  politicians.  Chaucer  firanl- 
lated  it  into  our  language,  and  afterwards  it 
was  tranftated  by  Queen  Elizabeth,  &c. 

Boetius  had  two  wives :  The  firft  was  Helpes  a 
Sicilian  *,  whofe  conjugal  affection  is  celebrat 
ed  by  him  in  an  epitaph  ftili  extant.  His  fe- 
cond  wife  (to  whom  the  following  letter  is  fup- 
pofed  to  be  addrefled)  was  Rufticiana,  the 
daughter  of  Symmachus,  a  Roman  fenator  and 
conful ;  one  of  the  moft  virtuous,  learned,  and 
amiable  perfons  of  that  age.  As  to  Rufticiana, 
hiftorians  give  her  all  perfections  of  .mind  and 
body.  By  her  Boetius  had  leveral  children  : 
and  two  of  his  fons,  when  young,  had  the  ho- 
uour  to  be  publicly  carried  to  the  fenate-houfe 
in  a  confular  chair,  by  way  of  extraordinary 
compliment  to  their  father. 

IVhen  Theodoric  the  Goth  made  himfelf  maf- 
ter  of  the  kingdom  of  Italy,  he  wifely  made 
choice  of  Boetias  to  be  the  director  of  his  coun 
cils,  and  governed  for  many  years,  to  the  uni- 
verfal  fatisfaction  of  his  fubjedls.  From  a  prin 
ciple  of  felf-intereft,  he  had  long  concealed  his 
inclination  for  Arianifm ;  but  a  feries  of  prof- 
perous  government  made  him  ambitious,  felf- 
confident,  and  jealous  of  Boetius'.-  glory.  In 
addition  to  this,  the  Gothic  chieftains  that  be 
longed  to  him  were  uneafy  to  fee  all  power  in 

*  Edward  Philips,  who  writ  one  of  the  left 
accounts  we  have  of  the-  Pcets,  ancient  and  mo 
dern,  fays,  fome  authors  aJJ'trt  that  Helpes  was 
daughter  of  a  Sicilian  king,  a?id  that  Jbe  writ 
bymnsin  honour  of  the  dfofdes,  after  Jbe  embraced 
Chri/liamty. 

Philips'1  s  authority  carries  weight  with  it :  For 
Milton  was  the  inflruElor  of  his  youthful  /Indies, 
and  afterwards  revifed  the  work  we  here  allude 
to  ;  Philips*  smother  being  Milt  oil's  fijler. 

Philip^ s  bock  was publifbed in  iitno,  i66<^,  and 
intituled,  Theatrum  Poetarum.  One  Winjianley, 
a  barber •,  tranfcribed  the  lives  of  the  Evglijb  Poets 
from  our  author*  s  work,  aim  oft  verbatim,  and  pub - 
Hjbed  them  in  1687.  A  mnjl  notorious plagiarif/n  ; 
it  being  but  22  years  after-  the.  Tbcatrum  Poeta- 


the  hands  of  a  Roman  ;  and  one  of  them  in  par 
ticular,  named  Trigilla,  having  gained  a  new 
and  great  afcendency  over  the  king,  contrived 
our  Itatefman's  ruin,  by  fuborning  falfe  wit- 
'  neffes,  and  devifing  trealbnable  letters  between 
him  and  Juftin,  emperor  of  the  Earl. 

BoPtitis  was  rirft  baniihed  to  Pavia,  and,  after  four 
years  confinement,  privately  executed  in  prifon. 
His  father-in-law,  Symmachus,  incurred  the 
fame  fate.  Theodoric  foon  afterwards  died 
with  remorfe,  under  all  the  agonies  of  a  dif- 
turbed  mind. 

It  has  been  looked  upon  by  many  good  Chriftiar.s 
as  no  fmall  misfortune,  that  Boetius,  in  his  Con 
folation,  has  not  derived  his  arguments  jfrom 
divine  wifclom,  as  well  as  prophane  philofophy. 
One  may  perceive  here  and  there  feveral  hints 
taken  from  Scripture,  but  nothing,  as  I  re 
member,  in  totidem  verb  is:  Yet  his  general 
belief  of  Chriftianity  has  never  been  fufpecled, 
nor  even  his  orthodoxy ;  for  he  writ  an  exprefs 
treatife  on  the  confubftantiality  of  the  Trinity, 
which  is  ftili  preferved,  and  looked  upon  to  be 
genuine. 

Thefe  circumfrances  induced  me  to  conclude  this 
Epiftle  in  a  manner  not  unworthy  of  our  philo- 
fcpher,  and  highly  agreeable  to  his  imitator. 

It  has  often  been  thought,  that  a  Second  Part 
added  to  Boetius's  Confolation,  written  in  the 
fame  manner  of  a  Vifion,  and  confiding  of  verfe 
and  profe  interchangeably,  where  Divine  Wif- 
dom  is  introduced  as  the  fpeaker  and  comforter, 
would  afford  us  one  of  the  fineft  and  moft  in- 
Aructive  works  that  could  be  compofed.  The 
Sieur  de  Ceriziers,  almoner  to  Louis  the  XHIth, 
made  an  attempt  of  this  kind  about  the  year 
1636,  and  executed  it  with  feme  degree  of 
fucoefs. 

Boetius  was  commented  upon  by  no  lefs  a  perfon 
than  Thomas  Aqxiinas,  who  was  one  of  the 
cleareft  and  pureft  writers  of  his  time.  This 
fhews  the  etleem  in  which  the  fcholaftic  ages 
held  him. 

In  our  country,  King  Alfred  was  the  firft  who 
tranflated  the  Confolation  of  Philofophy ;  and 
this  tranfiation  is  ftill  extant.  Chaucer,  as  we 
have  already  hinted,  gave  us  another  verfion  ; 
and  a  third,  I  think,  was  publiflied  by  the 
Monks  of  Taviftock,  at  the  fecond' prefs  that 
was  eftablifhed  in  England.  A  fourth  tranfla- 
tion  was  made  (as  fame  fay)  by  (^ueen  Eliza 
beth  ;  and  one  or  two  more  preceded  the  ver 
fion  publifhed  by  Lord  Prefton. 

I  have  nothing  farther  to  add,  but  that  my  wor 
thy  friend,  to  whom  this  elegy  is  addrefled,  will 
be  pleafed  to  bear  in  memory  thele  beautiful 
vcrfes  of  antiquity  ;  which  may  be  app'lied  (not 
improperly)  both  to  him  and  me. 


•Nos  facia  aliena  canendo 


Vergknur  in  fenium ;  propriis  tu  pulcher  ab 

annis 

Ipfe  canenda  geres,  patriseque  exempla  parabis; 
Pofcit   avus :  pvaeilatque    domi  noviffe  trium- 

phos — 

Jamque  vale,  &  penitirs  rioti  tibi  Vatis  amoreoi 
Corde  exire  veta. • 


BOETIUS:   OR,   THE   UPRIGHT   STATESMAN. 


And  it  came  to  pafs  from  the  time  that  he  (Po- 
tiphar)  had  made  him  overfeer  in  his  houfe, 
and  over  all  that  he  had,  that  the  Lord  blefied 
the  Egyptian's  houfe  for  Jofeph's  fake ;  and 
the  blelTing  of  the  Lord  was  upon  all  he  had  in 
the  houfe,  and  in  the  field. 

GENESIS  xxxix.  5. 

INTRODUCTION. 

THE  man,  that's  truly  read  in  virtue's  laws, 
Improves  from  cenfure,  and  diftrufts  applaufe. 
Firm  in  his  hope,  he  yields  not  to  defpair  *  ; 
The  cube  reversed  is  dill  erect  and  fquare  f. 
Eliot  i,  to  whom  kind  nature  did  impart 
The  cooled  head,  and  yet  the  warmed  heart: 
Blefc  in  thy  nuptials,  bleft  in  thy  retreat, 
Privately  good,  and  amiably  great ; 
Accept  with  candour  thefe  fpontaneous  lays, 
And  grant  me  pardon,  for  I  alk  not  praife.-— 
In  proof  the  Mufe  true  oracles  recites, 
Hear  what  Boetius  to  his  confort  writes. 
Mark   well   the   man,    and   Heav'n   thy  labour 

blefs ; 

In  all  be  like  him,  but  unhappinefs  ! 
Thus  he  afpir'd  on  meditation's  wings, 
And,  to  the  bed  of  conforts,  thus  he  (Ings : 


RUSTICIANA,  levelled  of  thy  kind, 
Mod  in/ny  eyes,  and  ever  in  my  mind; 
Exil'd  from  all  the  joys  the  world  can  give,  v 
And— -(for  my  greater  grief!)  allow'd  to  live  : 
(By  him  §,  1  train'd  to  glory,  bafely  left)  ; 
Of  all  things,  but  my  innocence,  bereft : 
Patrician,  conful,  datefmari  but  in  name  } 
Of  honour  plunder'd,  and  profcrib'd  in  fame  : 
(Betray'd  by  men  my  patronage  had  fed, 
And  curs'd  by  lips  to  which  I  gave  their  bread)  ; 
To  thee  I  breathe  my  elegies  of  woe; 
For  thee,  and  chiefly  thee,  my  forrowsflow  : 
Joint-partner  of  my  life,  my  heart's  relief; 
Alike  partaker  of  my  joys  or  grief! 

All-bounteous  God,  how  gracious  was  the  care 
To  mix  thy  antidote  with  my  defpair  1 
Rufticiana  lives  to  fmooth  my  death, 
And  waft  with  fighs  to  Heav'n  my  parting  breath. 
Hence  hope  and  fortitude  infpire  my  bread  : 
Be  lier's  the  earthly  part,  and  thine  the  red  '. 
Still  1  am  happy,  human  and  divine. ; 
Th'  aflidant  angel  fhe,  th'  aflidance  thine. 

O  wife,  more  gentle  than  the  weftern  breeze, 
.Which  (loth  to  part)  dwells  whiip'ring  on  the 

trees: 

Chafte  as  the  lamb  th'  indulgent  pador  leads 
To    living    dreams    through     Sharon's   flow'ry 

meads; 

*  "  The  fortitude  of  aju/lman  conji(lt  in  con- 
*'  temning  the  jlatter-.cs  ofprofperity,  and  o<ver- 
*'  coming  the  fears  of  povrfy." 

.SV/.  CREGOR.  Moral.  L.  via. 
•j-  "  Cornpojitus,  fernperque  fuur." 

STAT.  Syfoa,  L.  ii. 
$  Edward  Eliot,  Efq.  of  Port -Eliot. 
J    The  Emperor  Theodoric» 


Mild  as  the  voice  of  comfort  to  defpair ; 

Fair  as  the  fpring,  and  yet  more  true  than  fair  *  ; 

Delightful,  as  the  all-enlivening  fun  ; 

Brighter  than  rills,  that  glitter  as  they  run, 

And  mark  thee  fpotleis  ;— air  thy  purity 

Denotes,  thy  clearnefs  fire,  and  earth  thy  con- 

dancy  f . 

Weep  not  to  read  thefe  melancholy  drains :       "1 
Change     courts    for    cells,    and    coronets    for  ^_ 

chains. i 

No  greatr.efs  can  be  lod,  where  God  remains !  J 

Say,  what  avails  me,  that  I  boad  the  fame 
And  deathlefs  honours  of  the  Manlian  name  ; 
Th'  unioii'd  fuccefTion  of  renown'd  defcent, 
Equal  to  time's  hidorical  extent  f  ? 
One  of  my  ancedors  receiv'd  his  doom 
There,  where  he  fav'd  the  liberties  of  Rome  ! 
Did  not  another  plunge  into  the  wave 
The  Gaulifh  champion,  and  his  country  fave  ? 
Did  not  a  third  (and  harder  was  his  fate) 
Make  his  own  child  a  victim  for  the  date  ? 
And  did  not  I  my  xvealth  and  life  confume, 
To  blefs  at  once  Thecdoric  and  Rome  ? — 
But  all  is  cancell'd  and  forgotten  fince  ; 
Pad  merits  were  reproaches  to  my  prince  1 

As  my  own  glory  ferv'd  to  ruin  me, 
Thy  birth  from  Symmachus  avails  not  thee  : 
Thy  meeknefs,  prudence,  beauty,  innocence, 
Thy  knowledge,  and  thy  virtues,  gave  offence. 
When  excellence  is  eminent,  like  thine,  "^ 

Our  eyes  are  dazzled  with  too  bright  a  fhrine  ;  f 
Death  mud  the  medium  give,  that  makes  it  f 
mildly  Ihine.  J 

What  vifionary  hope  the  wretch  beguiles,  . 
Who  founds  his  confidence  on  Princes  fmiles  ? 
True  to  their  int'red,  mindlefs  of  their  truft, 
Convenient  is  the  regal  term  for  jud. 
The  plant,  my  cultivating  hands  had  made 
A  fpreading  tree,  opprefs'd  me  with  its  fliade  ; 
Ambition  pufli'd  forth  many  a  vig'rous  flaoot, 
And  rancid  jealoufy  man'^r'd  the  root : 
Ingratitude  a  willing  heart  mifled, 
And  fycophants  the  growing  mifchief  fed, 


*  "  Quis  te  fcliciffimmn  conjugis  fudore 


PHILOSOPHISE  Verba  ad  BOETIUM. 

De  Confolat.  L.  II.  Prof.  3. 
"  Vvoit  Uxoringenlo  modej}qtpudiciiiaepifdorc 
praecellenS)  ft,  vt  omnes  ejni  dotes  brevitcr  in- 
cludam,  Patri  (Symmflcho*)  Jirxilis.  Vivit  r;i- 
quam,  tibique  trntinn,  <vil£  hujus  exqfa,  fpiri- 
turn  ferimt.  ^uoque  uno  felicitatem  minui  tu- 
am  i>cl  ipfa  conccffcrim,  tui  dejiderio  lachrymis 
ac  dolor  c  tabefcit," 

^       Ejufd.  Verba.  Ibid  Prof.  4.  Edit. 

Juntarum  1521. 

f  ThiJ  paflage  ivas  written  in.  imitation  of 
Ovid's'  famous  defcription  of  Galatea,  MET.-  L. 
XiII.  and  improved  by  an  bi?it  taken  from  Dr. 
Donne'  s  Poems,  Page  96,  ia//zo. 

\  "  $>ucd  fi  quid  in  nobilitate  bonurn,  idfulurn 
eJJ~e  arbitror,  t.'t  impofita  nobilibus  necejjitudo  i>i- 
dcattir,  ne  a  rnajorum  <uirtutc  dcgfnerent." 

L.  HI.  Prof.  6. 


THE   WORKS    OF  HA£T£. 


Till  th'  Afian  fophift   *  crept  through   all   re- 

Itraint ; 

The  tempter  ply'cl  him,  and  there  fplit  the  faint. 
Th'  aflaffin-hand  which  Odoacer  flew, 
Once  more,  diilain'd  with  biood,  appear'd  to  view: 
Not  foe  by  foe  in  hoftile  fields  oppreft, 
JBut  friend  with  friend,  th'  inviter  and  the  gueft  f . 
And  0,  how  weak  my  fkill,  how  vain  my  toils, 
To  fow  religion's  feeds  in  courtly  foils  ! 
The  few  furviving  plants  that  fix'd  their  root, 
O'ercharg'd  withfpecious  herbage,  bore  no  fruit", 
Gorg'd  to  fatiety  with  unctuous  juice 
From  a  fat  earth,  and  form'd  for  bulk,  not  ufe ; 
Till  all  the  cultivating  hand  receives 

Isfteril  plenty  of  luxuriant  leaves  $ 

Or,  where  we  fow'd  the  grain  of  life,  fucceeds 

A  copious  harveft  of  pernicious  weeds. 

Where    corn   once    flood,    th'    infatiate    thiftle 

ftands. 

And"  deleterious  hemlock  choaks  the  lands, 
•  If  errors  purely  human  are  forgivY., 
I  dare  prefent  my  laft  appeal  to  Heav'n. 
Religion  and  clear  honefty,  combin'd, 
Made  up  the  fhort  full  fyftem  of  my  mind. 
Nicely  Imark'd  the  quickfands  of  the  Itate, 
The  crown's    encroachments,    and    the    people's 

hate  : 

Fore-warn'd  my  prince  of  arbitrary  fway, 
And  taught  his  fubjecls  willingly  t'  obey  : 
Thus  ev'ry  thing  confpir'd  to  one  great  end, 
The  nation  was  my  child,  the  king  my  friend. 
"Both  ftill  I  ferv'd  with  uniform  intent, 
The  good  of  both,  with  equal  fervour  meant; 
And,  wherefoe'er  th'  infraction  firft  arofe,    - 
Still  judg'd  th1  aggreffbrs  man's  and  nature's  foes. 
Monarchs,  fome  times,  difcard,  through  fear  or 

hate, 

Thofe  whofe  good  fenfe  and  virtues  poife  the  ftate  : 
So  mariners,  when  ftorms  the  ocean  fweep, 
Commit  their  guardian- ball  aft  to  the  deep. 

Methinks,  in  thefe  my  folitudes,  I  hear 
Triciila  whifp'ring  in  the  tyrant's  ear  §, 
Afiert  the  glories  which  are  all  thy  own  ;  , 

And  lop  the  branch  that overfhades  the  throne; 
"When  he  and  malice  know,  I  taught  no  more 
Than  ev'Ty  righteous  ftateftnan  taught  before.' 
I  fhow'd  my  prince  j| — "  The  firft  of  regal  arts 
Was  to  reign  monarch  of  the  people's  hearts : 


*  Theodoric  in  Us  heart  was  Jirongly  inclined 
to  Arianij'm. 

f  Odoacer  find  Theodoric  had  divided,  by  agree 
ment,  the  kingdom  of  Italy  between  them.  The 
latter  invited  the  former  to  a  banquet,  and  killed 
him  with  his  own  hand. 

%  —— "  nefciafalcis 

'*'  Sylva  comam  ttAlit,  fiucJ  unique  expirat  i? 
*'  umbras" 

STAT.  Sylv 

§  1.  I.  Prof.  4. 

jj  'The  precepts  of  government,  comprfid  in  the 
following  lines,  and  recommended  by  Boetius,  ar> 
extr  ailed  almoftverbatiinfrGt/tCaJ/iodorus's  Letters 
Cajpodaus  wu±  fecretary  to  Theodoric  and  Aiha 
laric,  kings  of  the  Cotlis.  tie  <was  a  jiatefmai 


Swift  to  encourage,  eager  to  redrcfs, 

he  fteward  of  a  nation's  happinefs)  ; 

aught  him,  each  gift  he  gave,  by  truth  to  fcatt* 
?'  adapt  the  man  to  place,  not  place  to  man; 
To  guard  the  public  wealth  with  anxious  care, 
tudious  of  peace,  but  ftill  prepar'd  for  war  : 
Taught  him,  that  princes  of  celeftial  kind, 

ike  Numa,  cultivate  the  field  and  mind  *  : 
Warn'd  him  'gainft  pow'r,  which  fuffers  no  con* 

troul ; 

hit  moftly  that,  which  perfecutes  the  foul : 
Then  by  examples,  or  from  reafon,  fhow'd, 
That  none  are  true  to  man  who're  falfe  to  God  f  5 
And  that  our  lives,  except  by  freedom  bleft, 
A.re  a  dull  paffive  ilavery  at  belt." 
3ence  righteous  kings  of  fofter  clay  are  made  ; 
Not  for  their  fubjecls  mis'ry,  but  their  aid  \. 
True  liberty,  by  pious  monarchs  giv'n, 
is  emblematic  manna  rain'd  from  heav'n: 
Without  it,  ev'ry  appetite  is  pall'd, 
The  body  fetter'd,  and  the  mind  enthrall' d  §. 

Thus  when  by  chance  fome  ruftic  hand  invade? 
The  nightingale's  recefs  in  poplar  (hades, 
And  bears  the  pris'ner  with  offenfive  care 
To  Nero's  houfe  of  gold,  and  Nero's  fare ; 
Th'  aerial  chorifter,  no  longer  free, 
Wails  and  detefts  man's  civil  cruelty  : 
Still  dumb  th'  imprifon'd  fyivan  bard  remains ; 
(Your  humanbardsmake  mufic  with  their  chains) 
And  when  from  his  exalted  cage  he  fees 
The  hills,  the  dales,  the  lawns,  the  ftreams,  the 

trees, 

He  looks  on  courtly  food  with  loathing  eyes, 
And  fighs  for  liberty,  and  worms,  and  flies  J{» 


of  great  genius,  and  an  author  of  wonderful  in 
vention. 

An  ancitnt  writer  of  the  Church  has  ji'Jlly 
markfd  out  the  difference  betwixt  a  king  and  a  ty- 
rant :  "  *They  have  both,"  (fays  he),  '*  abfclute 
power,  and  abundance  of  people  under  their 
command]  but  exert  their  authority  and  power 
in  a  very  different  manner:  For  the  former 
fecks  only  the  good  of  thofe  whom  he  governs, 
and  hazards-  all,  even  his  Life,  that  they  may 
Live  in  peace  and  fafety."  He  then  gives  the 
contrajl  of  their  charaflers  in  more  full  detail. 

SYNESJUS,  Bi/kop  of  Cyrene  to  the  Emperor 
Arcadins. 

*  OVID.  Met.  XV.  v.  482. 

f  A  faying  of  Con/tantius  Chlorus,  the  fathef 
of  Conjtantine  the  Great. 

\  t  be  chara&er  of  d  jujl  and  pious  prince  is 
finely  marked  by  Ifalah,  xvi.  5.  "  ///  mercy  flail 
the  throne  be  ejtablifted,  and  he  ftall  Jit  upon 
it  in  truth,  in  the  tabernacle  of  David  ;  judg'mg 
and  fteking  judgment,  and  hafiing  righteottf* 
nefs-" 

§  Much  to  thispurpofe  is'a  pafflige  in  the  Son  of 
Sirach  :— "  As  Long  as  thou  Hvejt,  and  hajl  breath 
in  thee,  giie  not  ibyfetf  over  to  &ny'.  In  all  thy 
•works  keep  r"  tkyfflf  the  prc-e?nhiencet  and 
leave  not  ajlainm  thine  honour" 

ECCLUS.  xxxiiii 

II  "   QUG  canlt  altis  garrnla  ramis 
Ates,  cave<e  clauditur  antro. 


BOETIUS:    OR,    THE    UPRIGHT    STATESMAN. 


.Such  truths  my  crimes  !  But  Charity's  foft  veil 
,Shali  ihade  the  hateful  remnant  of  the  tale. 
The  daughter  of  a  Symmachus  *  difdains 
Vindictive  plaints  and  acrimonious  itrains  ; 
Make  the  folemnity  of  grief  appear 
Bilagniiicently  dumb,  without  a  tear  ! 
Brave  as  our  fex,  and  as  thy  own  refign'd ; 
Unconquer'd>  like  thy  beauty,  be  thy  mind  !-— 
Wretch  that  I  was,  how  dar'd  1  to  complain  ? 
Heav'n's  chaftifements  are  never  dealt  in  vain  I 
In  fomething,  or  my  pride  or  frailty  err'd, 
And  my  juft  doom  was  certain,  though  deferred. 
The  mifts  of  twilight-funftune,  and  elteem, 
Made  me  not  greater  grow,  but  greater  feem. 
When  I  the  paths  of  human  grandeur  trod, 
Might  not  ray  alien-heart  diverge  from  God  ? 
Might  I  not  raile  my  kinsfolk  and  my  friends 
From  private  realons,  and  for  private  ends ; 
Exclufive  of  the  better  few,  who  ftay 
Far  from  the  folar  walk,  and  court's  high-way  f  ? 
Might  I  not  fwell  too  much  on  earthly  pow'r, 
Man's  idiot-play-thing,  gewgaw  of  an  hour  ? 
Or  might  nor  falfe  compliance,  flatt'ry,  art, 
Unhinge  my  truth,  unchriftianize  my  heart  ? 

Why   nam'd  I   in  thefe  lines  my  wealth,  my 

race, 

The  confuPs  ftation,  or  the  ftatefman's  place  ; 
The  confidence  I  gain'd,  tho-  trufts  I  bore  ? — • 
See,  my  heart  fickens  to  review  them  more  ! 
Boail  as  we  will,  diflemble  as  we  can, 
A  pious  peafant  is  the  greater  man. 

How  hard  the  contelt,  and  how  marp  the  ftrife, 
To  part  the  great  from  pageantry  of  life  I 
To  wean  the  bearded  infant  from  his  toys, 
Vain  hopes,  vain  honours,  and  ftill  vainer  joys  I 
See  th-e  proud  demigod  in  triumph  fit, 
With  naufeous  incenfe  choak'd,  and  hireling-wit ; 
Hymn'd  by  a  chorus  of  felf-ferving  tools, 
The  Nifroch  jj  of  his  knaves,  and  calf  ^[  of  fools  ! — 
['11  dwell  no  longer  on  this  angry  theme  **  ; — 
But  {ketch  the  moral  picture  of  a  dream  ff. 

Huic  licet  illita  pocula  melle 
Largafque  dapes  dulci  Jludlo 
Ludcns  bominum  cum  minijlret  / 
Si  tamen  alto  fallens  tefto 
Nemorttm  gratas  vldtrit  umbras y 
Sparfas  pedibus  proterit  efcas  ; 
Sylvas  tantum  mafia  reouirit." 

BOET.  de  Confolat.  L.  III.  Metr.  a. 
*  "  Pretiojijfimum   generis  bumani  decus,  Symma- 

cbus  focer  ; 
Vlr  totus  exfapientia,  <uerttttibufqtie  faElus" 

BOET.  de  Confolat.  L.  II.  Prof.  4. 
"  Sacer  Symmachiis,  fanftus,  atqne  aftu  ipfy  re-ve- 
rendiu."  Ibid.  JL.  I.  Prof.  4. 

\  "  In  chcojtng  men  lubo  are  to  discharge  the  bigbefl 
lice*,  the  faftjl  conduct  is  to  take  the  man  ivbo  goes 
tui  of  his  way  in  order  to  decline  it,  and  not  the  man 
tvbo  intrudes  boldly  for  iti.'  '  ST.  BERNARD. 

||  2  2G.:,gs  xix.  .37. 
^[  Exod.  xxxii.  4.      I  Kings  xii.  28. 
**  "   De  fceleribus  ac  fraitdibus  delatorum  redlc  tu 
yuidem     ftricilm  attin^enJum  putajll,    quod    eti   well  us 
c  recoghofceniu  omnia  vulgi  celebrentvrj* 

PHILO SOPHIA  loquitur,  L.  I.  Prof.  5. 
ff   Win*  fallows  is  extracted  fr^m  the  Pbilofophital 
of  Jj/octius, 


One  night,  with  grief  o'ercharg'd,  with  cares 

oppreft, 

Like  a  fick  child,  I  moan'd  rnyfelf  to  reft: 
When  lo,  a  figure  of  celeftial  mien, 
(Known  indiftinctiy  once,  and  faintly  feen) 
Approach'd  me  ;  fair  and  graceful  as  a  queen. 
Now,  (ftrange  to  tell)  '.  flie  feem'd  of  human  fize. 
And  now,  her  form  auguft  half  reach'd  the  ikies  *. 

Sweet-fmiling,  with  an  accent,  foft  the  faid, 
"  Is  this  Boetius  ?  Or  Boetius'  fhade  ? 
"  What  fudden  ftroke  of  unexpected  woe 
"  Congeals  thy  tears,  and  wants  the  pow'r  t» 

"  flow? 

"  Incapable  of  comfort  or  relief, 
"  See  a  dumb  image  petrify'd  with  grief! 
"  Th'  impetuous  ftorm  arofe  not  by  degrees, 
"  But  borfts  like  hurricanes  on  Adria's  feas  f." 

She  fpoke,  and  to  my  throbbing  heart  apply'd 
Her  tender  hand  :  "  My  fon,  my  fon,"  Hie  cry'd, 
"  Med'cines,  and  not  complaints,  thy  pangs  inuii 

"  eafe  ; 

"  Falfe  greatnefs,  and  falfe  pride,  are  thy  difcafe.'* 
Then  with  her  other  h'and  flie  touch'd  iny  eyes  \f 
Soft,  as  when  Zephyr's  breath  o'er  rofes  flies : 
Inftant  my  fenfe  returned,  reftor'd  and  whole, 
To  repoflefs  its  empire  of  the  foul. 
Soj  when  o'er  Phoebus  low-hung  clouds  prevail, 
Sleep  on  each  hill,  and  fadden  ev'ry  dale  ; 
Sudden,  up-fpringing  from  the  north,  invades 
A  purging  wind,  which  firft  difturbs  the  {hades  ; 
Thins  the  black  phalanx ;  till,  with  fury  driv'n, 
Swift  difappears  the  flying  wrejck  of  heav'n: 
To  if s  own  native  blue  the  fky  refine?, 
And  the  fun's  orb  with  double  radiance  fhines  f . 

The  dame  celeftial  mark'd  with  glad  furprize 
Recover'd  reafon  lab'ring  in  my  eyes, 
And,  kindly  fmiling,  faid,  or  feem'd  to  fay  : 
"  At  length,  my  fon,  the  intellectual  ray 
"  Juft  gleams  the  hopeful  promife  of  a  day. 
"  Patients  like  thee  muft  cautioufly  be  fed 
"  With  milk  diluted,  and  innoxious  bread  : 
"  Permit  me  then,  in  gentleft  ftrains,  to  give 
"  Rules  to  die  happy,  and  contented  live  ; 
"  And,  when  thy  ftomach  can  ft"rong  food  digeft, 
"  My  prudence  fliall  adminifter  the  reft  j|. 
"  I  never  leave  my  children  on  the  road, 
"  But  lead  each  pilgrim  to  his  bleft  abode  ^[. 

"  Suffice  it  firft  this  wholefome  truth  t'  impart ; 
"  Coy  Fortune's  abfence  ftings  thee  to  the  heart : 
"  A  willing  miftrefs  to  the  young  and  bold, 
"  But  fcernful  of  the  tim'rous  and  the  old ; 


*  L.  I.  Prof.  I.  De  Confolat.  Pbilofopb. 
f  De  Confolat.  Philofopb.  L.  I.  Prof.  2. 
|  L.  I.  Prof.  2. 
§   "   Tune  me  drfcuffa  llquerunt  nofte  tenebr*9 

Lumlnlbiifque  prior  rednt  "vigor . 
Ut  cum  prtecipiti  glomeranturfidera  Cort 

NimbofiJ'^iic  polusjletll  imbrlbus  : 
Sol  latet,  ac  nondum  ccdo  •venientikus  ajlrls 

Defupcr  in  terrain  noxfiindiiiir. 
Hanc,  It  'Tbrelclo  Koreas  emijjus  ab  antr0 

l^erlcret,   &  claufum  refer  at  d'tem  ; 
JLmicat  \$  fubito  vibratus  lumine  Pba:biist 
Mirantes  oculos  radiis  ferit" 

JL.  I.  Metr.  •{, 
[|  L.  I.  Prof,  a,  y  L.  I.  Prof.  3. 
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*'  Mere  luft  of  change  compell'd  her  to  cafhier 
*f  Her  beft  lov'd  Pompey  in  his  fiftieth  year. 
"  The  frowns  of  a  capricious  jilt  you  mourn, 
t(  Who's  thine,  or  mine,  and  ev'jy  man's  by  turn  : 
"  Were  Fortune  conftant,  fhe's  no  more  the  fame, 
"  But,  chang'd  in  fpecies,  takes  another  name. 
*'  Say,  when  th;it  prodigy  *  of  falfehood  fmii'd, 
"  And  all  the  iorcerefs  thy  heart  beguil'd  ; 
%*'  When  ev'ry  joy  that  full  pofleflion  gave 
*'  Rofe  to  the  higheft  relilli  man  can  crave; 
**  Waft  thou  then  happy  to  thy  foul's  deiire  ? — 
*'  Something  to  fee k, and  fomething  to  require, 
*'  Still,  ftill  perplex'd  thee,  unforefeen  before.- — 
"  Thy  draughts  were    mighty,  but  thy  -dropfy 
"  more  f.  [then  ? 

"  'Tis  granted,  fortune's  vanifli'd and  what 

«'  Thou'rt  ftill  as  truely  rich  as  all  good  men  : 
*'  Thy  minds  thy  own  (if  that  be  calm  and  ev'n)  ; 
*;  Thy  faith  in  providence,  thy  funds  in  heav'n. 
"  The  Indian  only  took  her  jingling  bell5;, 
"  Her  rags  of  filk,  and  trumpery  of  fhells : 
"    Virtue's  a  plunder  of  a  cumb-'rous  make 
*'  She  cannot,  and  flie  does  not  choofe  to  take  f. 
"  Accept  th'  inconftant,  if  flie  deigns  to  ftay;   "1 
*'  And,  if  flie  leaves  thee,  fprcd  her  on  the  way  ,  / 
"  For  where's  the  difference,  mighty  reas'ner,  I 
«  fay,  J 

*'  When  man  by  death  of  all  things  is  bereft, 
*'  If  .he  leaves  fortune,  or  by  fortune's  left  §  ? 
*'  Fortune  to  Oalba's  door  the  diadem  brought ; 
*'  The  door  was  clos'd  and  other  fons  fhe  iought : 
*'  Fortune's  a  woman,  over  fond  or  blind  ; 
*'  A  ftep  dame  now,  and  now  a  mother  kind. 

"  Etchew  the  iuft  of  pow'r,  and  pride  of  life ; 
"  One  jarring  mafs  of  counter-working  ftrife  ! 
"  Vain  hopes,  which  only  idiot  minds  employ ; 
*'  And  fancy  builds,  for  fancy  to  defiroy  ! 
*'   All  muft  be  wretched  who  expedt  too  much  ; 
*'  Life's  chemic  gold  proves  recreant  to  the  touch. 

"  The  man  who  fears,  nor  hopes  for  earthly 

"  things, 

ct  Difarms  the  tyrant,  and  looks  down  on  kings: 
*'  Whilft  the  depending,  craving,  flatt'ring  flave 
"  Makes  his  own  chain  that  drags  him  to  the 
"  grave  j| ." 

The  goddefs  now,  with  mild  and  fober  grace 
Inclining,  look'd  me  ftedfaft  in  the  face. 

"  Thy  exile  next  fits  heavy  on  thy  mind  ; 
*'  Thy  pomp,  thy  wealth,  thy  villas,  left  behind. 
*'   Ah,  quit  thefe  nothings  to  the  hungry  tribe  ; 
*'  States  cannot  banifli  thee  ;  they  may  profcribe. 
"  The  good  man's  country  is  is  in  ev'ry  clime, 
*(  His  Qod  in  ev'ry  place,  at  ev'ry  time  ; 

*  Intelligo  multiformes  illiusprodignfi(cos. 

L.  II.  Prof.  i. 
f  "  Lnrgis  cum  potms  muneribusjluens 

Stitfardefcii  habendi."     L.  II.  Metr.  2. 
J  L.  Il.Proi:  i. 

§  Qu:d  igitifr  refcrreputcs,  tune  illani  moriendo 
dej'eras,  an  ie  illa-fug'/endo  ?  ,      Lib.  II.  Prof.  3. 
|j   Qifif^uis  conipcjitofcrenus  avo 
res  aliquid,  ncc  cxtimefcas, 

})3te?itis  tram. 

At  qitifqi/es  trtfiduf  puvett  vel  optat, 
qua  vale,  at  trati,  catcnam. 

•JBOET.  L,  I. 


In  civiliz'd,  or  in  barbarian  lands,. 
Wherever  virtue  breathes,  an  altar  ftancls  *. 
"  A  farther  weaknefs  in  thy  heart  I  read  : 
Thy  prifon  fhocks  thee  with  unufual  dread  : 
Dark  folitude  thy  wav'ring  mind  appalls, 
Damp  floors,  and  low  hung  roofs,  and  naked 

"  walls. 

Yet  here  the  mind  of  Socrates  could  foar; 
And,  being  lefs  than  man,  he  rofe  to  more. 
Wifli  not  to  fee  new  hofts  of  clients  wait 
In  rows  fubmiffive  through  vaft  rooms  of  ftate  j 
Nor,  on  the  litter  of  coarie  ruflies  fpread, 
Lament  the  abfencc  of  thy  downy  bed  : 
Nor  grieve  thou,  that  thy  plumkr'd  books  af- 
No  confolation  to  their  exil'd  lord  :         "  [ford 
Read  thy  own  heart  f  ;  its  motions  nicely  fcan  j 
There's  a  fufficient  library  for  man|. 
And  yet  a  nobler  volume  ftill  remains  ; 
The  book  of  providence  all  truths  contains : 
For  ever  ufeful,  and  forever  clear, 
To  all  men  open,  and  to  all  men  near : 
By  tyrants  unfupprefs'd,  untouch'd  by  fire  ; 
Old  as  mankind,  and  with  mankind  t'  expire  \, 
"  Next,  what  aggrieves  thee  moft,is  lofs  of  fame, 
And  the  chafte  pride  of  a  once  fpotlefs  name  : 
But  mark,  my  fon,  the  truths  I  mail  impart, 
And  give  them  on  the  tablets  of  thy  heart : 
The  rirft  keen  ftroke  th'  unfortunate  (hall  find,, 
Is  loling  tl^e  opinion  of  mankind  |j  : 
Slander  and  accufation  take  their  rife 
From  thy  declining  fortunes,  not  thy  vice. 
How  rarely  is  a  poor  man  highly  deem'd ; 
Or  a  rich  upftart  villain  difcfteem'd  ?— — — 
From  chilly  fliades  the  gnats  of  fortune  run 
To  buz  in  heat,  and  twinkle  in  the  fun  ; 
Till  heav'n   (at   heav'n's   appointed   feafon" 
'*  kind,)  [wind,  i 

"  Sweeps  oft' th'  Egyptian  plague  with  fuch  a 
"  That  not  one  blood-iucker  is  left  behind. 

"  Boaft  not,  nor  grieve  at  good  or  evil  fame 
"  Be  true  to  God,  and  thou  art  ftill  the  fame. 
"  Man  cannot  give  thee  virtues  thou  haft  not, 
"  Nor  fteal  the  virtues  thou  haft  truely  got. 

**  And  what's  th'  applauie  of  learning  or  of  wit  i1 
«'  Critis  unwrite  whate'er  the  author  writ :  . 

*  L.  I.  Prof.  5.  BOETIUS. 

Ubicunque  virtus  ; 

Heic,  puto,  tempium  eft. 

Jac.  BALDE  Odit. 
Hcav'n,  to  men  <well  difpos"dt  is  erfry  where* 

Dr.  DONNE. 

f  There  are  two  lcjTo?is  which  God  infills  every 
day  into  the  faithful :  The  one  is,  to  fee  their  own 
faults :  The  other  is,  to  comprehend  the  Divine 
gofjdnefs.  TH.OM.  A  KEMP. 

\  The  bejl  looking  glqfs  wherein  to  fee  thy  Codt 
is  perfefily  to  fee  ibyfelf.  HUGO  de  Anima. 

L.  I.  Prof.  4.     BOETIUS. 

At  vero  hie  etiam  nojiris  mails  cumulus  accedit^ 
quod  exijiiinatio  plurimoruin  non  rerum  merita,  fed  for- 
tun<e  fpe&at  evcntum  :  eaque  tantum  ju client  ejje  fro-vifat 
qua  fdiciias  commenJii'verit.  ^uo  Jit,  ut  exijlimatio 
bona^prima  omnium  defer  at  inf dices,  BOETIU  s,  Ibid. 
^[  Si  vis  baatiis  ejfc^cogtla  hoc  primum,  cwteirrnere  et 
contemni  j  nondum  esfclix,fi  te  turba  non  deriferit. 


BOETIUS:    OR    THE    UPRIGHT   STATESMAM. 


c  To  a  new  fate  this  fecond  life  muft  yield, 

'  And  death  will  twice  be  mafter  of  the  field  *. 

"  Nor  grieve,  nor  murmur,  nor  indulge  defpair, 
'  To  lee  the  villain  cloth'd,  and  good  man  bare  ; 
'  To  fee  impiety  with  pomp  — enthron'd  ; 
*  Virtue  unfought  for,  honefty  unown'd  :) 
'  Heav'ns  difpenfations  no  man  can  explore  ; 
'  In  this,  to  fathom  God,  is  to  be  more  \ 
'  Mere  man  but  gueffes  the  divine  decree; 
'  The  moft  the  Stagyrite  hitnfelf  could  fee, 
'  Was  the  faint  glimm'ring  of  contingency. 
'  Yet  dtem  not  rich  men  happy,  nor  the  poor 
'  Unprofp'rous ;  wait  th'   event,   and  judge   no 

«'  more. 

1  True  fafety  to  heav'n's  children  muft  belong  : 
1  With  God  the  rich  are  weak,  the  poor  are  ftrong. 
'  Th'  irrevocable  fanclion  ftands  prepar'd  ; 
'  Vice  has  its  curfe,  and  virtue  its  reward  f. 
'  Confcience,  man's  centinel,  forbids  to  ftray, 
'  Nor  mows  us. the  great  gulph  for  heav'n's  high 
"  way. 

"  To  ferve  the  great,  and  aggrandife  our  pride, 
4  We  barter  honour,  and  our  faith  befide  ; 
'  Mindlels  of  future  blifs,  and  heav'nly  fame, 
!  We  ftrip  and  fell  the  Chriftian  to  the  name. 
'  Ambition,  like  the  fea,  by  tempefts  toft, 
'  Still  makes  new  conquefts  for  old  conquefts  loft  : 
'  Court  favours  lie  above  the  common  road 
:   By  modefty  and  humble  virtue  trod  ; 
1  Like  trees  on  precipices,  they  difplay 
;  Fair  fruit,  which  none  can  reach  but  birds  of 
««  prey. 

"  All  men  from  want,  as  from  contagion,  fly ; 
1  They  weary  earth,  and  importune  the  iky  j 
;  Gain  riches,  and  yet  'fcape  not  poverty  : 
1  The  once  mean  foul  preferves  its  earthly  part, 
'  The  i.  eggar's  flatt'ry,  and  the  beggar's  heart. 

"  In  fpite  of  titles,  glory,  kindred,  pelf, 
'  Lov'ft  thou  an  object  better  than  thyfeJf  ? 

1  You  anfwer,  no. If  that,  my  fon,  be  true, 

'  Then  give  to  God  the  thanks  to  God  are  due. 
(  No  man  is  crown'd  the  fav'rite  of  the  fkies 
1  Till  Heav'n  his  faith  by  (harp  affliction  tries  : 
1  Nor  chains,  difgrace,  nor  tyrants  can  controul 
1  Th'  ability  to  fave  th'  immortal  fonl. 
1  How  oft  did  Seneca  deplore  his  fate, 
1  Debarr'd  that  recollection  which  you  hate  ? 
'  How  often  did  Papinian  walte  his  breath 

*   Cum  f  era  voltis  rapiet  hoc  etiam  diest 
fam  vos  fee  undo  mors  manct. 

BOETIUS,  L.  II.  Metr.  7. 

•f  Si  ea  qiue  paulo  ante  conclufa  funt,  Inconvulfa  fe- 
guantur,  ipfo,  dc  cujus  nunc  regno  loquimur,Au8ore  cog- 
°.S)  femper  quidem  potentes  bonos  ejjl'  mulns  i/ero  ah" 
jeSios  femper  &  imbecilles  ;  nee  fine  fa-na  unquam  ejft 
•vitia,  nee  fine  prtemio  virlutM  ;  lonisfdlcia^  malls  fem 
per  infurtunata  contiarr.-rc. 

BOETIUS  L.  IV.  Prof  i.Dc  Confolat. 
Quijemina  virtu, jama  ?••. 


T'   implore,  like   your's.   a  paufing   time   foe 

death*?— 

"  Place  in  thy  fight  Heav'n's  confeffbrs  refign'd, 
And  iuffcr  with  humility  of  mind  : 
As  thy  profperities  pafs'd  fwift  away, 
Juft  to  thy  grief  fhall  make  a  tranfient  ftay  f 
Thy  life's  laft  hour  (nor  is  it  far  from  thee) 
Is  the  laft  hour  of  human  mifery. 
Extremes  of  grief  or  joy  are  rarely  giv'n, 
And  laft  as  rarely,  by  the  will  of  Heav'n." 
So  fpake  philofophy,  and  upwards  flew> 
I nfy.ii  ing  confidence  as  (lie  withdrew. 

Here  let  my  juft  refentments  ceafe  to  flow, 
Here  let  me  dole  my  elegies  of  woe. 

Rufticiana,  faireft  of  the  fair, 
My  prefent  object,  and  my  future  care  ; 

Be  mindful  of  my  children,  and  thy  vows: 

And  ('gainft  thy  jndgment)  O  defend  thy  fpoufe, 
My  children  are  my  other  felf  to  thee  : — i — 
Heav'n  you  diftruft  if  you  lament  for  me. 

Weep  not  my  fate  :  is  man  to  be  deplor'd, 
From  a  dark  prifon  to  free  air  reftcr'd  ? 
Admir'd  by  friends,  and  envy'd  by  my  foes, 
Idle,  when  glory  to  the  higheft  rofe. 
I've  mounted  to  the  fummit  of  a  ball  ; 
If  I  go  further,  I  defcend,  or  fall. 
Hail  death,  thou  lenient  cordial  of  relief; 
Preventive  of  my  fhame  and  of  my  grief! 
Kind  nature  crops  me  in  full  virtue's  bloom  f, 
Not  left  to  fhrink  and  wither  for  the  tomb. 
Shed  not  a  tear,  but  vindicate  thy  pow'r, 
Enrich'd  like  Egypt's  foil  without  a  fhow'r. 
Fortune,  which  gave  too  much,  did  foon  repine, 
There  was  no  Solftice  in  a  courfe  like  mine. 
With  caimnefs  I  my  bleeding  death  behold  j 
Suns  fet  in  crimfon  ftreams  to  rife  in  gold. 
.  Farewell,  and  may   Heav'n's  bounty  heap  on 
thee, 

(As  more  deferving)  what  it  takes  from  me  §  ! \ 

That  peace,  which  made  thy  focial  virtues  fbine,"* 
The  peace  of  conscience,  and  the  peace  divine, 
.6e  ever,  O  thou  beft  of  women,  thine  ! 

Forgive,  Almighty  Pow'r,  this  worldly  part ; 
Thefe  iaft  ccnvulfiens  of  an  huflpand's  heart : 
Give  us  thy  felf ;  and  teach  our  mind's  to  fee 
The  Saviour  and  the  Paraclete  in  thee  \ 

*  Boet.  L.  III.  Prof.  5. 

f  "  ^uodji  idc'irco  te  fartnnatnm  cffe  non  ex- 
ijiimas,  quoniam  quae  tune  laeta  iidelitntur,  abit- 
runt :  non  ejl  quad  te  miferum  putes,  qnoniain, 
qua.  nunc  creduntur  mxjfia,prcetereunt.''* 

IDEM.  L.  II.  PROS.  3. 

t '*  Raperls.  non  indigus  aevi^ 

Non  nimius*'  STAT. 

§  "    Pars  animce    <uiElura   mete,    cm    linqitre 

0   Utinam  !  quQs  dura  tnihi  rapit  Atropos 
STAT.  Syfr, 
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AN  EMBLEMATICAL  ELEGY. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

IT  is  to  be  hoped  the  reader  will  pardon  me,  if  1 
take  the  liberty  of  prefixing  to  this  ele/y  a  flight 
advertifement,  iuftead  of  inferring  what  might 
ieem  too  long  for  a  note  in  the  body  of  the  poem. 

Having  ventured  (and  I  am  fure  it  is  licentia 
fumptu  prudenter  *)  to  introduce  three  or  four 
new  exprefiions  in  a  volume  of  near  five  thjuland 
lines,  and  one,  namely,  dew  ting'd  ray,  in  the 
aypth  page  of  the  prelent  elegy,  I  thought  myfelf 
obliged  to  make  fome  apology  on  that  fubject  ; 
iince  all  innovations  in  poets  like  me,  (who  can 
oialy  pretend  to  a  certain  degree  of  mediocrity) 
are  more  or  lefs  of  an  affected  call,  and  rarely  to 
"be  excufed  ;  inafmuch  as  we  have  the  vanity  to 
teach  others  what  we  do  not  thoroughly  under- 
itand  ourfelves. 

And  here  permit  me  to  call  that  language  of 
ours  Claffical  Englilh,  which  is  to  be  found  in  a 
Jew  chofen  writers  incluiively,  from  the  times  of 
Spencer  till  the  death  o,f  Mr.  Pope  ;  for  falfe  re 
finements,  after  a  language  has  arifen  to  a  certain 
degree  of  perfection,  give  reafons  to  fufpect  that 
a  language  is  upon  the  decline.  The  iame  cir- 
cumttances  have  happened  formerly,  and  the 
event  has  been  almolt  invariably  the  fame.  Com 
pare  Statins  and  Claudian  with  Virgil  and  Horace: 
and  yet  the  former  was,  if  one  may  fo  fpeak,  im> 
mediate  heir  at  law  to  the  latter. 

I  have  known  fome  of  my  contemporary  Poets 
(and  thofe  not  very  voluminous  writers)  who  have 
coiaed  their  one  or  two  hundred  words  a  man; 
whereas  Dryden  and  Pope  devifed  only  about 
threefcore  words  between  them  ;  many  of  which 
\vere  compound  epithets  :  But  mod  of  the  \vords 
which  they  introduced  into  our  language,  proved 
in  the  event  to  be  vigorous  and  perennial  plants, 
being  chofen  and  raifed  from  excellent  offsets  f  . 
-  Indeed  the  former  author  revived  a'lfo  a  great 
number  of  ancient  words  and  expreilions  5  and 
this  he  did  (beginning  at  Chaucer)  with  fo  much 
delicacy  of  choice,  and  in  a  manner  fo  compre- 
henfive,  that  he  left  the  latter  author  (who  was 
in  that  point  equally  judicious  and  fagacious)  very 
little  to  doj  or  next  to  nothing. 

*    HORAT. 

f  /  miift  here  make  one  exception.  Dryden 
fyowed  fome  weaknefs,  in  anglicising  common 
French  words,  and  thofe  not  over  elegant,  ivheti 
at  the  fame  time  we  had  fynonymous  words  of  our 
oiun  growth.  Thus,  for  example,  he  introduced 
levee,  couches,  boutefeu,  Jt/nngres,  Jraicheur, 
Ifcve,  couche,  bouteiVu,  fimagres,  fraicheur, 
fongue,  &.c  Nor  rwas  he  more  lucky  in  the  Italian 
,  faifare 


dt  and  round  with  j  ablins  filFd" 
Vire. 


Some  few  of  Dryden's  revived  words  I  have  pre- 
fumed  to  contine  ;  of  which  take  the  following  in- 
ftances;  as  gri(ielien,f,lamott  and  carmine,  (with 
reference  to  colours,  and  mixtures  of  colours  ;)  cy- 
mar,  eygre,  trine,  ETPHKA,  Paraclete,  panoply, 
rood,  dorp,  eglantine,  orij^ns^  nfpirations,  See.  I 
mention  this,  left  any  one  fliould  be  angry  with 
me,  or  pleafed  with  me  in  particular  places, 
where  I  tiifcover  neither  boldnefs  nor  invention. 
1  owe  alfo  to  Fenton  the  participle  mean 
der9  d;  and  to  Sir  W.  Davenant  the  Latinifm  of 
funeral  Illicit. 

As  to  compound  epithets,  thofe  ambittoffc  orna- 
menta  *  of  modern  poetry,  Dryden  has  devifed  a 
few  of  them,  with  equal  diffidence  and  caution ; 
but  thofe  few  are  exquifitely  beautiful.  Mr.  Pope 
feized  on  them  as  family  diamonds,  and  added 
thereto  an  equal  number,  dug  from  his  own  mines, 
and  heightened  by  his  own  poliftiing. 

Compound  epithets  firft  came  into  their  great 
vogue  about  the  year  1598.  Shakfpeare  and  Ben. 
John/on  both  ridiculed  the  oftenlatioiis  and  im 
moderate  ufe  of  them,  in  their  prologues  to  Troi- 
lus  and  Crerlida,  and  to  Every  Man  in  his  Humour. 
By  the  above  named  prologues  it  alfo  appears, 
that  Bombaft  grew  faihionable  about  the  fame 
era.  Now  in  both  inftances  an  affected  tafte  is 
the  fame  as  a  falfe  tafte.  The  author  of  Hieroni- 
mo  (who,  as  I  may  venture  to  afiure  the  reader, 
was  one  John  Smith  f)  firft  led  up  the  dance. 
Then  came  the  bold  and  felf-fufficient  tranflator 
of  Da  Bartas  f,  who  broke  down  all  the  flood 
gates  of  the  true  ftream  of  eloquence  (which  for 
merly  preferved  the  river  clear,  within  due  bounds, 
and  full  to  its  banks)  and  like,  the  rat  in  the  low- 
country  dikes,  mifchievioully  or  wantonly  deluged 
the  whole  land. 

Of  innovated  phrafes  and  words ;  of  words  re 
vived  ;  of  co-npound  epithets,  &.c.  I  may  one 
day  or  other  fay  more,  in  a  diuincl:  criticiim  on 
Dryden's  poetry.  It  (hall  therefore  only  fuffice  to 
obierve  here,  that  our  two  great  poetical  matters 
never  thought  that  the  interpofition  of  an  hyphen, 
without  juit  grounds  and  reafons,  made  a  com 
pound  epithet.  On  the  contrary,  it  was  their 
opinion,  (and  to  this  opinion  their  practice  was 
conformable)  that  fuch  union  fliould  only  be  made 
between  two  nouns,  as  patriot-king,  idect- 

laugh,  &c. or  between  an  adjective  and  noun,, 

or  noun. and  adjective,  wee  verfa,  or  an  adjective 
and  participle;  as  laughter-loving,  cloud-compel 
ling,  rofy-finger'd,  &cc. As  alfo  by  an  adverb 

ufed  as  part  of  an  adjective,  as  you  may  fee  in  the 
wprds  well-concocted,  well-di-efttd,  &c. But 


*  HORAT. 

f  John  Smith  writ  alfo  the  Keflor  of  Germany* 
Sylvefer. 
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never  by  a  full  real  adverb  and  adjective,  as  inly- 
pining,  fadly-rmifing,  and.  to  make  free  with  my- 
felf,  (though,  I  only  did  it  by  way  of  irony) 
my  expreflion  of  limply-marry'd  epithets  ,  oi 
xvhich  fort  of  novelties  modern  poetry  chiefly 
coni'fts.  Nor  fhoulj  fuch  compound  epithets  be 
locked  upon  as  the  poets  making  ;  for  they  owe 
their  (.xiitence  to  the  comp-jfitor  cf  tne  preis,  and 
the  irttt  rvention  of  an  hyphen. 

Much  of  the   fame   analogy  by   which  Drydeti 

•and  Pope  guided  themftlves  in  the   pjefent  c;ne. 

may  be  feen  in  the  purer  Greek  and  Roman  lan- 

:   bat   ail  the  hyphens   in  the    world   (fup- 

jjofing  hyphens  had  been  then  known),  would  not 

have  truly  Coined  together  the  dulce  ri-dc?itemt  or 

dulc  faqiit  nt  ens,  ot  Horace. 

In  a  word,  fume  few  precautions  of  the  prefent 
kind  are  not  unnecelfary  :  Engliih  poetry  begins 
to  grow  capr.cious.  fanta  t  ical,  and  affectedly  luxu 
riant ;  and  therefore  (as  Augrftus  faid  of  Hate- 
rius)  fttfflominari pa :>.lulum  dtttt. 

Shall  not  every  one  mourn  that  dwelleth  therein? 

AMOS  viii.  S 

I  did  mourn  as  a  dove  ;  mine  eyes  failed  with 
looking  upwards. 

ISAIAH  xxxviii.  14. 

Fear  not  thou,  my  fervant,  faith  the  Lord  ;  for  I 
am  with  thee.  I  will  not  makt  a  full  end  uf 
thee ;  but  correct  thee  in  meafure. 

JER.  xlvi.  46". 

PAINS  and  difeafes;  ftripes  and  labour  too  *  ! 

*'   What  mure  could  Edom  and  proud  Afliur  do  ?" 

Scourge   after    fcourge,    and    blows    fucceeding 

blows? — 

Lord,  has  thy  hand  no  mercy,  and  our  woes 
No  interrniffion  ?   Gracious  Being,  pleale 
To  calm  our  fears,  and  give  the  body  eafe  ! 
The  rour  man,  and  the  Have  of  ev'ry  kind, 
'Midft  pains  and  toils  may   gleams  of  co 

lind  ; 

But  who  can  bear  the  ficknefs  of  the 
The  pow'r  of  melancholy  mounts  the  throne, 
And  makes  the  realms  of  wiiiiom  half  her  o'wn  f  : 
Kot  David's  lyre,  with  David's  voice  conjoin'd, 
Can  drive  th'  op,.;eiljve  phantom  from  the  mind  t  ? 
No  more  the  fun  delights,  nor  lawns,  nor  trets; 
The  verm;l  blcfToms,  or  the  fammer's  breeze. 
No  longer  echo  makes  the  dales  rejoice 
With  fuorti've  founds,  and  pictures  of  a  voice  {]  : 

*  The  fii;:t  of  this  ewulem  is  lalcnfrom  our  iierrra- 
Me  and  religious  f<Jt',  F.  Qiiarles,  L.  III.  Embl.  4. 
Mr.  Dryden  iffed  to  fay,  that  ^uarles  exceeded  him  i,: 
the  jaciliiy  of  rhyming. 

§Marlei*i  boot,  and  the  em'levwtical  pi'u.is  therein 
contained,  are  chiefly  taken  from  the  Pia  DcfideHa  of 
Jrltigo  Herma.t:iiin.  cl  ,  ~s  'zcer*  ot . 

dejigrud  by  that  celebrated  artijl  C.  Van  Sicbtai. 

f  Dan.  iv.  34.  \  I  Sam.  xvi.  23. 

||  Agreeably  to  ihTs  is  a  lovely  piece  of  imagery  in  the 
hcly  Scripture*  : 

*'  The  earth  mcurneth  and  LingtiifLeih  ;  Lebanon  i. 
.fjbawed,  and  beivn  dcivn  ,  Sba.  ^.cildcrnefi 

faJban  and  Carytelfka'^t  of  tfttir  fruits" 

ISAIAH  xxxiii.  9 

Vol.  IX. 


body  e:^ie  ! 
ev'ry  kind,         "^ 
jams  of  comfort  f 

if  the  mind  ?      _) 


'  aerial  choir,  which  fung  To  foft  and  clear, 
<o\v  grates  harfli  mufic  to  the  frowaid  ear  ; 
gently  murm 'ring  rills  offend  from  far, 
emulate  the  clangour  of  a  war  : 
iooks  have  no  wit,  the  livelieil  wits  have  none  ; 
*\nd  hope,  the  Lift  of  ev'ry  friend,  is  gone  ! 
Nor  reit  nor  joy  to  virtue's  felt  are  giv'n, 
Till  the  difeale  is  rectiry'd  by  heav'u. 
And  yet  this  Jliad  of  intelline  woes 
So  frail  is  man)  from  teeming  nothings  rofe : 

(ii op  of  acrid  juice,  a  blalt  oi'  air, 
Ph'  obstruction  of  a  tube  as  fine  as  hair; 
Jr  ip.ifui  w  thin  a  labyrinth  or  threads. 
VI ore  fubtle  far  than  thole  t'.je  fnidcr  ipreads  *. 

XVhat  f uhen  planet  rul'd  our  haplefs  birth, 
\vene  from  joys,  and  enemy  of  mirth  ? 
'Vat'ry  Ardturus  in  a  lucklets  place 
Soath'd  f,  and  portended  tears  to  all  our  race  : 
With  him  ihe  weeping  Pleiades  cor-join, 
And  Mazzirbth  made  up  the  mournful  trine  \  '• 
Orion  added  noite  to  dumb  defpair, 
And  rent  with  hurricanes  the  daring  air; 
And  lalt  Ablinthion  ||  his  dire  inlluence  rtied 
Full  on  the  heart,  and  fuller  on  the  head. 
Oft  have  we  fought  (ana  fruitltb  oft)  to  gain 
A  fliort  parentheiis  'uvixt  pain  and  pain  ; 
But,  iick'ning  at  the  cheetfulnefs  ot  light, 
The  ioul  has  languifli'd  for  th'  ajjproa^h  of  nights 
Aga;n,  immerft  in  lhades,  we  feem  to  fay, 
O  clay-ipring  If  !  gleam  thy  promiVe  ot  a  day  §. 
On  this  fide  death  th'  unhappy  lure  are  curlt, 
Who  ligh  for  change,  and  think  the  preftnt  worft: 
Who  weep  unpity'd,  groan  without  relief; 
'•'  There  is  no  end  nor  meafure  of  their  grief!" 
The  happy  have  wafte  twelvemonths  to  beftovv  ; 
But  thole  can  fp are  all  time,  who  live  in  woe  1 
Whole  iivekeft  hours  are  mifery  and  ihrall ; 
Whole   food    is   wormwood,  and  whole  drink  is 

gall**. 

Banifli  their  grief,  or  eafe  their  irkfome  load ; 
Ephraim  at  length  was  favour'd  by  his  God  ff. 
Ah,  what  ii  man,  that  demigod  on  earth  ? 
Proud  of  his  knowledge,  glorying  in  his  birth  ; 
Profane  corrector  of  th'  Almighty  laws, 
Full  of  th'  effecfl,  forgetful  of  the  caule  1 


*  If.t'ah  lix.  5. 

f  bouth'd,  a  received  term  in  af.rology. 

\  Job  xxxviii.  31,  32.  According  to  Scripture* 
Agronomy,  theft  three  iv  ere  all  tvatery  ftgns,  and  ent- 
bittaaticat  of  grief.  c£ be  fourth  coifalhtion,  named 
Or  ;titt}  threatened  mankind  ivith  hurricanes  and te nip, ,,r.., . 
Sandys  itndtrjiood  the  friiffrtgc  in  the  fame  manner  as  I 
d'j.  Let:  his  excellent  parabhrctje  on  "Job,  foliot  pa$s 
45,  London  1637.  Mention  is  again  made  of  the 
Star/  (Pleiades),  and  of  Orion,  Amos  V.  8.— ~ 
and  "Job  ix.  <). 

||  The  Stur  of  bittern ffs,  called  WcrmivooJ,  Rev. 
viii.  TO. 

^  Job  xxxviii.  ii.Lulel.  78.  AmrtXn  \l  l%sf. 
This  poetical  ivord,  day-fpring,  ex^jc^in^  the  aa-^-n 
of  morningy  has  been  never  adopted  by  our  poets t  as  t&r 
as  ive  can  rjcol/ecf. 

§    Dent,  xxviii.  66,  67. 

**    Jerfin.  xxiii.  IJ. 

ft  Rid.  xxxi. .20. 

3P- 
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Why  boaft  of  reafon,  and  yet  reafon  ill  ? 
Why  talk  of  choice,  yet  follow  erring  will? 
Why  vaunt  our  liberty,  and  prove  the  Have 
Of  all  ambition  wants,  or  follies  crave  ? 
This  is  the  lot  of  him,  furnam'd  the  wife, 
Who  lives  miftaken,  and  mistaken  dies  ! 

The  lick  lefs  happy,  and  yet  happier  live  ; 
For  pains  and  maladies  are  God's  reprieve  : 
This  refpite  'twixt  the  grave  and  cn.'lle  giv'n, 
Is  th'  interpos'd  parenthefis  of  heav'n  ! 
Too  often  we  complain — but  flefh  is  weak  ; 
Silence  would  wafte   us,   and   the   heart  would 

break. 

Behold  yon  rofe,  the  poor  defpondent  cries, 
(Pain  on  his  brow,  and  anguifh  in  his  eyes) 
What  healthy  verdure  paints  its  juicy  fhoots, 
What  equal  circulation  feeds  the  roots : 
At  morning-dawn  it  feels  the  dew-ting'd  ray, 
But  opens  all  its  bofam  to  the  day. 
No  art  aflifts  it,  and  no  toil  it  takes  *, 
Slumbers  at  ev'ning,  and  with  morning  wakes  f , 

Why  was  I  born  ?  Or  wherefore  born  a  m~n  ? 
Immenfe  my  wifh  ;  ye.t  tether'd  to  a  fpan  ! 
The  flave,  that  groans  beneath  the  toilfome  oar, 
"  Obtains  the  fabbath  cf  a  welcome  fliore  :" 
His  captive  ftripes  are  heal'd  ;  his  native  foil 
Sweetens  the  memory  of  foreign  toil. 
"  Alas  my  forrows  are  not  half  fo  blcft  ;" 
^ly  labours  know  no  end,  my  pains  no  reft  ! 

Tell  me,  vain-glorious  Newtons,  if  you  can, 
What  heterogeneous  mixtures  form  the  man  ? 
Pleafure  and  anguifh,  ignorance  and  (kill, 
Mature  and  fpirit,  flav'ry  and  free-will : 
Weaknef*   and    ftrtngi.li,   old-age    and   youthful 

prime ; 

Error  and  truth  ;  eternity  and  time  ! — 
What  contradictions  have  forever  ran 
Betwixt  the  nether  brute  and  upper  man  \  ? 

Ah  !  what  are  men,  who  God's  creation  fcorn  ? 
The  worm  their  brother ; —  §  brother  elder-born ! 
Plants  live  like  them,  in  fairer  robes  array'd, 
Aiike  they  flouriih,  and  alike  they  fade. 
The  lab'ring  itetr  fleeps  lefs  difturb'd  at  night, 
And  eats  and  drinks  with  keener  appetite,— 
Reftrain'd  by  nature  juft  ts-  enjoy  his  fill ; 
Ufeiul,  and  yet  incapable  of  ill. 
Say,  man,  what  vain  pre-eminence  is  thine  ? 
Each  fenfe  impair'd  by  gluttony  and  wine  ||  : 
Thou  art  the  beaft,  except  thy  foaring  mind 
Afpires  to  pictures  of  immortal  kind : 
Elfe,  boafted  knowledge,  haplefs  is  thy  curfe, 
T'  approve  the  better,  and  embrace  the  worie  ! 


*  Mattb.  vi.  28. 

f  Concerning  the  Jlscp  of  plants,  fee  an  Ingenious 
Latin  treatife  lately  publijhcd  in  Sweden* 

\   Poetical  definition  of  a  centaur. 

§  Job  xvii.  14. — There  is  a  remarkably  pajjage  in 
the  Pfalms  upon  this  occafion,  where  the  ivorm  takes 
place  of  the  monarch  :  "  0  praife  the  Lord,  ye  moun 
tains  and  all  hills  ;  fruitful  tr<n>s  and  all  cedars  ;  Iwjls 
and  ad  cattle ;  tvorms  and  feathered  fowls  ;  kinys  of  tic 
earth  and  all  people ;  princes  and  judges  of  the  ivorld." 
PSALM  cxlviii.  10.  S^tuagint.-verjum, 

||  If  ive  pamper  the  flejb  too  mu/h>  -we  nourifb  an 
enemy  ;  if  ive  defraud  it  of  la  ivfulfiiflen  an  cc,  nve  drjlroy 
0  good  citizen.  ST;  GR£GOH.-/fc/»/V. 


So  Annas  owns  the  miracle,  and  then 
(Wilfully  blinded)  perfccutes  again  *. 

To  minds  affli&ed  ever  has  been  given 
A  claim  upon  the  patronage  of  Heav'n : 
(Whilft  the  world's  idiots  ev'ry  thought  employ 
With  hopes  to  liv-  and  die  without  annoy). 
In  the  lir ft  agonies  of  heai  t-ftruck  grief, 
Heav'n  to  our  parents  rypify'd  relief  f. 
Th'  Almighty  lent  an  ear.  to  Hannah's  pray'rL, 
And  blefs'd  her  with  each  bleffing,  in  an  heir  : 
Whilft  Hezekiah  §,  earneft  in  his  caufe, 
Gain'd  a  fufpenfion  of  great  nature's  laws, 
And  permanence  to  time ; — For  lo  !  the  fun 
Retrac'd  the  journey  he  had  lately  run.— 

But   molt   th'  unhappy  wretch,  aggriev'd   in 
Rais'd  pity  in  the  Saviour  of  mankind  ||.     [mind, 
He  afk'd  for  peace ;  heav'n  gave  him  its  own  reil ; 
Demons  were  dumb,  and  Legion  difpoffeft. 
Wither'd  with  paify'd  blaits,  the  limbs  refume 
Thy  llrength,  O  manhood,   and,   O  youth,   thy 
Syro-Phenicia's  maiden  re-enjoy'd          [bloom ^ I 
That  equal  mind,  which  Satan  once  deftroy'd  **. 
And,  when  the  heav'nly  Ephphatha  f  f  was  fpokea 
Thf  deaf-born  heard,  the  dumb-born  fiience  broke. 
Th'  ethereal  fluid  moy'd,  the  fpeech  return'd ; 
No  fpafms  were  dreaded,  no  delpondt nee  mourn'd. 

Then  roufe,  my  foul,   and  bid  the   world 

adieu, 

Its  maxims,  wifdonj,  joys  and  glory  too; 
The  mighty  ETPHKA  f|  appears  in  view. 

§§  Juft  fo,  the  gen'rous  falcon,  long  immur'd 
In  dolefnl  cell  by  ofier-bars  fecur'd, 
Laments  her  fate  ;  till,  flitting  fwiftly  by, 
Th'  aerial  prize  attracts  her  eager  eye  : 
Inilant  file  furnmons  all  her  ftrength  and  fire  ; 
Her  afpedb  kindle-,  fierce  with  keen  do  fire ; 
She  prunes  her  tatter' d  plumes  in  conicious  pride, 
And  bounds  from  perch  to  perch,  and  fide  to  fide  : 
lnipati,ent  of  her  jail,  and  long  detained, 
She  breaks  the  bounds  her  libeity  reftrain'd  : 
Then,  having  gaiu'd  the  point  by  heav'n  defigh'd, 
Soars  'midft  the  clouds,  and  proves  her  high-born 
kind. 

When  Adam  did  hisparadife  forego,  "^ 

He  earn'd  his  hard-bought  bread  with  fweat-    t 
ing  brow.—-  f" 

Give  us  the  labour,  but  fupprefs  the  woe  !          _J 
Merit  we  boaft  not:  but  Chrill's  facred  fide 
Has  pour'd  for  all  its  facramentai  tide. 
No  fin,  no  guile,  no  blemifhcs  had  he  ; 
A  feif-mude  fiave  to  let  the  captive  f  roe ! 


*  AcJs  iv.  6. 18. 
f   Gen.  in.  15. 
{   I  Ki;i%s  i. 

§    2  jT./fff  XX. 

jj  MJI-K'\.  37-9.  And  afi  " The  fpirit  of  the 
Lord  is  upon  me  tfa'sib  Cbrljl):  be  f  cut  tns  to  heal  the? 
broken-beurtcd"  &c.  Luke  iv.  1 8.  Cot/ipare  liteivifa 
If  i  rah  ki.  I. 

•f  M.n'.b.  iv.  24,  b"V.     Acls  viii.  7. 

**  Mask  vii.  26. 

ft  Ibid.  34.' 

\\  Sue  DRYDEN'J  Kdig.  Lair/;  ^.^PRIOR'J  Ode 
intituled,  What  is  nan  ?  ^ETPHKA  J-g^fes  Finding, 
out  the  &r eat  point  defired. 

§§   Tljs  Luit.  (./ ibis  jnnile  ii  taken frcw  Quarl$s* 


RELIGIOUS    MELANCHOLY. 


Yet  pain  and  anguifh  ftill  too  far  prefume ; 
Juft   are   heav'n's    ways,    and  righteous    is    its 

doom. 

All  chaftifements,  before  we  reach  the  grave, 
Are  bitter  med'cines,  kindly  meant  to  fave. 
Thus  let  the  rhet'ric  of  our  fuff'rings  move  ; 
The  voice  of  grief  is.  oft  the  voice  of  love  *  ! 
The  bed  of  ficknefs,  (after  cares  and  ftrife) 
Is  weak  rnan's  cradle  for  a  lecond  life  ; 
Death's  but  a  moment;  and,  before  we  die, 
We  touch  the  threfhold  of  eternity ! 

*  There  is  fometimes  a  certain  pleafure  in  weeping  : 
It  is  a  fort  r>f  confutation  to  an  ajjlidlcd  p-evjon  to  be  tho 
roughly  fuifiule  of  his  ajfliftion,  ST.  AMBROSE. 


So,  ftretch'd  beneath  the  juniper's  chill  fhade, 
Th'  afflicted  prophet  *  in  defpondence  pray'd ; 
"  Oh,  take  the  burthen  of  my  life  away, 
Dead  are  my  fires;  nor  better  I  than  they :" 
At  length  a  ieraph  cry'd,  "  Arile  and  eat ; 
Behold  thy  bev'rage,  and  behold  thy  meat : 
Heav'n's  one  repaft  lhall  future  ftrength  iupply 
For  forty  days,  till  Horeb  meets  thy  eye  f." 
The  good  man  neither  fears,  deiponds,  nor  faints, 
Arm'd  with  the  heuvnly  panoply  |  of  faints. 

*    Elijah. 

f  -2  Kings  xix.  4 — 8. 

\  Eph.  vi.  14 — 17. — Panoply  (from  th:  Gr.vlj  a 
complete  f  alt of  armour.  MR.  POP  E,  DRYDEN, 


MEDITATIONS  ON  CHRIST'S  DEATH  AND  PASSION. 

AN    EMBLEM. 


He  was  wounded  for  our  tranfgreffions,  he  was 
bruifed  for  our  iniquities :  The  chaftifement  of 
our  peace  was  upon  him.  .  ISAIAH  liii.  5. 


So's  tipt,  XPISTE'  <r<wcro'y,  a$  A  via?  % 

GREG.  NAZ.  Carm.  lamb. 

RESPICE  DUM  TRANSJS,   OJJIA    SJS  MIHI   CAUSA 
DOiORIS. 

HASTE  not  fo  faft,  on  worldly  cares  employ'd, 
Thy  bleeding  Saviour  *  alks  a  fhort  delay  : 
What  trifling  blifs  is  ftill  to  be  enjoy'd, 
What  change  of  folly  wings  thee  on  thy  way  ? 
Look  back  a  moment,  paule  a  while  -j*,  and  ftay. 
For  thee  thy  God  afl'um'd  the  human  frame  ; 
For  thee  the  guiltlefs  pains  and  anguifh  try'd; 
Thy  paffions    fin  excepted)  his  became  : 
Like  thee  he  fuffer'd,  hunger'd,  wept,  and  dy'd. 

Nor  wealth  nor  plenty  did  he  ever  tafte, 
The  mofs  his  pillow,  oft  his  couch  the  ground  ; 
The  poor  man's  bread  completed  his  repaft  ; 
Home  he  had  none,  and  quiet  never  found, 
For  fell  reproach  purfu'd,  and  aim'd  the  wound  j  : 

*  Chrifi  is  the  way,  the  truth,  and  the  life.  The  way 
•wherein  thou  oughtejl  to  wa'i ;  tic  truth  vubicb  the:-:  dc- 
firejl  to  obtain ;  and  the  life  of  happinefs  which  thou 
longejl  to  enjoy.  ST.  Au GU  ST. 

t  Vyou  labour  for  a  time,  you  will  afterwards  en 
joy  an  eternity  of  rejl.  Tour  fujferings  are  oj-  ajhort 
duration,  your  joy  ivill  Injl  for  ever  :  and  if  your  refo- 
lution  wavers,  and  is  going  to  defert  you,  turn  your  eyes 
towards  mount  Calvary,  and  co>:Jider  what  Cbriftfuf* 
fered  for  you,  innocent  as  he  was.  This  confidcrailon 
will  enable  you  to  fay  in  the  event,  that  your  fujferings 
lajled  only  ft-  r  a  mc-ment.  IDEM. 

\    Through  envy  proceeded  the  fall  of  the  world,  and 
dic'.b  ofChriJl.  ST.  AUGUST. 

For  he  (Pilate)  knew  that  the  chief  pricjls  had  a't 
livet  ed  him  for  envy"  MARK  xv.  TO. 

An  ancient  heathen  alfo  hath  perfonijitd  Envy,  anil 
fainted  Lef  in  a  mifchievous  attitude  ; 


The  wife  men  mock'd  him,and  the  learned  fcorn'd ; 
Th'  ambitious  worldling  other  patrQns  try'd  ; 
The  pow'r  that  judg'd  him  evVy  foe  fuborn'd  j 
He  wept  unpity'd,  and  unhonour'd  dy'd. 

For  ever  mournful,  but  for  ever  dear, 
O  love  ftupendous  !  glorious  degradation  ! 
No  death  of  ficknefs,  with  a  common  tear ;— - 
No  foft  extimilion  claims  our  forrows  here  ; 
But  anguifh,  ihame,  and  agonizing  paffion  ! 
The  riches  of  the  world,  and  worldly  praife, 
No  monument  of  gratitude  can  prove ; 
Obedience  only  the  great  debt  repays, 
An  imitative  keart  and  undivided  love ! 

To  fee  the  image  of  th'  All-glorious  Pow'r 
Sufpend  his  immortality,  and  dwell 
In  mortal  bondage,  tortur'd  ev'ry  hour : 
A  felf-made  pris'ner  in  a  dolefome  cell, 
Victim  for  fin,  and  conqueror  of  hell  *-! 
Luflration  for  offences  not  his  own  ! 
Th'  unfpotted  for  th'  impure  refign'd  his  breath ; 
No  other  off'ring  could  thy  crimes  atone  : — 
Then  blame  thy  Saviour's  love,  but  not  his  death« 

From  this  one  profpe&  draw  thy  fole  relief, 
Here  learn  fubmiffion,  paffive  duties  learn  ; 
Here  drink  the  calm  oblivion  of  thy  grief; 
Eichew  each  danger,  ev'ry  good  du'cern, 
And  the  true  wages  of  thy  virtue  earn. 
Reflect,  O  man,  on  fuch  ftupendous  love, 
Such  fympathy  divine,  and  tender  care  f ; 


"  Gnara  malorumt 

Invidia  infelix  !  animi  vitalia  vidit, 
Ltfdendiq;  vias. 
*   Nolo  viverefine  vulnere,  cum  ts  videam  -vuherahtry, 

BoNAVENT. 

To  knew  God,  "without  knowing  our  tnifcry,  creates 
pride :  To  know  nt'fery,  without  knowing  Chrift,  caufes 
defpondence.  ST.  AUGUSTIN. 

•*•  They  make  a  free-will  offering  to  God,  who,  in  the 
of  their  fujfcrings  freferve  their  gratitude  and  ac- 
Ic^dgeintnt*  -  C  A  s  si  A  N> 


THE    WORKS    OF    HARTE. 


Befeech  the  Paraclete  *  thine  heart  to  move, 
And  offer  up  to  heav'n  this  filent  pray'r. 

"  f  Great  God,  thy  judgments  are  with  juflice 

crown'd, 

To  human  crimes  and  errors  gracious  ftill ; 
Yet,  though  thy  mercies  more  and  more  abound, 
Right  reafon  fpares  not  frefh-exifbing  ill, 
Nor  can  thy  goodnefs  counterwork  thy  will. 
Ah,  no !  The  gloom  of  fin  fo  dreadful  fhows, 
That  horror,  guilt,  and  death  the  conference- fill: 

*  God's  Holy  Spirit  ivorketb  in  thefolloivrng  manner 
in  bis  rational  children.  It  injlruSls,  moves ,  and  admo- 
nijbes':  as  for  example,  it  irjtrufts  the  reafon^  moves  the 
will,  and  admonijbes  the  memory . 

ST.  GREGOR.  in  Moral. 

•^   Vranjlated  from  the  famous  French  ode  of  M.  de 
jBarreaux, 
*  GrandD'iev!  Ttsjugemensfontrcntplisd*equite"  &C. 


Eternal  laws  our  happinefs  oppofe : 

Thy  nature  and  our  lives  are  everlafling  foes  f 

"  Severe  thy  truth,  yet  glorious  is  thy  fchemej 
Complete  the  vengeance  of  thy  juft  defire  ; 
bee  from  our  eyes  the  gufhing  torrents  fir  earn, 
Yet  ftrike  us,  blaft  us  with  celeilial  fire ; 
Our  doom,  and  thy  decrees,  alike  confpirc. 
Yet  dying  we  will  love  thee  and  adore  :— 
Where  fnall  the  flaming  flafhcs  of  thy  ire 
Tranfpierce  our  bodies  ?  Ev'ry  nerve  and  pore 
With  ChriiTs  immaculate  blood  is  cover'd  o'er 
and  o'er." 

When  we  praife  God  we  may  fpeak  much,  and 
yet  come  fhort :  wherefore  in  fum,  He  is  all. 
When  you  glorify  him,  exalt  him  as  much  as 
you  can :  for  even  yet  he  will  far  exceed.  And 
when  you  exalt  him,  put  forth  all  your  flrengh, 
and  be  not  weary,  for  you  can  never  go  far 
enough.  Jpcci-us,  xliii.  27. — 30, 
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